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This is a revised version of the first chapter. It was my first attempt at writing and it had a few flaws I wanted to correct. Also as the first in this story line there were a couple of plot lines I needed to realign and rebuild.
I describe myself as a wannabe dirty old man, not because I am one, but because as my best friend Karen keeps telling me, there is no higher accolade and so I should aim to be one.
Many thanks to Romantic1 for all his insight and help - any errors are mine
***************
In the beginning there was....
It was a hot summer's afternoon Mid-August of 2008. I'm sitting watching the world go by at a cafe in the south of France. My name is Andrew Morton, Andy to my friends. I'm fifty years old, five feet eleven and a half inches tall - the half inch is important you know! I'm slightly overweight - fifteen pounds. I'm working on it, it used to be twenty five.
My daughter tells me that her girlfriends consider me to be ruggedly handsome. To be honest all I think they mean is I'm well-worn around the edges. I've brown hair that's been going steadily grey for the past few years. Blue eyes and a tight cropped grey flecked beard. I had grown it as a bet during my first summer vacation from university, and have never had the courage to remove it. At heart I'm a wannabe dirty old man but I haven't had a lot of practice yet, but given half a chance I'll work on it I promise. I'm a widower with two grown up children. Ros my wife for 18 years had died four years earlier after a short battle with cancer. Now I'm trying to live the life we had had envisioned for ourselves.
We had met in Saudi Arabia at a close friend's birthday party. She'd only been in the magic kingdom for a couple of months and I was just coming up to the end of my first two year contract. We were both working at the same hospital. Ros was an ICU nurse and I was a Physiotherapist, in fact everyone at the party worked there.
I'd like to say it was love at first sight, but it's just not true. We spoke a few times, shared a drink or two, had a couple of dances, and that was it. Julia the birthday girl and my part time lover reclaimed me. As far as I recall we ended the night fucking our brains out with another couple right next to us.
Ros and I clicked at a dinner party a couple of months later. I was asked along to even the numbers up. Only Ros and I were not in a fully committed relationship so naturally we gravitated together. By the end of the evening we both realised there was something special growing between us.
It was the beginning of a very odd period in our lives. I had Julia and Ros had a casual physical relationship with Peter. But as the weeks past Ros and I grew closer.
I had known Julia back in the UK, we had first met when we trained at the same hospital. For a period of time we had lived together. It was a disaster; we had burnt ourselves out in six months. Afterwards we didn't talk for the next three, but missed each other. Then we realised that what we really were, was best friends with benefits. We both loved to travel and we took holidays together. We had found out from a friend about the Saudi contracts and the great travel benefits. It had sounded just what we had been looking for. The recruitment agency had places, we applied and were accepted. Three month later we were Saudi bound.
Our Saudi time had strengthened the relationship, and our dependence on each other, but we had both known that one day we would each find our ideal partner and our lives would change. Somehow I think we both suspected that even then we would never lose our attraction to each other.
Ros was the one for me and we both knew it!
We were married a year later, and we had a good marriage. In the beginning, either Julia or Peter or both would occasionally join us in our bed. After Julia met Mike Cunningham, the occasional four-some soon became a more regular five-some or some variation. The concept of the family was born. We would meet up wherever we were in the world, problems would be solved, new friends introduced and old friendships renewed. By default Ros and I seemed to become the central figures in the family.
The dynamics of our marriage, and the relationship with the others did change. As a group we grew and evolved, and stayed in touch. It was much like an extended family with brothers, sisters, nieces, and nephews spread all over the world. They would appear in ones and twos, usually for few days at a time, and we would reaffirm our connection. We would talk, cry, laugh, help each other and renew the memories of our bodies. It was a fairly select group at most there were twelve of us.
The last time the 'family' was all together was at Ros' funeral. Some had flown half way round the world to say good bye to her. After the funeral we all travelled to the Yorkshire Dales to spread her ashes in her favourite spot. We celebrated her life in our own special way, and finally went our separate ways.
I needed time to rebuild my life and the children's. Kirsten had started university that year and Chris was in his last year of school. We needed to fill the vast void that her death had created for us. So I politely refused all the numerous requests I received from the family asking if they could visit or I visit them.
Two years later I took an early retirement. My mother had died that year and left me a healthy inheritance. With it and our savings and insurance, I was reasonably well off. But I still wanted to carry on with the dream we had had.
So I ordered the Dutch barge that had always been part of the dream. It took a year for it to be delivered and fitted out. Earlier in the year I sailed across the English Channel and on to the French river system. I began the journey that was supposed to have been the retirement Ros and I would share together. We had intended spending the next few years, slowly travelling the rivers and canals of Europe. We'd hoped we would be joined regularly by our children and our 'extended family'. Other times we had intended to carry the occasional paying guest(s), to stretch our finances and that was still my ambition.
Since the beginning of the year, I had been alone. I slowly got to grips with the boat, and the idea that our great joint adventure was now a solo one. Other than one brief memorable visit from a friend, my only visitors had been the children with a couple of their friends
The Rosie M (yes, the boat is named in her honour) isn't a luxury yacht but she is comfortable. She has all the modern conveniences and is the ideal live aboard boat. The boat is seventy-five feet long with a fourteen foot beam; her size and height above the waterline is dictated by the size of the canals, locks, and bridges. Below deck she has two double sleeping cabins with attached bathrooms. The master cabin is in the bow and the guest cabin in the stern. There is also a small single bed cabin. There was a reasonable sized main cabin with a galley to the rear and a wheelhouse with a collapsible roof, seating and a table. The roof of the rear cabin doubles as a sun deck, with loungers, table and chairs, and a barbecue.
A couple of months earlier, I'd mentioned on my Facebook page that I finally felt that Rosie and I were ready for guests to stay, paying or not. I immediately received a message from Julia and Mike that they would be in the UK over the summer visiting family and friends, and please could they be my first guests. I had agreed without hesitation. I had really missed them, and to be honest I was feeling lonely.
*****************
Meeting Simone
Mike and Julia were due to arrive the second weekend in August. We had agreed I would pick them up from the small town of La Rochelle on the River Rhone in the south of France. Being eager to see them again, I'd arrived at the village a couple of days early. I had moored Rosie on the outskirts of the picturesque village. While I was waiting for them to arrive I spent the spare time exploring the local vicinity. I especially loved the sidewalk cafes. I was enjoying the local food and wine and fine tuning my personal favourite sport, people watching. My daughter had given me a nice camera for my birthday couple of years ago and I was making full use of it.
I found it enjoyable to sit at the different sidewalk cafés on the town square watching the world go by. Earlier in the day I had managed to get great shots. Including some amazing candid close ups of the faces of the old men playing Boules in the dappled shade of the leafy trees surrounding the square.
I was enjoying a glass of the local red wine. I recall the taste from the summer holidays of my youth. I have always associated it with the long summer evenings in the south of France
Earlier I had enjoyed a cup of dark roast coffee, and some of those French pastries, which I, personally, think are to die for. Of course I couldn't help but admire the women as they sashayed past swinging their hips in that wonderful way that French women seemed to have perfected.
It was my last free afternoon, and I sat at my favourite cafe in the dappled shade enjoying the beauty of my surroundings. My full wine glass sat on the table. Lisette the cute young waitress was very attentive, never letting my glass stay empty for long.
I was playing with my camera waiting to see if I could get any better shots of the Boule players when I caught sight of a golden haired beauty entered the square.
It was one of those pivotal moments in your life. I couldn't drag my eyes away from her. I felt pole-axed and I had to remind myself to breathe. She had that inner glow that made it look like a sun beam was following her across the square. She was five foot eight, a slim, long legged beauty. She was wearing a short light blue sundress with a tight bodice that couldn't hide the fact she was not wearing a bra. Her breasts if she had been wearing a bra would have needed a C cup. Her erect nipples pushed the fabric out in a most delightful way. I guessed she was in her early to mid-thirties
I raised the camera to my eye and peered through the viewfinder, focusing on her. I had this odd feeling that I had seen her before but I couldn't place the where or when. I thumbed the zoom button and her face leapt out at me. Blue eyes, exquisite cheeks dotted with the odd freckle. A cute nose and the most kissable pair of lips stared back at me. A quick couple of exposures later and I zoomed out a bit and could see that her breasts were barely contained by the dress's top, the top three buttons were open and there was a delightful hint of her cleavage to the gap.
I kept zooming out to try to keep her face and chest centred in the view finder (I can never see the damn LCD screen in bright sunlight). I kept exposing until I realised that there was no more adjustment left and she still filled the viewfinder. I opened my other eye and found her standing on the other side of the table with a less than amused expression on her face.
She said, "Vous aimez ce que vous voyez?" My brain struggled to translate her question. She looked at me then repeated the question in English, "Do you like what you see?"
I managed to blurt out, "Err, of course, most definitely, who wouldn't?" Oh way to go Andy, you sound like teenager with his first crush. I thought.
I continued, "Please, you've just made my day. Would you like a drink and see what caught my eye?" Christ, I was so nervous. My thoughts were a mess while my body was responding in overdrive mode.
"Not just your eye," she smirked, starring in the direction of my lap as I belatedly tried to hide the evidence of my interest with a serviette.
She pulled up a chair from a nearby table and sat down beside me.
She said, "Can I see please?" and she held out her hand for the camera.
I switched it to replay mode and offered it to her. The LCD screen lit up and she leaned forward to shield it from the sunlight. The front of the dress gaped open even further, and I could see the most beautiful light coffee coloured nipple. I groaned silently as my poor cock got even harder, pushing at the constraints of my cargo shorts. Thank god I'd lost a bit of weight recently otherwise I would have been in agony. Her lips twitched as she tried to hide a smile as she glanced sideways, taking in my obvious discomfort.
She stated, "I see you have identified my best features," pointing at the image on the screen.
I looked down and saw an image displayed that framed her head and the swelling of her breasts. She was facing slightly to her left and her right breast with its delightful nipple and prominent areola was just visible in the gap of her dress.
I said, "That true but I do wish you had come in from the other direction so I could admire the rest."
"Why would that be?"
"Because then the sunlight would have been behind you." Oh god, had I really said that?
I thought I had completely blown it. She stood up suddenly and pushed the camera back into my hands. She spun on her heels and walked away from me. Why in god's name hadn't I kept my mouth shut?
I shut my eyes praying to the gods that she wasn't leaving. I kept fumbling for the cameras off switch.
From twenty feet away I heard her say, "Well, what are you waiting for?"
I opened my eyes and looked up; there she was partially facing me with the sun behind her. The outline of her body was clearly visible through the thin material of her dress. Her body was magnificent, and the hints of her breasts were the stuff of a wet dream.
Then, as she faced away, the sunlight flowed between her legs and I could see just a hint of the outline of her pussy lips. I raised the camera to my eye and watched her slowly start to rotate. I kept my finger on the exposure button. Thank god for digital cameras with a large capacity memory cards. I must have taken at least fifty images in the ten or so seconds it took for her to spin around twice, laughing and holding her arms out.
I lowered the camera and couldn't keep the grin off my face; she gave me a wry smiled back and walked towards me. Sitting down she held her hand out for the camera. I thought she wanted to look again but instead she raised it to her eye, pointed it in my direction and started to take my photo.
Not my face, but the very prominent bulge in my shorts.
"This should convince you that this was real and not a dream."
I laughed and said desperately because I didn't want her to leave: "I'm Andy and I'm very pleased to meet you."
She said, "I'm Simone and I think I'm pleased to meet you, but the jury is still out."
I attracted the attention of the very friendly young waitress who had been looking after me for the past two days and ordered more wine and some of the local sausages and cheese. While we waited for the food and wine to arrive I asked her a bit about herself, but other than she lived locally and she was in her early thirty's I learnt little.
The food and wine arrived and we tasted it. Simone looked back to the camera and started to scroll back through the images. Her lips pursed and the tip of her tongue peeked out as she concentrated on the images displayed on the screen. I passed the glass to her and she sipped from it as she continued to look at the images stored in the camera. She smiled at the images of herself. She commented that one of the Boule players was her neighbour and she had never seen him smile before.
Simone continued to scroll through the images taking her time, she suddenly stiffened, and her face froze in an expression of....well I'm not sure of what. I glanced at the image and I stiffened as well. My poor cock, which had managed to regain his composure, reversed direction and started to tent out my shorts again.
There on the screen was the image of a naked woman relaxing on my bed. Christ I'd forgotten those images were still on the memory card. I'm sure I had deleted them. It was Jane, a very dear old friend; she had just turned up earlier in the year and stayed a couple of days. On the last evening she had very graciously shown me that there was the possibility of life after Ros. She had spotted the camera and insisted that I shoot some mementos of the visit.
After several shots, which had gotten more and more explicit, I had propped the camera up on a shelf, set the multi exposure delay timer and joined her on the bed for an evening of love, passion and friendship. I really thought I'd deleted these images after downloading them.
As Simone scrolled on, the images became more graphic and my embarrassment and arousal grew, I didn't think that I could get any harder but apparently I could for two reasons: the memory of Jane and watching Simone's reaction to the photos. I noticed that her breathing had increased and that a red flush was slowly creeping up her chest in the direction of her face. Her nipples were even more pronounced - if that was possible? She slid forwarded on the chair until her buttocks were perched on the edge and the hem of the dress slid up her tanned, perfectly formed legs until I could see the hint of her white thong.
Her hand stretched out and grasped my thigh as she continued to scroll through the images. The hand moved across into my lap and grasped my fully hard member through my shorts; I gasped and turned in towards her in order to mask her activity from the passing public.
She started rocking slowly back and forward on the edge of the chair with her head bent forward and she started to quietly pant. I took her hand and pulled her towards me, put my arms around her and kissed her full on the lips. She moved her head back and looked me in my eyes, smiled and pointed at the bed in the photo.
She said "I can't explain, even to myself why I'm asking this, but is your bed close by?"
"Yes," I said and stood up.
She looked shocked at herself for even asking. "I really don't want you to think I do this with every man I meet. In fact, I've never done what I'm about to do, but you and your photographs have turned me on."
I dropped a fifty euro note onto the table and picked up the camera that had led us to this point. I took Simone's hand and drew her up. She pulled me close and put her arm around my waist and placed mine around her shoulder with my hand resting on the curve of her breast. As we strolled across the almost empty square, towards the canal she rested her head on my shoulder and sighed most delightfully, a sound that travelled around my body and stirred my heart.
Rosie was just five minutes away and when Simone saw our destination she gave a happy laugh.
"Oh, it's a boat," she exclaimed. "I wasn't sure what it was, but I hadn't thought of a boat. I thought you might have had a caravan?"
"Well I live on her and I'm not fixed to one place so you were sort of right."
She said, "But he's a beautiful boat."
I corrected her, "Not a he, but a she. All boats deserve to be a she, and she's named after my late wife."
And I must admit Rosie did look beautiful that day. The late afternoon sun reflecting off her dark blue hull, cream and blue uppers, polished brass and mahogany trim.
"A beautiful she, she must have been," Simone agreed and as she stepped onto the deck and looked around I heard her whisper to herself, "Oh yes, I'm so sorry, you could never be a he."
I unlocked the wheelhouse door and we entered. I led her down into the main living area and then stopped and looked at her.
I asked. "Are you sure you want to do this. If you want say no I do understand."
She went and sat down on the sofa and I sat down beside her.
She said hesitantly, "Yesss..." then more confidently, "I am, it's just been a long time since I have even thought about men, let alone sex. I saw you sitting there and the pleasure you got from watching the people around you. Then there was the look of passion, trust and happiness in the eyes of the woman in the photos."



She said, almost to herself, "I wanted.... I still want to feel like that again."
With that she stood up and held her hand out to me. I led her forward to my cabin in the bow, never letting go of her hand. She turned to face me and wrapped her arms around me. Her lips were seeking out mine. We kissed and our tongues nipped and surged around each other's mouths. We broke for a breath.
I looked at her and asked, "Who are you?"
She whispered, "Later, first I need you to make me feel loved the way the woman in those pictures obviously felt."
I stood back and grasped the hem of her dress, slowly pulling it up and over her head. She shook her hair letting it cascade down her body, some drifting down her chest to frame her magnificent breasts. They weren't too large, a good handful is the best description I know. Firm and pert with hard dark nipples standing proud of her coffee coloured areola. I pulled her close to me, gently caressing her back.
All she was left wearing was her sheer white thong and heeled sandals. Her arousal was evident from the growing damp patch spreading across her thong. Her nipples were growing and hardening. I gently caressed her breast rolling the nipple between my finger and thumb.
I bent my head down and grasped her left nipple with my lips, rolling it around and gently teasing with my teeth. I raised my head and found her willing lips. I carried on caressing the other breast and she placed her hand on top of mine. I continued to stroke her back, letting my hand follow the curve of her spine and stroking the soft skin of her ass cheek. I let my hand follow the curve of her hip following the line of her thong. I worked my way round to the front. My fingers traced the faint line of down on her stomach, down between the thong and her skin. My fingers nestled between her legs.
Her body shivered and the dampness oozed out from between her lips creating an even larger damp patch. My fingers flexed and the thumb rested on her clit which started to poke its little head out from between its protective hood. A guttural groan rose from her chest.
She moaned quietly in between our kisses. I knelt down in front of her and gently eased her thong down her legs. Her pussy fur was a thin strip leading the way to her moist cleft. My tongue lapped up and down her slit and she pulled my head in closer. I eased her back and she sat down on the edge of the bed. She opened her legs and I moved forward undressing as I did.
I slid forward and my tongue resumed its meandering path up her the inside of her thighs and over her inner and outer lips with little darting flurries to attack her clit, to the sound track of her sweet moans.
My fingers eased back the labia and my tongue moved in to lap at the sweet juice that was pooling in her cunt. Oh, so sweet. My fingers started to tease and tug her proud clit.
"Oh god, that's it"....right there.... keep doing that....please don't stop," she gasped between her ever louder moans.
I slipped my fingers into her pussy. I bent the fingers up and gently massaged the inner wall until I could feel that slight difference that told me I had found her G spot. I pressed up on it with a gentle rocking motion.
She cried out, "SHIT, there! Keep doing that and I'm going to come."
"Please come for me," I urged.
I could feel little quivers starting to spread out through the muscles of her cunt.
"Christ, that feels so good, oh god, oh god, ohhh godddddd, I'm cuming."
I felt her whole body start to shake, the walls of her cunt spasmed and clamped down on my fingers. Her whole body went rigid, her eyes rolled up and for a couple of seconds she stopped breathing.
After a few moments she began to relax and take a breath, she kept continually whimpering. Such a sweet sound I thought.
She finally managed to say, "Oh god, I've never felt anything like that in my life. I've never come so fast and so hard."
"I enjoy making you come. I've always loved the sensations I feel when a woman lets go of her emotions and surrenders to the ultimate pleasure. I used to be a physiotherapist and I got a lot of practice massaging women in the past."
She raised her eyebrows in a mute question.
I explained, "I worked in Saudi for a long time in the 80's. We had to invent our own entertainment, so I rediscovered the art of sensual massage, and that led to this. I became quite popular" I shrugged.
I laughed, "It's one of the things my wife loved about me. For a time she was my only victim, but then later she would loan me out to our close friends."
"Do you miss her?"
"Yes very much, but it's been four years."
"I'm sorry."
"Don't be, we were very happy and I still have the children. Although they have both grown up and have left the nest."
She said, "I want to know more about her and them. But first I want to play with that," pointing to my erect cock.
I'm not the largest I have seen, but I had no complaints. I am a good eight inches when I'm fully aroused and most women can't close their hand around my cock.
She started to pull me on to the bed, but I resisted. There was something about her body language that disturbed me. It was as though she was going through the motions. Her mind was saying yes but her body wasn't sure.
I wanted her to be nice and relaxed so I told her. "I think you really need to undergo the full massage experience."
She looked shocked. "I don't think I could survive another orgasm like that."
"Oh, I know you can. Go on, scoot up the bed and lie on your tummy please."
She complied but looked slightly nervous, I reached over and pulled a bottle of massage oil out of the bedside drawer. It's my own blend of Ylang Ylang and other essential oils and I'd promised Ros I would take the recipe to my grave.
I poured a bit onto my hand and placed the bottle on its warmer. I started at her feet working first on one then the other and then started up her lower legs.
"That's interesting, first it's cold then warm and now I'm tingling," she commented.
I said, "Wait, it gets better."
I picked up the bottle and poured some more oil on both upper thighs and the small of her back. Again I slowly worked up her legs using both hands, working the oil in with my fingers and thumbs. I moved up to her lovely ass and beyond as I continued massaging. All the while I could hear her purring with pleasure. I moved up her back, reaching the shoulders, bending forward I let my tongue lick the back of her neck. I spent a long time working the oil into her skin, I know the effect of my special blend. It starts out with warmth that spreads and becomes a tingling that ultimately heightens the sensitivity of the nerve endings. I slowly ran my hands up and down the length of her body. I could feel her physically relaxing. I allowed my fingers to occasionally drift between her buttocks teasing her pussy lips with the tip of my finger. Each time she would gasp and raise her hips, trying to push my finger in further, but I would withdraw the offending digit.
"You bastard, stop playing with me, my pussies tingling all over, just fuck me."
"Not yet," I replied.
She groaned louder and then whimpered when I nibbled her earlobes.
She said, "Please, no more teasing."
"Please turnover."
With a hungry look in her eyes she complied. Her hand reached out and grasped my cock. She bent her head down and rolled her tongue around my glans. She slipped the mushroom head of my erection into her mouth, sucking up the beads of pre-cum. The sensation that was centred in my groin was out of this world.
I told her, "Not yet."
I poured more oil on her belly and legs and continued the massage. Again I worked up her legs then on to her belly with a quick tease of her clit as I passed by. Her breasts and nipples deserved and got extra attention. She hadn't let go of me and I would get an extra squeeze every time she groaned in pleasure until I could barely concentrate.
"Wait," I gasped and I moved around so my thighs were either side of her head.
She never let go of my cock as I stretched out above her body. I supported my weight on my forearms, bent my head down and began lapping the juices from her swollen slit.
I felt a surge of sensations as she sucked more of me into her mouth, her teeth lightly bouncing along the shaft. One of her hands grasped the base, squeezing and relaxing in rhythm with her mouth. The other began playing with my balls.
Shit, the sensations were so immense I was having difficulty in concentrating on my task. She started to hum again - the vibration buzzed along the shaft.
I could feel the muscles in her thighs twitching as my tongue probed deeper. I pulled back every few moments to tease her clit. I slid two fingers into her cunt and the muscles in the wall tried to suck them in further. I found her G spot again and began to gently stimulate it. My mouth continued assaulting her clit, which was growing even larger. It stood up like a miniature prick. The scent of sex mingled with the smell of the massage oils to create the most amazing aroma.
I fought the sensations invading my body. I increased my assault on her G spot and clit. Finally I slid a finger up to the first knuckle into her ass and rolled it around. That was all it took. Her thighs clamped shut locking my hand in place. She screamed and her body was wracked with violent shudders that went on for a long time.
She pushed me away and curled up on her side whimpering quietly. I wrapped my arms round her, comforting her. My body took the opportunity to relax. After a couple of minutes she opened her eyes, and finding my face pulled me in for a long deep kiss.
She whispered, "Thank you, thank you, I've never felt anything like that before. Did you cum?"
"No, not yet, it was close, I managed to hold back. But I'd love to cum inside you."
She said, "Oh god, yes, yes, I want that too. It's safe; I'm on the pill."
She rolled onto her back, her legs falling open and she pulled me over her all in one motion. I reached down and slid my glans up and down her slit. I let it rest between her lips for a few seconds to regain my composure, and then with a sigh of fulfilment slowly pushed all the way home. She was so wet that I slid in all the way to the hilt with almost no resistance. I stayed like that for a moment and felt her muscles of her channel start to rhythmically massage my whole length.
I pulled out until only the head was inside her, and began slowly stroking in and out, all the while my lips were sucking and playing with her nipples. She wrapped her legs around me with her heels resting on the back of my thighs. Every time I pulled out, her legs were there urging me back in. I moved faster and ever faster until I was approaching the point of no return.
"Fuck, I'm gonna cum!" I grunted.
"Don't you dare pull out!" she cried.
The dam broke and I was cuming inside her. I kept grunting with each slower stroke until finally I was motionless deep inside her whilst the muscles in her cunt milked me of every last drop.
We stayed like that gently kissing and stroking each other until I softened and slid out. I moved down between her legs and licked her swollen lips. It was the most amazing taste - a mix of her sweetness and my saltiness.
I told her, "You.... we, taste amazing."
She asked, "Can I taste please."
I bent down and took some more in my mouth and then kissed her letting our juices pass between us.
She savoured it "Mmmmmmmmm, more please."
She took my semi erect member into her mouth and commenced cleaning every last trace of us from it.
"Oh yes, we are very tasty."
I laughed and she smiled back at me.
"Who are you?" I wanted to know.
"Later, feed me first. I'm so hungry."
I looked down at her and then my erect prick.
She laughed, "Not that, I need real food, that's going to be my dessert."
"Well we have two choices, we shower, get dressed and find something in town or......."
"Yes?"
"We stay dirty and naked and I cook for us."
"So many choices, what does a girl do?"
She stood, took my hand and led me to the galley. She perched on a bar stool at the breakfast counter, "Surprise me," she demanded. I couldn't help but notice the small trail of cum leaking from her pussy as she sat on the wooden stool seat.
I reached into the fridge and removed some ingredients and a chilled bottle of Chablis. I found a couple of clean glasses in the dishwasher. Simone found the corkscrew and proceeded to pour us each a glass.
As I busied myself cooking I returned to my previous unanswered questions. "So tell me, who, what are you? You make me feel that I've know you all my life, but I don't."
She sat there sipping from her glass peering at me over the rim. I watched as different emotions flitted across her face, finally settling on a resigned look. "I know I feel the same, but I come with a lot of baggage and I don't think you'll want to know me afterwards."
She hesitated then said so softly I almost didn't hear. "And I don't want to lose you."
I moved to her and wrapped her in my arms. "Simone, you are a beautiful woman and it will take very little for me to fall in love with you, if I haven't already." She shivered in my arms and buried her head in my chest and I kept reassuring her that I meant what I said.
She sniffed, and pointed at the pan on the stove and I rushed over to try to rescue the omelette.
I said, "You will need eat around the burnt bits I'm afraid. But there is salad and even I can't ruin that," I placed a plate in front of her and topped up our glasses.
I smiled at her, "So, am I in fear of my life. Are you a psychotic killer?"
She laughed and replied, "Only if sex can kill you! After the past hour or so I can't imagine ever putting my clothes back on. I want to have sex with you constantly."
I said, "One of the better ways to go."
Then I grinned and said, "Personally I've always wondered what it would be like to drown in a vat of wine."
"Slow," she replied, giving me the perfect opening.
"Yes, having to get out every 10 minutes to pee would definitely slow down the dying process."
She laughed, "An oldie but a goody."
She picked at her food and finished the glass of wine then took my hands in hers. "Come back to bed with me, make love me, and later I'll tell you my story."
We moved back to my cabin, with a quick pit stop. Fortunately, I'd got the builders to replace the hip bath with an enlarged shower. It was spacious enough for two and a bit tight for three. After turning on the water I stood under the stream of water and held out my hand, she took it and joined me. We took turns soaping and rinsing each other. I loved the feeling of running my hands over her silky smooth skin, ultimately, my hands slipped lower and she opened her legs allowing me to slip my hand between them. Then I slid one, then two fingers into her.
She sighed and sagged down slightly, I felt more of her weight on my hand as my fingers probed deeper, again seeking out her G spot. She threw her arm around my neck for support. It didn't take long. "Yes....... Yes...... Yes..... Yessssssss," And with a final scream she came as hard as I've ever seen. My fingers were drowning as her juices flooded out of her and trickled down her legs mingling with the water. I washed her down and carried her off to bed.
As Simone's breathing slowed down and her eyes came back into focus, she put both hands either side of my head and drew me down into the longest most sensual kiss I've ever received.
"I love you," she whispered. I'm not sure if she was telling me or herself.
I looked at her and I asked. "Please stay with me tonight."
She shook her head "I shouldn't."
I said, "Please, I want to wake up next to you in the morning,"
She looked at me for a long time, I could see the thoughts flying around her head. Finally, she pursued her lips then came to a conclusion. She said. "I need to make a call then I'll stay."
She asked if she could use my phone; I passed it to her and she stood, dialled and spoke quietly for a few moments with her back to me.
She turned back to me smiling, "I'm all yours."
She came back to the bed and crawled up beside me. Her hand took hold of my prick.
She looked at me from me behind my erect cock, "You promised me dessert."
Then she lowered her head and started to lick along the shaft and suckle on the head. I groaned and could feel my cock swelling and throbbing in her mouth. She tried to swallow me to the base, but gagged when I hit the back of her throat. She pulled back a tad and used her hand on the shaft whilst rolling the head around in her mouth, and flicking the tip with her tongue.
My groans grew louder and louder, and I kept raising my pelvis trying to push more in. I was straining to resist cuming, I wanted the sensations to last forever. Her other hand commenced playing with my balls except when her finger probed my ass I lost it. With a loud cry, I came, unloading into her mouth, and kept cuming for what seemed ages. Her cheeks were bulging with my jism. I could feel her swallowing and she milked me of every last drop with suction and her hand.
She looked up and smiled, and then as she kissed me, I sucked on her tongue and could taste myself.
"I love the way you taste, it's sweet and savoury at the same time."
She kept stroking me and my cock began to harden again. My hand slid down her back to fondle her ass cheeks and I could hear her start to purr contentedly.
"Were you a cat in a previous life?" I mused
"No, but I do have my own kitty that needs feeding," she replied pointing between her legs.
"Hah."
I slipped my fingers between her ass cheeks reaching for her kitty, (what a cool name, I don't think I will ever think of it as anything else). She was soaking wet and her kitty juice was dripping down her legs.
In one sensual motion Simone moved above me, and reaching down gently rubbed my glans up and down her slit before seating herself all the way to the hilt of my shaft, with a loud grunt
She gasped, "Christ, I'm so full! My god, you satisfy me."
She sat motionless for a few moments luxuriating in the sensation. Then using her hands on my chest to support herself, she started to ride me, raising till only the head was nestled between her kitty lips then down again in one swift motion. Again and again she repeated the motion, her eyes locked on mine. She was grunting in time with her movements. The sounds getting louder as the speed of her movement increased.
I took her nipples between my fingers and squeezed and teased them. Rolling them backwards and forwards allowing the motion to become frantic. I bent forward and sucked hard on her nipple and started thrusting up into her as she descended.
"Oh God, I'm gonna come, oh fuck, oh fuuucckk," she repeated over and over in a strained voice.
"NOW!" she screamed as her body shook and her kitty spasmed locking down on me, triggering my orgasm. The muscles at her entrance clamped down on my cock and the rest rippled and held me tight.
"Christ!" I shouted as I pumped my jism deep inside her beautiful body.
She fell forward onto my chest, her full breasts spreading out against me, and I wrapped my arms around her. My prick was still hard and locked in place. I pulled the bed cover over us and seconds later we fell asleep while still connected.
I woke hours later to an amazing sensation of warmth and pleasure in my groin and looked to see Simone's head bobbing up and down giving my morning woody a blow job. I reached down to stroke her hair and she looked up and smiled, redoubling her efforts. I didn't last long in my weakened state and quickly came in her mouth. She licked me clean and wriggled up the bed into my arms, presenting her mouth for a kiss.



We lay on our sides facing each other, trading kisses until she turned her head away from me and without prompting, started talking. After I heard the first few words I didn't want to interrupt her.
********************
Simone's Story
"My name is Simone Laurent-Duval. I was only eighteen and completely innocent when I got married. My husband Bernard was a business associate of my fathers. He swept me off my feet. He was my knight in shining armour. But for him the marriage was just another of his business deals. He was only bedding me to close the deal, to gain a controlling interest in my father's company."
"Bernard was ten years older than me. I expected passion and love on my wedding night. What I got was a short fast fuck with no effort to pleasure me. If he lasted a minute I was lucky, and he would shower immediately afterwards. He made me feel so dirty. He never ever gave me an orgasm. And it continued like that."
She turned on her side but not before I saw the tears starting to run down her cheeks. I slid behind and spooned her. She sighed and pushed back into me, I put my arm around her and she moved my hand to her breast, placing hers on top.
"Even so, by the time I was twenty-four I had two wonderful children, Michael and Anna. I was a mother and I still didn't know what real love between a man and woman was. We didn't even sleep in the same room and I hadn't had an orgasm I didn't give to myself."
"I was happy though, as I had the children to lavish my love on. But he couldn't even give me that, the bastard. I was his social butterfly and the children were just a statement of his prowess. He needed my family connections to open the doors of power for him. Unfortunately, my time with the children got in the way of that. So at first it was a nanny then a governess, and each time he isolated me further and further from my wonderful children. I tried to give them a mother's love, he just bought it for them! Anything they wanted they got."
"When they were eight, they were packed off to a boarding school in Switzerland. First Michael, then Anna, and that was the beginning of the end," she whimpered.
The tears were streaming down now. I put my finger on her lips and said. "Enough love, that's enough."
She said forcefully, "No, I need to tell you so you will know why I'm no good for you."
In a quieter voice, almost too low to hear, she continued. "I lived for those times when the children were home. But they grew fewer and fewer, and they became more distant from me. I wanted their love, he bought it. They wanted the latest 'must have' item. They resented the time I needed to spend with them and he fostered that belief. I grew even lonelier and ultimately I was ripe for the first man who showed me affection."
"Of course, I picked a right sleaze merchant, but I couldn't see it at the time. Robert gave me the one thing that I craved. Attention! All I was for him was a rich cunt for his cum, and if he said a few kind words I would come back for more from him and later his friends."
"I was spiralling out of control. I was trying to mask the pain with pills, alcohol and loveless sex. Each time I tried to pull back he was there sucking me in deeper and deeper. I knew what I was doing wasn't right but I kept coming back for more."
She paused for a long time, collecting her thoughts.
She continued, "I woke up one morning in a hospital bed."
"My husband returned home early, and had walked in on me with Robert. He hadn't said a word, he'd just pulled me away from the cock I was sucking, and threw me out me out of the house."
"I stayed with Robert, until he realised I had no more money and I couldn't support him any longer. He gave me to his so called friends, telling them that I was a useless cunt and that fucking me, was all that I was good for. They began a week long fuck fest that left me with three broken ribs, a punctured lung, broken jaw, plus other injuries that I don't even remember."
"They dumped me at the entrance of the local hospital and I was semi-conscious for three days. The doctors had done what they could for the physical injuries and had flushed the drugs out of me."
She turned towards me "That was eighteen months ago. Since then I've been staying with my aunt near here trying to put my life in order. The first my aunt knew of it, was when the hospital contacted her because Bernard rejected me, and my father wouldn't take my calls."
Simone moved up the bed until there was no more room. She curled up against the headboard, wrapped her arms around her legs and laid her forehead on her knees. I could hear her sobbing. I sat beside her and gently put my arm around her and pulled her close.
"You are the first person other than my aunt I've told this to," she told me, a few moments later the sobbing died down.
"I've tried to contact Michael and Anna but the letters get sent back unopened. I do miss them so."
She raised her head and fixed her striking deep blue eyes on mine.
"I can't explain why I'm so attracted to you. I promised myself I wouldn't get involved with anyone until I've got my children back." There was a long pause, and then she whispered in a desperate voice.
"So ... should I go?"
********************
Winning Simone
I looked confused at her question, "Why do you want to go, I don't understand?"
I hesitated for a moment. "Aren't you still the same person I meet and began falling in love with last night? I don't think you were responsible for your actions. I blame your husband and family for abandoning you."
I said, "Look why don't we try this?" I proceeded to explain that I was in La Rochelle to meet my old friends Julia and Mike. It took a bit longer to describe the relationship we had in the past, and I could see she looked a bit worried.
"Come with me for the week, Julie and Mike would love to meet you."
"I can stay with you?" she said hopefully.
"Yes, you get to road test me for a whole week, and if you like what you see, the world's our oyster."
"Please, I'd love that," she said with a happy giggle.
She announced, "I have to admit something as well. I was watching you the day before we met. You didn't see me; I was sitting in the shadows on the other side of the cafe's patio."
She paused long enough to kiss me then continued. "There was something about you that held my attention all afternoon. You had a smile for everyone who spoke to you and it was genuine."
"I watched the waitress almost skip for joy after you talked, and the sad look she gave you when it looked like you told her you couldn't join her after work. That's when I decided that I wanted to meet you. I was hiding around that corner for almost an hour waiting for you to settle down yesterday, before I made my walk of shame." She looked up, "I enjoyed every second of it knowing you were watching me."
I couldn't help laughing. "And I thought I was stalking you."
I looked at the clock. Shit Julia and Mike would arrive in less than five hours.
I exclaimed, "We need to move," slapping her gently on her ass.
"My guests will be here in a few hours and for some reason I didn't get anything done yesterday."
Simone told me, "I need a shower," and ran to the bathroom. I quickly changed the sheets on the bed. As I finished I could hear her singing over the noise of the shower, she sounded happy. I opened the shower door and slipped in behind her.
She groaned seductively and pushed her soapy ass into my groin and my prick rose to the occasion. She leant forward resting her forearms and head on the wall and I slid into her kitty from behind. We started to rock as I moved forward, she pushed back. At the deepest point I could feel my head press against her cervix. I was playing with her breasts, teasing her firm nipples and the surrounding areoles. Her groans and my grunts grew closer together and louder as we raced towards our mutual completion. She spasmed and my balls tightened and my prick drove home, as we both came together. I could feel her cunt fill with my cum as we both shuddered and stopped moving, as the water continued to bounce off us.
"Ohhh, fuck that was good," I gasped trying to get my breath back.
"You don't need to tell me, I felt it all the way from my kitty to my nipples, to the top of my head."
I said, "I've got to move, we need to get food and drink for the week."
"Come with me to my aunt's home," Simone said, as we dried each other "I need to get to get some stuff for the week, and I want you to meet her. We can get the groceries on our way back."
I agreed and dressed quickly; Simone just slipped her dress on, and then flipped the hem to flash her kitty at me.
I said, "Come on we need to move, don't tempt me you wanton hussy."
I locked up, and we walked hand in hand through the village to her aunt's house. Her aunt was an elegant woman in her early sixties. After formal introductions she said, "Call me Rachael." I waited in the kitchen with her while Simone could be heard ransacking her room.
She looked at me for, what felt a very long time, before it seemed she reached a conclusion. "I think you are just what she needs." She mused; "Please look after her, she was so hurt."
"I know, she told me," I replied.
She looked surprised, "She told you...... that's a first, and she must really trust you."
We were interrupted by Simone dragging a large bag down the stairs.
I said, "Err, its only one week."
She replied, "I know, I know, I packed light, there's only one more bag upstairs."
Rachael and I looked at each other and shrugged.
I said, "I'll get the bags."
Rachel told me, "I'll get the car."
I packed the car and Rachael drove us back to Rosie with a quick stop at the market.
Simone said, "Isn't she beautiful, Rachael? Come and see her."
I unloaded the car while Simone showed Rachael over Rosie. I was packing the groceries away. I could hear Simone exclaim, "And we made love twice in the shower."
By the time they appeared in the galley my ears were bright, and Rachael just smirked at me.
"Time for me to go," she told Simone. They hugged, and told each other how much they loved each other.
Rachael surprised me with a long tight hug, she kissed me and whispered, "Look after my baby."
"I promise," I replied.
In the peace that followed Rachael's departure, we just stood silently in a tight embrace while we took stock of our emotions. With a gentle tap on her butt I told her "Unpack love, there should be lots of space. I need to get the guest cabin ready for them, they should be here in an hour."
She hurried off to our - holy shit, I thought OUR cabin, and presently there was a disturbing amount noise and commotion emanating from there. Crap I know that means, I'm never going to be able to find anything ever again.
The noise and commotion subsided. Simone appeared in an amazing, white bikini which showed off her tanned skin to perfection.
She announced, "Crewman Simone and her kitty reporting for duty." "Are you trying to give me a heart attack," I asked. "I am an old man you know."
"Yes, a dirty old man ... MY dirty old man, and I love you. Do we have time to make love again before our guests arrive?"
***************
To be continued
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~~~~~~~~~The noise and commotion subsided, and Simone appeared in an amazing, small white bikini, which showed off her tanned skin to perfection. "Crewman Simone and her kitty reporting for duty," she announced "Are you trying to give me a heart attack," I asked. "I am an old man you know."
"Yes, a dirty old man... MY dirty old man and I love you. Do we have time to make love again before your guests arrive?"

~~~~~~~~~~The guests arrive:
We were still lying on the bed, clothes were strewn around us when I heard the taxi pull up outside. I quickly grabbed at my shorts and shirt and cursing softly to myself, went up on deck to greet my old friends. The first of many of Rosie M's paying passengers, not that I'd ever accept money from these friends. I had known Julia from my days as a student more than 30 years ago and Mike, her husband from when we all worked in Saudi in the 80's.
Julia is two years younger than me; I should know as I'd been to enough of her birthday parties. There was the one in Saudi where all the women had to wear just seven veils and remove one each hour... ah, but I digress.
She still is a beautiful woman; the attractive young girl now a mature, elegant beauty. Her hair is ash blond, and she's still as slim and leggy as I remembered. I'd known that body intimately, and she still stars in many of my fantasies. We have been friends and lovers for all those years.
We had learnt to dive together. Now there's a potent memory, diving naked and sex at thirty feet, surrounded by inquisitive tropical fish. Incidentally not as much fun as you'd think. I hadn't known that fish enjoy cum as much as us. Julia swore for years afterwards that she came a second time from the attention the fish were giving her pussy as they tried to eat the cum as it trailed from her pussy.
The four of us, Julia, Mike, Ros and myself had become the core of a group of friends. The group had stayed in a close relationship over the years. I had drifted away from the others after Ros's death, mainly because I had withdrawn into myself and the kids.
As I looked down at Julia standing on the riverfront, a happy smile plastered across her face, my cock gave a familiar twitch to remind me that my attraction to her still existed. The person beside her was her husband, Mike. At 52, he's a couple of years older than me, and he's worn his age well. He's an inch or so shorter than me. His hair has a bit more grey, and his paunch is a tad larger, but the big grin was just the same. I have carried a memory of that smile for as long as I'd known him. It's the one thing I knew I would see, every time we met.
As I started to walk down the gangplank, I noticed that Simone was nervously standing in the wheelhouse. I went back and kissed her.
"Don't worry, they will love you, come and meet them," I told her. She took hold of my hand, and we went to greet them.
"Andy," cried Julia as she wrapped her arms around me in a big hug. "I've missed you," then more quietly, "And we still miss Ros, she was a wonderful woman."
"I know," I said. "I miss her too, but life goes on, it's been four years."
Mike came over and put his arm around me, "It's good to see you mate, we've been thinking about you." The emotion was heavy in his voice.
"Thanks, I know you have," I replied, "but now you are finally here, and I want you both to meet my new girlfriend, Simone."
Simone stepped hesitantly towards us from where she had been quietly standing behind me. Julia wrapped her in a big hug and gave her a long kiss. "Oh, you are so beautiful," she told her, "You're just what he needs, all his friends were so worried he would turn into a sad, lonely old man."
"Thanks for the vote of confidence," I responded. Julia gestured dismissively in my direction.
Simone smiled at them and said, "No, you've got wrong, I need him, and I'm going to turn him into my wonderful dirty old man."
Mike snorted and burst out laughing.
I just looked at them, and I couldn't keep the smile off my face. "God, I've missed you guys, it's been too long."
The three of us huddled together and soon became four as I drew Simone in. We stood with our arms around each other, not saying a word, just luxuriating in the moment and the connection with each other.
"Enough," I said, with the tears rolling down my face. "We need to get you settled in." "Let's get your bags and show you to your cabin." Thirty minutes later we were all lounging around on the sun deck deciding on the plan of action for next few days. Julia had copied Simone and was wearing a bikini, although she'd pulled on a pair of shorts over the bottoms. Even at forty-eight, she still had a body to die for.
I was in my customary shorts and tee shirt, and Mike had chosen to follow my lead. Simone was perched on the edge of my sun bed, and I was gently stroking her hair as it tumbled down her back. I'd opened a bottle of the local wine, and we were all well into our second glass.
"Well, you kept this quiet," Julia commented, looking in the direction of Simone. "How long have you known each other?"
I made a show of looking at my watch, then looking thoughtfully at Simone said. "Err, I think it's about 22, could be 23," my voice trailed off.
"What, weeks, days?"
"No, hours."
"HOURS!" she spluttered. Mike needed to pat her back to stop her choking.
"Yep, we've agreed she can road test me for a week, and if she likes what she sees, I get to keep her." "So far, I like what I see," she said leaning back so I could put my arm around her and kiss the back of her neck. The back of her hand was delicately resting on the inside of my thigh.
"Okay, we have a choice," I announced. "We can stay moored here and start cruising tomorrow, but," and I gestured towards the village. "It's not very secluded, and I saw a nice spot a couple of miles upstream as I cruised past. What do we think?"
"Move."
"Let's go."
"Yes," came the responses.
"Right, that was an easy decision," I said.
I stood and looked at them "Right, crew, I'll get the engine started. Mike, could you please stow the gangplank. Then when I say, could you release the mooring lines. Simone, Julia, could you please clear the glasses and bottles."
I smiled as I said the next bit, "Julia, crewman Simone will show you where they go."
Mike looked at Julia, "I told you he was going to treat us like slaves."
"Paying slaves," I pointed out. "I get the best of both worlds. You pay me to boss you about."
With a smile, they set about their tasks. As Simone was descending into the main cabin, she paused, turned and asked, "As crew do I get a cute uniform and cap?"
"The bikini is your official uniform, and I think there's a cap the kids bought me, it's somewhere in the cabin."
"Cool," she said and disappeared.
I turned the key in the ignition and pressed the starter. With a deep thrum the engine started, I let the revs settle and waited a minute until the gauges steadied.
"Let go forward Mike," I called, and after a minute he gave me the thumbs up. I held Rosie stable with the bow thruster and called for him to release the stern line. When he had, he joined me in the wheelhouse.
As I started to ease Rosie away from the mooring, the girls appeared from below. I had to stifle a laugh as Simone stood there resplendent in her bikini and my captain's cap. Julia had added a cropped top that exposed the underside of her breasts. Mike just gave a wolf whistle before he reached out to cup his wife's ass and pull her close. Julia giggled and wriggled her ass in approval. Simone looked at me hopefully, and I pulled her close and gave her a kiss.
I used the bow thruster to swing the bow upstream and easing the throttle forwarded we set off at a fast walking pace.
"Why so slow? "Mike asked
"The speed limit along most of the canal is only eight kph, that's about five miles an hour. It's to prevent bank erosion, and would you want to rush through this beautiful countryside?"
"No, I just wondered, that's all."
I was perched on the captain's chair in front of the wheel, and Simone came and sat sideways on my lap, her arm was draped around me, and her head was resting on my chest. She wriggled her butt and smiled as she felt me stiffen beneath her. Julia stood behind us and put her arms around us both as Mike stood beside her, watching the scenery pass by the open door. I kept the windows and doors open for the cooling breeze. I told them it should take about thirty minutes to reach the spot I'd seen earlier.
"The canal opens into the river in a mile or so. There's a small island in the main channel, and the river divides, I want to moor against the bank in the small side channel," I said. "It should be nice and quiet; I wouldn't have seen the channel if I hadn't spotted a small boat nip down it to avoid me."
"Will she fit?" Mike asked looking along the length of Rosie
"Should do," I replied. "I checked it on the chart afterwards, and it's shown as an occasional mooring."
Julia gave Simone, then me a kiss. Then Julia and Mike stood arm in arm on the sun deck, their heads resting together. I kept checking the chart, and when we were close to the side channel, I asked Mike if he could go forward and ready the bowline.
"Wait until she's lost her headway, then I will use the bow and stern thrusters to move us as close to the bank as I can," I said. "You just need to step over and attach us to the mooring points. Loop the mooring line over the post and tie it off on the bollard on the boat."
"No problem."
"Can I do anything?" asked Simone.
"Could you do the same with the stern line please."
"Yes, captain," and she gave me a kiss.
"Here we go," I said as we pulled into the side channel. Mike and Simone moved to their places at the bow and stern.
As I manoeuvred Rosie towards the bank, Julia stood behind me and placed her hand on my shoulders.
She bent down and spoke to me. "We missed you, can we join you two tonight?"
For a moment, I was quiet. Then as Rosie came to a stop, call out to the other two. "Can you tie us off, please?" They both acknowledge with a wave.
I turned to Julia and said, "I'm not sure, I need to talk to Simone before I can agree. She's very vulnerable, and I don't want to do anything to hurt her. I've explained to her that the three of us were an item in the past, and she seemed to understand."
"I understand. I'll talk to her later -- girl to girl," Julia offered. "I'll make sure she know that she comes first with you and that we are not a threat."
"Thanks. That's a good idea."
With that, the others returned.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~And we all talk
The sun was dropping towards the horizon before everything was squared away. Simone went off to shower and change while I fired up the barbeque. I set up the table and chairs on the rear deck again. I lit several citronella candles in an attempt to keep the bugs away. Below me, I could hear Julia and Mike talking in their cabin, but their voices were too low for me to understand. I suspected I knew what the subject was.
Their voices morphed into the sounds of passion, getting steadily louder. I swear I could feel the boat rock. I smiled and left them to their fun, I went down to the galley and got the steaks and the salad out of the fridge. As I did so, I could hear the shower in the forward cabin, and the sound of Simone singing is drifting through the cabin.
Like a Hummingbird to nectar, I navigated towards the sound, shedding my clothes on the way, and slipped into the shower to be with her. She turned, smiled and before I could do anything, sank to her knees and took my rapidly growing prick in her mouth. She proceeded to give me one of the best blowjobs of my life.
She started with long slow licks from the base to the tip, each time she reached the head, she would tickle the hole with the tip of her tongue, then return the way she'd come, all the while she was cupping and stroking my balls.
It was like a liquid fire was running up and down my cock. I could barely stand, my legs felt so weak, and I wasn't long in reaching the point of no return. She felt my balls tense up and she swallowed my length until I felt the head resting on the back of her throat and her lip on the base, sucking all the time. I came with a shout and a spasm from my toes to my ears. It felt like I came forever and all the while she kept swallowing.
I gasped, trying to get my breath back. She stood and kissed me, flicking her tongue into my mouth for me to taste. Then with a smile, she left me standing alone under the water, as she gathered a towel from the rack and walked to the cabin drying herself.
After washing myself down, I joined her in our cabin and sat on the bed beside her.
"My god, that was amazing," I murmured.
She smiled coyly, "Just part of the road test," she told me. "That's a big tick in the 'yes' box by the way."
I heard the others moving about and stood up.
I said, "I should go and get the food ready."
I grabbed clean shorts and a tee, dressing quickly and after kissing her, nipped back to the galley and collected the food and a couple of bottles of wine. I heard her call that she would be five minutes and went up to the deck.
Julia and Mike were standing with their arms around each other watching the last of the sunset. When they heard me appear they turned and drew me into their embrace. "God, I've missed you both," I told them. "How are you feeling, I heard you earlier."
"We missed you, I wish you had joined us," Julia said.
"I know," I replied, "but you know why I can't just yet."
"We understand," Mike agreed.
I started cooking the steaks on the grill and Mike passing me a glass of wine, as Simone appeared. Her beauty took my breath away. She was wearing a white silk top and a matching short pleated skirt. You could tell she wasn't wearing a bra; you could clearly see her nipples through the sheer material. As she turned, she treated us to brief flashes of her white thong.
I just stood there, mesmerised, until Mike yelled, "Christ, don't burn the steaks man!" Mike said, "Give me those." He took the tongs from me and pushed me in Simone's direction.
I walked over to her and just held her in my arms, breathing in her scent. I felt Julia move in close and hold us both.
We stayed like that until we heard Mike tell us, "Any longer and the only thing we can do for these steaks is hold a funeral." That was that!
We sat down at the table and ate our slightly singed steaks, washing them down with copious amounts of red wine.
I held out my glass for Mike to fill. "Remember in Saudi if a bottle of wine was more than three weeks old, we called it vintage?" I asked them.
That brought smiles to Mike and Julia faces, and a look of shock to Simone's.
"Christ, do you remember Maggie's bathtub gin?" Julia asked. The three of us shuddered at the memory.
Was it that bad?" asked Simone.
Julia looked at her and said, "I'd rather drink paint stripper than that! Although at the time, for our alcohol deprived group, it seemed pretty good."
That opened the floodgates, and the three old Saudi hands spent the next hour or so, happily reminiscing and introducing Simone to Saudi and the worlds we had jointly experienced.
We told her stories of camping out in the desert, baking hot days and freezing nights. Of hunting scorpions with a black light torch; they glow under ultraviolet by the way.
Julia told her all about her infamous birthday party where she got all the women to wear seven veils and nothing else. They had to remove one every time she sounded a gong.
"That had to be your idea," Simone insisted as she looked at me.
"I'm completely innocent; it was all Julia's idea." I tried to look as if butter wouldn't melt in my mouth.
Simone looked at Mike, who held his hands up. "It was before my time there," he told her. "Mind you it was still a topic of conversation years later."
I said, "I still think you only did it so you could play with Fiona."
"Well, it worked," Julia admitted. "She and Steve spent the night with us."
Finally, Mike looked at us "That's it, I'm done. This old man needs his beauty sleep." He stood, kissed both of the girls then gave me a hug. He whispered so only I could hear, "Julia wants to spend the night with the pair of you, pleased let her she's missed you terribly.
I nodded, and he gave me a second hug and then disappeared in the direction of their cabin.
I looked at the girls, "Nightcap?" I asked They both nodded. "Let's have it downstairs; these gnats are getting a bit annoying."
We cleared the table and dumped the remains in the galley, and moved to the main cabin. Simone smiled at us and murmured that she needed the bathroom. I kissed her, and she hurried off.
I said to Julia, "Mike told me you want to stay with us tonight. You need to ask Simone if she says no then I not going to push her."
"I'll talk to her if she agrees are you okay with it?"
"Of course I am, I've missed you, but it's got to be all about Simone if she agrees."
Julia nodded as Simone returned. I poured us each a brandy, and we sat down on the couch with Simone between us.
Julia turned to Simone and said, "I'm so pleased that you and Andy are together. You two look so happy. I'm sure you're going to enjoy your road test."
"I already am," Simone said, and she caressed the arm I'd slipped around her shoulder.
Julia laughed but then turned serious. "We didn't come here just to see Andy. We came for several reasons, but they boil down to the same thing. We loved Ros and still, love Andy. We always will, and we are not the only ones! We all felt he had mourned Ros for long enough and it was time for him to live again. And if we couldn't convince him, there were others from the 'family' that were going to come and try."
"He and Ros were the glue that kept all of us together. If anyone in our extended 'family' had a problem, they were the first people we would go to. They kept us sane in an insane world, They were the rock we could depend on, and losing Ros, and then Andy tore the heart out of us."
I was a bit shocked by this outpouring, and I could see that Simone was surprised at Julia's words.
"And we still need him," she said. "He's just not aware of the place he has in our hearts."
She took Simone's head in her hands, and kissed her, a long slow kiss from the depths of her soul.
"Do you understand?" she asked.
"I think so," came Simone's reply "I need him because he completes me, makes me feel whole and safe for the first time in a long time. I think that's what he does for you."
"Not just me, there are many others that he and Ros have touched, and nurtured."
Simone looked at me "I knew the moment I saw him sitting in the village square, that there was something special there, and he was the one I needed." She looked at Julia and continued, "I know I've only known him for a short time but I know I love him, and I can see that you do as well. Just knowing he's there is enough, the rest is just like icing on the cake."
Julia looked at both of us, but she spoke to Simone. "Mike knows what I'm about to do, and is happy for us. When you feel the time is right, he would like to tell you. Please don't be scared; I don't want to take Andy away from you. I want you to see how much I love him and now you."



She stood and held out her hand to Simone who looked at me for reassurance and was relieved when I nodded. She stood to join Julia, and they both walked to my cabin. Julia turned to me, "Come on, it's about all of us, and we both need you."
I stood and slowly followed them thinking about some of the things that Julia had said. I'd known that what we had experienced had been very special, and I remember the visits, the moments of fulfilment, the feeling of loving and being loved. I don't think I'd understood how important it had been to the others. To Ros and me, it had been the natural order of things. Something that any friend would do for another friend.
I reached the cabin still musing, knowing I would need to discuss this further with Julia. The family had been a concept I hadn't been totally aware of; it was something that Ros had been far more in tune with than me. I found the girls kneeling on the bed facing each other. I sat quietly on the edge of the bed, watching as Julia slowly and delicately remove the last of Simone's clothes, her own were already in a pile beside the bed.
Simone looked at me nervously and then relaxed as I smiled and took her hand. Julia turned and kissed me before taking Simone's face between her hands and drawing her into a long sensual kiss. Hesitantly at first, then more aggressively Simone responded.
They repeatedly kissed, then Julia took the lead, caressing the other woman. Simone responded, their hands moving slowly over each other's body. Learning each other's secrets; stroking, rubbing, teasing, pinching, and seeking out each other's hidden places. At each new step, Simone would glance at me for my approval, each time I gave it. It was a ballet of eroticism, and beautiful to behold.
I watched as Julia eased one, then a second finger into Simone's pussy. Moving the fingers slowly at first, then more urgently as she sought to bring the other to a peak of pleasure.
I saw Julia move her thumb and tease and rub Simone's clit. Simone surrendered to the growing sensations coursing through her body. She followed suit, her finger caressing Julia's core. Julia's moans joined those of Simone, and their cries of delight grew into a tumultuous conclusion. They both came within seconds of each other, the first triggering the second. Shudders racked their bodies, as they both leant forward, clutching at each other for support. Their bodies are coming together, heads bowed, supporting each other as they slowly returned to normalcy.
They focused on me as I sat beside them, They reached over and between them removed my clothes. They drew me down on the bed to lie between them. Simone began renewing her acquaintance from earlier with my engorged prick, the head throbbing in anticipation. Julia kissed me then nibbled and sucked my nipples, alternating her attention from one to the other, sending tingles through my chest.
I had to participate. I slid my hand between Julia's legs, running my fingers from her ass to her clit as I used my other hand to stroke and played with her hair. I dipped one, then two fingers into her pussy, a place that was so familiar to me. I moved them in and out seeking that hidden secret, her G-spot. My fingers remembered the way, zeroing in and teasing her for several minutes until I felt her channel spasm and tighten as she came with a cry, collapsing across my chest.
Simone lifted her head up depriving my cock of his warm home. I moaned in protest. She looked up at me across Julia's back and gave me a happy grin. Moving astride my hips, she rose above me, and holding my engorged cock, rubbed the head along her slit until it was centred beneath her kitty's slick entrance.
Down, she dropped until I was fully embedded deep in her body, and with a cry, she began to ride me, harder and faster she moved, all the while crying out in pleasure. Deeper and deeper, I seemed to reach, my grunts of pleasure mingled with her cries until you could not tell where one started and the other finished. With a final cry, I came, my cum spurting out to coat her inner core. As she felt the warmth fill her, she came. A long shuddering cry filled the room, and her walls clamped down imprisoning me in her.
Julia slid to the side allowing Simone to collapse on top of me. Simone's breathing slowed down, and she fell asleep where she lay with me still firmly embedded inside her. Julia wriggled her body, into a more comfortable position lying by my side. Within a few moments, she also drifted off to asleep. I just lay there enveloped and surrounded by the women I loved, and slowly my eyes shut, and I joined them in the arms of Morpheus.
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Julia slid to the side allowing Simone to collapse on top of me. Her breathing slowed down and she fell asleep where she lay with me still firmly embedded inside her. Julia wriggled into a comfortable position by my side, and within a few moments was also asleep. I just lay there enveloped and surrounded by the women I loved, and slowly joined them in sleep.
*******************
The 'family' rekindled
At some point during the night Simone had slipped off me and was on her side still lost to the world. I was woken by the warm sensation of a mouth on my partially erect cock. Julia looked up at me and grinned as I rose to the occasion and resumed my full eight inches. She rolled the glans around her mouth and gave the head a kiss, then rose above me and straddled my hips and began to leisurely ride herself to an orgasm.
She bent forward and wriggling her pelvis whispered in my ear, "god you don't know how I've missed this feeling of you inside of me, cum inside me please."
We moved in sync and a few minutes later I came as I felt the wall of her cunt spasm as her orgasm hit her. I don't know were it all came from but I could feel my jism fill her and we both moaned in pleasure and satisfaction.
I thought that Simone was still asleep, but as I curled up behind her and put my arm around her, she took it and placed my hand on her breast and sighed contentedly. Julia slipped in behind me and her arm went around my waist and sleep took us all again.
I woke in the morning to the twinkling of lights on the cabin ceiling, as the early morning sunlight reflecting off the water shone through the cabins portholes. I was still spooned up behind Simone and Julia was tucked in behind me, her leg was draped over mine. I could hear that quiet almost sensual snore that was one of my fondest memories of the times she had shared our bed.
As I lay there I kept coming back to the revelations of last night. I knew that the family members, who over the years had shared their lives, their hopes and their love with Ros and I, had been a big influence to us. What I hadn't consciously realised was how much of an influence, it seems, we had been to them. I had always thought of the pair of us, as their best friends and occasional lovers not as a group guru - I had completely missed that dynamic. Had Ros? Looking back I think don't so, in fact I'm sure she hadn't, some of her comments in her last few weeks made much more sense to me now.
What worried me was that if this really was the case, what I had done to them all when I had withdrawn into myself. Christ, I was going to have to do a hell of a lot of bridge building.
My thoughts were interrupted as I felt a stirring behind me and a hand came between Simone and me seeking out my morning erection, which was nestling between Simone's legs.
"Morning love, did you sleep well?" I asked quietly, gently turning towards her in order not to disturb Simone
"Mmmmmmmm, the best in a long while," she said as she began to slowly stroke my dick.
"As much as I love this attention, I think there is another very generous man who needs you even more than I do back there," I said pointing towards the other cabin.
"You always knew the right thing to say," she told me. She slid out of the bed, bent down and gently kissed me then headed back towards Mike.
I turned back towards Simone spooning her and sliding my still erect prick back between her buttocks. She gave a little shiver, my first indication she was awake. I reached around and gently stoked her breast and felt her give a little sigh and wriggle her buttocks back into my groin. Her hand reached down between her legs and grasped me and began rubbing my head along her kitty lips. After a minute or so of this, she eased me inside her moist cavern.
We made love, it wasn't sex; it was a feeling of completeness. As I came I could feel her gently shuddering all over. As we lay there basking in the afterglow I heard her murmur, "Another tick!"
I climbed out of the bed and headed for the shower. I really needed to ease the aches I was suffering from, a result of the copious amounts of sex my battered old body had enjoyed.
A quick shower and I felt a new man, an old one but a happy one. The smell of coffee drew me to the galley. I slipped a pair of shorts and a sport shirt on, and walked in. When I saw the Cunningham's I felt overdressed as they sat at the breakfast counter sipping fresh coffee. Mike was in a pair of Speedo's and Julia in her bikini bottoms. I pulled the shirt off and a life-giving cup of coffee was placed in my hand. Behind me I could hear Simone in the shower.
I looked at Mike, "Thank you," I told him. "You don't know what that meant to Simone and me. You are the best."
"And Julia darling, I love you, not just for your kindness to an old man, and what you were to Ros, but for your generosity to Simone. It looks like I'm going to need to rebuild a few bridges with the family," I continued.
Julia smiled, "You really don't know do you? There is something I would like to show you. I don't suppose we have an Internet connection?"
"Surprisingly, yes; the satellite dish doubles up, let me set it up."
She stood up and went to their cabin and returned with a laptop. She began fussing about with it. "Password?" She asked.
I smiled "Rosie m, all caps, no space."
"Of course."
"Hi" came quietly from behind us. Simone stood there looking nervous in shorts and halter.
"Ah yes I forgot to tell you, there is a new crew and passenger uniform code." I told her picking up the cap she'd left on the counter last night. "For the crew it's just the cap."
She took it with a laugh and slipped her top off, and placed the cap on her head and gave us a twirl.
Mike smiled, "That's my kind of uniform."
Simone surprised me by giving him a long deep kiss and whispering in his ear, "Thank you," before sitting down on my lap.
"Yes, we are in," said Julia.
"And?"
"Shut up and look," she passed me the laptop and I looked at the page displayed
It was well designed; in fact I recognise the style. "Kirsten's work?" I asked.
"Yes, your daughter does good work."
The banner at the top simply read The Family Help Page, below which was a row of photos, most of whom I recognized, some I didn't. The ones in the centre were of Ros and myself. Down one side were couple of blank video chat windows, in the middle was a news board, below it a chat message window and along the bottom a series of links. Dotted all over were Kirsten's trademark tiny animated anime characters.
Flashing in the middle of the news board was this message.
WE FOUND HIM, HE'S BACK WITH US
I saw that the boarder of Julia's photo was flashing. I pointed at it and raised my eyebrows in a mute question
"It means I'm on line."
There came a chime from the counter, I looked and saw it was Mike's phone.
"Message alert," he said pointing at the news board.
What the hell was going on?
"I think you need to explain all of this," I told them.
"It simple, after the funeral we could see you closing down, isolating yourself from the rest of us. As I told you last night there were a number of us that felt because we had needed you both, we would still need you, to keep us on the straight and narrow. When we couldn't talk to you I started a simple message board so the rest of us could keep in touch."
"I asked Kirsten to keep us up to date with your progress. She developed the site in to what you see now, The Family Help Page. When she found Ros's diary we were able to contact everyone in the family."
I pushed the laptop away, I had tears in my eyes and Simone was trying to kiss them away, chasing them down my face with her lips. She kept saying, "I love you," over and over again.
Mike and Julia wrapped their arms around us and held us. No words were needed.
Finally Julia spoke, "I think you are wanted." She said pointing at the laptop.
I looked at it, the damn thing was going crazy, most of the photos were flashing, all the video chat windows were live and the messages in the chat window were scrolling past so fast you couldn't read them.
Christ where do I start, I looked pleadingly at Julia. She clicked an icon I hadn't noticed and a new video chat window opened and that was a new problem as framed in the middle were Simone's breasts. She shot off my lap with a scream as I frantically tried to find the off button.
"Clothes, we need clothes," I cried. Simone reappeared with my shirt, as she slipped her abandoned top back on.
As I dressed I told them I need five minutes to get ready, and then thought again.
"That TV" pointing at it in the main cabin "is connected to my PC with its own keyboard and web cam, we can use that."
Five minutes later we were sitting on the sofa ready. Interestingly I already had a profile curtsy of my daughter - I really need to change my password, she had even used mine.
So apparently for the first time in the site's history, my photo was flashing and I was ready to go. I had asked Julia about the black boarder around Ros's photo and got a "What else could we do?" answer. She also has a profile; her's is number one, mine, two.
And so we went live. And for the next hour or so I told them why I had gone underground, what I was doing, introduced Simone. I renewed friendships, met new partners and children whom seemed to think I was a long lost grandfather.
"We need to talk about all this," I told Julia, as she and Simone brought me breakfast and kept my coffee cup full.
As people left others joined, and the number on my personal message icon just grew and grew.
I finally pleaded exhaustion, and logged off.
"So how many are there in the family," I asked.
"There are really only twelve of us. The original five, then Peter got married to Ann, so that was one more. Then he got divorced."
"I remember that," I said and I recalled the visits from one or the other of them during that period. Then Ann met Paul and they came to stay and it had just seemed right that Paul had entered our bed.
"Then Peter married Angela." I smiled remembering the bubbly Angie, "then others came and went and so it carried on," she continued. "Ros knew them all, the core and the friends. Who needed help, and who could help if you or she couldn't."
Julia added, "But it always seemed to be you who knew the right thing to say or do for every situation we threw at you."
"But isn't that what friends do for friends," I replied.
"Yes ... But you just did it without thinking, it was instinctive to you. I just didn't understand until now that you hadn't realised we were seeking you out for help." She shook her head, "That's enough brooding over spilt milk; we have the rest of the week to talk and", she said pointing at Simone "your lady needs you."
*******************
Simone again ...
And she did, she was sitting quietly in the other chair with her legs curled up under her and she looked so lost. I went and sat on the floor beside her and asked what was wrong.
"You've found your friends and family, and I don't know if there is a place for me in it."
"Don't be silly," I told her, "You became part of the family the second I met you."
Julia came over "You're my sister, my lover, our lover," she told her whilst indicating the rest of us.
I stood and pulled her to me, she just stood there shaking in my arms. "You really do want me," she said with insecurity, wonder, and surprise in her voice.
"Of course."
A smile lit up her face and she wrapped her body around mine, throwing her whole being behind the kiss that seemed to go on forever.
I looked at Julia and Mike, "Could you sort out some food for yourselves, we need some time together."
"No problem, go."
We headed to our cabin, and just stood there facing each other for what seemed ages, then, tentatively she reached out her hand and ran her finger down my face playing with my beard. I responded by stroking her shoulder then running my fingers down her free arm until I reached her hand. I drew it to my mouth and kissed each of her fingers.
I gently removed her top, and kneeling in front of her slid her shorts down and off her legs. I leant forward and gave her clit a delicate lick. This was not the time to rush things I thought. I slowly worked my tongue up her body; I visited her belly button and moved higher. I alternated the licks with little kisses and nibbles. Each time I moved she gave a little moan.
I reached the underside of her breasts and licked around the edges and then in towards the centre and kissed her nipple. She groaned with pleasure then whimpered as I moved to her other breast. Again, I teased and licked my way into the nipple before taking in my mouth. I felt her legs shake against my body and her groans grew louder as I increase my assault of her nipples. With a final long drawn out groan she came, and I could see her juices begin oozing down the inside of her thighs.
Simone pulled me upright as she removed my shirt, then kneeling she un-buttoned my shorts letting my ridged cock out of his prison. The shorts dropped to the floor and she took me all the way into her mouth. This was all about pleasure as she lavished her soul into the ultimate blowjob. There was no way I was going to last any length of time and within a few moments I could feel the tension building to bursting point in my balls. Then like liquid fire my orgasm burst out and she could barely contain my cum in her mouth. I could feel her frantically swallowing to make room.
She pulled back down my shaft, draining every last drop from me, and then licked up all the evidence. I stayed as hard as I had ever been and she smiled in anticipation. She moved to the bed and lay down on her back with her knees raised and spread open and her arms held out to me. I moved above her and with little ceremony sank deeply inside her dripping channel. She wrapped her legs and arms around me forcing in even further. We both groaned in pleasure and I began thrusting, slowly at first but with her encouraging me, faster and faster. Our cries and groans reached epic proportions.
I came with a shuddering explosion and my outpouring of cum in her cunt triggered her orgasm.
"Oh, fuck meeeeee," I cried.
"I think I just did," she gasped out.
We lay there, our chests heaving; basking in the afterglow as I slowly shrank to normal proportions and fell out of her. I slid down until my head was between her thighs and started to lick and clean her kitty lips and fur. She tensed and began moaning anew.
"I can't cum again it's too soon," she groaned. I said nothing as I continued to lick, and suck and nip at her kitty lips and clit.
Her moans grew louder and she cried out, "Fuck........... fuck......... fuck.... FUCK..FUUUUUUUUUUUK, I'm cuuuuming." Her thighs slammed shut around my head and her fingernails were digging into my scalp.
Christ, she's going to kill me, I thought, then she relaxed and her thighs fell away and I could move.
"I love you," she gasped, then she curled up on her side, I crawled up behind her and in a few moments we were dozing.
I woke to a hand stroking my back, I looked to see Julia with her finger to her lips, and she motioned me to follow her.
"There's a problem and I don't know what to do. All the power is gone and I was in the middle of cooking."
"It's ok it's just the batteries, I forgot to switch the packs earlier."
I slip my shorts on and went to the wheelhouse and started the generator, then reset the breakers that had isolated the solar panels and Rosie came back to life.
********************
And three became four
"I will leave the jenny running for the moment," I told Julia as I joined her in the galley. "Where's Mike?"
"Getting some sun on deck."
"Same old Mike," I laughed and then more seriously. "Look is he ok with this? Simone and I are rather monopolising you and it's supposed to your trip."
"I wouldn't worry about that," she told me. "Our original plan was for me to fuck you silly, for as long as it took, until you pulled your head out of your ass and woke up."
"What!!!" I spluttered.
"We were told we weren't to leave until you were back."
I looked at her for a long while after that revelation.
"Christ, I need a drink!" I told her.
I opened a bottle and poured a couple of glasses of wine and then a third after hearing Mike appear behind me. "Were you aware of your wife's plan for my body," I asked him and started drinking.
"Her plan, you mean my plan don't you?"
I spluttered and then started to choke - memo to self- don't breath in with a mouthful of wine.
"I didn't have a chance did I?"
"Nope, Simone just beat us to the punch, that's all." Julia said. "She's a wonderful woman; you need her."
I looked at them, "You both know how much I was missing Ros, and how big a hole she left. Well Simone fills that hole in a way I thought I would never experience again. I look at her, and I sense Ros smiling beside us."
"We know," Mike said. "We could see it in your face the first time we saw you together."
Julia looked at me "I'm going to wake her up, and we're going to have some girl bonding time, so you two need to clean up the mess". "Mike darling, the casserole needs to go into the oven for two hours; I've set the temperature just pop it in will you."
We acknowledged her orders as she disappeared in Simone's direction. "So," I said looking at him as we pottered about in the galley "not exactly what I had planned for your visit!"
Mike looked at me with his trademark grin "Bro, how many times did that happen to us in the past, perfect plans shot to hell the second our women got involved?"
"God, yes, remember that fishing trip, six months planning, six hours to get to the lake, three more to set up, and just as we made our first casts, there was the call, and we had to go home."
I picked up a bottle and the laptop and we took our glasses and went back on deck, and guessing that the girls could be some time, we got comfortable.
Mike and I continued reminiscing as I read a few emails before logging on to the family page. I was please but surprised to see Simone's picture had been added to the gallery. Julia must have taken it yesterday when we were all sitting around on deck. I opened my messages and they all seemed to say the same thing: 'We missed you, we love you, when can we see you, can I/we stay, please visit us.' I could feel the tears welling up, and Mike the friend that he is said nothing, just kept my glass full, and let me know he was there for me.
I finally looked at him, "I really didn't get it did I?"
"Oh, you got it; you just didn't realise you got it, that's all". "Ros used to tell us, you would always do the right thing for each situation; you just didn't realise you had."
I found a message from my daughter Kirsten promising me all forms of bodily abuse next time she saw me, because I hadn't told her or Chris her brother about Simone before anyone else, and could I please, please check the calendar link and approve the dates.
Calendar, what bloody calendar I thought. I found it in the links at the bottom of the page and opened it. Christ, I thought I'm going kill her as the full implications hit home.
"Have you seen this?" I asked Mike pointing at the screen.



"No."
There on the screen was a calendar with the innocent title Rosie M and the comment that she could only accommodate two possibly three guests at a time. There were already dates filled in. I frantically started to block dates, otherwise Simone and I would have no time alone. Honestly, I was going to kill her. "What was she thinking?" I asked Mike.
"I guess she wanted to stake her claim first," Mike replied pointing at an entry in four weeks time, 'Kirsten/Christina.'
"Your daughter Christina?" I asked.
"Yes, you do know that they are an item?"
"Good god, any more revelations I need to know about?"
"The thought upsets you?"
"Of course not, it's just another thing I didn't know, that's all."
We sat there in silence for a long while as I pondered the changes I had experienced these past couple of days. My contemplation came to an end as our beautiful women made an appearance. They were both similarly dressed in short silky flowing sundresses, Simone's was white and Julia's pale yellow. Their hair was wet from the shower, and they exuded that just fucked glow which made me guess that they hadn't showered alone.
Simone came over and sat on Mike's lap and kissed him deeply as Julia came and sat on mine. "I love your wife," she told him, "and I know I will love you," and settled back in his arms. She looked at me and mouthed, "I love you," then smiled oh so contentedly. Julia curled up on me, and nibbled my ear as she whispered, "I missed you so much; never go away again."
We sat like that for a while watching the sun dip towards the horizon before Julia rose, and gathering Simone headed towards the galley. Mike and I took the hint and got the table ready, just in time for the girls to reappear with the food and drinks. The meal was a tasty chicken casserole with garlic and rosemary roast veg. The wine was plentiful.
The girls spent the meal swapping laps and teasing us, enjoying being feed by the men, until finally settling with their lovers. Simone and I retreated to one of the loungers, the Cunningham's the other, and to the sound of the night insects, started to make out like teenagers again.
With one arm holding her tight and our mouths locked together, my free hand began sliding up Simone's thigh under her dress pausing briefly at the junction of her legs to stroke her kitty through the sodden material of her thong. I continued higher and ran my fingertips all over her belly; she gave little whimpers of pleasure each time my fingers moved.
Simone eased away from me just enough for her to be able to remove her dress, then she was back in my arms firing little kisses all down my neck and chest as my fingers trickled all the way from the top to the bottom of her back. Her skin shivered under my fingers and she gave a little moan of pleasure, "Oh god" she whispered. "I love it when you do that, my skin feels like it's on fire."
I placed my fingers around the edge of her breast, and slowly and oh so gently slid the fingertips up and around the firm flesh and her areole until they met at the engorged nipple. I moved back and forth from breast to breast, each time I reached her nipple she gave the shuddering groan of a micro orgasm.
Julia was panting in counterpoint from the lounger beside us and I looked, seeing her husband's head moving between her thighs, while she played with her nipples. She sensed me looking and held out her hand. I took it in mine and we held hands for a few moments reaffirming our love, before returning to our lovers.
I slid my hand under Simone's thong, her lips were incredibly swollen and wet, her clit stood up like a miniature penis. My thumb began rolling it around as my fingers slid between her lips and into her dripping channel. Touching her G-spot made her writhe in new ways. The movement of my fingers and thumb burst her over the edge and she came, shuddering in my arms for the longest time, with a long drawn out scream that died to a series of whimpers.
As Simone's orgasm died down we could hear Julia's building to a crescendo
"Oh fuck..........oh fuck........oh fuck.....Fuck...FUUUUUUUUUK MEEEEE." And she came.
In the silence that followed we looked at them and each other and came to an unspoken agreement. We led them to our cabin and removing the last of our clothes settled on the bed. With a laugh, the girls swapped partners and took our pricks in their mouths, it became a race, them to see who could make their victim cum first, us to try and hold out the longest.
For one brief moment, I had the sudden realisation that the last time I had been with Julia and Mike in a similar situation, Ros had been the other woman, but then seeing the expression of love Simone sent me as she licked up and down Mike's prick made everything right again.
I blame my momentary loss of concentration, as to why a few moments later I surrendered to the exquisite tongue and mouth technique Julia employs, and came in torrents in her mouth. Simone saw and renewed her attack and moments later Mike's cum was dripping down her face and breasts. She used her finger to collect some and taste him, and grinned. Julia kissed her and shared some of my cum she had saved in her mouth, and then attempted to lick her face clean. Mike being gentleman he is, got some damp towels and cleaned them both up.
Simone turned to me, "That was so much fun, I love watching Julia make you cum, and tasting Mike, I have never felt as safe in bed as I do with you and your friends."
She buried her head into my chest and hugged me tightly, and whispered to me, "It was so different before, they would hurt me, take their pleasure and give me none."
Julia overheard and hugged us both. "He really does love you and will keep you safe," she told her. "He has looked after both of us for more than twenty years; we would trust him with our lives."
I could feel her body relax, she smiled then kissed me for a long, long time, finally she gave me a positively wicked grin. "I want you to cum in me, but I also want to know what Mike feels like."
"You must try him," Julia hold her. "He's a bit shorter, but thicker, and they feel so different. I love them both, come on let me help you."
She got Mike to lie on his back and sucked him until she felt he was ready for Simone. Then when Simone was positioned properly above him, Julia guided his cock between Simone's outer lips and into her wet cunt.
"Come down slowly," she told her; "he will stretch you more than Andy, but won't go as deep."
I watched as Mike slowly disappeared inside Simone. She made little adjustments of her hips to accommodate him. She looked down at him with a look of concentration, "Please no sudden moves," she told him, as she began to gently ride him, "and you mustn't cum in me. I only want Andy to do that. Oh, but you do fill me."
"Thank you pretty lady," he told her. "Don't worry, I'll give you plenty of warning, you can jump off, and Julia will do the honours," and he began raising his hips to help her start to move.
"Oh, God, you were right, it does feel good," she told Julia, who was lying on her side with her head on Mike's belly watching intently. Julia reached out and took hold of Simone's clit and as she did a small orgasm shook Simone.
I moved behind Julia with my firm cock pushing at her buttocks. She eased her legs apart, and I slid all the way home and stayed there. We didn't move, this was not about sex it was a need to be part of Simone's experience. I felt Mike's hand stroke my back as he completed that feeling of oneness.
Only Simone was making any noise as she moaned quietly as she moved and Julia's muscles fluttered around me in response. She moved her head as close as she could and began to blow on Simone's clit as her fingers tickled it.
"Oh, I'm cuuuuming," Simone cried and we watched as she shuddered to a halt with her head bent forward and her hair cascading down over Julia's face. After a few moments to recover, she asked Mike if she could continue.
"Please," he told her; "don't worry I will warn you when I'm close," and she started moving again, her face screwed up in concentration. He looked at us, "When she comes." he said" the muscles at her entrance clamp down and the rest ripple and clutch my cock."
"I know," I told him. "It feels amazing doesn't it?"
She continued to ride him, her body giving little shivers every now and again reacting to his presence.
"I'm getting close," he warned her, and she slid off him in one motion. I pulled out of Julia. She climbed on Mike and settled down on him and started to ride him, far more vigorously than Simone had.
Simone moved to me and I lay back down and she slid me into her. "Oh yes, so different, so much deeper, I can feel you touch my cervix," she whispered and started riding me, matching Julia's motion.
After Simone's attention Mike wasn't able to last very long and came with a shout. Julia groaned in frustration. "Sorry love," he told her "I'm going to need some time before I can get the old fella up again, and I really need to pee," and he padded off to the bathroom.
Julia looked hungrily at us, and we motioned her over and she got positioned comfortable above my mouth, facing Simone. As Simone continued to exquisitely ride me, I began tonguing Julia's pussy and clit, and Simone stroked and teased her nipples. She dropped her hips a fraction lower, and I was able to bring my lips and teeth into play.
Simone was panting with pleasure as she gradually picked up the pace and Julia was constantly moaning with a sharp gasp every time I nipped her clit or Simone pinched her nipple. I recalled one of her favourite trigger points, I reached behind her and slid one and then a second finger into her asshole past the resistance of her muscular ring then began massaging her inner membrane.
She shuddered in delight, "Oh fuck that's so good;" then as I managed to insert the tip of a third in, she screamed and came and her juices flooded out over my face. Mike helped her off me and then sank between her legs and sucked her clean.
Simone was moving faster and coming down harder on me, panting and moaning. With no Julia in the way I could reach her breasts and I was massaging and pulling her nipples. The walls of her cunt were giving continuous little spasms, clutching and releasing me, and the waves of pleasure were cresting in my groin. With a long drawn out groan I came, my cum surging deep into her sexy body. As she felt the warmth flooding her, she came as well. The ring of muscles around the opening tightened holding me prisoner as the others flexed and contracted milking me dry. Her mouth opened in a mute scream, and then she eased forward and lay down on me, her rock hard nipples poking holes in my chest. Her mouth was seeking mine for a long deep kiss.
"My God, that looked amazing," said Mike and he gave us both a kiss.
Julia just looked hungrily at him and pointed at his now very hard prick, "That's mine, you promised," and lying down beside us, pulled him on top, and wrapped her legs around his waist, sucked his cock straight into her cunt.
We watched as Mike thrust into her in an exhibition of straight fucking for the sake of pure pleasure. It was animalistic in its intensity, their groans were loud, their eyes were closed and their faces tight with concentration as Mike kept thrusting into her and she rose up to meet each thrust.
I thought that it would be over in a few moments but Mike was reborn, Julia came with a scream, but Mike gave her no time to relax, and continued thrusting without altering his rhythm. She came again a few moments later and then dissolved into one continuous rolling orgasm, until he finally came, arching his back as he thrust into her one final time.
They collapsed in each other's arms completely spent and we carefully covered them with a bed throw and left them to sleep. As we walked back to their cabin I locked Rosie up, and we borrowed their bed and fell into an exhausted sleep.
*******************
To be continued
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The tales of a Dirty old man - Chapter 4
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I thought that it would be over in a few moments but Mike was reborn, Julia came with a scream but Mike gave her no time to relax and continued thrusting without altering his rhythm. She came again a few moments later and then dissolved in one continuous rolling orgasm, until he finally came arching his back as he thrust into her one final time.
They collapsed in each other's arms completely spent and we carefully covered them with a throw and left them to sleep. As we walked back to their cabin I locked Rosie up and we borrowed their bed and fell into an exhausted sleep.
***************
And we find a solution for Simone
I woke the next morning to the early morning sun; Simone was still dead to the world. She looked so peaceful I didn't have the heart to wake her and there were things I needed to do. I had a quick shower and grabbed some clothes. There was no movement from the others so I cleared up last night's mess and generally put Rosie to rights.
We had been using a lot of clean water, surprise, surprise, the gas bottle was only a quarter full and the grey water tank needed emptying, so I needed to find a service site today. I checked the river and canal charts and found a suitable one just outside Jumeaux about 15 miles upstream, and the bonus was only one lock to navigate. I got a mug of coffee and some toast, and then decided that I might as well get us underway.
I got the main engine started, fortunately the silencers fitted kept the exhaust noise to a minimum and as the engine warmed up, stepped to the bank and untied us and stowed the mooring lines. I used the bow and stern thrusters to ease Rosie away and then we slowly rejoined the main channel and I picked up speed.
I love this time of the day on the river; there were still hints of the morning mist on the water and cleanness to the air. There was no other traffic and a lone angler was the only other soul awake and we both acknowledged the beauty of it.
After an hour Mike appeared wrapped in a towel, clutching a cup of coffee and looking rather worse for wear. "Julia's still dead to the world," he told me.
"Simone's the same," I said nodding my head in the direction of their cabin.
"I wondered where you got to, so where are we heading?"
"A marina about another 12 miles upstream, we need fresh water, cooking gas and to empty the foul water tanks."
"I had intended to do it before we left at La Rochelle but for some reason my mind was on other things."
"I wonder what? She's a wonderful woman, you do know that don't you?" He asked me.
"Christ, don't I know it; I still can't believe she's here. I feel like I've known her all my life but it's only been three days. I don't know what I'll do if she decides to leave after the week's up."
"You won't need to do anything," came her voice from behind us. "I want you to witness this," she told Mike, and she came over to me wearing one of my old tee shirts and put her arms round me "I don't need the rest of the week, the road test is over! Please can I stay with you forever?"
"Are you sure?"
"Sure? of course I'm sure, I was sure after the first day but I was having too much fun road testing you," she said and kissed me to seal the deal.
"Welcome to your new life and home," I said and she started to cry, so I hugged her again and tried to kiss away her tears
"I'm not crying," she insisted, "they're tears of joy. I have you; I have a home and a new family." Then her face fell, "but I've lost my children."
"Don't worry we will get them back one way or the other." I turned to Mike, "Can you get Julia, we need to pick her brains?"
"Sure," he said and disappeared. He reappeared with her after five minutes.
"Julia, we have some good news, Simone in a fit of insanity has agreed to stay with me, and now we need to do something for her. You know the story with Simone's children?"
"You didn't really think you stood a chance did you, and yes, we've talked about it. It's so sad; the husband sounds a real bastard. It looks like he intentionally set out to alienate her from the children."
"Any guesses why?" I asked
"A couple, I have a suspicion it's financial. After Simone told me her story I had a chat with Peter." She turned to Simone, "Peter is one of the original family members and was the hospital's accountant; he now owns an international financial and asset management agency." She paused, "And he thinks it could be long term play for her father's company."
"How would that work?" Mike asked
"This is just a guess on his part, but he is checking it out."
"Can we talk to Pete?" I said.
"Let me get the laptop." She looked at herself; "No, first I wash and get clean clothes."
She disappeared with Mike, and Simone stopped long enough to give me a kiss, before heading off to do likewise, leaving me alone with Rosie and the river.
Before they all returned I took the opportunity to moor up by a small riverside restaurant, thinking that I didn't want to be distracted while piloting Rosie. The restaurant was closed as it was still only ten-thirty, but I could see someone pottering on the terrace. I went down to the galley and put on a fresh pot of coffee.
Simone was the first to reappear wearing a short denim skirt and a silvery bikini top, and she came into my arms and kissed me. "I love you," she told me. I stroked her damp hair and looked at her wondering how I could be so lucky.
The others appeared a few moments later looking a lot fresher and after grabbing cups of coffee we set up the laptop. It took a while to organise but finally Peter's face was peering out at us from the screen.
He smiled when he saw us all there, and after we had exchanged pleasantries, he started asking Simone some questions.
"Simone your family's name is Laurent? And your husband is Bernard Duval?"
"Yes."
"Good, I thought that we had the right one," he said to someone off camera, and then the camera zoomed out to show a conference table with Peter and two companions. The first I knew, it was his wife Angela, the second I didn't recognise.
"Hi Angie, how are you?" I asked as I hadn't spoken to her the day before.
"Missing you ever so much," she replied. She gave Peter a look that could kill and continued "I would have told you that yesterday if someone had come and got me from my meeting and told me you were online."
I heard the muttered "Huh, the under no circumstance interrupt me meeting," from Pete, then he told me "If we don't get to see you soon my life isn't going to be worth squat." Julia laughed and we could see Angie punch Pete's arm then kiss him.
He introduced the third person "This is David, he's our chief financial investigator, and he will take the lead from now," Peter explained.
"Hi, it's nice to finally meet you, these two have spoken about you so often I feel that I know you," David said.
"Don't believe anything those two told you about me", I said. "OK, so what did you find?"
"Laurent et files is an old family owned and run winery and distributer, they own over 150 hectares of prime vineyards and a winery and the family home. There are another 300 hectares owned by local families that provide grapes for the winery. The wine they produce is high quality and their premier cru is highly sought after."
"Interestingly, the business has come through Simone's mother's side of the family, her father married into the business himself. Her mother owned the business not her father, and when she died half her shares went into trust for Simone, the other half in trust for her future grandchildren."
"Are you sure?" She said "I have no shares that I know of."
"You were sixteen and they were to be held in trust for you until your 21st birthday. The other half were put into a separate trust for your future children, you were supposed to manage them after your 21st and the children would get them on their 21st. If you had no children then the shares would revert to you on your 50th birthday."
"That doesn't make any sense, but I think I remember Bernard getting me to sign some family documents on my birthday."
"That's right, they were a form of power of attorney, giving your husband control of your shares and the trust."
"I'm amazed that you found all of this out so quickly, it's been less than a day," I commented.
"It's all public record if you know where to look," he smiled, "and I know."
"You own the family business," he continued explaining to Simone, "and I think that's the reason Bernard treated you the way he did. By keeping you out of the picture and away from the children he controls your shares and the children's and thus the company. I doubt the children even know of the trust, and I suspect you father is helping him."
"What!" she cried out. She looked at me with tears in her eyes, "My own father!" She was shaking in my arms and all I could do was hold her tight and tell her I loved her over and over again.
Peter interrupted, "I've asked our lawyers to draft a document rescinding Bernard's power of attorney, do you want us to submit it?"
"You can do that for me?" She asked.
"Of course, it's simple you are a member of the family."
"I am?"
"Yes of course you are, now shut up and listen," I told her.
"And before I was interrupted", said Peter "I was going to explain that we provide financial and legal support to all the family."
"Yes," Simone told him, "and I want to divorce him and get the children back, can you help?"
"It will be our pleasure," Angie told her.
"You will probably want to be there when Bernard find out that he's lost control, to stop him trying to asset strip the company."
"I can't do that; I can't bear to see him."
"Can you help Pete?" I asked.
Angie broke in, "Don't worry, of course we can help, we are going to send in a team of our official receivers, it will be a pleasant change for them to look after a viable company after all the dogs we usually send them to."
"That great," I told them. "How long will it take for the power of attorney to be rescinded?" I asked.
"As soon as the local legal team in France can get them stamped, delivered to the courts and registered, which will be ..." Peter said waiting for an answer from someone off camera. "Tomorrow morning I'm told, the first of the receivers will be there by noon."
"Good, and their first task is to fire Bernard," Simone told them.
"What about your father?"
"No, they are to leave him alone; I need to deal with him myself."
"And the divorce?"
"To proceed as fast as possible, I want it done and dusted before the end of the year," Simone told them, then looked at me with a look of amazement on her face. "It is true; you do solve everyone's problems."
"I didn't do anything," I said. "It was Pete, Angie, David and Julia that did it, and we still need to resolve your relationship with the children."
"I know," she said, "but with him out of the way I stand a chance."
"And that's the point," said Julia to me, "you don't always need to do anything; you are the trigger, you just point us in the right direction and suddenly the solution is there in front of us." I could hear Peter and Angie agreeing.
"Hey, does that mean we can get some decent wine to drink instead of this cheap crap Andy is giving us," Mike asked Simone.
"As much as you want my love," Simone told him.
"OK, it's time for us to wrap this up as Peter and Angie are going to be busy travelling," I told everyone.
"We will be?"
"Oh yes," I said, "because tomorrow morning we will be leaving the marina in Jumeaux, and we are not going to wait for you to join us, miss the boat and you are on your own." I waited for the reply but there was none so I looked at the screen to see David siting at the conference table on his own.
"They just left," he said with an amused expression on his face. "I've never seen them move so fast in my life."
"Well it's been very nice to meet you and thanks mate," I told him, and Simone blew him a kiss and promised him a proper one when they met.
I closed the laptop and turned to see three faces looking at me. Julia said, "And he doesn't believe we need him." She shook her head. She came over and sat on my lap, she looked at Simone and said, "Now you understand why we all love him so much, and how hard it's been these past few years for us without him."
"Oh, I do now," she said and sat beside us and kissed us both.
"You do know that their head office is in Dubai and you have only given them a little more than half a day to get here," Mike pointed out.
"Yes." I smiled.
"God, you can be an evil bastard when you try."
"It's lunchtime and I'm a hungry evil bastard, so I suggest we take advantage of the restaurant we are moored by," I proposed. So a little while later we were sat on the terrace enjoying a glass of wine, with a selection of the local cheeses and pate in front of us.
Mike turned to me, "So how does it feel to be the kept man? You do realise how much the winery is worth don't you."
"She can keep me however she wants, so long as I get to keep her," I told him.
"I love him and he loves me, what could be simpler," Simone responded.
"See," Julia told Mike, "that's what love is all about, not money."
"Oh, I don't know," I told them "it could be I'm only going to marry her for the wine."
"Marry me!" She gasped, "do you really want to marry me?"
"Of course I do, as soon as the divorce is settled. I get the wine, the children, and you as a bonus." I smiled as I said it.
Then I continued more seriously. "I know we have only known each other for a few days, but I can't envision a life without you in it. I'm a sad old man who likes the familiarity of marriage, and I want show you that a marriage can be a wonderful experience."
She sat there for a long time, looking from my face to Mike and Julia's. "You are not a sad old man," she told us. Then she moved her chair close to mine, "You will never be a sad old man because you will be my happy dirty old husband. And of course every bottle is yours!" she looked at me and smiled. "You can even swim in the vats." That brought back a happy memory of our first night's conversation. "Do you really love me that much?"
"I do."
She then surprised us all by kneeling by my side, "I would be very happy to be your wife, I don't deserve you."
"Then it's settled," I told her with tears in my eyes.
Julia dragged Simone away "we have things to discuss," she told her. "Finish up here, boys, we will be on the boat," she informed us.
"Yep, I think we need to get going," I told Mike. "We still have ten miles and a lock to go, and with Pete and Angie staying we will need to stock up."
"How will the sleeping arraignments work?" he asked.
"Shouldn't be a big issue", I said as we walked back, "the single bed in the spare cabin does extend into a small double, and I mean small. But do you really think they won't end up sharing ours?"
"Not if Angie has anything to say about the matter," Mike agreed. "You ready for me to cast off?"
"Yes, I can hold her in place with the thrusters, while I get the engine running."
**********
Jumeaux and beyond
Later that afternoon we negotiate the lock below Jumeaux, to the amusement of the lock keeper as he watched two half naked women climbing like monkeys over Rosie, fending her off from the stone wall of lock. I could have used the thrusters to keep her completely still but this way was a lot more fun for Mike and me. It only took us half an hour to rise the three meters and rejoin the river.
By four o'clock we were safely moored at the marina. It was a fairly modern one with upmarket brand stores and restaurants, and the girls had quickly disappeared in the direction of the boutiques, leaving Mike and me to sort out the servicing and provisioning the boat. I even found and bought a Case of Laurent et files Premier Cru 1998.
We had only just settled down with a cold bottle of beer apiece when Simone and Julia returned from their shopping spree each carrying several interesting bags. When we inquired as to their contents we were told that it was a surprise, and we needed to get smartened up as they had booked us into a very nice restaurant that the shop owner had recommended.
I was told to get my clothes, then I was banished to the other cabin with Mike to get ready and the girls took over our cabin. We took them at their word and for the first time in ages I was wearing something other than shorts and tee shirt. Mike and I were both dressed in chinos, a shirt, and a casual sport jacket.
The sun was dipping towards the horizon, and we had been relaxing on the loungers on the deck for quite a while waiting, two beers worth of time. Mike had taken the opportunity to give me all the Cunningham's family news.
"So when did Kirsten and Christina met?" I asked him.
"It was last summer, in London after your daughter graduated. Chrissy was on holiday, she stayed with Kirsten, and hasn't left yet."
"Are they happy?"
"Very, I understand, we stayed with them for a few days."
"I wonder why she didn't tell me?" I pondered.
"I think she wanted to tell you in person, she really wants your approval. I know that they are on tenterhooks now that they know that you know."
"I really need to give her a call, don't I, and there no time like the present is there?" I got my iPhone out (I'm a sucker for new tech toys) and moved to the stern and called my daughter.
We spent fifteen minutes talking, and catching up on the news. We discussed our new relationships, and arranged the details of their visit. I rang off feeling a lot better and made a mental note that I also needed to call my son Chris.
I looked round to see all three of them standing quietly behind me, our women looked absolutely stunning. Julia was in a dark red knee length cocktail dress, stockings and matching shoes. Simone was in a classic, simple little black dress that came to mid thighs, black stockings and high heels. The dress was so form fitting that it was obvious she wasn't wearing any underwear. A fact that was soon confirmed by both women as they delicately raised their hems to show us the lacy tops of their thigh high stocking and a pair elegantly trimmed pussy's. I was speechless; all I could do was kneel before Simone and bestow a kiss of thanks on her pussy. I stood and she straightened her dress and we kissed and I told her how beautiful she was, and how lucky I was. No one on shore seemed to notice our antics.
The ladies led us arm in arm, to the restaurant which was on the other side of the marina. The restaurant was called the Le Petite Auburge, it was apparently a local favourite and was half full when we arrived. We were led to a nice secluded table on the terrace, and I think that every man and most of the women watched the girls as they made their way to the table. We ordered and for the life of me, I can't remember what I ordered, I do recall that Simone found a bottle of her own label wine on the menu and insisted that we try it. The food was excellent, the wine wonderful, and the company even better.
I looked at the three of them and realised how much my life had changed in such a short time. Ros was still a presence, and I could feel her there with us, smiling and happy for us, and I knew that I had her blessing; she would always be a part of me.



Julia looked at me and smiled. "You feel her too, don't you?"
"I do, and I know she approves."
She held my hand from across the table and then gathered Simone's in her other hand and placed them on mine. "And she would have so approved of Simone and this." Her eyes fixed on mine, "We spoke a couple of weeks before she died and she told me that she would haunt me if I didn't look after you, she wanted me to find you someone, but you did that for yourself, and a damn fine job you did of it."
She turned to Mike and gave him a kiss and told him, "Thank you for being my rock through all of this, and you," She said to me, "don't you ever leave us again, our life was not complete without you in it."
She then looked at Simone, "he can be a grumpy old bastard, but I know he loves you, we love you and I know the rest of the family will too."
"I know," Simone said, "I've never felt like this before. I have Andy and he's my rock and I can't imagine my life without him, I also have you two and you round out my love. And I know that when I meet Peter and Angie tomorrow that they will do the same, I just hope they will like me?"
"Oh, they will," I reassured her.
I heard a small gasp and saw Julia eyes glaze slightly and realised that Mike had taken advantage of Julia's lack of underwear to slide his hand up her leg and slip a finger into her pussy, she bent forward and her breath came faster. "God, you are wet," he exclaimed.
"Huh, huh, huh," she panted," I huh know, huh, god, don't stop, huh, I'm very close." There was a last long, low groan, and her head sank to the table, with her hands in her lap.
Mike raised his fingers dripping with her juices to his mouth and sucked. "Best dessert course ever."
Julia looked past me and asked, "Do you think he saw," indicating the waiter.
I looked and saw the conspicuous bulge in the front of his trousers, "I'd say yes," I told her. She went bright red matching her dress.
"Would you like some dessert?" Simone asked me as she opened her legs and placed my hand at their junction.
"I think I could be persuaded," I said as I slid two fingers into her, under the cover of the table cloth, and curling them up felt for and located her G spot. It was a bit surreal; Simone beside me moaning quietly as she raced to an orgasm, while the rest of us carried on a polite conversation about what we would do the next day, and taking bets of what time Pete and Angie would arrive.
She came with a deep groan and a gush of juice, and I raised my fingers to my mouth for a taste – sweet! I offered my fingers to the others and they each had a taste.
"Best dessert ever!" was the conclusion.
As Simone returned to us from her spaced out condition, the waiter came over and asked, "Would the party like to try something from our dessert menu?"
"No, I think we have just pigged out on dessert, just coffee and an Armagnac each please." Julia told him with a little laugh.
Simone and Julia looked at each other, "That has to be the best way to finish a meal ever," Simone told her but now I need to clean up!"
They both stood and we could see evidence of their arousal staining the tops of their stockings. As they passed through the main dining area they attracted the attention of every red blooded male in the place as they trailed the unmistakable aroma of sex behind them.
Mike and I just looked at each other and I know we were thinking the same thought. What in god's name had we done to deserve to have these wonderful sexy women in our lives?
The waiter appeared with our coffees and a bottle of Armagnac as the girls returned, he showed me the bottle and I smiled, it was over a hundred years old.
As he poured the drinks he told us, "The Armagnac is a gift of the house to you, for the pleasure you have given us, it is the least I could do for the entertainment your ladies have given us!"
The girls stood and each gave him a kiss so hot it could have set the brandy on fire.
"Please do come back," he said as he staggered away with the lump still evident in his pants.
The Armagnac was like the nectar of the gods, I sat there inhaling the heady aroma, I have got to get some for the boat I told them, I don't care what it costs!
We paid the bill and rose to leave, Simone went over to the waiter and spoke to him and then followed him into a back room. They returned a few moments later, she was clutching a bag, and he was licking his lips. I gave her a quizzical look.
"Well, I couldn't go without offering him a taste of our dessert," she told us, "and look I bought a bottle of that divine brandy for you," she told me.
"How much did it cost?" I asked.
"I did a trade," she said, "ten cases of the family's best vintage."
"And a taste of dessert, I think he did very well out of that deal," I told her, and a few moments later it was obvious that he agreed, as he appeared at our side with a second bottle of the Armagnac. He left us with a kiss from the girls and a promise from all of us that we would return the following night with Pete and Angie.
The walk back to Rosie was very pleasant, with our arms around our women while they held each other's hands.
When we arrived it was with an unspoken agreement that we went to our own cabins. Tonight was not for sharing but for reaffirming our love for our partners. As we separated I reminded them that the others were due to arrive in the morning.
We looked at each other as we stood in the cabin. "Was I wicked to offer the waiter a taste of our dessert?" Simone asked me.
"No, I think it was very kind of you, the poor man was suffering watching the two of you cum. Maybe they will put kitty juice on the menu? I'd probably order a gallon of it if it was yours."
I thought a minute and added, "What you did with the waiter was fun and good sport. I hardly call it sex, but it was erotic. Feel free to do things like that when ever the mood strikes, just tell me about them so I can enjoy too."
As we talked we were slowly undressing each other, I left her stockings on as the silky texture was so erotic. She stood there in black stocking and high heels and I had to get the camera for a photo, and she stood there patiently posing for me.
We sat on the bed after I had put the camera away and we stroked each other. I sat with my back to the top of the bed and Simone sat between my legs, lying back on my chest. For a while we talked, "You mustn't worry about what I think about other people," I told her. "Ros and I had one very simple rule and I hope that you will think that it's a good one too. We always told each other about the other people in our lives and we never hid anything from each other."
"The family is a bit different, I suppose?" she asked, as she wriggled back into my groin and I played with her boobs
"True," I replied. "Within the family there has never been any jealousy or pressure, if it feel right then it is right! We all trust each other."
"That exactly what I felt with Mike and Julia," she told me.
"Twice while Ros was alive I met someone who I slept with, each time I called her first and then gave her a blow by blow account, and I think it turned her on even more than the acts did for me."
"And Ros?" She asked
"A weekend with a couple she met on a course, and again she called me first and then every few hours to keep me updated. It was one the most erotic weekends of my life, particularly after she got home."
"I like the sound of this rule," she said, "but I don't think I'm ever going to need to use it, you and the family are all I want. Now stop playing with my tits, and fuck me properly please."
"Your wish is my command my lady," I told her and I started pull and squeeze her nipples more aggressively and my other hand drifted down to her pussy and I started to tease her clit.
"Oh god, that feels so good," she moaned, and then groaned with pleasure as my fingers entered her cunt. "Christ, how do you do that? Every time you find the right place!" she asked as my fingers homed in on her G spot and then screamed as my thumb pressed hard on her erect clit.
"Oh god, oh god I'm cumming already," she wailed and her body shook with her orgasm.
"Fuck, I need you in me." She rose, turned to face me, straddled my hips and sank down on me in one swift motion. I was still sitting propped up and this position put her nipples close to my mouth, and I sucked them in greedily in turn and flicked them with my tongue.
Simone was riding me like it was the charge of the light brigade. She was grunting each time I bottomed out and the base of my prick rubbed her engorged clit. My hands were under her buttocks helping her along. As she came down the angle was perfect and my glans would rub over the G spot, I eased a finger into her ass and she threw her head back with a cry. I could feel her orgasm building up as the muscles of her cunt kept fluttering, and the sensation triggered the impending orgasm I'd been trying to hold back.
My balls tightened and I came with a loud cry, my jizz flooded out, filling her and she came with me, her mouth opened in a silent scream and her eyes rolled back in her head as she collapsed on me.
I held her like that for a long time until she recovered, staying deep inside, while her muscles continued to clutch at me her, her eyes fluttering then refocusing. "Fuck that was amazing," I told her.
"That was the best fuck I've ever had," Simone gasped. "Please don't pull out, I want you to stay there while we sleep."
I wriggled down into a more comfortable position whilst remaining connected. She sighed with pleasure and rested her head on my shoulder quickly as she fell asleep. I ran my hands down her back marveling in the softness of her skin before joining her in sleep
*******************************
To be continued
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"That was the best fuck I've ever had," Simone gasped. "Please don't pull out; I want you to stay there while we sleep."
I wriggled down into a more comfortable position whilst remaining connected, and she sighed with pleasure and resting her head on my shoulder quickly fell asleep. I ran my hands down her back marvelling in the softness of her skin before joining her in sleep.
***********************
And four become six
I woke next morning, and we were still in the same position, my morning woody was buried inside Simone and her muscles were twitching. She looked down at me and grinned in delight, "Oh goody you're awake, and I thought I was going to have to do all the work." She pulled herself up and straddled my hips without losing contact and slowly sank back down on me, until my glans touched her cervix, then with a groan began to ride me.
"God that feels so good," I groaned and started lifting my hips to meet her; I had waves of pleasure running down my cock.
Simone was moaning each time I filled her; I fondled her breasts and teased her nipples. She took mine between her fingers and squeezed them, and the sensations swept from them to the tip of my dick. Neither of us was able to last very long and we came in a mutual orgasm a few moments later.
She regretfully pulled herself off me and the evidence of our love dripped out of her cunt and pooled in my groin. "You are the best alarm clock ever," I told her, as I held her tightly and kissed her.
"I'm making you all messy," she worried.
"Nothing a shower can't cure, and in any case it's as much mine as it is yours," and I dipped a finger in it and tasted it and smiled, then offered it to her and she greedily sucked it. "You, young lady are a wanton hussy."
"I know," she said, "and I'm your wanton hussy, my dirty old man."
We had a shower together, a quick one, but that didn't stop our hands roaming over each other's bodies.
We got dressed, I wandered over to the galley and got the coffee going, soon the coffee aroma was drifting through Rosie, and I opened the windows, hatches and doors to let a gentle cooling breeze blow through the cabins. The morning sunlight glinted off the water and the paintwork of the few other boats moored nearby. The sky was that pale eggshell blue familiar to all who have visited Province, and the scent of freshly baked bread drifted in on the breeze.
Simone handed me a mug of coffee with cream and no sugar, just the way I like it. I took a sip and felt the world coming to rights. She walked over to the marina's local patisserie and came back ten minutes with some baguettes and croissants warm from the oven.
The others made an appearance drawn from their bed by the dual scents of coffee and warm croissants, a marriage made in heaven!
"Mmm, is that a chocolate croissant I spy?" asked Julia, reaching for it. It was already in her mouth before Simone could say yes.
Mike looked at the clock, "It's eight thirty, any minute now I reckon," and we moved to the deck to finish breakfast, and watch for Pete and Angie's arrival.
"Who's going to tell them we've decided to stay another day and they could have taken their time getting here?" Julia asked, and three people looked at me.
"Let's see how long it is before they notice, and in any case who was it that decided we were eating at the restaurant again tonight?" I suggested and three faces looked at me again. "Come on,' is it pick on me day?" I asked.
If the cap fits,' I was told.
"Sex slave, I need some more coffee," I asked Simone, holding out my empty mug. She took it and disappeared down to the galley, she returned a couple of minutes later wearing the crew cap and gave me my coffee.
"Does my master want his sex slave to pleasure him," she asked with lecherous grin and sat down on my lap and wriggled her butt into my groin.
Julia burst out laughing, then spotted Mike about to say something to her, and stopped him with; "Don't even think it bud, if anyone is a sex slave in this marriage it's you!"
We all laughed and Mike went and knelt at Julia's feet, "Your wish is my command mistress," he hammed it up.
We were interrupted by a car horn and the slamming of car doors. Mike looked at his watch, "Nine o'clock, not bad going!" He remarked.
There at the end of the pontoon stood Peter and Angela beside their luggage. I jumped down to the pontoon, and Angie ran towards me and threw herself into my arms frantically kissing my face, all I could hear was, "I missed you, I missed you, I missed you so much," in between the kisses.
Pete appeared at my shoulder and hugged us both, "Man is it good to see you, we thought we would never get here on time!"
We stood back from each other, and I got my first good look at the pair of them, I hadn't seen them in person for four years. They were both in wrinkled travel clothes, Angie was as attractive as ever, she was thirty nine, a natural red head with a slightly fuller figure, she was five foot four, and her face had a wonderful sprinkling of freckles that highlighted her striking green eyes. Pete was the same age as me, fifty, but taller at six foot two, slim and with dark hair and brown eyes.
I heard voices behind me, and Mike and Julia appeared beside me, calling out greetings and then hugs and kisses were traded. Simone came and stood next to me, her hand seeking mine for reassurance. I put my arm around her and kissed her, and then introduced her to our new guests.
Angie pulled Simone into a hug with herself and Pete, "You are more beautiful than I thought; the camera does lie," She told her. Then turning to me, "You better look after her."
"Oh, I intend to," I told them. "I've even asked her to marry me."
Angie squealed in delight and kissed me then Simone. Pete gave Simone another kiss and a hug then shook my hand saying, "You lucky old dog."
It took another half an hour before we were all sorted out. Angie and Mike had travelled with only hand baggage to avoid any delays, so as soon as convenient the women had disappeared in the direction of the stores to rectify any missing items.
"Don't expect them back for a couple of hours," Pete told us. "Is that going to cause an issue with the sailing time?"
I very wisely handed him a beer before replying, and I could see Mike out of the corner of my eye struggling not to laugh, "Err, not really a problem," I said, "We sort of decided last night to stay here another day," I struggled to look him in the eye.
He sat down, and drank the beer in one go, and looked at me, "You asshole, do you know the grief I've suffered this whole trip from her in case we didn't get here on time! I had to use my contacts to get last minute seats on the Air France flight and delay the flight that had already boarded and then a small fortune to upgrade to first, and then hire a private jet to get us down here. Christ knows what the taxi cost from the airport. I just threw a handful of notes at him." He looked at me, then smiled, "And I'd do it all again, just so we could be here with you."
"Have another beer," was all I could think to say.
"Thanks, I will, and you better keep them coming."
I loaded a cooler with ice and beer, and we settled down on deck to wait. Peter brought me up to date with all their news, and I told him all about Simone and then about outfitting the Rosie M.
We were relaxed and well into our fourth beer when he surprised me by asking what I wanted to do with my account.
"What account?" I asked.
"The one Ros started for the pair of you seven or eight years ago," he told me.
I looked surprised. "Its news to me," I said. "What did she use it open it?"
"It's the money she got from her inheritance after her mother died."
Now that did surprise me as mother and daughter had been estranged since she was a teenager. I had thought she told her family she didn't want anything. I mentioned this to Pete.
"I believe they insisted, so she told them to send it to me and I was to open an account in your names," he replied.
"That explains it then," and sat back and sipped my beer.
Peter looked at me for some time and finally asked, "Don't you want to know how much is in the account?"
"Can't be very much, Ros was only talking about a thousand or so."
"You are kidding aren't you; they deposited over one hundred and fifty thousand pounds!"
"Fuck, how much?" I said sitting bolt upright. "What's it worth now then?"
"A million and change last time I checked!"
"How in god's name?" I asked.
He smiled, "I'm fucking good at what I do, and that's how!"
I raised my bottle and we touched them in a silent acknowledgment of his skill.
"So what do you want to do with it?" He asked again.
"Transfer the change to my bank account, and hang on to the rest for the moment," I decided.
He acknowledged my request, and we relaxed again waiting for the women to return. Peter took the opportunity to contact his office and get updated, all of the actions for Simone were on schedule, and my change turned out to be forty thousand pounds and the transfer went straight through. I decided to do a quick shop and I was back twenty minutes later and five thousand Euros poorer.
It was getting on for lunchtime before they made an appearance, weighed down with bags but with that content look that women only get when they are completely shopped out.
Simone bounced up with a happy smile on her face and dropping her bags at my side, and jumped on my lap, "That was so much fun, and I've got some special things just for you to enjoy!"
Peter looked at his watch and smiled, he turned to Simone, "Just about now your soon to be ex husband is going to get a shock as the receivers roll up."
"Do I need to do anything?" she asked him.
"Does he know how to get in touch with you? Because if he does I would expect a call very soon," he remarked.
"Only through Rachael. Oh shit I better give her a call," she said.
I got my iPhone and she called her, my French is reasonable but I only got about one word in three, as she rapidly updated Rachael with all that had happened in the past few days.
"Oui, je vais lui divorce dès que posible," was the last thing I heard before she rang off and handed it back to me. "What happens next?" she asked Peter.
"The legal papers have been registered with the courts, and you now control your shares and your children's trust fund. Your family solicitors are the administrators of the trust fund and our representatives are informing them of the change. Bernard will be escorted from the offices, and at the same time will be served with the divorce papers, you are requesting full custody of the children. He will be given twenty four hours to move out of the house as it's in your name, and he never had the legal right to throw you out."
"Where are the children?" She asked.
"They are in America at a summer camp and will be there for the next two weeks," Angela told her. "We thought that they should go to your aunt after that if she agrees. You could see them there and get to know them again, away from his influence."
"Do you think he will fight the divorce or the custody?" she asked.
"We don't think he will after our legal team spell out the consequences of fighting it to him."
"Thank you, thank you," she told them, and then gave them both a hug and a kiss, then she came to me and whispered in my ear, "You do solve problems and I really, really love you."
***************************
A lazy afternoon
We had a light lunch and spent the afternoon drinking wine and catching up. Peter and Simone sat down to discuss what she wanted to do with the business, and at one point I heard them on a conference call to the receivers, so I reminded her that she had promised ten cases of wine to the restaurant. She smiled at me, and told the receivers to ship the wine to the restaurant as soon as possible.
Angie came and sat on my lap and brought me up to date with all their news, plus that of Paul and Ann as they had seen them couple of months ago. She took my hand and slipping it under her top, placed it on her breast, and I stroked it and played with her large erect nipple. She wriggled back into me and sighed contentedly. "You don't know how much I missed you," she told me and nibbled my ear. "Oh, Simone and Julia told me all about your dessert course last night. You will all be able taste my dessert offering tonight."
"Am I allowed a taste now?" I asked, and she unzipped her shorts and slid her hand under her briefs and between her legs, she gasped as she eased a finger into her pussy, and then brought it out covered in her juice and I tasted it like a fine wine connoisseur.
"Oui, Madame, that will be an excellent dessert for us to savour," I told her in my best fake French accent, and she smiled back.
"That makes me tingle all over," she told us, and she dipped her finger in again, and offered the pussy juice laden finger to Julia and Mike for approval. Simone and Peter concluded their business and wandered over for a taste as well, so Angie moved to the other lounger and slipped her shorts and mini briefs off and spread her thighs, inviting us all to taste from the source. Her lips and clit were glistening with her juices and crowned by a delightful tuft of red pussy hair.
It was good that the marina was deserted as it basked in the late afternoon sun, otherwise Angie's loud moans from our long intimate tastings of her pussy, and the sharp cry as she came from the determined attention of Julia's tongue would have been difficult to explain.
Soon after Angie recovered she dressed, but handed me her filmy briefs with a kiss and a promise of more. The girls huddled together to start making plans for this evening.
I slipped off to our cabin intending to grab some clothes as I guessed the girls would be taking it over again, and decided to take a quick shower while I had the chance.
I let the warm water cascade over my body as I pondered all the changes of the past few days, from alone, to a girlfriend, to a threesome, to a foursome and now six of us!
I felt the draft as the shower door open and first one, then a second naked woman slipped in beside me. It was a bit of a tight squeeze but that just promoted more bodily contact, as Simone then Angie began washing my body. I had two different hands working in concert on my now solid cock and I reciprocated by taking hold of both mons and used my index fingers to tease their clits; both women groaned with pleasure.
They French kissed and seemed to come to an agreement. Angie moved back as much as she could after whispering in my ear that I should concentrate on Simone first, which I did with pleasure. I pulled Simone to me and our mouths were glued to each other's, and our tongues were duelling. Her hand was wrapped around my cock and my hand was between her legs, I had three fingers inside her and my thumb was pressing down on her clit. She was groaning constantly but pulled away from me, only to turn around and face the wall and present her buttocks. I slid my cock between them and pushed forward and upwards, and skewered her cunt with my rock hard dick, her cry of pleasure echoed around the shower.
I was moving rapidly and her groans were growing in volume, when I felt Angie's hand slid between my legs, and stroke my balls and shaft in passing before pressing her finger onto Simone's clitoris and massaging it.
The extra attention was more that Simone could stand and I felt her orgasm building up deep in her muscles as they gripped at my moving shaft, trying to suck it in deeper before her orgasm burst out and she clamped down with a long drawn out cry, and I could barely move.
After a few moments she relaxed and I slipped out of her and she turned to me, and gave me a kiss and told me she loved me and I needed to look after Angie. She left the shower cubicle after pushing Angie towards me.
We looked at each other, as the water continued to cascade over us, it had been four years since we had been alone together, and she was as beautiful as I remembered with her long red hair, full breasts and large pink nipples. She has this delightful scattering of freckles especially in her cleavage and full pussy lips crowned by a tuft of pure red pussy hair. She put her arms around me and clutched me savagely; I was able to kiss the top of her head.
She looked up at me, and said in a plaintive voice, "Why did you go away? I needed you, we needed you. Without Ros or you we had no one we could talk to."
"I'm sorry," I told her. "It seemed the right thing to do at the time, but I'm here to stay now, I will look after you, and Simone will help me."
"Can we stay with both of you?"
"For as long as you need," I told her.
She relaxed her hold and sighed contentedly, "Thank you." Then tilting her head up further, kissed me deeply and passionately. "I do love you, and so does Pete."
"I know, and you know that I will always love both of you!"
I looked at her and knew what I had to do, I shut off the water and she gave a little shiver. I wrapped a towel around her and led her to the cabin, Simone was sitting naked on the bed drying her hair, and she smiled at both of us and held her hands out to us. Angie dropped the towel and went as stood between Simone's legs, and Simone took a nipple in her mouth and sucked, as Angie put her arms around her. I came and stood behind her and held them both, my erect cock was poking her in the back and she reached round and took hold of it and pulled me to them.
Angie knelt at my feet and she and Simone began lickings and sucking my prick. It was amazing, a double blow job, while one was sucking my glans, the other was licking along the slick shaft and sucking my balls; every few moments they would swap over. My knees began to buckle and I had to lie down on the bed. The girls crawled up, one on either side of me and carried on with their devotion, and my toes were curling as I tried to resist the urge to cum.
Simone sensed my impending orgasm, and she and Angie were poised to share my outpouring. I couldn't hold out any longer and a long drawn out groan from me announced the first burst of jism into Simone's mouth, she quickly moved her head back allowing Angie to capture the rest in her mouth. She sucked me dry then both of them kissed each other allowing my cum to mix to their mouths, they came and kissed me sharing and allowing me to taste myself, hmm, there was a subtle difference that their saliva imparted to the taste of my spunk.
I had softened slightly but Angie quickly sucked me back to a full erection, and after a questioning glance to Simone who smilingly gave her permission, she rose up and straddled my hips and with one swift motion and a loud cry impaled herself on my prick. I felt my glans hit her cervix. She sat there still for a few moments, gently shuddering and collecting her wits.
Her cry must have attracted Peter, as a few seconds later he appeared at the cabin door and laughed as he took in the scene. Simone jumped up and pulled him to the bed, undressing him as she did. He knelt beside Angie and she smiled, kissed him and then offered him her breast to suckle on.
She gasped out to him, "They say we can stay as long as we need!" Then having recollected her wits she started to ride me, twisting her pelvis each time she dropped down, crying out as the base of my prick and my pubis squeezed her erect and protruding clitoris.



Simone kissed me and nodding in the direction of Pete silently asking my permission; I nodded back. She pushed him on to his back beside us and lay down on him creating a classic 69, and after using her mouth to ensure that he was nice and hard began licking his shaft and perfecting her blow job technique. Pete used his hands to gently separate her puffy moist labia lips and used his tongue to lick from her clitoral hood to the puckered boarder of her ass hole, dipping it deep into her cunt as he moved back to his starting position to repeat the cycle. Her pelvis was pushing down onto his face and she was moaning around her full mouth.
Angie's eyes were closed and her head thrown back and her cry's were merging in to one continuous growl, and I could feel the muscles in her cunt twitching as she built up to her orgasm, my prick was twitching in sympathy. I reach up and took one of her ample breasts in each hand and pulled and squeezed the long firm nipples. This tipped her over the edge and she came to a shuddering loud climax, triggering mine, and I came, flooding my cum into her passage.
As we relaxed, she whispered how much they had missed me, and how beautiful Simone was. We watched Pete bring Simone to her moment of pleasure, his fingers were inside her cunt seeking out her G spot as he sucked on her clitoris. Her body shook and she groaned as she came and her kitty juices flooded out onto Pete's face.
Angie moved over and joined Simone and between them, they quickly brought Peter to his conclusion and ropes of cum shot up and splattered across their faces and hair.
"Christ," he groaned, "that was fantastic." Angie licked and sucked him clean.
Simone came to me and I helped her clean her face with licks and kisses, and finally a wet wipe. "I feel so decadent and loved," she told me; "this is so much fun, and I feel so safe with you beside me."
Julia appeared in the doorway and from the presence of cum and juice streaking her thighs, she and Mike had also been entertaining themselves. "Boys you need to leave us to get ready," she told us, "we need this cabin and bathroom, you can use the other one."
I found the clean clothes I had come for earlier, and walked back toward the other cabin with Pete following me. We found Mike getting out of the shower.
"I guess we've been evicted again?" He said, I nodded, and he told Pete, "Welcome to our world."
Pete just smiled contentedly, and then said to me, "She's a wonderful woman, you are so lucky, you just don't know how much we have missed this." His expression turned quite serious, "Thanks for letting us stay, we've been having a few issues. We really need the time with you to help us over this patch, and we have a favour to ask you."
"I will do what I can, but I'm not sure what you want?"
"You have already begun doing it, I haven't seen her so happy for months and it's not just the sex, you give out this sense of well being and the feeling that everything will be ok. You should have seen her face when I told her you had started to talk to the family again, and I thought that the stewardess was going to have to sedate her on the flight she was bouncing about so much."
I just looked bemused, and Mike turned to Peter, "See what I told you! He doesn't have a clue as to the effect he has on us. Even Simone understands more than him!" He shook his head in disbelief. Pete looked at me with a sympathetic smile.
I disappeared into the shower, I decided that discretion was the better part of valour and I would try to understand this later. By the time I got out Mike had left, and Pete was waiting for his turn. I dressed and joined Mike on deck and snagged a beer from the cooler. We sat in silence sipping the beers waiting for Peter and the girls. Peter appeared a few minutes later and Mike tossed a beer to him.
"I'm not worried," Pete told me, "but I was wondering what the sleeping arrangements are."
"When Mike and Julia leave on Thursday their cabin is yours, for the next two days I think it's going to be happy families!"
He smiled, "I can't see Angie complaining."
"Complain about what?" Her voice drifted up from below.
"You get to pick where you sleep tonight, and with whom," Mike called out to her.
"Nice."
And she appeared on deck; she looked stunning in a short emerald green sleeveless low cut cocktail dress, black stockings and high heels. Her red hair framed her face and an emerald pendant nestled amongst the freckles between her breasts.
She came and sat beside me and whispered in my ear, "Wait until you see Simone and then curled back on me sighing happily.
We talked about nothing while we waited, ten minutes later they appeared, this time it was Julia who was in a little black dress while Simone was in a red silk cocktail dress with a plunging back, she wore black stockings and red high heels.
I looked at Simone and raised my eye brows in a mute question, and she nodded and the three of them moved into a line with their backs to the shore and they delicately raised their hems to show us the lacy tops of their thigh high stocking and a trio of elegantly trimmed pussy's. Mike and I looked at each other and thought, 'Déjà Vu.'
***********************
Dinner, an engagement and dessert ...
Our ladies joined their partners, and we moved to the pontoon and walked towards the shore and along to the restaurant. We were met at the door by our waiter from last night and he introduced himself as François.
He smiled in delight at our return and the women insisted that they needed a kiss from him, the poor man, by the time Angie had completed the greetings, he could only walk in a shuffle as he showed us to our table as he tried to hide his prominent bulge.
Again the table was on the terrace but this time it was in a private secluded corner with a protective shield of plants. François introduced the pretty young waitress standing by the table as Yvette, the daughter of the chef-patron of the restaurant, and his girlfriend.
He sat the women down, and we sat beside our partners, François told us that they would be looking after us exclusively and Yvette's father, Robert had created a special tasting menu for us. He turned to Simone and pointed at the bottles of wine on the side table, "Robert, he is in love with you, ten cases of the 1990 vintage, premier grand cru arrived a couple of hours ago, we've never been able to get a single case from our supplier, but first we wish to offer you this." And he opened a bottle of vintage champagne and poured six glasses.
I asked him to pour an extra two for Yvette and himself, and looked around the table and spoke. "I really don't know how to say this, but I'm sorry I abandoned you, I felt at the time it the right thing to do, but I didn't, and I'm sorry guys I still don't understand why you all feel you need me and that I can solve your problems. You are going to have to explain it to me. But I'm here now and I will do what I can. You have been and always will be my closest friends, my lovers, my family."
Simone took one hand, and Julia the other, Angie stood and came round the table and put her arms around me and they all in their own ways told me that they loved me. Pete and Mike raised their glasses and smiled.
I looked at each one of them in turn as Angie went back to her seat, and I turned to Simone and fumbled in my pocket. "Simone I want to welcome you to the family and my family," and I held out my hand to her, and in it was a ring box.
She gasped, and took it timidly, with a look of wonder, she opened it to find a sapphire and diamond engagement ring. I took the ring and placed it on her finger, and there was a loud round of applause from the table.
Congratulations echoed round the table, there was a lot of hugging and kissing. Yvette introduced us to her father, who had appeared and was handed a glass of champagne and we all drank a toast.
We settled down and the first course was served, Simone kept looking at her hand and she had a silly grin on her face. I leant over and she raised her face and her lips sought mine out. She looked around at us and said.
"Last week I was a lonely woman with no goals, afraid of my shadow, frightened of strangers. Now look at me, I couldn't be happier," she gestured round the table, "I have my friends, lovers, and best of all I have my dirty old man." She raised her glass and proposed a toast. "To friends, lovers, family, and to Andy for bringing us all together."
I looked embarrassed, as the others raised their glasses and sipped. We settled down and the meal flowed past, each course seemed to surpass the previous.
Finally, François announced with a big grin that the next course would be dessert, and he continued, "We thought that you may require a small pause in the proceeding in case gentlemen, you wished to sample your own dessert."
Simone's ears went as red as her dress, but she managed a nod, Mike and I grinned in delight, the expressions on Julia and Angie's faces bordered on the obscene, while Pete's, well Pete was just Peter!
Simone moved her chair closer to me and took my hand and kissed the fingers before placing my hand on her inner thigh above the lacy stocking top. We French kissed as my fingers moved up to the junction of her legs and found her labia dripping with moisture. She moaned into my mouth as my fingers found their way between her lips and into her cunt, seeking her G spot. Her body stiffened and she began to pant as my fingertip sensed the slight change in the texture of her wall that indicated I'd found it.
From around me I could hear the sound of aroused women, I heard a sound behind me and turned my head to see Yvette with her skirt pulled up around her waist and her legs apart, her head thrown back moaning, François was lickings and sucking her clit and his fingers were inside her.
As I looked back round the table I realised the Mike was with Angie and Julia was receiving attention from Peter. My full attention returned to Simone, she whispered in my ear, "God, I love you, I'm getting close," and she was rocking in her chair, and her moans got louder. My thumb pressed down on her clitoris and that triggered her orgasm and her juice covered my hand. She cried out, and from around the table I heard similar cries.
Simone lifted my fingers to her mouth and lapped at her juice then kissed me, sharing the taste of her dessert. She stood and joined the other women as they circulated the table offering the men the chance to sip dessert from the source. There was a hesitant tap on my shoulder and Yvette stood there, she had removed her skirt and her white shirt just failed to cover her moist shaved mons. I couldn't resist the offer and bent down and licked her pussy savouring her unique flavour. She moaned so delightfully as my tongue teased her clit. Simone knelt beside me and joined me in Yvette's tasting experience. Between us we rapidly brought her to a second orgasm, and we had even more dessert to taste!
Decorum was finally restored, missing clothing replaced and we settled back round the table, and our formal dessert was served, a master class in French patisserie. As the meal ran down, Robert joined us and received his deserved praise, and a glass of the Armagnac we were enjoying. He and Simone had a quiet discussion about the quality of the wine her family produced and she promised that the restaurant would be placed on the company's priority list.
As we rose to leave he refused to give us a bill, but kissed the women and declared that, that was more than enough payment. When he wasn't watching I gave Yvette seven hundred Euros to cover the costs. At the door he told us that there would always be a table available for us, no matter when.
****************************
Angie has a request
As we walked the short distance back to Rosie, Simone whispered in my ear that Angie needed to be with me tonight, she and the Cunningham's were going to help Peter, but she wanted to wake up with me so she would come and join us later.
When we arrived at Rosie, I wanted to make sure that Pete and Angie were ok with Simone's plan, and it turned out that originally Pete had suggested that Angie should join Simone and me, and he would sleep alone, the others had refused to let him sleep alone, and Simone and Julia between them had cooked up the alternative.
After we went below deck, Simone brought a surprisingly timid and tearful Angela to me and after kissing both of us, disappeared with the others towards the cabin.
I sat down with Angie on the sofa and gently stroked away the tears on her cheeks. "What's the matter beautiful?" I asked.
She looked at me, "I want a baby!"
"And Peter doesn't?" I said, thinking that this was probably the cause of their few issues.
"No, of course he does."
"Mmm, I think you are losing me?" I said
"It's not that he doesn't, but he can't."
"Hang on that makes no sense, he and Ann have two daughters, and I'm their godfather!"
"He had a vasectomy after Karen was born! And although they told him it could be reversed the procedure wasn't successful."
"Shit!! What can we do? I still have a few contacts at the Royal; do you want me to contact them?"
"We've tried numerous second opinions but they all say the same thing." She sat there crying and I had tears welling up. At some point during the conversation, I'd put my arms round her and her tears were soaking through my shirt.
"Ok, so what can we do? What about adoption?"
"No, I want to give birth, not get one off the shelf," she looked a bit shocked at that herself. "Christ that came out all wrong, what I mean is we thought about adopting, we even visited some agencies and orphanages, but we never found a baby we felt we could grow attached to."
"God, we saw some beautiful babies, but the spark was never there." She looked at me pathetically. "You know we now fund an orphanage in Kenya, but we've never found the baby for us!"
She looked at me for a long time building up her courage. "Will...Will you give us a baby please?" She hurried on, "it would be ours, all of ours, a family baby, and it would have all of us as it's parents."
"If I agree," she looked at me with hope in her eyes, "wait a moment, I said if I agree," I told her, "and Simone needs to agree first, but if she does then you and Peter will be the proud parents, I would be the proudest uncle and godfather in the world and will spoil the child rotten and leave you to clean up the mess!"
"We have already asked Simone," she told me.
I looked at her in surprise, "When did you do that, and what was her answer?
"When we were getting dressed, and she said yes, but only if she gets to be godmother!!!"
"Christ, I've been set up haven't I." I sat back feeling a bit overwhelmed
"No, no, we would never force you, but it could only ever be you. You are our one and only option."
"Then there is only one answer I can give isn't there, my sperm is your sperm."
She cried out in joy, kissed me and jumped up and ran back towards the other cabin, shouting out as she ran, "He said, 'Yes, yes, yesssss.'"
I got up, and stood there not sure what I was supposed to do next? A few moments later she reappeared, trailed by a dishevelled naked group.
She and Pete grabbed hold of me, now I love Pete, and I have for over twenty five years, but a naked six foot two man with a prominent erect dick poking me in the abdomen was almost too much, even for me.
"Errr, did we interrupt something,"
"Yes, you bloody did," Julia said, and smiled. "Best fucking interruption ever, but please next time, do you think you could wait until after I cum," she looked at Pete. "Fuuuck, you bastard I was almost there."
I have never seen a dick droop so quickly.
"For fucks sake can you lot get something on, this is most off putting," I said, "I need to sort a few things out here or I don't think I'm going to get any peace tonight, or," I muttered, "at this rate a fuck."
"Poor baby," Simone chuckled.
Mike appeared with a bunch of towels and people made themselves a tad more presentable. There was still a lot a flesh and the odd boob visible, but what the hell at least they made an effort.
"Right, as apparently I have become the universal donor sperm for the group, how is this going to work, how do we time the donation, do we use a hospital or clinic?" I asked.
Angie looked at me in horror, "Fuck donation, you fuck me until I'm pregnant, that how it's going to work, why do you think we want to stay here with you?"
"When Julia told me they were coming to visit you last month, I came off the pill just in case. I should be at my most fertile point of my cycle in six days time." She smirked, "Any sex before hand you may consider a practice run."
"Christ," I put my head between my hands. "Can you die from too much sex?" I asked plaintively.
"Don't be silly," I was told.
"And in that case," I continued, "I need my bed and the presence of a willing woman, any volunteers?"
Angie jumped up; Julia shook her head and pointed at Pete, "He needs to bloody well finish something he started in my pussy a few minutes ago."
Simone said, "I sort of left poor Mike hanging in mid air too. I will be along later, have fun with Angie and leave some for me please."
She kissed me and took Mike by the hand and disappeared back towards the cabin, Julia and Pete followed, after Angie had kissed him.
Angie had already disappeared, so I followed her towards my cabin. She was sat on the bed still dressed when I entered, she looked at me so wistfully I stopped, "I'm scared that I've pushed you into this and it will hurt our relationship, and," she looked even more worried, "your relationship with Simone."
I smiled reassuringly and sat beside her, "Nothing will spoil our relationship, not your morning sickness, or your bump when you are out to here in nine months, not even all the names you are going to call me when you are in labour." She laughed and held out her arms to me.
I moved into them and started undressing her while I carried on talking. "I don't think Simone has a jealous bone in her body and I'm sure she will agree."
I thought about it for a moment while Angie unbuttoned my shirt and undid the trousers. "I ideally like the idea of a baby, so don't worry it will always be Pete's and yours, but I'm thinking it would be nice if Simone and I had one as well!" She gave me the widest smile.
I refocused and concentrated on Angie, her dress had pooled around her waist so I pulled her up and it slipped to the floor, joining my trousers, my shirt and briefs quickly joined them, I was already barefoot.
She rolled her stockings down and we stood naked before jumping on to the bed like teenagers, "I expect you to get lot of practice," she told me before taking hold of my semi erect prick with her mouth and sucking me to full hardness. I love her body, it always was slightly more rubenesque than the others and her freckles made join the dots an erotic adventure, her pussy hair was the brightest red I'd ever seen outside a dye bottle. She had juicy clitoral lips and a prominent clitoris and her breasts, mother's breasts for sure.
She decided that I was as hard as I was going to get, all eight inches were throbbing in anticipation and I could see the first trickle of her juices running down her inner thigh. "I need you in me as hard as you can," she pleaded.
I flipped her onto her back and she placed her feet on my shoulders and I slid hard and deep between her lips. I could feel her cervix at the top of each stroke, I took it slow, pausing each time I drew back, then slowly pushing all the way in to the hilt and each time I did the base would press down on her highly engorged clit and she would cry out I varied the angle so that my glans would rub over her G spot on each stroke. Her cries grew louder and more continuous.



"Oh fuck, oh fuck, ohh fuck meeee, oh, oh, oh fuuuck meeee," was all I could hear.
I rolled her nipple between my fingers and I could feel the muscles in the wall of her cunt start to spasm, as I continued thrusting. She reached down and used her fingers to gently flick her clit, and a few moments later that tipped her over the edge and she came with an almighty scream.
"FUUUUCK, FUUUUUUUUCK MEEEEEEEE."
The spasm in her cunt was so strong it almost pushed me out and her juice just flushed out. She arched her back, her eyes rolled back in their sockets, and she was breathing in little gasps. She had a post orgasmic flush from her neck to her pussy, which made her freckles stand out and while I waited for her to recover I eased back deep inside her, and used my finger to indulge in one of my favourite post coital games with her body, join the dots and see what shapes I could discover. Her breathing recovered and her eyes refocused, and she looked up at me.
"Holy muther fuck you've got better, and you used to be fucking brilliant. Did you cum; I can't tell I'm so wet?"
"Not yet, you were enjoying yourself too much,"
"Oh yes, we get to do it again and this time you will cum in me, " she told me. "Can we change position please; I want you behind me this time."
I pulled out and she turned over and got up on her knees and supported her weight on her forearms, I pulled a couple of pillows over to her and she smiled gratefully.
"You always were one of the more considerate lovers," she said looking over her shoulder. "Now fuck me," she ordered me wiggling her ass provocatively.
I moved into a comfortable position and thrust deeply into her again, but the position change meant she felt completely different. I picked up the pace and soon we were both groaning
"My ass, play with my ass," she gasped out to me.
I blindly felt for the bottle of lube on the bedside cabinet and squirted some so it tricked down between her buttocks and pooled on her puckered asshole. I worked it in to the muscular ring while trying to keep up my rhythm. I pushed my thumb in past the ring of muscle, after a bit of resistance it slid in easily.
"Oh god yes, that feels so good," she cried out, and I eased first one then a second finger in as well and I could feel my prick under my fingers as it moved in and out. It was an intense feeling and I could feel my orgasm building up.
Angie was continuously grunting with pleasure, and I warned her that I was close.
"I'm there, just cum, cum in me," she screamed.
Two more thrusts and I was there, and we came together. My jism felt like it was burning as shot through my prick and jetted into her waiting cunt. It kept pulsing out of me, filling her, until I could see my cum oozing out around my shaft and dripping down the backs of her thighs.
Angie just collapsed forward and I fell with her completely spent, still buried inside her. After a while we moved into a more comfortable position on our sides facing each other.
"Wow," was all I could say, as I gently stroked her breast
"Making this baby is going to be so much fun," she sighed. "You know that it doesn't matter what you think, this baby will always be ours: Peter's, yours, Simone's, and mine - we will all be its parents.
"I know."
She rolled over and I curled up behind her pulling the bed covers over us and she fell asleep. I lay awake waiting for Simone. It wasn't long before she appeared at the door, I pulled the covers back and she slipped in beside me.
"Did you have fun?" I asked.
She smiled, "it was fun, Mike's such a gentleman, he insisted on making me cum twice, before he would let me suck him off." She gave me a kiss, "Can you taste him?"
"Hmmm, definitely a hint of Mike in there. Did Julia get her orgasm?"
"And how, I thought you would have heard her in here?"
"How's was Pete with all this?" I wondered pointing at the sleeping Angie
"So happy, he had been so scared that Angie would get so desperate to have a baby that she would leave him."
"Oh god, was that what he was thinking?" came Angie's sleepy voice from beside me. "He wouldn't talk to me about it. I would never have done that."
"Go get him," I told her. "This bed is big enough for four."
She jumped up and disappeared out the door only to reappear with Pete in tow a few moments later. "The silly man was going to sleep alone on the sofa."
"You, man are a fucking idiot," I told him, "if you had told her what you were worried about, she could have told you it was never going to happen."
I said, "And yes, I'm an idiot as well because if I'd been around we would have dealt with this much earlier! Now I'm going to fuck my fiancé and you are going to fuck your wife," they made a move to leave. "No, idiots, here beside us, so I can keep an eye on you and make sure you're doing it right!"
I could see Simone's shoulders shaking as she tried not to laugh out loud.
"Ok, sex slave. Prepare to be boarded. Let's show them how babies are made."
She gave me a funny look, "Can we have one too?"
"I was going to ask you the same question."
"That's settled then," she looked at me sheepishly. "It's a good job too as I stop taking my birth control yesterday."
I felt the bed move and realised that Pete was on his back and Angie was riding him.
"Ladies choice," I told her.
"Then doggy style please; I think it's so wanton, Peter and Julia did it and it looked so hot, and I've never tried it with a proper lover"
"Well you are my wanton hussy and sex slave, so assume the position."
She got up on all fours and wiggled her buttocks in my direction, and my semi hard dick was like a piece of steel moments later. There was a lot of interesting noise coming from the pair beside us.
I used my hands to help her position herself to make it a more comfortable and enjoyable experience and then when she was ready I pushed all the way in until I could feel her cervix against my glans. I paused there to allow her to get used to the feeling, and then began a slow but steady thrusting. Simone's head was hanging down and her moans and the way her hands clenched and relaxed against the pillow were in sync to my motion.
I had established a rhythm, and took the chance to peek at the others; they were getting close to their orgasms. Angie's mouth was open as she tried to force more air into her lungs, her eyes were closed and her coital blush extended all over her body. Each time she came down, he used his hips to meet her and grind together. Both of their bodies were shivering as they experienced pre-orgasmic tremors.
Simone's moans were getting louder and more urgent, as I picked up the pace of my thrusts, and she pushed back at me each time I moved forward. I reached between her legs and found her clit, standing proud and erect from her clitoral hood and squeezed and tugged with my fingers. Her cry of pleasure matches those of the others as they peaked in an earth shattering mutual orgasm. I gave Simone several hard brutal thrusts and rolled her clit between my fingers. Her shoulders sank to the bed as she came, screaming, the muscles in her cunt spasming. One more thrust and I came, jetting hot cum inside her. We collapsed and wriggled up against the others and crashed out.
****************
To be continued
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***************************************
I had been entertained for the last hour of the flight by the constant stream of young attractive Arabic women entering the toilets in western clothing and exiting in the traditional Arabic dress.
The very pretty girl in the business class seat beside mine had spent most of the flight telling me about her last year at a finishing school in Switzerland and generally flirting and rubbing her leg up against mine. I was seriously thinking of getting her number and inviting her to a party, when forty minutes before we landed, she joined the exodus to the toilets and reappeared fully covered by a black abya. Opps I thought, rule one, don't mess with the local girls. I had thought she was a fellow expat.
With a lurch and a rattle of the overhead bins the Saudia Airlines Jumbo landed at Riyadh airport. My first vacation was over, and I was back in the magic kingdom. The plane came to a halt at the civilian terminal; the airport was close to the centre of town and shared the runway with the Saudi air force.
The mad rush to deplane began and I grabbed my carry on and moved to the front of the plane and down the stairs to the waiting busses, it was eight o'clock in the evening and it was still twenty-five degrees. The bus took us the 300 yards to the terminal and I joined my first queue of the evening, passport control. When I finally reached the front I handed over my passport and immigration form and I got the stamp that cancelled my exit/re-entry visa. I found my suitcase on the carousel, and again joined another queue, this time customs.
Now if you have never been to Saudi, it's difficult to fully describe the pain that getting through the custom hall caused. The custom officers would go through everything, and I mean everything. I watched them pull the heels off the cowboy boots the guy in front of me was wearing, and then they started on my bags. Everything was tipped out and rummaged through, my bags got the all important chalk mark, and I was left to repack.
I exited the customs hall and saw Jeff my flat mate standing there, "Good to see you Andy," he said.
And that's me, Andrew; Andy to my friends. I'm twenty four years old, nearly six foot tall, one hundred and forty pounds in my socks, with light brown hair, a close trimmed beard I grew as a bet four years ago and blue eyes. I'm a senior physio at the military hospital, the same place that Jeff's a radiographer. It's the end of August and the year is 1984, and George Orwell's future has yet to appear.
"Get me out of here," I told him.
"The truck's over there," he said pointing at the car park. "Thanks for letting me use it while you were away."
We walked up to my blue and white Blazer, I'd got it cheep a few months ago from a guy who had to leave the kingdom in a hurry. "I'm tired, can you drive," I asked Jeff.
"There's a cold drink in the centre box," I was told. "So how was the holiday," he asked.
I grabbed the can and pulled the tab, and swallowed deeply, there had been no air conditioning in the airport and I was gasping "Not bloody long enough for a start, and I found out that my parents are swingers!"
"What! You're kidding."
"No, you remember I was going to stay at their place in the south of France."
"Yep."
"It's a great place in the hills above Frejus on the south coast, it's one of a small group of villas all owned by Brits, and it seems that every three or four days there's a swingers party at one or another of the villas.
"Christ, what did you do," he asked.
"What do you think I did, I joined in of course."
"How old were they," he asked.
"All ages, mostly couples in their forties but there were a couple of girls my age there. They were friends of one of the daughters, and I hung out with them most of the time. Mind you most of the older women were very tasty and very experienced. The things they would do would knock your socks off Jeff."
"Shit, I hate you, Jill's been on nights the past two weeks and I've barely seen her." Gillian is his girlfriend and a nurse on ICU. "Oh and Julia wanted to know when you got back, she slept over in your room a couple of times after parties."
Julia and I first met in London, and we had both trained at the same hospital, me as a physiotherapist and her as a pharmacist. We tried going steady but found that it just didn't work, but we did work as best friends and occasional fuck buddies. After we graduated we got jobs in London, and became flat mates, two guys and three girls, fun times!
We both loved to travel and would take holidays together, a mate of mine told us about the Saudi contracts and the great travel benefits, and they sounded just what we were looking for. The recruitment agency had places, we applied and were accepted; so three month later we were Saudi bound.
We weren't able to take our first leave together, so Julia had gone home a month earlier and as she flew back, I flew out.
"Home James," I told him and we entered the madness known as Saudi traffic. We lived in a block of flats that the hospital owns known locally as Iskan Five, it was a mix of large one and two bedrooms apartments, and catered for married couples and single men. The Saudis believed in segregation just as much as we believed in cohabitation, so as the great Sherlock Holmes said, the games afoot Watson, and sneaking the girls in, became an art form. Our latest coup was obtaining the master key for the flats from a mate in security so we were able to bypass the security desk.
We parked in the garage in the basement having only had two close calls on the way, less than average, and used the master key to access the service lift, and made our way to the sixth floor and our flat.
Which was empty, damn it.
"Oh yes I was supposed to tell you she will met you at Welsh John's party," Jeff said.
"And where is it?" I asked.
"In 307,"he replied.
"Ok, I'm going to grab a quick shower and get changed; I will see you there in twenty minutes." I went off to my room and I could see evidence of Julia's occupation scattered all over the room.
Twenty minutes later, feeling a lot cleaner and fresher I knocked on John's door, and the man himself opened it. The room was heaving, and the party was in full swing, the way only Saudi parties can be. I grabbed a glass of something alcoholic from the bar, Christ knows what it was supposed to be, and looked around for the gang.
I think that there was a theme to the party as the balcony and half the lounge seemed to be covered in sand and a lot of the men were in garish Hawaiian shirts and the women seemed to be competing for the smallest bikini.
There was a tap on my shoulder and I turned to see Lisa a fellow physio dressed in a grass skirt and a coconut shell bra standing there. "When did you get back, I thought you were on leave?"
"Err, just now, and are you wearing anything under that skirt?"
She smiled at me, and took my hand and slipped it under the skirt, and I fondled her shaven pussy. "Does that answer your question?"
"So what's the party for?" I asked her.
"It's a Hawaiian beach party, and I have no idea why? But its fun and I love dressing like this."
"I have no complaints, where's the boyfriend," I asked.
"Dumped his sorry little ass, last week, and look at all these losers, not a decent one amongst them. I don't suppose you are looking?" she said hopefully.
"Sorry I'm sort of promised to Julia for tonight," I told her then asked, "Have you seen Jeff anywhere?"
"Last seen heading in the direction of the bedroom with Jill," she told me.
The room was so crowded you could barely see ten feet in any direction, and I couldn't see Julia anywhere, so I headed in the direction of the bedrooms.
Dave, John's flat mate was guarding the door of the master bedroom with his girlfriend on his lap, and stopped me entering, "Can't go in Andy unless you have a partner," he told me.
"Don't really want to go in," I said, "I'm looking for Jeff and Julia?"
"I haven't seen Julia, but Jeff's in there with his girlfriend."
"That's cool; when he comes out let him know I'm here will you?"
"Will do."
I turned to go back to the main party, and then decided to check out the other bedroom, "same rules?" I asked Dave, nodding at the other door.
He shook his head so I opened the door and went in, I'd found the chill out room. There was fifteen or so bodies lying around, and there was Julia, smoking a joint, in a little black dress, sitting cross legged flashing her skimpy black nickers to all and sundry. There was a good-looking guy sitting next to her hitting on her, so I let her see me, to see if she wanted rescuing.
She smiled as she saw me and grimaced at the guy beside her, so I dropped down to her other side, and pulled her into a big kiss.
"I missed you darling, you look wonderful," I told her, "god it's been a whole month. How was your holiday, did you met anyone interesting?" It was fun watching the poor guy on her other side look totally pissed off; he must of really thought he was on to a sure thing.
He manned up and lent across Julia and introduced himself, he was Simon a locum anaesthetist, here for three months, and this was his first Saudi party. "And you are?" he asked.
I smiled at him, "I'm Andy and I'm Julia's part time boyfriend."
"Part time lover you mean," Julia said.
"That as well," I agreed. Then I had a thought. "Simon wait here, I think I know the perfect girl for you."
I got up and disappeared into the throng and returned five minutes later with Lisa in tow.
"Simon meet Lisa, Lisa this is Simon, he's a locum anaesthetist."
Simon's eyes were on stalks as he realised that Lisa wasn't wearing anything under her grass skirt, and being aware of Lisa's goal of marrying a doctor I thought this could work out. Lisa dragged him off to the main room, blowing me a kiss as she left.
"Thank you, I didn't think he was ever going to take the hint and leave me alone," she said, as she curled up against me, "and, yes I met two nice guys and I spent a whole weekend in bed with them, and Jeff says you had an interesting time as well."
"Oh, did he. Well it's true, shall we swap stories later?" I asked.
"Don't we always, can we leave?" she said, "I was only hanging around until you got here."
I stood and helped her up, she put her arms around me and ground her pelvis into my groin, and I responded the only way a gentleman could, I groped her ass, and got nice and hard.
"Hold that thought," she said, and we slowly worked our way across the room. We had to stop every few feet and say hello to friends and work colleagues, but finally we reached the door and freedom.
We stood in my bedroom and we just looked at each other. We have this unusual relationship, the best description is that I was her part time boyfriend when it suits her and she is mine when it suits me. We knew that we would intersperse busts of intense sex with long periods of abstinence. Julia came up with the best description, best fucking friends ever. We weren't right for the long-term relationship, we'd tried it and it failed miserably.
We'd both had many other lovers over the years, we'd even shared a couple, and we kept nothing from each other. I had held her hand through her break ups, and slept at her side in hospital for days after her bike accident. And she had done the same for me countless times.
Our Saudi time had strengthened the relationship, and our dependence to each other, but we both knew that one day we would each find our ideal partner and our lives would change. Somehow I think we both suspected that even then we would never lose our attraction to each other.
"Hi there, I missed you," I told her.
"Me too."
"It's odd," she continued, "this is the first time in years I was completely isolated from you, and I didn't like it, I couldn't even call you."
"I know, it felt weird."
"Sod it, I need you," she said, "Please fuck me." And she turned so I could reach the zip on the dress, and slip it off her. I shed my shirt, jeans and briefs in double quick time, and then removed her panties. Julia is beautiful, she is tall five foot ten and has ash blond shoulder length hair; her breasts are medium size, firm and uplifting, her nipples standing proud from her dark areole.
"I've got to show you this," I told her, "one of the women in France showed me."
I got her to lie back and opened her legs and gently eased two fingers inside her. She was already nice and wet, I bent my fingers upwards and began feeling for her G spot.
"This is nice, but nothing special," she told me.
"Just wait," I said, "you'll know it when I find it."
My fingertips kept searching and then finally I felt that subtle change in the texture of her inner wall that meant I'd found it. I massaged it as I'd been shown, and Julia jumped and cried out in pleasure.
"What the fuck is that," she gasped, "and for fuck's sake don't stop, it's amazing."
"It's called your G spot." And I continued to rub it and use my thumb on her protruding clit as I'd been shown.
"I don't care what it's fucking called just keep doing whatever it is, oh fuck, oh fuck, FUCK, I'm cumming," she screamed, and her whole body shook with the force of her orgasm.
She looked at me in amazement, "Please tell me you can do that again."
"Yes. And it gets easier the more aroused you are."
She looked at me, "you have to take me with you the next time you go to France, and did you learn anything else?" She asked. "Damn it, you always were the best lover I'd had, but this was amazing."
"I'm invited back next summer, want to come?"
"Hell yes."
God, I really owed Silvia, the woman in France, so much for spending a whole afternoon teaching me all the mysteries that surrounded the female body, she taught me the G spot, the A spot, how to and not to touch a woman's erogenous zones, how to suck, lick and nibble. How women like men to perform cunnilingus, which by the way isn't the way men think they should do it. I thought I knew it all, but I hadn't; best afternoon ever!
We lay together with our hands constantly moving over each other as we caught up on our news.
"So, two men at the same time, do tell."
"It was a really cool weekend; I met them at my cousin's wedding. They were a couple of his university mates, and we were seated at the same table. I was missing you and feeling ultra randy, and they weren't bad looking, but very nervous when I came on to them."
"Don't tell me you raped them," I laughed.
"As near as, damn it," she said, "I couldn't make my mind up as to which one to pick, and they were just like the last two in games class, both praying that they won't be the one left to the end when the teams are picked!"
I laughed, "So what did you do?"
"It was so funny, we were all dancing together, I was rubbing up against them, and they were both rock hard. They both felt a reasonable size, so I took hold of them through their trousers, one in each hand and dragged them off to my room. I swear I heard one of ask me not to hurt him!"
"And did you?"
"No silly, I just fucked their brains out from Saturday night to Monday morning."
"What, no breaks at all?"
"If we got hungry or thirsty I would send one them to get supplies and hold the other hostage."
I laughed as I pictured the scene in my mind, and decided that I needed her right then; my cock had been steadily growing harder as she told her story. I looked at her and she knew what I was thinking, and she opened her legs and pulled me on top of her. She took hold of my hard cock and eased it between her pussy lips, and urged me in. I slid into her wet channel, feeling the muscles shift and ripple as they adjusted to my girth and length. Our hips and pelvises rocked driving my cock into and out of her velvety vagina. Julia wrapped her legs around me and used her heels to urge me on. I was kissing her face, neck and ear lobes, and we were both moaning with pleasure.
I felt like a man possessed and kept increasing the pace, and Julia was writhing below me. I got a thumb on her clit and massage her some as we fucked. I felt the muscles in her cunt tighten as she came and cried out, but I wasn't ready so I carried on thrusting for several more minutes. Her orgasms kept coming as I was triggering new ones ever few moments, and she was clutching me tight as she kept crying out. I felt my impending orgasm begin to wash out of my balls and shoot into her. I arched my back for the final deep thrust, and my cum flooded out to fill her.
"That was fucking brilliant," she said after she got her breath back. "You need to go away more often if that what I get when you come back to me."
"It was your story that turned me on," I managed to gasp out.
I slid out of her as I shrank, and she curled up on her side, and I cuddled her from behind and we relaxed and fell asleep.
*****************************
It was Friday the next day and we didn't get out of bed until early afternoon. I had spent the morning showing her some of the other interesting techniques I had discovered in France, until thirst had forced us up.
We spent the rest of the day lazing about the flat in various states of undress with Jeff and Gillian. Jill is petite five foot two with short black hair and the girls favoured long tee shirts stolen from us without anything on under them;
Jeff and I preferred shorts and sport shirts when we could be bothered to wear anything.
We lounged around watching videos and planning Julia's birthday party we were hosting the following weekend. I need to point out that in Saudi our weekend was Thursday and Friday - so we were planning the party for Thursday. Julia didn't want a free for all so we had decided to make it invite only, limit the numbers, and have an even number of both sexes. Interestingly the invites were only for the women but they had to bring a man, no invite no admittance was the rule.
"So what have you decided on," I asked her, as I knew she'd been busy planning all the time I'd been away.
"I gave the last invites out last night and with the four of us that makes forty four in total, I've chosen the theme and all the women have strict instructions on what to wear."
I hadn't known that it was to be themed or that there was a dress code, "Err, what are we going to be wearing," I asked.
"All the men need to be in thobes; they can change when they arrive, and it's a secret from the men what the women are wearing, but they all had to agree to the dress code and understand what to expect before they got an invite," she said, then asked, "Have we got enough drink for that many?"
Jeff spoke up, "more than enough, we had thought you were going to invite a lot more so we have over a hundred litres of wine, five cases of beer, and Andy's picking up a case of Sid on Tuesday from Arabian homes."
Alcohol is illegal in Saudi so we all got a bit creative, Jeff and I usually had at least one, twenty-five litre jerry can of wine brewing at any time, it's funny you go to the supermarket and the grape juice, sugar, yeast and jerry cans are all on one isle, talk about one stop shopping. We would trade some for home brew beer, as ours was never any good. Sid is the local version of moonshine, and I had a contact at one of the compounds who had promised me a case.
"The food's all organised, we just need you two to decorate the flat," Jill told us., "We want large floor cushions scattered all over and lots of fairy lights and candles everywhere. It needs to be dark and magical."



"That means a trip to the electrical suq," I told them, "I'll do it tomorrow evening. Where do we get the cushions from?"
"That's ok I found a load of very cheap ones in the carpet suq," Jeff said. "They're in my room, all forty five of them, we've been christening them!"
"That sounds like fun. What music do you want? I brought some tapes back with me."
The girls pounced on them, "Goody, we will check them out later, but we need one special one for later on." Jill told us, "The music needs to be haunting and sensual."
"Just what are you planning, One Thousand and One Nights, or what?"
The girls looked at each other and grinned, "Close but even better, you will just have to wait and see, you won't be disappointed"
"Are we going to eat in or do you want to go out?" I asked changing the subject.
The girls couldn't be bothered to get dressed so we sent Jeff out to the local shawarma shop and he came back with a dozen shawarmas, and some hummus, and falafels.
We settled down with the food, a bottle of wine and Jeff put Debbie Does Dallas on the video and we played our favourite game, we muted the sound and acted out our own dialogue, I mean the scenes are so artificial and the dialogue forced, our version was so much better and promoted audience participation.
At one point Jeff smeared hummus on both of the girls breasts and he cleaned the right ones and me the left. I'm proud of my work and I had to keep going back to ensure I had remove all trace of the hummus.
By the time the final credits appeared Jeff and I had dragged a pile of the cushions into the lounge, and both girls were well on their way to their second orgasm. After her first, Julia had told Jill about the 'G spot thingy' and how fucking amazing it was, and Jill had insisted I needed to show her.
So while Julia entertained Jeff's tongue between her thighs, I slipped my fingers into Jill's wet and silky soft cunt and began my search for that elusive zone of pure pleasure. It took a few moments to locate it, her response was immediate. She tried to push down on my fingers as she cried out.
"Holy fuck that's fantastic ...fuck, fuck, keep doing that! Don't you fucking dare stop."
Her words trailed off into a stream of incoherent mumblings and moans as I kept my fingers moving. My thumb was resting on her clit and I could feel it grow beneath it, I pressed down as I continued to caress her G spot. Both girls were crying out, but the action of my thumb on Jill's clit pushed her over the edge first, with a scream of pleasure. "Fuuuuuuuuuuuuucccck, ohhh fuuuuuucck."
Her whole body shook in the aftermath of her orgasm, and pussy juice flooded out over my fingers.
"Christ you have to teach Jeff that," she sobbed as she got her breath back.
In the background I could hear Julia whimpering as she came, and as Jeff's head appeared above her thighs we could see her juice smeared over his chin, lips and nose.
"Teach me what?" He asked.
"Whatever the fuck he just did to me, that's what?"
He rolled over to us and gave me an inquiring look, "So what do I do?"
I looked at him and couldn't resist pulling his leg, "I'm not sure young grasshopper that you are ready to learn these advanced sexual techniques from your grandmaster, remember with great pleasure comes great responsibility."
I quickly regretted it as Jill smacked the back of my head hard and told me to get on with, Christ she's got a wicked right hand when she's pissed.
So I explained the principle to him, demonstrated the position his fingers should be in and warned him that the change in the texture of the vaginal wall was very subtle.
So with Julia and me as interested spectators, Jeff tried to find Jill's G spot. It was a bit surreal, Jill propped up on the cushions so she could see, and Jeff with a look of total concentration plastered across his face and the first two fingers of his right hand deep inside her vagina. It sort of reminded me of the endless anatomy lectures I'd sat through during my training.
"No, no, no, may be, no."
Jeff looked at me pleadingly, "I can't feel any change, you are going it have to show me."
So with an apologetic glance at Jill I managed to slide one finger up beside his, it was a tight fit and I don't think that Jill was too pleased but with my prior knowledge I was able to find it quickly.
"Fuck yes that's it," Jill groaned
"It's under my finger tip," I told him, his finger moved beside mine and as I removed mine, his slid into place.
"Shit, I feel it now," he said.
"Don't you fucking move it," Jill cried out, "not until I cum."
Now I've been in a lot of group sex situations but usually I'm rather preoccupied or completely out of it, so it was fascinating to watch Jill's orgasm evolve.
Her clitoris was growing and rising from the clitoral hood, her nipples were hard, and she had a coital blush spreading down from her neck to her breasts.
Julia and I looked at each other and we moved either side of her and we each took a nipple in our mouths and sucked. It was a bit like fireworks night, light the blue paper and retire quickly. Jill convulsed as she came with a loud scream, her eyes rolled back in their sockets and she was completely out of it.
"Grasshopper I think you have learnt your lesson well," and that was it, from that time onwards in private, Jeff always referred to me as grandmaster, and I called him grasshopper.
Jill recovered after a few moments and crawled over to me and gave me a big kiss "I will be your sex slave forever for teaching him that," she told me, "That was the best orgasm I've ever had."
"Grasshopper is a good pupil."
She laughed
"Jeff take me to bed, you may practice all night just don't wake me in the morning when you get up as I'm on a late tomorrow," Jill said, as she stood and led him to their room.
"What shift are you on tomorrow?" I asked Julia.
"I'm on an early, the same as you."
"You want to drive in with us?"
"No, I'll take the shuttle; it's safer, in case you get stopped."
The hospital ran a shuttle service to all the external housing, and the police or the mutawa (the religious police) would never stop it. Julia as a senior pharmacist had a flat in the hospital grounds, useful when I was on call, but that meant she had no reason to be commuting to work.
"Ok you get first dibs on the shower then."
As a senior Physio I was entitled to a single flat, but when I arrived there were none spare so I was given this one and Jeff as a flat mate, so I pulled rank and claimed the master bedroom with its own large shower room.
We cleaned up quickly and headed off to bed, I was so tired with the events of the weekend, and I think I was asleep as soon as my head hit the pillow.
I woke to an empty bed and the sound of the shower running. My morning woody led me to a wet and soapy Julia and I slipped in behind her and my hands reached round and took hold of her tits.
She groaned, "I hoped the sound of the shower would wake you."
I kissed the back of her neck, and she bent forward so I could slide into her cunt. I pushed forward between her pussy lips and into her and she growled with pleasure. We both love morning fucks in the shower and we soon had the perfect rhythm going and our cries were intermingling as were our bodies. I felt my orgasm building up and sensed she was close; several hard thrusts later I felt my hot cum burn its way out of my prick and flood into her, and that was enough to send her over the edge. We shuddered in our release, then eased apart and washed the evidence off ready for another day at work.
We dressed in our uniforms and grabbed a coffee and sat waiting for Jeff.
"I'd marry you," she told me, "but I know we'd be trying to kill each other after six month."
"I know."
We had discussed a marriage of convenience after we had first arrived, but we knew that even that wouldn't work, I think the problem is that we are so alike.
"I'm going to stay at my flat for the next few nights," she told me, "I have things to prepare for the party."
"That's ok, call me if you need anything, and I'll meet you at the recreation center for lunch as usual?"
"Mmm yes, at twelve ok?"
Jeff appeared looking the worse for wear, "Christ she had me practicing on her G-spot all night, and she kept calling me grasshopper."
I just laughed and we headed downstairs. We used our master key to bypass security and Julia slipped into the lobby to wait for the bus, we continued down to the basement and drove to work. I parked in my spot and Jeff headed off to the Cath labs, and I to the madness known as the Physio department.
***********************************
All the physiotherapists were expats so we had a mixed staff room, and that was my first port of call, I grabbed a coffee, there's no such thing as too much coffee in a hospital.
Lisa came and hugged me, "He's gorgeous, and we fucked all weekend, thank you for thinking of me."
I shrugged it off, and spent the next half an hour catching up on all the gossip, I've always been able to make friends easily and for some unknown reason women have always seemed to trust me; Julia calls it the Andy syndrome, women will tell me their darkest thoughts within minutes of meeting me. I can't see it myself it's the way it's always been as far as I am concerned.
I did get several -- 'we are really looking forward to Julia's party' remarks, followed by a wink and a dirty laugh - which began to unnerve me. Christ what had she got planned?
Catherine the superintendent Physio and my boss spotted me, "Thank Christ you're back," she said, "Sally's husband got himself sent home and she gone with him and I need you to fill in for her." Sally was one of the four deputies'.
"Why me? There are a lot of more qualified people available?" I said pointing around the room.
"Yes, but you were the universal choice, everybody said that they would be happy to work with you. It's a month trial to start, but I've already told HR and recruitment I want you."
"Thanks Catherine."
"I need you to take over the inpatient team."
"How's that going to work? I can't go on the female wards!"
"Don't worry the rest of your team is all female, you just need to coordinate," then just for me to hear, "and kick a few butts. Sally let a few things slide, and I need you to get them motivated again."
I looked at her questioningly. Catherine said, "Yes that's one of the reasons I chose you, everyone likes you even when you criticize them There's a staff meeting at ten; I will announce your promotion then."
The rest of the morning went quickly. I talked to all the team members, Lisa came bouncing up with a 'Hi boss I've always wanted to work under you,' and a wicked smile. I changed a few ward allocations and walked around all the wards to let the ward sisters know of the change.
I just made it to the recreation center restaurant on time to meet Julia and two of her co-workers and told her the news.
She looked round then gave me a quick hug, "Come to the flat on your way home for a proper celebration," she told me. Her co-workers looked on amused. I know that our unusual relationship was the source of much gossip in the pharmacy. Malcolm, the chef, brought my steak over, and confirmed the food for Thursday with Julia and said that he and Maureen would bring it with them. I told him to call me as they left and I would come down to the basement and we could use the service lift.
After work, I nipped over to Julia's flat and we had a celebratory fuck. This was a tradition with us, we would celebrate the important points in our lives with a fuck and the one celebrating got to choose the position, so I had her over the back of the sofa, and we both had a very satisfying orgasm.
The rest of the week flew past; I found boxes of illicit Christmas tree lights in the suq and bought twenty. Jeff and I spent two evenings stringing the damn things up.
We made a trip to the Arabian homes compound Tuesday evening to pick up the case of Sid, it was supposed to be a quick trip but we ended up sampling the Sid, then four nurses from the Faisal hospital rolled up, and we had an impromptu party. It's all a bit hazy but I woke up early next morning beside a well stacked blond American, whose name I think was Marylou. I think I held up the honour of the British, as she told me and the rest of her friends that I was the best darn fuck she'd ever had and she was in love with me. I got her number and promised to call, I never take a number if I have no intention to call.
Thursday rolled round and I had to be in the hospital for the morning to get the paperwork done and work out the rota for the next week. On the way home, I picked Julia up from her flat. She had a big bag with her that she wouldn't let me peak in. I told her about the American nurse with the punch line that she thought I was amazing but I only have a vague recollection of the night.
She told me that she'd had a bit of a kiss and a grope with one of the junior doctors, but she couldn't be bothered to take him to bed.
"Are you going to call your nurse," she asked.
"I took her number so you know I will, probably next week I wouldn't mind a return match when I can remember the details."
"Poor baby that must be so frustrating?"
We got to the flats and snuck her in. Jeff and Jill were putting the final touches to the decorations; I think the look they were going for was Turkish brothel with a touch of Scheherazade. I was sent down to Welsh Johns to collect his dinner gong, why in Christ name we needed a diner gong was beyond me, also why the hell did he have one in the first place? But Julia had that look in her eye and I know better than question her.
I finally got out of my uniform and had a shower and put on shorts and a tee shirt, an original Hard Rock from the late 70s that Eric Clapton had signed and it's my lucky tee shirt.
Jeff and I were told that my bedroom was off limits and if I needed anything I better get it then. I got my camera and Julia gave me the thobe I was to wear.
"What time are we expecting people to arrive," I asked.
It's all on the invite I was told, and one was thrust into my hand as the girls disappeared in to my bedroom and the door was firmly closed. I hadn't seen one before so I read it with interest.

You are invited to Julia's Arabian birthday partyLocation: Andy's place
You must arrive by 6:30
You must wear the dress assigned to you
(You may change after you arrive
but you must be ready by 6:30)
You must be accompanied
Your partner must wear or
change into his thobe on arrival
"Have you read this?" I asked Jeff.
"No, let's have a look," he said, and I handed it to him.
"Andy, we need you," came Julia's voice. I went to the closed bedroom door and was told that I needed to pick up double-sided tape and safety pins and I might as well pick up the ice at the same time, and go now.
Mine is not to reason why etc. etc., so I grabbed the keys to the truck and disappeared out the door. I was back thirty minutes later staggering under the weight of the cool box full of ice, and the bag with the bits for the girls.
I knocked on the door and a hand appeared and snatched the bag from my hand and the door slammed shut again, this was getting ridiculous.
I looked at my watch and it was five o'clock and I started to get the drinks ready. I put one of the ice bags in the freezer the rest I spread on the wine, beer and soft drinks in the three large coolers we had. Jeff was making last minute adjustments to the room and lighting the candles and incense burners.
At five thirty the phone rang and it was Malcolm to say they would be there with the food in twenty minutes. I kept an eye on the clock and we disappeared down to the basement just in time to meet Malcolm and Maureen. There were five trays of food in chafing dishes and we carried them up to the flat. Maureen wanted to know where the birthday girl was and where she should change, Jeff took her back to the bedroom and she slipped in. I nipped into Jeff's room and taking off my shorts and tee shirt, got dressed in the thobe that Julia had got for me and was back in the lounge by six.
The doorbell rang and for the half an hour kept ringing, each time the woman either in western clothes or carefully wrapped in her abya would make her way to the bedroom and be admitted and the door closed behind them. The men got into their thobes and stood around drinking, Malcolm fussed getting the food set out.
At six forty five the gong sounded and the women appeared, all carefully wrapped in their abyas, with Julia at their head. They arraigned themselves in a long line facing the men, and at a gesture from Julia removed their abyas. My jaw dropped and I wasn't alone, as all they were wearing appeared to be a number of veils carefully positioned to shield but not hide their best features.
Julia rang the gong again, now I knew what she wanted it for, and announced the rules of the party. Every time she rang the gong the women had to remove one of their seven veils. The men were only allowed to wear their thobes and nothing else; there were quite a few of us that needed to remove our underwear.
And the party started, Jeff and I were at the bar and there were a lot of requests for strong drinks from the women, a bit of Dutch courage I think. Once every one was sorted, we decided that they could fend for themselves, so we grabbed a drink and joined the fray. When Julia saw me she threw her arms around me and gave me a great big kiss.
"Thanks for putting up with me, I do love you, you know don't you," she told me.
"I know, and you know I love you."
She smiled at me and then rang the gong for the first time. The women all removed a veil and placed it in a wicker basket. The main lights were off and the only illumination came from the candles and the twinkling Christmas lights.
"So what do you think is going to happen as the veils come off?" I asked her.
"I spelled it out to all the women that by the end of the evening they will be naked and they were given the option not to accept the invite," she smiled at the thought, "what I think is that everyone is going to have lots of fun."
The party continued, it was a bit like most Saudi parties, good company, great atmosphere, nice music, food and drink, except every time the gong sounded, another veil was removed, and in the dark you could see little groups forming and reforming. I'd made my way round the guests, they were mostly people we knew well, some either Julia or I and in one case both of us had slept with. The inhibitions were drifting away on the arms of brother alcohol, and I was shown on several occasions what the double-sided tape and the pins were used for. I merged into some of the groups for a while and found lots of women willing and ready for a kiss and a heavy petting session.
I knew everyone at the party which in its self was usual but I was surprised by some of the pairings, I'm sure that some of the unattached girls had picked their party partner based on their physical and sexual prowess
By ten o'clock four veils had been removed and the amount of flesh on show had greatly increased, quite a few of the women included Jill and Julia had one breast exposed and several of the thobes were taking on the appearance of tents and some were making use of the cushions to hide their interest in the opposite sex.
The four of us were the nucleus of a small group that had gathered together including two other couples, Susan and her boyfriend Martin, and Fiona and her husband Steve. I'd slept with Susan a couple of times and Julia with Martin, and Fiona and Steve were the Australian couple we had had a very nice foursome with. We had found a nice dark corner with a large pile of cushions and it had become our party central.



I was lying with my head in Julia's lap stroking Fi's unadorned breast and teasing her nipple. Around me the others were similarly enjoying each other.
"Time for another gong," Julia told me, "Can you reach it."
I gave the gong a big bash and all round me and throughout the room the women moved their fifth veil, now all of them were naked from the waist up, and most of them were settling down into smaller groups.
"Give them another twenty minutes and then give them a sixth gong," Julia asked me.
I nodded, and made an agreeing hum. I couldn't talk as I had my mouth full of Fi's breast, and Martin was sucking on one of Julia's breasts, and Susan the other. Jeff and Steve were enjoying Jill's breasts. Jill was lying there moaning in ecstasy.
Fiona is a beautiful red head and she has the most exquisite perky firm tits. She works with me, and several months ago we had invited her and Steve for a meal that had turned into a weekend fuck fest. I had just thought that they were a nice couple, but apparently they had been into the swinging scene in Australia, and as the meal proceeded we all realised there was a mutual attraction. Over the weekend we had tried every variation we could think of and that appealed to us.
I was sucking on one of her breasts and stroking the other, I could hear her mewling gently, when she bent her head down and whispered in my ear,
"Can we stay the night with you and Julia please? I've, we've missed you both."
I turned to Julia and whispered the question to her, a big smile lit her face and she nodded enthusiastically and whispered to me that they could stay the whole weekend, and then nodded in the direction of the gong.
I gave the news to Fiona and she told me, "Oh fuck yes, please." And she moved to Steve's side to give him the news and he gave me a big smile and a mouthed 'thank you.'
I remembered the gong and gave it a loud rap, and again there was movement all around the room as the sixth veil was removed by each woman; I thought about it for a couple of seconds and hit the damn thing again. There were a few gasps from around the room but a few moments later there were twenty-two naked women and quite a few men as their thobes were discarded. I lost mine and curled up between Julia and Fiona. Susan was kneeling beside Julia kissing her and it looked like Martin had taken advantage of Susan's position to slide behind her thighs and penetrate her. I reached over and caressed Julia's breast and nipple. I felt a mouth on my erect cock, and I saw Fiona licking my glans. I looked round and saw Jill on her knees sucking Steve's dick and Jeff was behind her thrusting away.
From further afield I could hear the rising sounds of passion Beside me I heard Julia cry out and saw Susan's hand moving between her legs. I lay back and concentrated on Fiona's mouth, she was slowly working her way down my eight inches and I could feel my glans touching the back of her throat and then go even deeper. I ran my hand up Fi's leg until I reached the sexy junction; I felt rather than heard her moan and she spread her thighs to make it easier for me to access her sex. I caressed the lips of her labia, before sliding first one then a second finger between the lips and into her velvet-soft vagina. Fi redoubled her efforts to swallow my whole length, while my fingers sought out her G spot.
I found her G spot almost immediately, and she pulled her head back in shock. "What the fuck is that?" She groaned. "Ooooh, fuck. What are you doing to me."
Julia looked at her and smiled. "It's your G spot, and it's fucking amazing, just relax and let it happen," she told her and groaned as Susan started sucking her clit.
I carried on gently rubbing the G spot and Fiona's legs started shaking, indicating just the effect I desired.
"Fuck, that feels soooo good," and Fi started grunting, "Huh, huh, huh, huuuh, huuuh, huuuuuuh, fuck I'm coming so soon!" Fi's cunt spasmed and a gush of girl juice squirted out onto my hand.
She looked at me in amazement then she rose up and straddled my hips and with one swift motion and a loud cry impaled herself on my prick wet with her saliva. I felt my glans hit her cervix. She sat there still for a few moments, gently shuddering and collecting her wits. Then with a gentle rocking motion she started to ride me.
Fi was small enough that I thought about trying something else I'd learned on my vacation -- getting to her A-spot. I knew I had to adopt just the right angle of entry with a rigid cock, and then search around until I hit the spot just above her cervix. I started to manoeuvre into Fi's pussy, constantly shifting and watching the expression on her face.
Finally, I saw Fi's eyes open wide in amazement. She tried to speak but no words came out. I started to swing my cock around inside her rather than resume the pumping action we'd been enjoying.
Fi's A-spot orgasm became the talk of the evening. She started to scream, but this after a slow building up of ever increasing volume as the head of my cock rubbed her to a colossal orgasm. Fi exploded, and I worried that the scream might be heard back in Britain. She came and came and came, with girl juice streaming out of her cunt all over me, the pillows, and the carpeting. As the epic climax passed, Fi yanked my body down to hers and plastered her mouth on mine for the hottest kiss of the month. I cuddled Fi to me to allow her to come down from the peak I'd just delivered to her.
I glanced around the room and realized we had become the center of attention. Almost everyone had watched Fi's A-spot orgasm, no doubt wondering exactly what I had been doing to the poor woman.
Beside me, Julia was shaking her head from side to side and crying out as Susan's tongue brought her to her first orgasm of the night, and from the sound of it the others weren't far behind her. Martin came and a few second later Susan, from the combined efforts of his cock and hand.
Jeff cried out as he came and pulled out of Jill and allowed Steve to flip her onto her back and finish himself and her off in a classic missionary, their cries were sweet music.
Still pumping slowly in and out of the recovering Fiona, I could feel my balls tightening as I built up to my orgasm. Fiona had gone back to grunting on each stroke as the base of my cock rubbed against her clit, her coital blush was spreading down her chest, and I could feel the muscles in her cunt twitching.
"Fuck I'm coming," I warned her.
"Don't worry I'm very close," she replied. As an afterthought she added, "Again."
Another half a dozen strokes and I came, my jism careening out of my cock and filling her tight cunt, and that triggered her third orgasm of the night. Fi shuddered to a halt and her muscles rippled and clutched at me, her mouth was open in a silent scream, and she collapsed across me.
Our group seemed to come to a collective pause, and Julia and I collected drinks and food for all of us. We took a moment to observe and talk to some of the other guests near us who also had reached a temporary pause in their sexual activities. There were several couples still in the throes of passion, but most were enjoying post coital bliss. I found Maureen riding Malcolm and she offered me a breast to suck and I knelt and took her nipple between my lips sucked and teased it helping her along to her orgasm.
As it was approaching one in the morning, the girls' curfew cut-off time, many of them were thinking of wrapping up the evening, clothes were retrieved and bodies made presentable, and there was a general exodus.
By two only our group and a few of the diehard residents of the other flats in our block were left, and even they were making moves to leave. Thirty minutes later it was just the eight of us. We did a quick clean up round, put the leftover food in the fridge, surprisingly there was very little mess. I loaned tee shirts to Susan and Fiona and the rest put something on, we sat around while we confirmed our sleeping arraignments, Susan and Martin were going to sleep with Jeff and Gillian, and as we had agreed earlier Fiona and Steve were staying with us.
We said good night to the others and led Fiona and Steve to our bed. What few clothes we had on disappeared quickly and Julia and I crawled onto the bed and Fi and Steve joined us. Julia whispered to me that she wanted to start with Steve, and she pulled him to her.
I sat with my back to the top of the bed and Fiona sat between my legs, lying back on my chest. Finally, she had me describe to her just what I'd done to her earlier with her G-spot and then her A-spot. While we talked I caressed her breasts watched as Julia sucked Steve to a hardness she approved of before she swung one leg over him and sank down on his cock. She groaned as she took his full length inside herself. I love watching Julia make love, she so enthusiastic and single minded, nothing matters except her and her lover's pleasure.
Julia was riding Steve with long slow strokes, rotating her pelvis each time his pubis touched her clit, her mouth was open as she moaned and her face was screwed up in concentration.
I was licking Fi's neck and ear lobes as we talked and cooed sexy words to each other.
"You know there are times at work when I can barely keep my hands off you," she told me, "I don't know what it is about you but I look at you and I'm dripping, I have to keep extra knickers in my locker."
I smiled at the mental picture her confession generated and decided I would need to check it out. My hand slid down her body and l let it cup her mons with a finger dipping into her moist slit; it was true she was dripping. I rolled her firm clitoris between my fingers and she gasped.
"Fuck, what is it about you that turns me on so much?" she asked. "I dream about you." She shook herself and sat up then turned and faced me, she sat on my lap and guided my cock into her cunt and buried her head into my chest. Her chest was gently shuddering and I realised she was crying, I moved her head so I could see her face and we just sat there motionless with my cock buried to the hilt inside her.
"What's the matter gorgeous?" I asked as I kissed her tears away, "Do you want us to stop?"
Fi whispered, "God no, I need you. It's just," and she looked at Steve, "I wish I was like him, I enjoy sex with other men, and women, but I really need to like them to consider sex. He'll fuck anything on two legs." She looked horrified, "I'm not talking about Julia."
I kissed her to say I understood.
"Steve keeps pushing me into uncomfortable situations because he wants to fuck the wife or girlfriend and doesn't care If I don't like the guy, that's why I asked if we could to stay with you two tonight as I love and trust you both. I know he would have found a couple to swing with tonight, and I wanted it to be you, not a stranger. I didn't mind in Australia as we would only swap with friends I knew and liked."
"Do you want me to have a word with him?" I whispered.
She looked at me undecidedly, "I, err, yes, maybe; oh I don't know. Do you think it would help? I still love him; I don't want to lose him."
"I'll find the right time and approach."
She looked so relieved that I had to kiss her and she wriggled her hips to remind me we were still connected, and I laughed.
We watched as Julia was racing to her orgasm pulling Steve along with her, and they came together with an almighty cry, before collapsing in each other's arms.
Fiona grinned, "It's time we joined them." So without us losing contact she rolled onto her back with her legs coming to rest on my shoulders, and I started thrusting slow and deep. Her cry's and my moans were in counterpoint. I felt like a man possessed and that I could last forever yet I was thrusting harder and faster.
Her cries were growing louder, "Oh fuck, oh fuck, ohhhhhhhhhhhh fuuuuuuuck," and I could feel her orgasm building up. "Huh, huuuuh, huuuuuuh, huuuuuuuuh," she screamed as she came.
But I wasn't done and I carried on thrusting and she looked at me in shock and then in awe, and cried out again as her second orgasm followed on the heels of the first, and then a minute later a third. Her body was constantly shuddering, her head was shaking from side to side and her cunt was spasming and gushing pussy juice. I felt my orgasm building up like a great head of steam, and with a last couple of monumental thrusts I came as Fi had her fourth. My jism pulsed out in thick ropes filling her cunt and oozing out past my prick, and pooled beneath her ass. I loved wet sex.
I collapsed partly onto Fiona, gasping for breath. I shifted to the side but kept my cock inside her.
I felt a hand caress my face and hair, I opened my eye to see Julia's face. "My god that was so hot," she told me before she kissed me.
Steve was shaking his head in amazement as he moved to support Fi as she slowly recovered. She looked at me in awe, "I came four times, and I've never done that before." I slid out of her full cunt, and more cum oozed out.
"Best fuck ever," she told us all, and then winced "but no more for a while, I'm sore."
"Oh, you poor baby," Julia told her and bent down and very gently kissed her pussy lips, and then licked her clean as Fiona smiled down at her Sapphic lover. I staggered to the bathroom for a well-deserved piss and a quick clean up. I met Steve as I returned to the bedroom.
"You ok with this," I asked.
"Sure," then he shook his head. "I've never seen Fi like this, you were like animals in heat."
Well no time like the present I thought, "We need to talk," I said and ushered him back into the lounge.
I told him, "Fi told me something tonight. You need to know you are hurting her, not physically, but you've been pushing her into swapping situations that she's been uncomfortable with." He looked at me questioningly, "She doesn't enjoy sex with people she doesn't know or like, and you both need to agree on the couple, like you do with us."
"But I thought she was happy?"
"No, you were having fun, she was accepting it because she loves you and she doesn't want to lose you. You need to think with your head not your dick, you have a great marriage, don't fuck it up over a fuck."
He buried his head in his hands, "I didn't know, I thought she was enjoying it."
"Look at tonight and the way she was with us, she likes us and trusts us, and that's why she could let herself go when we fucked. Did she do that with your other recent swaps?"
He thought about it for quite some time; "No," he finally said. "It was always a bit emotionless, as though she was going through the motions."
I saw Fiona's arms go round him as she appeared beside him and pulled him into a hug and kissed him, "I do so love you, but please don't make me sleep with people I don't like. I enjoy sex with other men, but only if you are with me and I fancy them."
He was crying and promised never again; they both had to agree before any more swaps.
She looked so relieved, then laughed and told him, "Mind you there is one exception," he raised his eyebrows in a mute question. "For Andy it's a case of any place, any time he wants me."
He laughed, "That's one exception I'm happy to agree with."
Where's Julia I asked, noticing our missing lover, "Fast asleep," was the reply.
"Come on, that's where we all need to be," I told them and we crawled into the bed and curled up in a comforting pile. Within moments Steve and Fiona were asleep, and it wasn't long before I joined them.
****************************
I woke up mid-morning. Julia was curled up in my arms and I was pleased to see Fi and Steve cuddled up together still fast asleep. I hoped that they would be OK after last night's brief discussion. Julia stirred and opened her eyes, I kissed the sleep away, and I told her what had happened with Fiona last night. She looked at them and commented that they seemed happy now.
"I hope so, let's keep an eye on them for the rest of the weekend," I suggested, then proposed, "What about brunch at the Hyatt?"
"That sound like a very good idea," then she stroked my semi hard cock. "You know I never got a chance to play with him last night, and I have an itch that needs scratching right now." She carried on stroking and my prick regained his full potential. Julia gave me a lecherous look, and pointed at her pussy. "That needs scratching please."
She rolled over onto her back and I slid between her thighs and plunged into her pussy. She wrapped her legs around my waist, and as I was thrusting into her, she used her heels to urge me on.
"Christ, I love the way you fill me up," she murmured in my ear.
"I love the way your vagina wraps itself around my cock," I responded with a smile.
"Jesus Christ that feels so good, fuck me harder," she urged. I responded and felt her heels drumming on my back.
We were both moaning as I continued plunging into her. I could feel her shake as she had her first gentle orgasm. "Oh god yessss," she cried out, and her heels and arms were urging me harder, faster and deeper.
A few moments later I could feel my balls throbbing and my cock quivering as I needed to cum. Julia could sense my need and she urged me too, "Cum baby, cum inside me please, I'm almost there." Her hand slipped between us and she was rubbing her clit and I could feel her pussy clench as her orgasm started. I couldn't hold on any longer and with a final couple of brutal thrusts I was squirting deep inside her, and she cried out as her orgasm rolled over her.
We curled up in each other arms. I stared at her for a long time, and then I kissed her on her nose and she wrinkled it up and smiled at me. "I know what we have is special, and I have never felt so comfortable with a woman, but you and I both know that one day we will tear each other apart again."
She nodded in agreement, "Let's just enjoy it while it lasts and no regrets afterwards."
I kissed her in agreement, "I will never, not love you, you do know that don't you?" And she nodded.
"You will always be my first real lover and there will always be a place in my bed for you. I will never forget you," she told me.
"Christ, I'm not dead yet," I laughed.
"You two have the weirdest relationship," I heard Fiona say from behind me.
"We know," Julia said with a laugh.
"We thought you were in a committed relationship," Steve told us.
"We tried that once, it lasted six months, and we didn't talk for the next three months, then we realised that what we really are is best fucking friends," I told them.
"It's knowing that we are not exclusive that makes it amazing for us," Julia completed.
I looked at them, "How are you two doing?"
Steve looked sheepish, "I hadn't realised how much I was hurting her. I love her, but I was thinking with my dick as you put it. Never again. I'd rather never swap again than lose her."
I looked at Fiona and I could read her answer in her face, "I don't think that's what she wants," I told him. "I know she enjoys it too, but it has to be with people she trusts and wants to make love with."
She nodded in agreement.
"We are going to go to the Hyatt for brunch, care to join us?" I asked.
"Please," they responded.
I stuck my head into Jeff's room to see if they were interested in joining us, and interrupted a rather convoluted foursome and it looked like they were set for the day, so I closed the door and left them to it.
A little later, the four of us crowded into the shower for a mutual clean and cuddle session -- no sex just lots of fun before dressing and heading out to the Hyatt. Afterward our brunch, Steve and Fiona asked us to drop them off at their flat; they needed the time together.
When we got back to the flat, Susan and Martin had left and Jill and Jeff were asleep, we curled up on the sofa and fell asleep watching a video.



Getting up for work on Saturday was harder than usual, but we made it. There were a few of my fellow physio's who had a hard time looking me in the face, but then I had seen them naked and in the throes of passion a day or so earlier. Fiona pulled me into an empty office and locked the door.
"You know you probably saved my marriage, don't you?" She told me with tears in her eyes, "and now I'm sure I love you." She put her arms round me and kissed my cheek.
"Fi, who wouldn't love you?"
She smiled, "I meant it when I told Steve that you were the exception to the rule," she took my hand and placed it under her uniform top and on her breast. "Anytime, anywhere," she whispered. We kissed and straightened out our uniforms and went back to work.
As was usual with us, after a long period of high emotions Julia and I needed time apart, we would meet up casually, for lunch and coffee but we would sleep in our own flats. These periods usually lasted two to three weeks.
I remembered the American nurse Marylou I'd met at the Arabian homes the week before. I called her and she sounded pleased to hear from me, so I invited her over that evening for a drink. I arranged to pick her up from the Faisal accommodation at six.
At six, I pulled up at the Faisal and Marylou spotted me and jumped in the truck and we drove to the flats, and we went in through the basement avoiding security. I let her into the flat and she took off her abya; she was wearing a pretty blue short dress, and she looked around in amazement. We hadn't got removed the party lights and the cushions were still scattered in piles. On one of the side tables the wrappers from a couple of condoms still remained.
She looked at me closely and suddenly laughed, "Shit I know who you are now, you're THAT Andy; the one who held the seven veils party."
"Guilty as charged," I replied; "though it wasn't my party, it was Julia's."
She looked a bit surprised, "Julia? Is she your girlfriend?"
"Yes, but not in the way you are thinking, we are old and very dear friends who occasionally sleep together." She look sceptical so I felt the need to elaborate; "Seriously, we tried living together, it lasted six months, we didn't talk for the next three, then we realised that what we really are is friends with benefits. Hang on how did you hear about the party?"
She laughed, "One of the guys invited works at the Faisal. Everyone has heard about the party."
"Shit!"
She laughed again and looked a lot more relaxed, I took the time while I got some drinks for us, to look at her more closely, I must admit that I only had a vague recollection of her body (a bottle of Sid will do that to a man, trust me.)
Marylou is a bit younger than me and a natural blonde with long hair that falls to the middle of her back, I remembered that, with firm full breasts, I seemed to recall them. She's about five foot eight and slim, the rest I was ready to learn anew.
She sat on the sofa with her legs tucked up under her, I gave her a drink, and at her insistence described the party. I switched the party lights on to let her experience the atmosphere, and sat beside her
I explained, "So every hour Julia would bang the gong and all the women had to remove a veil," I concluded," by ten almost all of the women had at least one breast exposed, by eleven they were all naked as were half the men."
"Did no one refuse?" She asked.
"Not a one. Julia was very careful who she invited; those that came knew what to expect."
She smiled wistfully, "I wish I'd been invited."
"You would have enjoyed it."
She wriggled round and curled up on me, and I kissed the back of her neck, she shivered and turned her head and we kissed gently to start with and then more aggressively. I was caressing her through the dress, then she leant forward so I could reach her zip and unzip it, she shrugged it off her shoulders and I helped her slid it down and off her body.
She stood and faced me in lacy light blue bikini briefs and bra, her full breasts filled her bra and her firm nipples were showing through the semitransparent material.
"Do you think I would have looked good in the veils?"
"Yes, but even better naked," I replied in a sincere tone.
She smiled at the thought, and I stood to join her. Marylou undid the buttons of my shirt and eased it off my shoulders and onto the floor. She kissed and nibbled my nipples and I groaned as I stroked the soft skin of her back.
She looked up at me and whispered, "Take me to bed please. I want to know if you are as good sober as you were drunk."
"Better," I promised, and she shivered in my arms in anticipation.
I led her by the hand to my room. We stood at the bottom of the bed. I stepped out of my jeans and my erection was pushing out the front of my briefs. She reached behind and un-clasped her bra; I helped her slide it off and bent my head to sucked on a very firm nipple and this time she groaned.
We sank down on the bed and she curled up to face me. I was caressing her magnificent boobs, she looked me in the eye and whispered, "This is not like me, until I met you I'd slept with two men, and one was my high school sweetheart. I walk into George's villa and I see you and all my resolutions of not getting involved while I'm here disappeared."
She laughed, then continued as I took a nipple in my mouth and used my tongue to tease it even harder; "Oh that feels so good don't stop. We cut cards to see who got you, for the first time in my life I got an ace, and then an ace in bed!"
I couldn't help laughing, "So I'm the spoils of your illicit gambling am I?"
She chuckled and nodded. Her hand was massaging my cock as it tried to burst out the front of my briefs. I eased her briefs off over her hips and she kicked them off, and there was the proof she was a true blond, a tuft of silky soft blond pussy fur, below which her clitoris was growing and poking out from her clitoral hood.
I gently teased her clit with my finger and she cried out. I used my tongue to lick from her clit and her lubricated labia. She cried louder. She pulled my briefs down and my cock sprang out to his full throbbing eight inches, and she groaned in anticipation. She bent and kissed and licked my glans, and I groaned.
"You are the first man I've ever done that to," she admitted, "and I love the taste of you."
I pulled her up and kissed her and tasted my maleness on her lips. "Yeah," I agreed, "I taste good, but not as good as you and the two of us together will taste amazing."
She took him in her mouth again but she could only get my glans and an inch or so of the shaft in before she would gag, so she concentrated on the head and urethral slit.
I supported her leg and buried my head between her legs and for a few moments used my tongue in long slow strokes from her clit, to the puckered boarder of her ass, and then I moved up beside her and kissed her face and neck. I eased a finger between her pussy lips and into her cunt; she was so wet I found her G spot almost immediately.
She cried out, "Sweet Jesus, that's what you did the first time. It feels so fucking good," and as I continued and used my thumb on her clit, she convulsed and screamed out, "Oh fuck, ohh fuucck yes, yessss," and her first orgasm washed over her.
She looked at me with disbelief in her face, "I've never cum so fast, Christ before I met you I'd only had two orgasms from fucking and both of those I'd had to help with!" She kissed me, and as I carried on toying with her G spot and clitoris her eyes rolled back and she started panting harder.
"Huh ... Huh ... Huuuh ... Oh fuck I'm coming again," she looked at me in shock as I still carried on and as the second died away, her third was building up quickly. "Oh god, oh god, ohh god, fuuuck meeeeeeeee," and her whole body convulsed as the third orgasm hit, her cunt walls spasming and her juices squirted out.
I held her in my arms as her body continued shaking for a long while and she slowly came back to me, her eyes refocusing. She mumbled, "And are you enjoying it so far?" She then answered her own question, "Stupid fucking question, of course I am."
I passed her a bottle of water from the bedside table and she drank deeply from it, water running down her neck to pool between her breasts, and I lapped it up and licked and sucked both breasts and nipples.
"Please fuck me I need you in me," she whispered.
So I placed a pillow under her pelvis to make it more comfortable, and she smiled in thanks, and opened her thighs wide in welcome. I moved between them and lunged my penis deep into her soft warm cunt until I felt my glans touch her cervix. We both groaned with the pleasure and Marylou wrapped her long legs round my waist and used her heels to try and pull me deeper still. I was thrusting with long, slow and deep strokes, and she was crying out each time my pubis trapped her protruding clit. We kept the rhythm going for a long time until I felt the muscles in her thighs and cunt start rippling as her orgasm built up.
I could feel the pressure of mine growing in my balls and I couldn't hold back any longer and with a last couple of thrusts I came, my hot jism jetting into her quim. The hot flood triggered her fourth and most violent orgasm yet, her legs were crushing me to her, and her whole body shook.
As we slowly came down from our high, she dipped her finger into our combined juices, and she took a taste. Marylou smiled at me, "It's true, we do taste great," I licked her finger and agreed.
I looked at the clock, "Do you have to be back by curfew?" I asked.
"No I'm off tomorrow, can I stay the night?"
"Of course."
She smiled contentedly and curled up beside me and her breathing slowed as she fell asleep in my arms, and I pulled the covers over us.
I woke in the early morning to see her propped up on one elbow looking down at me, her face framed by her tousled blond hair.
"I love you," she said, then she looked so sad. "Now I meet you, my contract ends in three months and I have to go back to the states; I'm going back to school. Please, please can I be your girlfriend until I go.
"I'd love you to be my three month girlfriend," I told her. A big grin spread across her face. I added, "And don't think I will forget you when you leave."
"What will Julia think?" She asked.
"She will be very happy for both of us, and she will want to be your girlfriend too." I told her, and she looked intrigued.
"That sounds like it could be fun."
"Oh trust me it will be."
"Can I stay the day?"
"You don't need to ask, as my girlfriend you get flat squatting privileges," I could hear Jeff cluttering about, and called him in.
"Oh and I need to introduce you to Jeff my flat mate and his girlfriend."
And a naked Jeff and Gillian strolled into my room.
Poor Marylou didn't know where to look and Jill pulled a bemused looking Jeff out of the room behind her. "Ah yes, and we are pretty lax when it comes to clothing. Jill reappeared in Jeff's favourite tee shirt and rummaged in my drawers and found one of my old rugby shirts and held it out to Marylou.
"Thanks Jill," I said. "This is Marylou and for some unknown reason she wants to be my girlfriend, so I thought she should meet the pair of you."
Jill said, "You are an idiot, Andy. Look I'm really sorry about the nudity. I took a little while to get used to these two idiots, Julia really helped me. Come with me we can kick Jeff out of our room and we can talk. You are going to need everything I can tell you in order to survive this mad house."
Marylou followed Jill to Jeff's room, the rugby shirt barely covered her butt, it was a great view but I guess that means I've lost another bloody shirt.
I heard Jeff in the lounge and got up and dressed and went and joined him.
Jeff and I sat in the lounge with a glass of wine each, and looked at each other and raised our glasses to ourselves.
"Best fucking time of our lives grasshopper," I said and Jeff nodded in agreement.
*****************************
The end
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***********************Simone's moans were getting louder and more urgent, as I picked up the pace of my thrusts, and she pushed back at me each time I moved forward. I reached between her legs and found her clitoris standing proud and erect from her clitoral hood and squeezed and tugged with my fingers. Her cry of pleasure matches those of the others as they peaked in an earth shattering mutual orgasm. I gave Simone several hard brutal thrusts and rolled her clit between my fingers. Her shoulders sank to the bed as she came, screaming, the muscles in her cunt spasming. One more thrust and I came, jetting hot cum inside her. We collapsed and wriggled up against the others and crashed out.

*********************Reflection
As I sat alone on the deck early the next morning watching the sun climb above the hills in the distance, the mist hovering above the water, I realised I had a lot to think about. The others had looked so peaceful and innocent as they slept in our bed that I didn't have the heart to wake them. I'd pulled the covers over them, and quickly showered and dressed in shorts.
My year alone on Rosie has accustomed me to early mornings. I loved the peace and quiet on the water, the waterfowl gracefully drifting over the surface chasing the wind zephyrs rippling the water.
My life had changed, I realise in the space of a just a few days from travelling alone, to meeting for the second time, a woman of my dreams and finding that I was the man of hers, to asking her to marry me. Then reconnecting with the woman, who for more than twenty-five years had held a unique place in my heart, and with Mike, her husband, my brother in the family.
Then there was Pete, wonderful Peter, I'd stolen Ros from him and he had still loved both of us unreservedly, and Angela, beautiful bubbly Angie soon to be the mother of our child. My god, if she and Simone have anything to do with it, I was going to be a father again, twice in a year.
And hovering over it all I could feel the sublime sprit of Ros, the first woman of my dreams. I miss you love and I will never forget you. I blew her a kiss and the wind ruffled the water and caressed my cheek in reply. I could feel the tears running down my face.
I saw Julia dressed in a towelling robe appear in the wheelhouse, she saw me and came and sat with me; she saw the tears and kissed them away.
"You are thinking of her aren't you?" She said. I nodded, "I miss her too, you two were the most important people in my life after Mike, and you most of all."
She looked at me and put her arms round me, "I've never told you this but I once told Mike that if I had to choose between the pair of you, every bone in my body would be screaming at me to stay with him, and I'd still be saying it as I walked out the door to come to you."
"Christ," I said shocked, "what did he say?"
"He told me that he had always known that, but he also knew that you loved us too much to ever ask me to make the choice."
"God, we always were a mixed up couple weren't we?"
"Yes, ever since that day we met at the student bar."
"September the thirtieth, nineteen-eighty," I told her, and smiled; "my birthday, you crashed the party, and you were the best present I got."
I sat back on the lounger and she curled up on me, the top of her head tucked under my chin and my arms wrapped round her. She shivered and placed my hand under the wrap, on her breast and rested hers on top, and we stayed like that for a long time basking in our memories.
"I only have one regret," she whispered. "I would have liked to have had a baby with you."
I just hugged her even closer; there wasn't anything I could say.
"Hey, I forgot to tell you, I got an e mail from Marylou last year, I meant to tell you earlier."
My god Marylou, just her name was enough for my cock to twitch. We had met her in Saudi and for a glorious but oh so short period she'd been part of a ménage à trois with Julia. We had kept in touch for many years, but not in a long time.
"I haven't heard from her in years," I said, "not since she remarried, what was it nine, ten years ago. I don't think her husband approved of old boyfriends. We got the odd Christmas card but that was it. I don't even think I told her of Ros' Illness."
"He didn't, and you didn't, she cried when I called and told her. She divorced him a couple of years ago after she caught him fucking his secretary."
"Have you seen her?" I asked.
"Not yet, but we speak every month or so. She's hoping to visit us later this year." She looked at me and smiled that wicked little smile of hers. "You know if I had failed to fuck you out of your blue funk, she had volunteered to be my weapon of mass destruction to come and blow you out of it!"
That defiantly got a twitch out of my cock as she'd learnt to give the most amazing head.
Julia felt the twitch and laughed, "She said if I couldn't fuck you back to life, then she'd suck you until you saw the light."
"I must call her; is she not on the family page?"
"No, she said she never felt she was part of the family. Her connection was to just us two and then Ros. I'll give you her details; she will be so happy to hear from you."
We were still in the same position when the aroma of freshly brewed coffee drifted up from below. We watched Simone and Angie heading off towards the boulangerie and return five minutes later with breakfast.
We stood but before we went below we looked at each other, "I've always loved you," I told her.
"I know," she said, "I told you many years ago that you would always be my first real love and lover, and there will always be a place in my bed for you.
We kissed and went down to our lovers.

***********************Arrangements
Breakfast was a long rambling affair and no one wanted to hurry it along. Simone and Angie were curled up together on the sofa discussing babies, my god what had Angie's request triggered? The rest of us were planning a holiday for the six of us later in the year, we finally settled on December in the Maldives, Pete knew of a small exclusive island resort, and he said he would book it.
He stood silently for a while with a thoughtful expression then disappeared with his phone clamped to the side of his head; he reappeared twenty minutes later with a broad grin on his face.
"Bernard isn't going to fight the divorce, so long as he gets regular access to the children, is that ok with you?" He asked Simone, she nodded. "Good, that means that by the end of November you will be free to marry this broken down old man." He laughed.
"You mean my gorgeous dirty old man don't you?"
Pete laughed, "You really need to get your eyes checked out if you think he's gorgeous," I clipped the back of his head in protest.
"Shit that hurt," he laughed and rubbed the back of his head. "What I was about to suggest was why not have a family wedding for you two over Christmas in the Maldives, we book the whole resort and invite all the family and friends – a destination wedding."
I looked at Simone and she just nodded, she couldn't speak, tears were streaming down her face. We held each other and the others came and joined us in a big huddle.
"I'm glad you like the idea," Pete said a little sheepishly, "since I went ahead and booked the resort already."
We settled down as a group and organised the last couple of days of the Cunningham's stay,
Poor Mike was sent off to the store to get a box of condoms because as Angie put it there was no way Mike was leaving without giving her a bloody good fuck, and as she thought she was soon about to be at her most fertile she didn't want any accidents.
"You were going to be our second choice if Andy didn't agree," she told him when he returned clutching a bag from the pharmacy, "but now that he's agreed we don't want any mistakes."
Mike held the box in his hand and shook his head, "I haven't used one of these since Saudi."
Simone took pity on him and sat on his lap wriggling her butt, "If you ask me nicely I can show you how you put it on. I even know how to put one on with just my mouth. Want me to show you?"
Julia snorted and told her that it was a bit like riding a bike, once learned never forgotten and not to pamper him.
"Shush woman," he said, "If this attractive young lady want to help me put a condom on, who am I to say no?" He turned to Simone and kissed her cheek and told her, "Thank you beautiful, I will most certainly call on your assistance when I need it – very soon I hope."
She grinned in delight, smiled at me and then looked at the rest of us, "I will be needing volunteers to practice on to horn my old skills before I tackle this difficult task.
The conversation degenerated into a mass of ever more erotic suggestions as to how Simone should practice her skills. I looked at her and thought how much she had changed over the past few days, from the nervous woman I'd met in the cafe to now. Beautiful and brimming with confidence, she had bloomed like a flower in the spring.
Finally the conversation returned to the matter in hand, and as no one had a strong opinion as to where Rosie should go next I suggested that we head back in the direction of La Rochelle so Simone could see her aunt, and tell her all the news and discuss the children.
"How old are they," Angela asked.
"Michael is twelve and Anna just eleven," Simone answered. "I am so looking forward to seeing them again, I hope that they will forgive me."
"Everyone in the family will help you," Julia told her; "don't worry."
"If we need anything from the stores can someone organise a quick trip," I told them. "I need to check the water tanks are topped up as we are using a lot each day and I want to cast off in an hour or so."
People started moving. Julia and Simone checked the galley and then disappeared off to the shops. Angie scurried around picking up, and I and the guys completed the tank top ups and purged the foul water tank into the marina's holding tank. Simone and Julia appeared with a couple of bags of fresh food, and I stole a kiss from each of them as they passed by me in the wheelhouse.
I started the engine and we cast off and I used the bow and stern thrusters to help me manoeuvre Rosie out of the marina, then after a quick lesson, I handed over the controls to Pete as we headed down stream and headed below.
I could hear Mike in the shower in their room, and the girls were deep in conversation at the breakfast bar with Julia's laptop open. I put my arms round Simone then I spoke to Angela, "Are we sorting out tonight's sleeping arrangements or will it be pot luck?"
"It's not what we were talking about," Angie said then looked at Julie, "but I've been teasing Mike for the past two days and I really want to spend the night with him if you are ok with it. That's why I insisted he get the condoms. Would you and Mike let Pete and me share your bed tonight?"
Julia agreed immediately, and then looked at Simone and me. "Are you two happy with that? Do you want to join us?"
We looked at each other, "No, not this time. I would love some time alone with Andy," Simone told her. "Things have happened so fast we will appreciate the time together."
"So what were you discussing then?" I asked.
"The wedding," I heard from three voices simultaneously. I went to grab a cup of coffee. "That's my cue to leave," I said.
""Sit down," came the order from the same three mouths.
I sat down like the condemned prisoner in the dock. Don't get me wrong, marrying Simone equals best idea I've ever had (marrying Ros was the other), but the planning side always scares me.
"It's only four months away," Julia pointed out, "I'm going to make an announcement on the family page."
"No, not yet I need to call the kids first." Angie slid my iPhone along the counter to me, and I went up on deck and made two calls and came down with a smile glued to my face. "Both are happy and will be there, Chris will bring his girlfriend."
Julia's fingers started dancing over the keyboard and a moment later she looked up at me. "It's done; the announcement and the dates and the invites are all on the page."
"You can't back out now," I told Simone.
"Why would I, my dirty old man?" She leaned across the table and kissed me.
Julia looked at us and then asked Simone, "Can I borrow him for an hour? I would like some time alone with him before we leave."
Simone kissed her, "You deserve as much time as you need with him. In any case, I want to finish talking to Angie, and the boys sound as though they are enjoying themselves running Rosie."
I pulled her into a tight hug and kissed her, "Thank you."
"It's obvious how much you two mean to each other," she whispered to me. "Mike told me a lot of your history together last night. Go on be happy together then come back to me."
"I will," I promised.

********************Julia
Julia led me back to the cabin and we sat on the bed.
"When was the last time we were alone like this?" I asked her.
She looked at me sadly, "The day we spread Ros's ashes; I wouldn't let you sleep alone."
I stroked her hair as I recalled that evening. I remember a lot of crying and some gentle loving sex, as she had held me in her arms. We lay in each other's arms and delicately stroked each other. I caressed her breasts through the silk of her top while she ran her fingers round my nipples. I felt her sigh and my nipples hardened, and my tongue sought hers as we kissed.
"So many years, so many times yet each time it feels completely new to me," she sighed. "Please make love to me."
In reply I undid the buttons of her top and slid it off and bending my head gently sucked on her erect and oh so familiar nipples. I could hear her quietly moan as her hand held my head in place.
"It's been too long, I missed you," I whispered to her breasts around a mouth full of nipple. I could feel her gently laughing, "Pay no attention to the silly woman." I carried on speaking to her breasts while teasing her areola and nipples with my tongue, "You know I love the way you harden and crinkle as I kiss and suck you, and the way you tell me what she's thinking."
I could hear Julia laughing and groaning in pleasure at the same time, as I carried on teasing and talking to her breasts. I heard Julia gasp and her body stiffen as she came. She pulled my head back and stared at me, "Fuck, you are the only person I know who can make me cum by just touching my breasts."
"Your breasts love me, that's the reason."
"My whole body loves you," she whispered to me. She slid down my body and pulled my shorts off, my rock hard cock sprang to attention, and she enveloped the head in her mouth and ran her tongue round the glans. I groaned in pleasure as the sensation lanced down the shaft and settled in my balls.
I manoeuvred my body without removing my cock from her mouth so my head rested on her thigh. I pull her skirt up so it bunched round her waist and slid my thumbs under sides of her thong and pulled them down and off her legs. I licked and kissed up and down her thighs carefully avoiding any erogenous areas. I could hear her groan in frustration as I would give her clit the very occasional quick flick with my tongue.
She swallowed more of my cock and started humming, the vibrations resonated within the shaft and I gasped in pleasure. My tongue tracked down from her clit and tasted her juice as it oozed from her labia. Her scent was an aphrodisiac that went straight to my cock, which throbbed and grew harder and larger. My tongue dove between her lips and into the sweet passage of her cunt, and she wrapped her thighs round my head to hold me there.
I eased my head back a tad and worked several fingers inside her and sucked her erect clit. She was rocking her pelvis trying to force more of my hand inside. I could feel her gasping round my cock as my hand slid in. I used the knuckles to press against her G spot, and she cried out. She had her hand squeezing round the slippery shaft while she licked the glans. She was crying out constantly, "Oh god, oh fuck, arhhhhh, arhhhhhhg, ohh fuuuuk meeeee," then I felt the first tremors of her orgasm building up in her thighs. "Fuuuuucck I'm cuuuumming," she screamed, her cunt walls spasmed and she squirted pussy juice up my arm. Her body continued to shake every few moments with post orgasmic shudders.
"I need to cum inside you," I told her as I moved between her thighs. She took hold of my steel hard cock, and as she wrapped her legs around my waist she directed my glans between her lubricated labia lips and deep into the wet channel of her cunt. Her fingers began rapidly rubbing her clit
"Oh god you fill me up; cum in me baby. I need to feel you filling me full of your hot cum," she told me as I thrust into her.
"I'm not going to last long," I groaned.
"I'm close, can you hold on for another thirty seconds?"
I just grunted and kept plunging, I could feel it building up, tightening in my balls. I just managed the thirty seconds before my jism surged down my shaft and jetted in thick streams deep into her quim. My jism flooding her cunt triggered her impending orgasm, and we both cried out in the ultimate release of love. We collapsed totally spent in each other's arms still connected, our combined juices mingling in a pool between us.
It took us a long time for us to recover our wits and I became aware of a hand stroking my back. I opened my eyes and found Mike smiling at me from behind Julia's shoulder, and Simone was kissing the back of my neck.
"That was very intense," Mike told us. "I'd forgotten how well suited you two are, we watched the last few minutes, and I can't remember seeing anything hotter."
"Almost twenty-six years later I'm still finding he teaches me new things about my body," Julia whispered.
Simone was looking at the pair of us in awe, and in slightly hesitant voice asked me, "Why do you want to be with me when you have this with her?"
I rolled over so I was facing her and Julia curled up in Mikes arms "Because I love you in a way I could never love Julia, each time the pair of us are together we are like moths flitting around a naked flame, getting ever closer until we burn up in the flames," I said. "We lived together for six months once; it took another three months before we talked again."
I thought a bit longer, "The type of love between us and that of Mike and Julia is so very different from the love I have for Julia and the others in the family, that's a collective love not an individual love."
Julia and Mike were nodding in agreement. "When I met Julia," Mike said,"I fell head over heels in love, and I couldn't imagine anything other than being a traditional married couple. It took Julia with the help of Andy, Ros and Pete less than a week to show me that I could have both, her love and the love of the family."
"And that's the point," I said, "now that we are together, you don't just get me you also get all the love of the family! We come as a package deal."
Simone snuggled in as close as she could to me, "I love you, and I love the package."
I kissed her and crawled off the bed and headed to the bathroom; I seriously needed a shower. Simone came and sat cross legged on the vanity unit to keep me company, I was halfway done when Julia slipped in with me, for a quick mutual clean and cuddle session. I stepped out and left her to finish off. Simone wrapped a towel round me and rubbed me dry and helped me dress. Oh I could get used to this.



We headed off to check on Pete and found him at the wheel with Angie sitting on his lap as he steered Rosie. We were further downstream that I expected and I realised that Julia's 'hour' had become three.
"I hope you weren't wasting my valuable sperm earlier," Angie asked with an innocent smile across her face.
"No, I can honestly say I was putting them to a damn good use," I replied, and Simone burst out laughing.
"I know," said Pete, "and so did the all the people watching us navigate the lock. Didn't you hear the round of applause when you two came?"
"Fuck," there was nothing else I could say other to remind myself to close the portholes and skylight next time I made love in the afternoon while cruising!

************************Revelations
I decided that we may as well moor up near the restaurant we'd had lunch at several days earlier and get into La Rochelle the next day.
Rosie was motionless and I was setting her to rights by the time Mike and Julia joined us. The girls had a whispered conversation, and I heard a red faced Julia exclaim, "Fuck, I enjoy putting a show on for you guys but not for the whole of frigging France."
Pete told her, "That's ok one old guy called out that he would give the pair of you 'dix points'."
I looked at her, "I would have thought we deserve more than that if not for style at least for effort."
We had moored up in a sheltered isolated stretch of the river about two hundred meters below the restaurant and as soon as we were squared away Pete and Angie had strolled up and got us an early reservation in a couple of hours.
We settled down on the deck with several bottles of wine, and Pete gave us description of the resort he had picked out.
"It's on a private island in the South Male Group. There's only nineteen cabins and each comes which its own pool and hot tub, and best of all your own private servant. I've booked the whole thing for twelve days from the twenty-third and they are proposing we time the wedding so that you two get your first married kiss at midnight New Year's Eve." There were lots of coos from the women at that.
"Just how in the hell did you manage to get the whole resort at this short notice, and what's it going to cost me?" I asked.
"The owner is a client, I pulled a few strings and he's agreed to move any other reservations to one of his other resorts. You don't need to pay, all the costs will be covered by the family account." I raised my eyebrows in a mute question. "Oh it's simple, almost everyone in the family has their savings invested in our company, A & R holdings and a small part of their profits and five percent of the company profit each year goes into a account held in the family's name, there's currently well over ten million in it! Ros had the idea originally."
"What do we use it for?"
"Mostly the children's education and any medical bills, and by the way you now control it."
"I what?"
Pete looked at Julia, "you haven't told him have you?" She shook her head.
"Christ, ok it's like this; after Ros died we all expected you to step into her shoes and become the family's figure head. Christ knows you had been doing the job for years. We just didn't know you weren't aware of what you were doing." He shook his head in disbelief.
"So," he continued, "when you disappeared there was no one organising us, so after a lot of debate we decided to become a limited company to give us financial security and everyone in the family became an equal partner. I'm the finance officer and Julia is the chairman; at least she was until she resigned earlier this week and you were unanimously voted in to replace her."
Julia spoke heatedly, "I told you at the time I was only ever a temporary chairman until this dip-shit came to his senses."
"FUCK," was all I could say, and then held my empty glass out for an urgent refill. I drank the glass down in one gulp and looked at them, "and when were you going to tell me this? And for Christ sake let's have no more fucking surprises. Does anyone else have anymore bombshells they would like to get off their chests?"
Two hands were tentatively raised slowly followed by a third as Simone raised hers. I buried my head in my hands then looked at Simone and indicated she should start.
"Err I sort of lied to you, I'm thirty-three, not thirty-two, and I really, really love you," she rushed out. I held out my arms to her and she curled up in my lap with a contented sigh.
"My old lady," I whispered in her ear, and then I turned to the others. "Do I really want to know the rest?" I asked.
I have never seen two grown adults look so sheepish in all my life.
Mike spoke rapidly. "You have been our finance company's Chairman of the Board for the past fifteen years, we use your photo in all our literature and the company's name A & R holdings really stands for Andy & Ros not Arabian and Regional as everyone thinks, and....." his voice tailed off.
"And?"
"You own fifteen percent of the company's stock."
"And we really, really, really love you and want your baby," Angie finished off as she came and squeezed on the lounger beside us and Simone put her arm round her.
"Did Ros know?" I asked intrigued.
Pete nodded and Angie said, "She said not to bother you; she would keep an eye on it, and she did."
I shut my eyes and took a deep breath.
There are times I thought to myself if she wasn't already dead I would seriously consider killing her, then I cringed at the stupidity of the thought. Sorry love, I thought, I didn't mean it, mind you I mentally told her If you were here, you would be lying over my knees with your knickers round your ankles and your ass in the air as I soundly smacked it.
I looked at the other two, "is there anything I need to know from you?"
"No," said Julia, "other than we really, really, really, really love you, and always will."
"Thank Christ for that."
I held my empty glass out for another urgent top up and as soon as it was full I emptied it.
"Just why am I the Chairman of the Board?" I asked.
"It's quite simple really," Pete explained.
"Nothing you ever do is quite simple," I interrupted.
Peter continued ignoring my dig, "When we started the company, I had a reputation as a financial 'wunderkind', but also as a risk taker which put a few people off, so we invented a conservative company chairman as a foil to me to reassure the potential clients their money would be safe. Whenever there was an issue I would confer with you by phone as you would be on a business trip."
"We had this photo of you in a suit that Ros sent us and she sent more," Angie continued. "It was perfect for what we needed, so you became the chairman, and the company thrived. Now although we don't need the subterfuge any more, we like having you as the chairman. We like seeing you face looking down over us and we've been voting you shares every year as a thank you."
"You have the best corner office in the building and your own secretary," Pete told me, looking at me for approval.
I couldn't help it, I'd been struggling not to laugh for the past couple of minutes but the thought of my own secretary was too much, what the hell did she do all day? That was the final straw. I burst out laughing.
Two rather relieved people looked at me, "You're not mad anymore?" Angie asked. I shook my head in agreement. "Ros said you would be fine with it," she continued.
It was just too good an opportunity not to miss, to seriously tease the pair of them, they had been dropping lots of stuff on me the past day or so, babies, money, fake jobs, time for a bit of payback. I caught Julia's eye and winked.
I sat up and beckoned the pair of them over, "Of course I'm mad. If Ros was here she would have been the first one to go over my knee," Again the mental picture of a naked ass over my knee flash through my mind, the thought was far too good to waste and I decided to put theory into practice. Out of the corner of my eye I could see Julia burying her face into Mike's chest so no one could see her laughing.
"As it is," and I pointed at Pete, "I'm still considering your punishment."
"But you," I said to Angela, "come here and get over my knee." She looked shocked but was in the correct position almost immediately. I pulled her shorts and knickers down and kept her like that for a full minute before the first smack sounded out. I looked up and there was physical evidence that this was turning Pete and Mike on as they both struggled to accommodate their erections in their shorts. Of course, Angela's gorgeous ass and her pussy lips were visible to the men depending on how she squirmed across my lap. Julia was desperately trying not to laugh out loud, and Simone was hanging over my shoulder watching intently, while licking my ear lobe.
I brought my hand down five more times with long pauses between each strike; six of the best I thought, and her cheeks were reddening nicely. The evidence of her arousal was plain to see as her girl juice was liberally oozing from between her labial lips.
"After the pain comes the pleasure," I whispered in her ear and slid my fingers into her dripping cunt and targeted her G spot.
She cried out in pleasure, the first real sound she'd made since bending over my knees, other than the cute little whimpers each time I had struck, and then pushed her ass hard against my fingers.
She smiled up at me and then looked at Pete and blew him a kiss, before crying out again, as my fingers teased her spot and my thumb her clit. She was so aroused it seemed like only a few moments before I felt her orgasm building up then exploding.
"Ohhhhhh fuuuuuccck," she screamed as a massive orgasm rolled over her and her girl juices squirted out and ran down our legs to pool on the deck below us. My legs were soaked.
Angie collapsed across my legs, her chest heaving as she tried to get her breath back. Finally, Peter helped her to feet, her legs were still shaking as he took her shorts from the deck and helped her step into them, and he left her sodden knickers laying where they had fallen, absorbing the juices that had puddle round them.
Pete was told to get a mop and bucket from the galley and mop up the puddle before the pungent female juices stained the teak decking, and he looked relived thinking that the task was all that I was going to ask him to do; little did he know! The trouble was I didn't know either, but then as they say revenge is a dish best served cold!
Angie kissed him then came and sat gingerly on my lap throwing her arms round me, "I'm sorry we didn't tell you," she told me, "but if this is a taste of the punishment, I think I want to be naughty all the time."
"Let's be honest I should have listened to what Ros was telling me," I told her, "but I often went around with my head in the clouds."
"What are you going to do to Peter" she wanted to know.
"How about the Chairman visiting the offices and telling him off in-front of all your employees," I mused.
She looked at me in horror, "You wouldn't would you?" She paused and watched Pete taking the mop down below. "At least not when we have clients in the office," she whispered and smiled to herself.
I gave her my best Cheshire cat grin impression.
"Shit, I know that look, what are you planning?" Julia asked.
"What look?" I asked, trying to look innocent.
"That one."
"It's probably best that you don't know?" Julia suggested, "That way you can claim ignorance, that's what I'm going to do."
Pete reappeared, "I don't know about you but I'm hungry and our reservation is in twenty minutes."
The girls hurried below to make themselves presentable. I stood and realised the legs of my shorts were soaked with the evidence of Angie's orgasm, and went to find a clean pair. I walked into the cabin to find Simone rubbing a soothing cream onto Angie's backside, on each cheek was a perfect impression of my hand in red.
I felt guilty and kissed each cheek gently and whispered, "I'm sorry."
"Don't be, I enjoyed it," she murmured.
"If I'm naughty do I get spanked? Simone asked hopefully.
God, what had I started? I grabbed some clean clothing and beat a hasty retreat.

**********************Simone
We walked through the woods to the restaurant, the evening sun shining through the trees created pools of golden light, and each of us reverted to our childhoods and we danced from sunbeam to sunbeam and we arrived in an upbeat mood. We settled round a table on the terrace, in fact it was the same table we had used the first visit earlier in the week.
I ordered a bottle of champagne and when it was poured, I proposed a simple toast, "To us, friends, lovers, family, and," I looked round the table, and ... No more frigging surprises."
"Amen to that," I heard from at least one person.
Round the table the volume of conversation rose and fell as each course was served. I was sitting between Simone and Angela, facing Julia and I felt like the thorn between the roses: three women all of whom loved me in their own special way, and I loved them back.
We had a very pleasant evening, food was excellent and the wine flowed freely, and it was quite late before we left.
We needed torches on the walk back to Rosie, and the journey was made even more interesting by the debate between Angie and Julia as to who was going to get to put the condom on Mike ... and how. By the time we arrived at Rosie they were playing rock, paper, and scissors after Angie refused to let Julia pull the wife card. By the time they got to point of "let's do the best of twenty-one," Pete told them, "If you two don't come to an agreement I'm going to put the bloody thing on him myself!" I couldn't make my mind up if Mike looked horrified or intrigued by the thought.
There was a quick group hug then the other four headed off to the other cabin, while Simone and I curled up on one of the loungers on deck. The stars shone in the pitch-black night sky. Simone shivered in the cool night air and I wrapped my arms round her and we watched for shooting stars.
"I love you; are you sure that you are ok with all this," I asked her. "It's happening so fast."
"I've never been so sure about anything in my life," she replied and pulled my face down to hers and we kissed and it turned into one of the deepest passionate French kisses I'd ever experienced. We broke apart gasping for breath and a bright shooting star arced across the night sky.
"Quick make a wish," I told her, and she looked at me with wonder in her eyes. "Don't tell me or it won't come true."
"I don't need to it's already come true."
I picked her up and carried her to our cabin and slowly undressed her before slipping mine off and joining her on the bed. I ran my fingers over her; I wanted to touch every inch of her body. I started at her feet and worked my way up to her thighs. I kissed the soft hair of her kitty as my fingers continued to work their way up briefly visiting her breasts on their way to her neck and face.
She whimpered and pulled my fingers into her mouth and sucked and kissed them as I moved up and took her nipple in my mouth and felt it grow and harden as I sucked and rolled my tongue round it.
"God, every time you touch me it feels amazing," she murmured. "I've never felt like this before."
"It's you," I told her as I stared into her eyes. "You make me feel like a teenager all over again."
I ran my fingertip gently round her other areole and it crinkled. I smiled to myself, "If you can read Braille do you know the message these bumps tell?"
She shook her head as she moaned.
"They say suck me, tease me, love me."
"Then you must do as they tell you." She pulled my head back to her breast and I gave both of her splendid breasts the attention they rightly deserved. Am I a breast man? Oh yes, when It comes to hers: firm, perky, just the right size. Mind you in Simone's case I'm not just a breast man, I'm a Simone man, every inch of her turns me on.
All the time I could feel her hands running over anywhere she could reach. Her fingertips felt like a feather and my toes curled in pleasure. She followed her fingers with her lips, she urged me onto my back and commenced her assault starting at my face pausing a long time at my mouth as our tongues duelled, and then descending down my neck and onwards down to her ultimate goal, my ridged proud cock.
It's funny how your mind drifts in these moments of pleasure. I had a flashback to a story I'd read online a couple of months ago by a guy with an intriguing name Romantic something, Romantic1 that was it, where his main character described his erections on a scale of one to ten. Well mine had achieved the perfect ten and was struggling to reach the unobtainable eleven by the time Simone reached it. The relief when her mouth enveloped my throbbing glans was tangible, my groan echoed round the boat.
She amazed me by swallowing more and more of my firm shaft down her throat. When most of my shaft was in her mouth she pulled back with a satisfied look on her face.
"Julia had me practising on Mike as a surprise for you."
"Fuck, she always was a perfect teacher," I managed to gasp out, and her head bobbed down again. "Ohh fuck," I cried out. My groans grew louder as she managed to get more of me in each time, and I could feel the muscles in her throat working on my glans. The pleasure was exquisite and I warned her that I wouldn't last long if she carried on like this. This just made her work harder, and it wasn't long before I could feel my orgasm building up my balls. Her hand was holding them, and she could feel it building up and she just sucked and squeezed harder.
I couldn't hold back any longer and I came with a shout, and ropes of my jism surged into her mouth filling it until she couldn't hold it all. I watched as she swallowed some, and some escaped to settle in the hair at the base of my shaft.
She brought her mouth up to mine and we shared my cum from her mouth, it was one of the most spiritual feelings I've done in many a year. When her mouth was empty she returned to my still firm cock and licked him clean.
She swung her legs over my hips and slowly, very slowly sank down upon my shaft with a loud moan until I could feel her cervix nestling on my glans. She bent forward so I could touch her breasts and kiss her cum flavoured lips. She started to ride me but with a gesture I made her stop, I wanted to try something slightly different, I don't think I could have achieved it if she hadn't made me so hard. I moved my hips in such a way that the tip of my cock rubbed up against her A spot by her cervix. When I found it her eyes opened wide and she cried out. I kept swinging my cock so it continually rubbed against her A spot and after a few moments I could feel her whole body shaking with the impending build up of her orgasm.
Her cries grew louder and louder repeatedly crying out, "Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck," before finally degenerating into an incoherent scream as her body spasmed in the ultimate orgasm that made every part of her body tremble in ecstasy and unbelievable bliss. Her orgasm lasted a long time, perhaps two or three minutes with Simone writhing, twisting, and moaning above me every second as he entire cunt spasmed around my cock. I'd never made her cum this hard before. She collapsed on my chest, her lips urgently seeking mine in a desperate kiss as her body continued to shake as the orgasm continued to rolled over her.
"What in god's name was that?" She finally asked when she could get her breath back.
"It was an 'A spot' orgasm," I told her in a loving tone.
"I thought that those were a myth. I'd heard about them but I didn't believe anybody could have one!"



"You can and you did," I told her as I cradled her in my arms. My cock was still firmly embedded inside her and I could feel the muscles of her cunt continuously contracting and relaxing round my shaft as its presence was triggering little micro orgasms. I started a gentle pumping action and almost immediately Simone came again, riding the sensation with a cry and another kiss for me. I continued pumping and her orgasms kept coming until they merged into one long continuous orgasm. Finally, she cried out for me to stop. She needed a rest; she couldn't take anymore.
She looked at me with shock and love in her eyes, "I never thought you could have too much pleasure. How did you manage to do that? What have you done to me? I'm never going to be the same again."
I held her in my arms as she recovered, "I could only do it to you because I love you so much," I told her. "You made me so hard I could reach just the right spot."
She wriggled down into a more comfortable position but refused to let me pull out. "He'd better be in my kitty when I wake up," she told me in a tired voice. She closed her eyes and drifted off to sleep. Even as she started to sleep I could still feel the small pulses and spasms of her kitty around my tumescent cock.
At some point during the night I awoke to find her gently moving up and down on my firm cock. She smiled when she saw my eyes were opened, and she rode the pair of us to a gentle but extremely pleasant mutual orgasm, before we both fell back into the arms of Morpheus.

********************La Rochelle
We woke in each other's arms the next morning to the sound of distant thunder and the wind in the trees.
"I think the gods are jealous of our pleasure last night," I told her.
They should be," she agreed. Smiling she told me she loved me. I looked at her and couldn't believe how lucky I was. Then I looked across the room and saw a photo of Ros I kept by my bed and she looked like she was smiling down at us, and a tear appeared in the corner of my eye.
Simone saw where I was looking, "You still love her don't you?"
"I always will," I admitted. "There are only two women in my life I've loved unreservedly, her and you."
She looked surprised. "Not Julia?" she asked.
"Not in the same way," I explained. "Yes, I love her but it's never been an unreserved love;, it's always been a conditional love, and it's the same for her, she loves Mike unreservedly, not me."
I thought a bit longer and tried to explain my feelings, "I can imagine a life without Julia. It would be hard but it's happened before, but I can't imagine a life without you, and that's how I felt about Ros as well. She's gone, but I can feel her spirit watching over us, looking after us, wishing us well. If she was here now she would have her arms around you, kissing you telling you she loves you."
I thought for a minute and added, "A night or two ago I had this vision or dream about Ros. She was really there, but she was looking over us and being sure we loved each other. She approved and told me so. I swear I thought it was real and not a dream."
Simone looked at me with that glimmer of unreserved love in her eyes that I remembered from Ros, "I wish she was here so I could tell her I love her too."
"She knows," I told her. "Love, I need a shower and coffee in that order. Will you join me?"
In response she took my hand and led me to the bathroom, we showered and washed the evidence of our night of passion away. We dried each other and I handed her a short towelling robe and slipped one on myself, before we headed to the galley and started the coffee.
We were sitting with cups of coffee at the breakfast bar when the aroma of the freshly brewed coffee attracted a blearily eyed Angela, who greeted us both with a kiss. She sat on my lap clutching her life giving mug of black coffee
"Christ, I'd forgotten how good Mike was in bed," she told us. "I'm sore from all his attention."
"How is he?" I asked.
"Dead to the world snoring that cute little snore of his," she replied. I smiled at the memory of it. I had always thought it sounded like a baby suckling on a breast.
"Our shower is free if you want one and there are robes in the cupboard," Simone told her.
"I think I will," and she climbed down off my lap and headed back to our bathroom.
"Do you want to go with her?" Simone asked me.
"No, she's a big girl, she can wash herself." I replied. "Let's take our coffee up to the wheelhouse and watch the storm rolling in."
The horizon was dark with the storm clouds and the lightning flashes silhouetted the trees as they swayed in the growing breeze.
I sat in the captain's chair and Simone sat on my lap, "I think the gods are really jealous of our pleasure," I said as a loud clap of thunder rang out.
"Let's make them even more jealous," she told me with a wicked smile. She turned her body and sat facing me, her legs either side of mine and smiled as she saw my erect cock poking between the flaps of my robe. She eased herself up and slid down the shaft with a gentle cry. I pulled the flaps of her robe apart and buried my face between her breasts, I used my hands under her buttocks to help her ride my shaft and both of us were groaning with the sensation of pleasure. She pulled my face up to hers and we French kissed for the rest of duration of the act of love. I felt the walls of her cunt contracting as her orgasm built up and her contractions triggered my orgasm and I shot another load of cum deep into the soft warmth of her cunt.
I could feel my cum oozing out of her cunt around my cock and pooling in my groin. Simone looked at me and whispered, "I love you, I love you both."
There was a toot of a boat whistle and we both looked to see a slow moving river cruiser with a couple standing on the open bridge waving at us, and smiling at the sight of our merged semi naked bodies.
We laughed at the ludicrous nature of the situation, but neither of us wanted to move and that is how Angela found us still laughing when she appeared wrapped in a clean robe fresh from the shower, clutching a second mug of coffee.
"Why were you laughing?" she asked us.
"Because we got caught fucking in public by a passing boat," Simone laughed. "And I daren't move otherwise his cum is going to drip on the deck."
Angela grabbed a handful of tissues and helped Simone off my lap and prevented any cum falling on the teak deck. Simone kissed us both and hurried off to clean up and get dressed.
Angela looked at my cum and pussy juice coated cock and smiled to herself and licked her lips in anticipation. She bent down and cleaned my cock and groin with a lot of licking and contented sucking. She kissed me and I could taste Simone and myself on her lips. She stood beside of me, and my hand was caressing her soft butt and that's how Simone found us when she returned dressed in a cute little skirt and tight tee shirt that showed her shapely breasts and proud nipples off perfectly.
Angie kissed her and Simone smiled at her, "I can taste us on your lips. Did you enjoy cleaning up our mess?"
"I'm so going to enjoy having you as a sister," she told Simone, "I've always thought of Andy as a father figure ever since I first met him. Except I have these incestuous thoughts about him ... well, you understand."
I looked at her in surprise and she saw my confusion. "I don't think I'm explaining it properly," she told us. "My parents split up when I was quite young, and neither of them wanted me really. I was sent to a boarding school and relatives during the holidays."
I could see that she needed to get this off her chest, I knew some of the story from Pete but this was the first time Angie had directly opened up to me and I didn't want to stop her. There was built in seating at the back of the wheelhouse and I moved the three of us to it so we could get comfortable.
Angie continued her story after she made herself comfy curled up to one side of me; Simone curled up on the other. "After university, I bummed around never settling in one place, flitting from one disastrous relationship to another until I met Peter fifteen years ago shortly after his divorce. I fell in love with him immediately even though he was almost twelve years older than me. But he confused me, he sent me conflicting messages, he was my lover and asked me to marry him, yet he was so mature and worldly that often I'd think of him as a father figure."
She paused for a drink from her now cold coffee, and then continued. "I wasn't sure our relationship was going to work, so he did the only thing that could and did save our relationship. He brought me to visit you and Ros, and as soon as I met you and saw your relationship with him, my problem was solved. It was simple; he was my lover, and you and Ros my missing loving parents."
"Then you took the pair of us to bed and made us both your lovers and it was even better, you saved us and we were able to get married. I never again thought of Pete as a father figure. You took that role with the bonus that you were the best lover I'd ever fucked. There's only one person I love more than you and that's Pete."
"I had never thought of our relationship as incestual," I had to admit, "but it does add a bit of spice to it." Simone and Angie burst out laughing. "And of course Pete already was Ros's lover," I explained to Simone. "She'd known him before I met her."
The storm had passed and the skies were lightening, and we needed to move on to La Rochelle, so I left Simone and Angie to talk while I went below to get dressed. I returned to find the girls preparing a late breakfast and the others had appeared looking the worst for wear, seeking their cups of life-giving coffee.
I started the engine and got Mike to help me untie the mooring lines and began the journey to La Rochelle. It was Mike and Julia's last full day on Rosie.
We arrived four hours later and moored up at the wharf at the centre of town. Simone and I wanted to visit Rachel, Simone's aunt, and bring her up to date with all our news. Julia and Mike wanted to pack and then browse the stalls for some souvenirs for their friends. Angie and Pete decided to join them and we all agreed to meet at the cafe on the square in a couple of hour's time.
Rachel greeted the pair of us with a hug and kiss and we told her the news. She already knew about Bernard and the divorce, but we hadn't told her about the Christmas wedding and Simone insisted that she join us in the Maldives. I knew that there was a lot they needed to discuss, so I took the beer I had been offered and went and sat in the garden. The sun was warm and the bees buzzing around the bright flowers and it was so relaxing I fell asleep in the chair.
I woke to a gentle kiss my cheek and opened my eyes to see Simone silhouetted against the sun.
"Rachel wants to meet the others so she going to join us for a drink at the cafe," I was told by a very happy Simone. The three of us strolled arm in arm back to the Village Square and the cafe where I had first met Simone, and we joined the other four who were enjoying glasses of the local red wine. Lisette, the very pretty friendly young waitress from my previous visits welcomed me with a kiss.
We sat and were offered a glass of wine and I looked around us; the square still had that friendly relaxed atmosphere that had originally attracted me. The old men were still playing Boules in the shade of the trees; it didn't look like they'd ever left and were still playing the same game.
Simone and I looked at each other and smiled. She stood as she had the first time we met and moved so the late afternoon sun was behind her and spun around a couple of times.
"I don't have my camera with me this time," I told her smiling. "I'll just have to store this in my mark one memory card and tapped my head."
The afternoon morphed pleasantly into evening and none of us wanted to leave and break up the mood. Lisette stopped by every few minutes to check that we were all ok and take our orders, we also talked and passed the time as we had on my first visits. She finally came to say goodbye when her shift ended, we insisted she join us and she happily agreed and made herself comfortable next to me. She was five foot eight and a hundred and ten pounds, and had small but perfectly shaped breasts; her eyes were blue and her long hair a golden brown.
Julia lent over to me and whispered in my ear, "I don't know how you do it but the girl's infatuated with you."
"Don't be silly."
"I'm not, look at her, she's watching every move you makes and listening to every word you speak. She's in love with you, all the classic symptoms of an Andy infatuation. Don't you remember all the times I had to come to your aid and fend off your admirers?"
"Ok, ok, I admit it; you saved my ass on multiple occasions."
My stomach rumbled and I realised I was hungry, and I wasn't the only one, Lisette spoke to Clair the waitress who had taken over her shift and ten minutes later the most mouth-watering omelettes infused with truffle shavings were served to us with a fresh simple green salad.
As we ate Rachel spoke quietly to me, "I've talked to that idiot brother of mine, Simone's father. I don't think he really realised what Bernard was up to. He wanted a quiet life and Bernard took all the pressure off him. Bernard convinced him that Simone couldn't cope and was going off the rails. He used her affair against her and George let him have his head."
I shook my head in disgust at his actions.
"I know," she agreed; "I'm just grateful you appeared on the scene and helped her sort the mess out." Rachel smiled contentedly, "And I get to see the children, they will be staying with me while the divorce is finalised."
"Is that why she's been hyper all afternoon?" I mused. Rachel nodded.
I turned to watch Simone. She was sitting the other side of Lisette and they were holding an animated conversation in rapid French, too fast for me to understand more than the odd word or phrase. Rachel took pity on me and filled in the gaps. They were discussing me, the last week and the children and the relationship I had with the others and our philosophy.
I heard the word baby and both Rachel and Lisette looked at me and then Angie with shock on their faces. I could guess what that was about.
"You are a very special person, to agree to help your friend," Lisette told me.
Rachel nodded in agreement with Lisette's comment.
So with Simone helping me when a word or statement needed translating I tried to describe to Lisette and Rachel the family and it's ethos. Julia would fill in the gaps when my explanation stumbled. By the time we had finished everyone had contributed to the conversation, both Lisette and Rachel had an intrigued but interested expression on their faces.
We were the last customers and the staff were waiting for us to go so they could close up. I paid the bill and left a large tip. Rachel announced it was time for her to leave, I offered to walk with her but she waved me off. "Its only five minutes away," she told us.
Simone whispered in my ear and asked me to invite Lisette back with us. I looked and saw her looking lost and left out as we gathered up our possessions and made to walk back to Rosie.
"Would you like to join us back at the boat," I asked Lisette. "We are going to have a little going away party for Julia and Mike as it's their last night."
"Can I really?" Lisette asked with more than a subtle enthusiasm in her voice.
"Of course," Simone told her.
I had a thought and decided to check just in case things got a bit out of hand, "How old are you Lisette?
"I'm nineteen," she told us, and I relaxed a bit.
The group headed back to Rosie and I continued to find out about Lisette, I turned out that her uncle owned the cafe and it was her summer job before going back to start her second year at university.
"Do you have a boyfriend?" Simone asked.
She sighed, "Not really. There was a boy I liked last year, but once he took my virginity, he lost interest." She looked at Simone, "It hurt, and I didn't enjoy it very much. I've kept myself to myself since."
"Oh, you poor darling," Simone told her and hugged her. Simone looked at me and smiled at her and I stood between them and put my arms round them both.
We arrived at Rosie and Mike looked around and said sadly, "Our last night, we need to enjoy ourselves."
"We do have one bit of news," Julia said. "Mike retires at the end of the year and we have decided we don't want to retire in Australia; Christina is staying with Kirsten in London so there is nothing to keep us there. So we will be looking for somewhere to live in Europe and we like what we've seen around here so this is where we will start looking for a new home."
"I can get Rachel to look for you," Simone offered. "It will be wonderful if you are close by here."
The night had gotten chilly so we moved below and settled in the main cabin.
"More wine or something stronger," I asked. "We've got twenty-five year old malt, Brandy, or liquors. I'll put the bottles on the breakfast bar and you can help yourselves."
"Where's the music?" Angie asked.
"It's all on my iPod," I said pointing at the shelves. It's already connected to the stereo."
She fussed with it for a moment and the haunting melodies of Grover Washington Jr's, Winelight filled the room. I've always thought it was one his best tracks. I poured Grand Marnier's for Simone and Lisette, and a malt for myself and settled down on the sofa between the pair of them.
I draped my arms round the pair of them, Simone just relaxed into me and taking my hand in hers brought to her mouth to kiss and lick my fingers before placing my palm on her breast with a sigh of contentment. I could feel her nipple harden as it poked my palm through the soft fabric of her top. Lisette took a few moments longer to relax; I could feel the tension in her shoulders slowly wash away. She hesitantly took my hand and repeated Simone's actions, carefully watching Simone for approval. Simone smiled and leaning across me kissed Lisette gently on the lips. I could feel Lisette's nipple growing hard under my fingers through the soft fabric of her blouse and lacy bra. The kiss between the two girls simmered a long time, before it finally came to a near boiling point. When the pair parted, they were both panting.
"He's wonderful isn't he, don't you just love him?" Simone told her.
Angie had curled up on Mike's lap sharing a brandy with him, and Julia and Pete had their arms around each other as they kissed and swayed to the music.
Lisette looked surprised, "I thought he," pointing at Pete, "is married to her," and she indicated Angie. She whispered lest she embarrass someone with her observation.
"That's correct," Simone told her in a normal tone.
"But?"
"It's what we were explaining to you at the cafe," I told her., "In the family there are partnerships and marriages and they are the glue that hold us together and give us the freedom to explore our feelings for the rest of the family members. There no jealousy as," I pointed at Mike, "Mike knows that whoever Julia decides to sleep with tonight, he would be her first choice, but he's given her the freedom to make her own choice and have fun, and she's given him the same freedom. That freedom applies to everyone on this boat. Tomorrow they will fly home and their relationship will be strengthened and enhanced by their time here."
I looked at Julia and she saw me and blew me a kiss and wandered over with Pete and sat on my lap, Pete squeezed himself on the arm by Simone and she raised her face for a kiss.
"I'm going to take Pete and the others to bed now," she told us, "you know how tight Mike is, he's complaining that there is still more than half a box of the condoms left and he's not wasting any." I laughed and Simone giggled.



"Can I join you in the morning? Mike will be fast asleep and I want say goodbye properly."
"Of course," we both said, and then I had a thought and whispered in her ear.
She smiled, "I'll get them for you now," and rubbed my head, as she stood and collected the other three and they headed back to the other cabin. A few moments later Julia reappeared and walked through to my cabin. She walked back and quietly told me, "They're beside your bed."
I looked at Simone and then Lisette, "I'm going to take Simone to bed," I told Lisette.
"We would like you to join us, but if it's too fast we understand," Simone told her. "There's no pressure, you don't have to leave there's another cabin you can use."
"I really want to, but I'm scared it will hurt again."
"You will be in control, any time you want us to slow down or stop you tell us," I told her. I added, "It shouldn't hurt. Your previous boyfriend was insensitive to your feelings. Making love with someone is a glorious feeling of transcendence and bliss ... done right."
"Then please take me to bed and love me."
Simone led her to our cabin and I followed admiring Lisette's trim body. Simone and I stood at the end of the bed and kissed and slowly undressed each other, we alternated removing an item until we were both naked. Simone gestured to Lisette and invited her into our arms, she smiled and joined us and we carefully undid the buttons of her top and slid it off her shoulders. I reached behind her back and unhooked her bra and Lisette shrugged it off. I sat on the end of the bed and she stood in front of me
"God, your breasts are beautiful," I told her, and took her nipple gently between my lips and sucked. Simone stood behind her and stroked her other breast and Lisette gasped and her nipples hardened.
I pulled the zip down on her skirt and it slid down her hips and pooled at her feet, she was wearing a pair of brief white cotton panties that made her look younger than she was. Simone knelt behind her and pulled them down her thighs, her pussy was a luxurious untrimmed light brown.
We crawled up the bed with Lisette between us; I alternated stroking Simone and Lisette's breasts as they French kissed. I allowed my hand to rest on Lisette's hairy mons, and she looked at me with a hint of fear in her eyes
"I won't hurt you," I promised. "Tell me to stop if you want me to. I will go very slowly and treat you like delicate flower. "
"Don't worry," Simone assured her; "he won't hurt you, just relax and enjoy the pleasure."
I leant across Lisette and kissed Simone and my finger found the tip of Lisette's clitoris as it hid beneath her clitoral hood. I very gently teased her clit, and felt it begin to grow beneath my finger tip. She moaned and looked at me with wonder in her eyes.
"That feels so good," she told us.
"Make her cum," Simone whispered to me."
"I will," I told her, and pushed a little harder on her clitoris with my thumb as my fingers slid between her moist labial lips.
Her eyes wider and her moans grew louder and my fingers slid into the warm passage of her cunt.
"Oh fuck, that feels good," Lisette cried.
My fingers searched for and found her G spot and her reaction was immediate as she cried out on shock and pleasure. Simone was whispering words of encouragement and reassurance while caressing Lisette's breasts.
We looked at each other and lent across Lisette's for a long deep reassuring kiss, and beneath us she moaned and wriggled as the sensations built up in her body. We broke apart and we each took one of Lisette's nipples to suck and I pressed more aggressively on her erect clitoris and G spot.
Lisette was writhing and continually crying out as I felt her orgasm building up beneath my fingers.
Her cry's grew louder and more incoherent as she let the sensations wash over her, "Ohhh, ohhhh, ohhh fuck, ohhh fuuuuuuucck meeeee," and then as she came, "Holy fuuuck, I'm cuuuuming." She threw her head back and arched her back, her cunt contracted locking my fingers in place and squirted girl juice onto my hand and up my arm. Suddenly, the bed was soaked.
After a few moments she batted my hand away and curled up on her side, her body was still shaking as she came slowly down from her orgasm. Simone curled behind Lisette and held her in her arms kissing the back of her neck as she relaxed into her arms.
Simone smiled at me "That's the first proper orgasm the poor girls ever had. Thank you for being so careful with her."
"Her first?" I sounded surprised.
"Yes, my first," Lisette whispered. "Thank you, thank you, thank you." She attached herself to my lips in a deep passionate French kiss that left us both breathless.
"I think we can do better than that," I told her.
She looked worried, "I'm not using birth control, I don't want to take any chances."
"Not a problem, I've thought about that possibility," and I gestured at the bedside cabinet behind Simone and there was a small pile of condoms.
"Ah, that's what you asked Julia for," Simone realised, then told Lisette. "Come and help me get him ready for you."
I lay back and settled down to enjoy the sight and sensations as Simone showed Lisette how to suck my cock to the desired firmness, I was close to perfection when she stopped and got Lisette to try, she could barely get her lips past my glans before she started gagging.
"Don't worry, try licking the shaft and head," Simone told her and she did with a lot of enthusiasm. Simone smiled as she saw the expression on my face, and whispered in my ear, "Thank you my lovely dirty old man, I love you."
"I love you too," I whispered back and let my hand run up her leg until my fingers found their target and slid into her velvet-soft vagina, Simone gasped and she pushed back against my hand.
With a quiver in her voice she told Lisette, "He's ready for you, put a condom on him....oh fuck," she groaned as my fingers found her G spot.
Lisette opened the packet and rolled the sheath down my ridged eight inches. "He's so big; I worry about him fitting inside me," she asked Simone with a hint of anxiety in her voice."
"Yesssssssssss," Simone gasped to both of us as my thumb pressed down on her clit. "You bastard," she whispered to me.
Desperately trying to ignore what my fingers were doing to her, she helped Lisette position herself above me and then guided my hard cock between Lisette's dripping labial lips and into the entrance of her tight cunt.
"Come down slowly," she told her, "until it's uncomfortable then up and down again, each time you will get more in until ... yes, that it." Simone groaned as Lisette's pubis touched mine. "Now she's all yours," Simone told me and she buried her head in the pillow to muffle her cries as I carried on caressing her clit and G spot.
Lisette was riding me, building up to a steady rhythm, she groaned each time I filled her tight moist cunt and the condom coated head of my cock rubbed across her G spot. My free hand was teasing her breast and nipple; the other was buried between Simone's legs.
I could feel Simone's orgasm building up as the muscles of her cunt started twitching. I eased off a bit, trying to hold her just shy of her orgasm, I wanted to get Simone and Lisette to cum at the same time.
I could sense that Lisette was getting close, her head was bent forward, her cries were almost continuous and her cunt was shivering. She felt wonderful: tight, warm, sensitive, and beautifully moist. I was thrusting up into her each time she pushed down.
"Oh god, ohh fuuuuk ohhh fuuuuuuuk, I'm so close," she cried out. I used my finger to flick the hard nubbin of her clit while my other hand increased the pressure on Simone's clit and G spot.
Both of them came almost simultaneously, there were only a few seconds between them. Lisette came first, with a long deep groan, her cunt squeezing down on me and her juice squirted into my groin and ran off of me onto the bed. Seconds later Simone's cunt spasmed and her legs shook as she came; her kitty juice dripped down my hand.
Lisette slid off me and curled up on her side again and looked at me with wonder in her eyes, "God, that was so much better than the first time."
Simone looked at me hungrily, "Did you cum?"
"No," I told her with a smile.
"Good, take that stupid thing off and fuck me hard. I need to feel you cum inside me."
I striped off the condom and flipped Simone onto her back. She raised her legs and tucked them on my shoulders. I plunged my steel hard cock deep into her cunt and felt my glans touch her cervix, and we both groaned, I started wriggling from side to side trying to flick the head over her A spot again, and as I found it, Simone eyes opened wide and she shook her head from side to side as the waves of pleasure washed over her.
"Holy fuck," she gasped. "You're doing it to me again. This time you better cum."
I kept swinging the tip of my cock against the spot and within a short space of time she was telling the whole world she was about to cum.
Her cries became louder and louder crying out, "Holy fuck, oh fuck, oh fuuck meeeee," before they finally became an incoherent scream as her body spasmed in an intense orgasm. I hadn't cum but I was close so I began plunging even harder into her wet cunt and seconds later she was coming again and the muscles in her passage squeezed my cock in a symphony of spasms that triggered my orgasm and resulting streams of my hot jism flooding into her. As before with Simone, her spasms continued for a while.
We collapsed in each other's arms still connected and Lisette wriggled up beside us and kissed us both all over. Lisette whispered, "I don't know what you just did to her, but sometime soon I hope you'll do that to me too. You've changed my whole way of thinking about sex and love just in this short time." She paused and kissed me. She asked softly and tentatively, "Thank you, I love you both. Can I stay the night with you please?"
Our answer was to hold our arms out to her and the three of us curled up together, and were soon heading into the arms of Morpheus.
************************
To be continued
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*****************************
We collapsed in each other's arms still connected. Lisette wriggled up beside us and kissed us both all over. Lisette whispered, "I don't know what you just did to her, but sometime soon I hope you'll do that to me too. You've changed my whole way of thinking about sex and love in just this short time." She paused and kissed me. She asked softly and tentatively, "Thank you, I love you both. Can I stay the night with you please?"
Our answer was to hold our arms out to her and the three of us curled up together, and were soon heading into the arms of Morpheus.
*************************
The games we play
I awoke very early the next morning by the sensation of warmth as a mouth enveloped the head of my semi erect cock. I opened an eye to discover Lisette attempting to swallow as much as she could. My movements woke Simone who was curled up at my side with her head on my chest and my arm around her.
We both smiled at Lisette and she stopped for long enough to look up at us and ask Simone nervously, "You don't mind do you?"
"Of course not," and she reached down and stroked Lisette's hair, before raising her lips to mine and drawing me into a long passionate kiss.
Lisette smiled at us gratefully and bent her head down again. She sucked the head of my growing cock into her mouth. Her long hair cascaded down hiding her face and my groin. Simone was stroking my chest, and I cupped her breast with my hand and felt her nipple swell under my fingertips.
"She is getting much better at this," I whispered to Simone, as Lisette managed to get her lips halfway down my shaft. She flicked her hair back allowing us the perfect view of my cock disappearing into her mouth. She kept drawing back to lick my glans before swallowing a tiny bit more on each attempt.
I groaned "Oh god, that's fucking wonderful."
In response Lisette sucked harder. Simone began suckling on my nipple. I was in seventh heaven; the woman of my dreams was in my arms while a beautiful young girl was sucking my cock and getting better at it with every second.
I felt Lisette's hand reach down between my legs, cup my balls, and gently massage them.
"I'm getting close," I warned her. She didn't stop so I took that as an invitation. A cry and a stream of hot cum into her mouth announced the start of my climax. Her eyes opened wide as several more pulses of cum filled her mouth and as she pulled back, the last one landed on her face.
"So much, so nice," she mumbled round her mouthful, and she moved up to us to share my bounty. She kissed both of us and we used our tongues to dip into her mouth and acquire a taste. Then she swallowed the rest. I licked her face clean; after all, I'm the one who made it messy.
She looked at us, "You make me feel so loved, and why didn't I meet you before that idiot of an ex-boyfriend?" There were tears on her cheeks. Simone kissed them away.
"Will you help me clean him up?" Simone asked and gestured at my mid-section.
Between the pair of them, they licked me clean and restored my cock to its full potential. Simone came back to lie beside me whilst Lisette sat cross-legged beside us looking pensively at Simone.
"Don't you really mind that I'm in bed with you sharing Andy?"
Simone told her, "Of course not, we explained it all to you last night. You will always have a place in our bed."
"I have to go soon, I need to be at the cafe by nine. Can I come back this evening after work?"
I thought for a moment, this could get a bit complicated with Angie. I really didn't want to hurt Lisette. I could see that Simone was having the same thoughts.
I asked, "When do you go back to university?"
"In two weeks' time, I finish working at my uncle's cafe at the end of this week."
I smiled at them both; the solution was simple, at least it seemed so to me.
"Of course you can come back this evening. However, I do have a better proposal. We want to fulfil Angie's wish over the next couple of days and we don't want to ignore you."
I turned to Simone, "Simone why don't we invite Lisette to join us for a few days towards the end of next week after Pete and Angie leave, and she doesn't have to worry about going to work?"
Simone smiled at me, she obviously had the same initial reservation that I had and was more than happy with my solution.
"That sounds perfect," Simone said, "So would you like a holiday with us next week?" She asked Lisette.
Lisette said, "That sounds wonderful. Can I stay for a whole week?"
"Well at least five days," Simone told her.
I jokingly said, "You can be my first mate and Lisette the cabin boy...err girl.
Lisette smiled at the idea and agreed to our proposal, "I will miss you both but the thought of a week with you sounds like so much fun."
She pointed at my erect cock, then asked Simone, "Can I have that as a going away present please?"
Simone laughed and reaching over to the bedside table handed her a condom packet. "Have fun little one; I'm going to take a shower. Then I need to have a chat to Julia."
She turned and kissed me, "Please give her a present to savour," and with that, she disappeared into the bathroom.
Lisette looked a bit surprised that Simone had left. Then she smiled to herself as she opened the packet and rolled the condom down my cock.
I stroked her pussy, and caressed her slit. She was dripping wet, and gave a little shiver.
She whispered, "Please don't be gentle with me; I want to feel all of you."
I grinned and nodded; I flipped her onto her back and placed a pillow under her hips. She raised her legs and hooked them over my shoulders and the tip of my cock was nestling at the entrance of her cunt. With a single precise movement, I buried myself deep into her tight silky soft cunt.
She cried, "Oh fuck, no one's ever filled me like that."
I began pushing into her with slow full strokes touching her cervix with each thrust. She accompanied my strokes with her own cries. Her hands clenched my buttocks urging me deeper on each stroke. She would give a little squeal every time my pubis rubbed against her protruding erect nubbin of a clit. I could feel the walls of her cunt start twitching as her first orgasm began building up.
She cried out, "Oh fuck, ooh, oooooh god, I'm coming."
Her body shook as she came. Without letting her get her breath back I carried on thrusting. She looked at me in shock as her second orgasm swiftly followed the first.
"I can't be coming again, it's too soon," she gasped.
Lisette screamed as the pleasure washed over her again, but I didn't alter my rhythm. I could feel my orgasm slowly building up but it was some way away. I kept plunging in and out, as Lisette was moaning incoherently. A few moments later, she was coming for a third time. Her mouth opened in a mute cry and her cunt spasmed, squeezing me. A couple of thrusts later I came, jetting jism into the condom, filling it.
I rolled over onto my back without withdrawing and she settled down with a long drawn out sigh of contentment on my chest. She looked at me with those wide blue eyes of hers.
She whispered to me, "Simone's going to hate me; I'm falling in love with you."
I told her, "Don't be silly, Simone won't hate you, she loves you the same way I do."
I looked at her carefully. "Little one, we both enjoy having you with us in our bed. I'm so happy that you seem to enjoy it too. Next week Simone can show you the many ways a woman can please you. Then you will be worrying that I will hate you, as you will fall further in love with her. Don't worry we will never hate you; we will always love you."
"Of course we will," said Simone from the door as she entered the room. She was carrying a mug of coffee for me. She was wrapped in a towel with her hair wrapped up in a second one. She came and sat beside us and drew Lisette into a deep Sapphic kiss that had my toes curling.
"You remind me of myself at your age; oh how I wish I'd met someone like Andy to show me then how good sex and love can be. I heard the end of your conversation. It's OK if you love Andy. I love him, and I love you too."
I propped myself up at the head of the bed with my coffee and removed the condom. The pair of them curled up on either side of me, and for the next wee while, we just sat there in silence.
Lisette looked at the clock, "I need to move, can I use the shower?"
Simone replied, "Of course, do you need anything else?"
"Could I borrow a clean pair of panties, mine got soaked with my sex juices; I was so aroused last night. I've spare clothes at the cafe, I can change there."
"No problem, I will bring them to you."
Lisette went off for a shower and I turned to Simone, "Thank you, you are so generous, I really do love you," and she pulled me into a deep kiss.
"I knew exactly how she felt about you. It's these same thing I felt when I first met you, you looked at me and you didn't see the surface me, you could see the hidden me and when you smiled it resonated through my whole being."
Julia's voice came from the doorway, "That's the reason so many people love him and a good part of the reason the family exists."
She stood there wrapped in a towel with her hair wet from the shower. I held my hand out to her and she came and sat beside us. Simone kissed her and stood up.
Simone said, "I need to get Lisette those clean panties and say goodbye with a proper kiss."
"Give her a kiss from me and warn her that we will probably go downstream later today. We will be back in three or four days and see her then ... and come back when you're done please."
She blew us a kiss and disappeared off after Lisette.
I looked at Julia, "I'm going to miss you too, I know it was my fault we haven't been in touch and I'm so sorry."
"Don't be, you did what you thought was right at the time. You won't do it again will you?"
I shook my head and she curled up in my arms, and we lay there quietly for a few minutes until she looked up at me and spoke. "I guess we have a potential new family member."
"Who, do you mean Lisette?"
"Yes, I told you last night she was in love with you. Now it looks like she's added Simone to her infatuation."
I told her, "We will see, she goes back to university in a couple of weeks. I'm sure she will find a boyfriend and forget all about us."
"I wouldn't bank on it; I've seen it all before, that girl has got a bad case of the 'Andys.' Even if she never saw you again, she'd be in love with you the rest of her life." She laughed and continued, "I should be able to recognise it. I've been suffering from the same thing for over twenty-six years."
As Simone returned, Julia continued, "More importantly, we will see you at Christmas for the wedding. Then we move back to Europe, you need to help us find us somewhere to live near here."
Simone said, "I think I may have the solution. The winery and house; it's only thirty kilometres away and there are several properties there that I ... I mean 'we' own. One of those will be perfect for you two. They were converted into holiday Gites a few years ago." She smiled in glee at the thought.
Simone looked at me, "We can use the main house when we are not on Rosie. The vineyards run along the river so we can moor her there."
She looked at the both of us so hopefully, "We could be one big happy family?"
Julia told her, "We not only could, we will be. Thank you that sounds like a wonderful idea."
Simone said, "We will send you photos and video so you can decide which one you want. The price is non-negotiable, one hundred Euros and a whole lot of love from you and Mike."
Before Julia could protest the ridiculously low rental price, Simone held her hand up to stop her fuss. I couldn't help laughing at the sight of Simone standing motionless at the end of the bed. She was wrapped in fluffy white towels, with her arms crossed over her breasts. She had such a serious expression on her face.
Julia went and put her arms around Simone, "Let's go and tell Mike your idea while this smelly old man has a shower. He smells of morning sex, and I'm jealous it wasn't me. Andy please don't dawdle, our taxi is booked for eleven. Angie and Pete are preparing breakfast for us." Julia shot me a coy grin.
They turned and walked out, their perfect exit spoilt by Simone's towel unravelling and leaving her naked. She bent to retrieve it and I had the perfect view of her exquisite buttocks surrounding the hidden depth of her womanhood. Despite all my prior activity, I felt myself stirred by the occasion.
I hit the shower and quickly washed and allowed my poor cock to regain his composure. I dressed and followed my nose to the heavenly aromas coming from the galley. Angie had prepared pancakes, bacon and scrambled eggs, and there was a full pot of coffee. I sat down at the breakfast bar with the rest of them, and a heaped plate was placed in front of me. I gratefully tucked in.
Pete looked at me and then addressed the rest of them, "After all this time has anyone worked out what it is that makes women behave the way they do around him?"
Three female hands went up.
Mike just shrugged and said, "I don't know, but whatever it is I wish he'd bottle it so I could have some." Julia slapped the back of his head in a comic way.
Simone told Peter, "Its simple, when most men look at a woman, present company excluded; We knows that deep down that we are being assessed at a superficial level. Great tits, great ass, legs and so on. In Andy's case that's not what he responds to. I could tell that the second he looked at me he had stripped away the skin and could see the inner me, he senses and sees hidden emotions."
She looked at the other women and they nodded
She continued, "When he looks at you there is something that make you want to ..." she paused for a moment obviously trying to put her thought into words, "No, for me it's almost a physical need to want to sit on his lap and bare your soul to him." She giggled and added, "THEN he looks at your tits, ass, legs, and the rest of you."
And as though to prove her point she came and sat on my lap. She took a fork from the rack and started to feed me.
Julie looked at Pete, "Twenty-six years ago I walked into the student bar with a group of friends including my boyfriend. I saw Andy for the first time. It was a darkish room and he was sitting in a booth surrounded by women. I remember he looked up and saw me and smiled. I felt like I was suddenly in a spotlight. He walked over to me and told me that as it was his birthday he was allowed to claim a kiss from every woman in the room. By the end of that kiss I swear I'd cum. My knickers were soaking."
She looked at me, "I walked away from my boyfriend and sat next to Andy and told him I was his birthday present, at the end of the evening he took me home and unwrapped me. And I've never ever regretted my actions."
Mike told Julia, "You know that after he first got us together, he told me that if I ever hurt you, he would hunt me down and they would never find the body."
I said, "In my defence can I point out I'd just seen the Godfather movie and that may have influenced my bold aggressiveness. Plus it worked didn't it?"
For the next few moments, all that could be heard was the sound of six people enjoying their food.
"So what's the plan?" I asked, waving my fork in Mike and Julia's direction.
Mike said, "The taxi arrives in an hour. We will see you all in the Maldives in December."
Julia said, "We will keep in touch; remember we have a wedding to organise. Then we move here in the New Year. We'll work out the details on email."
Simone replied, "We are so going to miss you guys, I can't believe it's only been a week since I first met you, I feel as though I've known you all my life." She threw her arms around Mike and started crying, and then she held her arms out to Julia.
She told Julia, "I love you. You are the big sister I never had; you and my dirty old man have shown me what love really is." She grasped my hand in hers.
By now they both had tears running down their cheeks, and I could see that the rest of us weren't going to be far behind. For the next few minutes there was a lot of mutual support that evolved a fair amount of body contact.
Finally Julia and Mike broke away and I followed them to their cabin to get their bags. They did that last check dance, the way you always do darting round the room to make sure you haven't left anything. We stood holding hands then Mike took the bags up to the deck giving us the opportunity a private last word.
I put my arms round her, "You are my oldest friend. You would tell me if I'm doing something stupid wouldn't you?"
"I would, and you know you aren't. I've known you almost all my adult life and there is only one stupid thing you have done, and that was to hide away from me after Ros died."
I said, "That wasn't me being stupid." She looked at me in surprise.
"That was me not wanting to destroy your marriage."
"What do you mean?"
"You remember after she was gone how much I was hurting? You were there to comfort me. What you don't know is how close I was to asking you to leave Mike and stay with me. You know you would have done it regardless of the consequences."
She nodded at me with tears in her eyes.
"I could see that Mike was thinking the same, he even told me that it would be alright if you stayed. I just couldn't do that to him or you, so I took the coward's way out and ran away."
"You bastard, I spent nearly three years thinking you didn't love me anymore, before I came to my senses," she said with her head buried in my chest. I silenced her with a kiss.
I told her, "You know that's not true, I will never ever not be in love with you."
She said, "Oh deep down I knew, now I understand why he kept telling me that you still loved me and that I just need to give you time."
"The taxi's here," we heard Peter call down to us. One last kiss and we went up to join them.
Nobody wanted a long draw out goodbye so after a quick hug and a kiss we were waving to them as the taxi drove off down the road.
I suggested, "I think we should travel downstream for the next couple of days and relax and enjoy ourselves."
Angie asked, "What about Lisette?"
Simone told her, "We told her we will pick her up in four or five day, after her summer job finishes, but first there is the little detail of your pregnancy."
"But I'm not pregnant yet!"
"That's the little detail we need to attend to."
******************************
The River Trip
Thirty minutes later Rosie was cruising down stream and the four of us sat in the wheelhouse watching the French countryside slowly passing us by. The northern bank was littered with southern facing vineyards and after about four hours.
Simone pointed at the bank and the vineyards, "Those are ours. Can we stop and take a look please?"
Then she pointed out the landing stage and the track up to the house on the crest of the hill. "I grew up in that house, and it was my home with Bernard and he took it away from me."
She looked at me with a steely glint in her eyes softened by a pair of tears. "Please help me claim it back for us and our children?"
"Of course I will; it's yours and your children's inheritance."
"No, no it's not just mine, and the children's, but you and your kids and our children. I loved this place and he stole it physically and mentally from me."



"Then it's time to take you home,"
I looked at the other two and they nodded in agreement. I pointed Rosie's bow at the landing stage. I held her steady, Peter jumped down and secured the mooring lines, and I stopped the engine. A few moments later, a bushy grey-haired old man appeared from between the vines waving his arms.
"This is private property; you cannot moor here. Please g ..." His voice trailed away as he saw Simone.
"Simone!" and she ran into his arms.
They spoke to each other in rapid volatile French, far too fast for me to understand other than the odd name.
They wound down and she brought him over to me, "This is Gaston he's looked after these vines for as long as I can remember, he bounced me on his knee when I was a child, and taught me to prune my first vine."
I went to shake his hand but he drew me into the classic French man hug and kissed me on both cheeks. There were tears in his eyes.
"So you are the one who got rid of that bastard Bernard and brought my little Simone back to me."
I pointed at Pete, "He did most of the work."
Pete got the same treatment and then Angie.
I said to Angie, "I get the impression Bernard was not liked."
"No shit Sherlock, what makes you think that?" She laughed.
Simone took my hand and almost dragged me up the track in the direction of the house. As we got closer, I realised that it was a lot larger than I had first thought. Simone confirmed my suspicion when she turned to us and spoke.
"Welcome to the Chateau de Grasse."
I looked at her, "I thought we agreed no more surprises."
She looked surprised at my statement, "But this is just my home."
Then she looked absolutely wicked, and she asked hopefully. "Does this mean I've been naughty and I get to be spanked?" God, what kind of monster had I created?
"Do you think you've been naughty," I asked her.
"Of course I have, I've been very naughty."
I looked at Pete for help.
"Don't look at me. You started this and you need to deal with it."
Change the subject I thought.
I asked "Why 'de Grasse,' not 'Laurent.'"
"That was my mother's name and this all comes from her side of the family. Laurent is my father name."
She stood beside me, her golden hair shining in the sunlight wearing a short light blue sundress looking out over the chateau. She was so beautiful that for a second I couldn't get my breath. I had to sit down on a nearby wall and I realised how much I loved her. I had that moment of disbelief that she could love me too.
Simone came and knelt at my side looking worried, and she took my hand in hers, "Are you alright?"
I stroked her hair and face, and saw the others looking at me in concern.
"No I'm fine, but I need to ask you a question. Why, when you are so beautiful and have all this, do you want to be with me for the rest of your life?"
She punched me on the shoulder, "You idiot, because I love you with all my heart and soul, that's why. Don't you think I've been asking myself the same question about you ever since we met?"
Angie said, "Could you two please agree that you both love each other and were made for each other. Let's move on. I want to see the Chateau."
We agreed and continued walking up to the Chateau. Simone whispered to me, "I haven't forgotten that I need punishing."
"I'm working on a suitable one."
She smiled at me obviously in anticipation of our rough sex play when I 'punished' her beautiful body.
As we reached the door, it opened and a tall elegant elderly woman appeared. Simone dragged me by my hand to meet her. She and Simone stood there in each other's arms for a few moments quietly crying. They wiped their eyes and she motioned us in to the entrance hall and then through to a sitting room.
Simone introduced us. "This is Sarah, Gaston's wife. She's the housekeeper and looked after me when my mother died,"
"Aye, she was a bonny wee lassie," Sarah told me in a soft highland accent."
She saw the look of surprise on my face. "I came here on a working holiday to pick the grapes more than forty years ago. I was going to travel the world. I got as far as here and met my man, and I never left."
She smiled at me and asked, "So you are the one who has stolen my darling's heart?"
Simone said, "Sarah he's everything that Bernard wasn't, and we are going to get married on New Year's Eve in the Maldives."
"I know. Rachael called to tell us the news. She also mentioned that when the children get back from America they will be staying with her until they go back to school."
Pete said, "I keep wondering if that school is not one of the problems. I think you should consider moving them to one that is local, and also not a boarding school."
It was obvious that Sarah wasn't sure who Pete and Angie were, so Simone introduced them and explained that they were the ones who had worked out Bernard's plans and had put the spanner in them.
"So it's your people who came around and escorted Bernard from the office and house?"
"Yes, and I should check up on them."
I said, "You know you could be right about the children. Can you ask your team to find out what other options we have locally?" Then I realised I was taking over and this was Simone's decision.
"Sorry darling, I think that Pete is right, but they are your children and it's your decision. I'll support whatever you think is best."
"No, Peter is right, Michael and Anna need to come home, and we need the time to become a proper family."
Then she asked, "Pete, do you want to go in to the office?"
"Please," he said.
Simone looked at me, "I think the Chairman of the Board should go with him."
Angie burst out laughing.
I said, "If you think he needs his hand held that's fine with me. Plus I need to ask your father a question." I winked at her.
Sarah got Gaston to drive us to the office, "Call when you want to be picked up."
Pete said, "Not a problem. I'm sure I can get one of the one of the minions to drive us back."
Sarah told us, "Miss Simone, Angela, gentlemen, diner will be served at eight. Your rooms have been sorted for tonight."
"Ask daddy to come to dinner please," Simone added.
I nodded as we walked out to the car -- a silver grey 1960 Bentley Continental S2 that both Pete and I drooled over. Gaston smiled at us, "She is a beautiful car is she not? It was Simone's mothers car, and is now Simone's."
"Christ I knew there was a reason I fell in love with that woman. Pete you're in the back. The Chairman gets to ride up front."
Pete chuckled, "You're going to milk the Chairman angle for a long time aren't you?"
"I haven't even started; get in."
The drive to the office wasn't far but I enjoyed every second of it. The office was part of a group of buildings that backed up to a hillside with the grape vines all around. Gaston pointed each out for us and described their purpose. The buildings were comprised of the winery, the office, the bottling plant and the storage warehouses that extended into the hillside.
We got out of the car and entered the offices. Pete immediately grabbed one of his team and organised a status meeting in the boardroom. When I walked in with him, there was a stunned silence. Then you could hear the whispered, 'It's the Chairman,' running round the room. Oh, I was really going to enjoy this! I could see Pete heading for the chair at the head of the conference table and I beat him to it and sat down. Pete glared at the poor person sitting in the chair next to mine. There was a very rapid reshuffle and he sat down. I couldn't help it, I just grinned at him.
"Don't you dare say a word," he hissed at me, and then launched himself into a discussion with the five members of the team. To my inexperienced ears, it sounded like Simone had inherited a very healthy company.
I decided it was time to meet Simone's father. I interrupted Pete's flow and asked for directions to his office. As I left I reminded him to ask about the local schooling options for Michael and Anna.
I followed the directions and walked down the corridor to George's office. I told his secretary that I needed to speak to him.
"And you are who Monsieur?"
"My name is Andrew and I am his daughter's fiancé."
A look of shock shot across her face and she jumped up and hurried into the office. A few moments later she reappeared followed by an older and elegantly dressed gentleman in his late sixty's.
I held my hand out to him, "Monsieur Laurent, I would like to introduce myself. I'm Andrew, and I would like your permission to marry your daughter?"
He looked surprised at the bluntness of my question and then smiled briefly. He shook my hand and invited me into his office ignoring my question. We sat down in a pair of wingback armchairs by a fireplace and he asked his secretary to bring us each a glass of wine. I relaxed a bit; at least he hadn't proposed a duel.
He started the conversation."I don't know if I should be thanking or cursing you for getting rid of my soon to be ex son in law. But I do know that you are probably the best thing that has happened to my daughter in the past few years."
He looked at me with anger in his eyes, "The more I hear, the more I despise Bernard. I was an idiot. I believed his stories and I abandoned my daughter. Worst of all I helped him turn my grandchildren against their mother." He snuffled as he started to choke up in his inward anger.
"We all make mistakes, and I think Simone knows that. I think you'll find that she's moved past those terrible years. I feel glad to have helped in some small way. She wants you to come to dinner tonight. She also wants to move the children to a local school."
"I will be there; she and I need to talk.
He looked at me, "That's probably the best thing for them. They trust me, I can help by explaining to them what their father was doing."
He looked at me and raised his glass, "I think I will be happy to have you as a son in-law." He looked wistfully at me. "Now that Simone is back maybe I can think about retiring. I think that's why I let Bernard take over these past few years."
There was a knock on the door and Peter entered. I introduced him to George, and he sat down. They started an in depth business discussion that went over my head. I looked around George's office, and I was drawn to a painting on the wall. For a moment I thought it was Simone, but then I realised it couldn't be her because of the period dress the woman wore.
George saw me looking and interrupted his conversation with Peter. "That is Simone's mother Helene. It was painted when she was twenty four, two years after we married."
I said, "I thought it was Simone at first."
George pointed at a photograph on his desk, "That's Helene at almost the same age as Simone is now. You would think that they were twins."
I looked at him "I know she died when Simone was ten, if you don't mind telling me, what happened?"
"It was a stupid accident. She wasn't even supposed to be on the plane. We were at a wine festival, but she really wanted to be back here in time for Simone's tenth birthday. She jumped at the chance when a family friend offered to fly her back. The plane crashed on takeoff and there were no survivors."
I looked at him with a sense of mutual sympathy; "I lost my wife four years ago to cancer, I know that you never really get over it."
There was a long pause and then I continued, "Dinner tonight, we were told to tell you that it's at eight o'clock."
He smiled, "That will be Sarah. She does enjoy cooking and with Bernard and the children gone she hasn't had a lot of opportunities lately."
I knew that they had more to discuss, so I told Pete, "I guess you would like to wrap up here? If so I'm going to take the opportunity to wander round the winery. I've never seen one up close."
I told George, "I will see you tonight," and we shook hands.
George called out his office door and a young man appeared. "This is Robert; he will be happy to show you around."
I got the full VIP tour and I must say it was very interesting. I've drunk a lot of wine in my time, and I even made it when I was in Saudi. But what I was shown was completely different from the jerry can in the bathroom I knew!
I could see that Robert was itching to find out who I was. Also how Pete and I fitted in to all the changes that were presently going on in the winery management. Finally, when we reached the tasting room his curiosity got the better of him.
He asked, "How do you know Monsieur Laurent?"
"I don't really. I know his daughter, and we are getting married in a few months time."
"But...but she is married to Monsieur Duval."
I told him, "Not for much longer; she's divorcing him."
"Ah, then that explains why he is no longer here; but the other people, why are they here?"
I thought about my answer and decided to err on the side of caution, "It's a management team she has brought in to support her father, as Bernard no longer has anything to do with the company."
He looked a bit confused with this statement, "But why did she bring them in?"
"Because all of this is hers not Bernard's; her mother left it to her."
Our conversation was interrupted as Pete and George arrived.
George asked Robert, "Please fetch us a bottle of the special reserve."
He told us, "This is our best wine, it's my favourite and I would like you to try it."
He took it from Robert and opened the bottle. He handed me a glass and I savoured the aroma and then took a sip. It was full bodied, a delicate symphony of summer fruits on the tongue. It was one of the best wines I'd ever tasted and from the look on Pete's face he completely agreed.
George told us, "We don't sell it; it's only kept for the family."
He saw my expression and smiled, "Or for soon to be members of our family."
I stage whispered to Pete, "We may need to give serious thought to extending our 'family' if it comes with benefits like this."
"I agree, but right now we need to get back to the chateau. We need to round up a driver."
George waved at Robert, "Robert can drive you, and please tell Simone I will see her at eight."
*********************
A Family Dinner
It was seven before we got back at the chateau. We found Simone and Angie dressed for dinner sipping wine on the terrace.
Simone told us, "There are clean clothes for you in our rooms. We got them from Rosie earlier. Sarah does like us to dress for dinner. Is daddy coming?" I nodded and she looked happy but nervous.
I said, "He knows he let you down. He realizes that he let Bernard manipulate him and he regrets it. All he wants to do is quietly retire and enjoy his grandchildren."
Simone and Angie showed us to our rooms. Simone pointed out her room. To my surprise the room Simone took me to was next to hers. I gave her a quizzical look.
She said, "It's Sarah. It's her Highland Calvinistic morals. Not under my roof if you are not married was her quote."
"But it's your roof."
"Do you want to be the one who tells her that?"
"And how are we going explain Angie in our bed, because she is expecting her first baby sperm donation tonight."
Angie said, "Too damn right I am."
"That not an issue, watch this."
Simone went to a large wall mounted mirror in my room and pressed a hidden catch. A hidden door panel swung open to show us a view of a surprised half-dressed Pete in the next room.
"One of my distant relatives had it installed to make it easier to visit his mistresses."
I looked eagerly at the other connecting wall between our rooms, "And there is secret door between our rooms? Good God, I feel like the Scarlet Pimpernel, they seek him here, they seek him there."
"If there is one I've never found it, but then you could just use the regular door between the rooms;" She pointed at a door that had been painted to look like the wall.
Angie laughed, "Oh goody musical beds tonight."
Simone told us with a grin, "Sarah may have been brought up with highland morals but she's lived in France for long enough that she understands the passion of love,"
She laughed, "What goes on behind closed doors..."
"...stays behind closed doors," I completed.
"Hurry up you need to get dressed."
I was the last to arrive only just beating Sarah's dinner announcement. I was pleased to see that Simone's Aunt Rachael had joined us. I greeted her with a kiss and she gave me a quick hug. There were six places set round the table. I would have expected to see a seventh place but Simone told me that Sarah would never eat with the family.
Sarah made every effort to impress; the food and wine were excellent. It was obvious that Simone had forgiven her father. We discussed the problem of children with him. He agreed that it would best for them if they changed schools. He asked us to let him find a suitable local school for them. We decided that he and Rachael would pick them up from the airport. Simone had wanted to be there but she was quick to understand that they needed time to start countering Bernard's influence before she saw them.
I think the highlight of the evening for George was when Simone asked him to give her away at the wedding. For a few moments, he was silent and then he nodded, and there were tears in his eyes.
We were served coffee and drinks in the sitting room and finally Sarah sat down and joined us. The topic of conversation drifted to the wedding and the arraignments. Simone wanted Sarah and Gaston to come, but Sarah refused.
"I'm sorry I would love to come but Gaston won't fly, and I will not be leaving him on his own."
Pete said to me, "Talking about the wedding, I got a text from your daughter. First will you please switch you bloody mobile on, her words not mine. Will you please check the details on the family page? If you want her to book the flights, she needs you to authorise the funds."
He disappeared and returned with his laptop and handed it to me. I opened the laptop and logged into the family page. I checked the status of the wedding invites. Then I saw that Kerstin had set up a travel page and people had been filling in their flight requests. I had Pete release funds to her and left her a message to start booking the flights. I told her to book first class wherever possible. I also asked her to forward all the confirmations to the resort, and added Rachael and George to the list.
My mailbox was full of messages of congratulations. There was also a message from Julia with Marylou's contact details and the reminder to call. I copied them down, and noticed that there were many messages for Simone.
I handed the laptop to Simone so she could check the messages. I asked Pete if I could borrow his phone to call Marylou.
Angie looked at me, "I heard a bit about Marylou from Julia and Ros, what was the full story?"
*****************
For Angie
"Do you want the long or the short version?"
Simone said, "The simple one please."
"Well she's American nurse and was working at one of the hospitals in Riyadh when I met her. For the last three months of her contract, she moved in with Julia and me. We became a proper threesome; I suppose you could describe it as a triad. After she left Saudi Julia and I met up with her a few times. She joined Ros and me on holiday a couple of times, and they became very close. I know that Julia and Mike met up with her a few times as well. For some unknown reason she never considered herself as part of the family. She stayed a close friend for many years until she married a right idiot about ten years ago."
"Why did she leave?"
"She was going back to school, and they wouldn't hold the place for her when she tried to extend her contract. I hadn't heard from her in years, not since she married. I don't think her husband approved of old boyfriends. We got the odd Christmas card but that was it. Apparently, a few months ago she contacted Julia."



I shook the feeling off and finished my drink. I picked up the phone and dialled Marylou. I heard it ring and then it was picked up.
"Hi, this is Marylou," came the long forgotten but oh so familiar American voice.
It took me a couple of seconds before I was able to respond, "Hi there, it's Andy," I didn't know what to say next.
I didn't need to worry, there was a squeal from the phone and then, "Andy is that really you? Did Julia work her magic on you? Can I come and see you?"
"She did, as did someone else, which is the main reason I'm calling you. I have met my soul mate and we are going to get married over the New Year. I would really like you to come please, and you know you are always welcome to visit anytime."
"Oh I'm so happy for you, of course I'm coming. I love Europe in the winter."
"That great, only the wedding will be in the Maldives."
"Even better, I hate the cold." You had to love her. Then her voice turned serious, "I'm so sorry about Ros, why didn't you let me know. You know how much I loved her. By the time I found out, you had disappeared."
"I'm sorry, I've no excuse other than I'm an idiot." We talked for a few more minutes until she set me off. There were tears falling down my cheeks. Simone came across and sat beside me looking worried and I hastily reassured her that I was ok.
I quickly put the phone back to my ear, "Marylou, I need to go. I will get Julia to confirm the dates and everything else with you. Love you and we will talk soon."
I heard an echoing 'Love you' before I rang off.
I asked Pete, "By the way what were all those messages?"
"They were congratulations messages, and offers of help for the wedding. I can't believe how many people love you, and want to do something for you."
I just couldn't understand what it was people thought that they saw in me. Ros and Julia had both tried on numerous occasions to explain it but I could never see what it was. I didn't think I did anything different from the next person.
I looked around the room and could see tired expressions on several faces. I decided to wrap things up, "That's me for the night," I said. "It's late and I would like to go a few more miles downstream tomorrow if everyone is happy with the idea?"
The others agreed, and after we took our leave from Rachael, Sarah and George, we headed upstairs.
Angie stopped us at the door to their room with an expectant look, "I think its sperm donation time."
Simone dragged us to her room, "I've got the biggest bed, and this is going to be a group event. Peter and I don't want to be left out of the insemination process."
She wasn't kidding when she said had the biggest bed. I've never seen a four poster that big. I've seen gardens that were smaller; hell, I've lived in student rooms that were smaller. Simone moved around dimming the lights and throwing extra pillows on the bed.
There was an awkward pause as we all stood at the bottom of the bed, looking at each other. This is ridiculous I thought. These were all friends and lovers yet the step we were about to take would move us all to a new level. From the looks on everyone else's faces we were all thinking the same thing.
I held my arms out and first Simone then Angela and finally Peter moved into a hug. I looked at Peter and asked, "My friend, this isn't family, this is special and wonderful, and goes beyond anything most people think of doing for each other. Do I have your permission to make love to you wife and make her pregnant?"
He looked at me with tears in his eyes, "If it wasn't for you and Ros I wouldn't have had the best fifteen years of my life married to this wonderful woman. It's so right that you help us do the one thing we can't do. We need you to do this for us."
Simone kissed me then took Angie's hand and placed it in mine.
She said, "This is a good thing you are doing, and it's why I love you so much."
Angie whispered, "Thank you," and pulled me to the bed. Simone helped her undress me then she undressed Angie.
Angie and I lay on the bed, and it was as if we were first time teenage lovers. We both slowly stroked and caressed each other. I saw Simone and Peter undressing each other before they joined us on the other side of the huge bed. But whilst they were holding and caressing each other it seemed it was more for comfort and reassurance than sex.
I could do this clinically but that seemed so wrong. Angie deserved the best I could offer for all the trust she was placing in me. Besides, I loved her. Think of this as a first date I thought. I took her head in my hands and drew her into a long deep sensual kiss, my tongue duelling with hers. I felt her body slowly relax, I hadn't realised the tension that had built up.
Pete sat with his back to the head of the bed. Simone sat back between his legs, resting her head on his chest and he wrapped his arms round her. They both saw me glance at them and smiled reassuringly back at me.
Their love and trust made me relax. I kissed my way down Angie's neck and found her pink nipples standing proudly erect. I licked them, then sucked, and teased the closest. I felt rather than heard the groan from Angie. Her fingers caressed the back of my head, and I could feel her kissing the top of my head.
I let my hands roam further down her body, stroking and caressing pausing on the perfect globe of her ass cheeks. Then I let my fingers run across her puckered anus and on to her wet labial lips. She moaned in delight and her fingers tightened in my hair. My fingertips caressed her erect clitoris and again she moaned. My fingers slipped into her moist cunt and found her G spot. She groaned in pleasure.
She whispered, "Thank you for this, but I need you in me now." She rolled over onto her back pulling me on top of her. She spread her lithe legs and wrapped them round me, urging me to penetrate her with my rigid cock.
I found my place within the velvety walls of her cunt and began a rhythmic thrusting. Angie's hand stretched out; Peter took hold of it and we could feel a connection between us. This wasn't 'me' impregnating Angie, this was 'us.'
Her eyes were closed, and we could hear her constant moans. She moved her hips in counterpoint to my strokes. This wasn't about lasting; even so, we weren't hurrying. We let the pleasure between us slowly build up.
At last I felt the tension building up in my balls and I warned her that I was close. She responded by kissing my face and neck between her moans. With a final couple of deep hard thrusts, I tipped over the edge. I was deep inside her cunt as I came with a torrent of hot sperm. The sensation triggered her orgasm, and the walls of her cunt clamped down. She milked the last few drops from me as her body shuddered in the aftermath.
"Don't move," she said. "I don't want to lose a previous drop." I stayed where I was for a few moments until I started to soften and was no longer acting as a plug. With her help, I carefully eased out, and Simone and Peter were there with pillows to prop her pelvis up.
I looked at the three of them, and I couldn't help laughing. "Look at us, this so going to be a 'Family' baby," At that point, the somewhat ridiculous nature of the moment struck home to us all.
"Simone can I ask you when you got pregnant what did you do?"
"We just had sex, we did nothing special."
"And it was the same for Ros and me."
"Angie, I know this is so important and special for you two, but this is going to happen regardless of how we do it or how high we prop up your hips with pillows to keep my seed inside you. Can we not do what we do best and just have fun sex. I promise I will keep filling you with my little wigglers for as long as it takes."
Angela said with humour in her voice, "Thank god for that. I was beginning to think I was the only one; let's party." She pulled Simone to her and gave her a long sensual Sapphic kiss. Then jumped on Pete demanding he let her play with his cock. Mind you, for all her reassurance, I noticed that she kept checking that as little cum as possible oozed out of her.
I eased myself up the bed and sat with my back propped up. Simone licked my cock clean, and I grew firmer. I loved it when she did her final check, running her tongue around the head and giving me a last kiss. Then she wiggled her way on to my lap begging for a kiss. There is something so intimate and erotic when you taste yourself and another woman in your lover's mouth. We both savoured the taste and aroma as our tongues played in each other's mouths. My hand slipped between her legs and along her slit where I felt the moisture oozing from between her lips.
She told me, "Watching you two made me so hot and wet. I was about to jump Pete's erection when you came."
She rose up and rubbed the tip of my cock along her slit before she impaled herself on my cock. There was no resistance, she was so wet.
"Pete was playing with my nipples and his cock was poking me in the back." She laughed and then gasped as she wriggled her hips. The head of my cock flipped across her A spot.
"Fuck, that feels sooo gooood," she gasped.
She began to ride me and wiggled each time so that I would continue to stimulate her A spot. "Holy shit, I love you," she groaned and bent forward and kissed me.
We were into our rhythm and Simone nodded in Pete and Angie's direction. I saw that they were in a sixty-nine with Angie on top, both making a lot of interesting sounds.
Simone kept teasing me by dragging her nipples across my mouth making me chase them with my lips until at last I caught one. I sucked it into my mouth. "Mine," I mumbled around it.
A coital blush was building up on her neck and spreading down her chest. Her cries grew louder and more vocal as she built up towards her orgasm.
The walls of her cunt were fluttering and catching at me as I moved in and out. I rolled her backward on to her back without losing contact and took over plunging. She wrapped her legs round my waist and used her heels to urge me deeper. It didn't take long until she came for the first time. Her cunt spasmed and she gave a long cry, "FUUUUUUUUCCK." Her legs shook as they tightened round me.
I paused for a few moments enjoying the sensations as her cunt massaged my cock. I lifted her legs and placed them on my shoulders then resumed thrusting.
Simone's eyes opened wide and she stared at me, "Oh god, what are you doing to me, I'm going to come again."
She lifted her head, and I bent forward and we kissed. She threw her head back and cried out as she came a second time. This time I didn't stop as I was getting close myself. Simone kept shaking and moaning as she continued to cum. The muscles in her cunt wall trying to fix me in place. I could feel the orgasm building up in my balls; it only took a few last thrusts until I was filling her cunt with my hot jism. I pulled out and Simone went to suck me clean.
I told her, "No, my turn."
I slid down the bed and buried my head between her thighs. She gave me a surprised look and went to push my head away.
"Don't be silly," I said. "I love the taste of us."
I ran my tongue along her slit and between her lips and into her cunt. There was the honey sweetness of her kitty juice mingled with the saltiness of my jism. I loved it and had to share it. I took some in my mouth and offered Simone a taste as we kissed.
"God, I love you," I told her, and she smiled contentedly after lapping at my oral offering. She curled up in my arms.
On the other side of the bed, Angie was riding Pete in a reverse cowgirl. She was leaning back so he could caress her bouncing breasts. From the sounds and their expressions, we could see that they were close. First Pete then Angie cried out as they climaxed. They fell back on the bed.
There was a whispered conversation between Angie and Simone. All I heard at the end was Simone saying, "Well, if you can get it hard it's all yours; I'll give you a hand."
I had two women's mouths descend upon my semi limp dick. Given the full attention of my two lovely ladies, my cock quickly retained its former glory despite two recent orgasms. A definite perfect 'ten' on the Romantic1 cock hardness scale.
I groaned and asked Angie how she wanted him. Moments later, she was on her hands and knees, urging me to fuck her from behind. She had her head poised over Pete's cock so she could blow him at the same time. She invited Simone to join her in pleasing Pete.
Angela's labial lips were swollen and her clit engorged and protruding. I bent forward, kissing and licked them. She responded with a long low growl. I could taste all three of us on her, a glorious combination.
She had her head bent down over Pete's groin with Simone beside her. Her butt was raised beckoning me. I eased myself into place and rubbed my glans up and down her swollen lips. Then I slid between them into the welcoming channel of her cunt. With a gasp, I seated myself inside her until I could feel the tip of my cock touch her cervix. She wiggled her butt in appreciation. She gave a muffled moan from a mouth full of Pete's cock.
There was no urgency in our lovemaking, and I enjoyed myself slowly plunging her depths. I was watching Pete get the blowjob of his life from our two lovers. They alternated their attention between the head and the shaft. Sometimes they would both lick the shaft and meet at the glands for a kiss. All the time Angie was meeting my thrusts with a rocking motion of her hips. Moaning each time I rubbed across her G spot.
Pete joined in the fun and slipped his fingers into Simone's cunt seeking out her G spot, and she cried out as he found it. I could feel Angie getting close as her cunt gave those little shivers that announced her impending orgasm.
I was thrusting faster and harder and she was crying out in pleasure. Her voice counterpointed by Simone's moans about Pete's finger fuck,
"Ohh, ohhhh, ohhh fuuuk."
"Oh god, oh fuck, ohh, shiiit."
Angie came a few seconds after Pete blasted a load of cum over both their faces. She pushed back hard against me and the muscles in the walls of her cunt clamped down on me triggering my jets of jism. Moments later Simone's voice joined ours as Pete's fingers brought her to her third orgasm of the night.
The four of us curled up as we recovered from the passion we had triggered in each other. We lay there for a while just gently touching and cleaning Pete's cum from the girls faces.
Finally Angie pulled Pete from the bed. "I need to curl up with my man for the rest of the night. They disappeared through the secret door to their room.
"I will be back in the morning for my next dose," Angie called out as they disappeared from view.
We looked at each other and laughed before pulling the bedding over us and falling asleep in each other's arms.
******************
Red Demon On a Cock
True to her word, Angie appeared early the next morning damp from the shower. She slipped into Simone's room through the hidden door.
We had slept in the arms of Morpheus, occasionally surfacing to reaffirm our love. At one point, I found myself spooned behind her. My erect cock was nestling in her cunt and both of us gently rocking to a mutual orgasm. I don't think either of us was really awake.
Angie appeared like a red headed demon, launching herself upon us. She dived under the covers between us, and showered us with urgent kisses. She tried to kiss me.
I peeled an eye open and muttered, "Morning breath."
"Don't care, kiss me both of you."
"Where's Pete?" came the sleepy question from Simone.
"He's still dead to the world; he's really not a morning person."
Simone said, "Good, I'm going to join him. I need my sleep." She wrapped the top sheet round herself and staggered off to their room. Through slitted eyes, she blew me a kiss as she left.
That left me in Angie's hands. She reminded me of a ginger kitten we had many years ago. It used to love bouncing all over the bed as it hunted any extremity we were foolish enough to leave exposed. A three month old kitten attached to my erect cock is not something I will ever forget; I still have the scars.
Angie was positively glowing.
She said, "I know it not real, but I can almost feel your sperm as they seek out my egg."
"So you don't need any more?" I asked.
"Silly man you can't have too many little wigglers."
Oh god help me, I thought, she's going to kill me as she worked her kisses down my body. She gasped in pleasure as she discovered my morning woody.
She kissed him and told me "Oh, mama's got a home for you."
She swung her leg over straddling me and then sinking down as her cunt swallowed me whole. Thank god I can just lie here, I thought. I was feeling every one of my fifty years and I was quite happy for Angie to do all the work. She wasted no time starting.
I have been ridden in my time, but nothing could have prepared me for Angie's assault. I think she thought she was riding the winner of the Grand National. I suppose for her the prize was the same.
She bent forward, groaning as she savagely rose and fell. The sweat was pooling between her swaying breasts. I caught one in my hand and squeezed the nipple.
She threw her head back with a cry. "Oh fuck, yesss."
She bent down and pulled my head up and we French kissed. She returned to her rhythm, gasping each time we squeezed her engorged clit between our bodies. I propped myself up on my elbows. Her swaying breasts would appear in front of my mouth. She fed one to me and I sucked on the nipple. Her breath was coming in short fast gasps. Her whole body was shaking as she approached her orgasm. As she came she sank down hard on me, shuddering and with a couple of thrusts I came too. The hot cum burned its way down my cock and gushed deep inside her.
She collapsed onto me and I stayed deep inside her. She raised her head and kissed my face.
She whispered, "Thank you, making babies shouldn't be this much fun. I love you, and I know you love me."
"Of course, it should be fun, and you are going to make a great mother," I told her.
"Pete's going to be the best dad and Simone and I will be the greatest aunt and uncle in the world."
She lay there for another fifteen minutes or so with a content smile on her face. I amused myself joining her freckles up with my finger into erotic drawings. This time I found two cocks, a breast in profile and a perfect pair of labia. She finally stirred as I shrank and slipped out.
I told her, "Go and curl up with Pete, please tell Simone I miss her and I'm going to have a shower."
She smiled and nodded and left the bed. I got up and went looking for the bathroom. This wasn't as easy as it seemed, as like the hidden door to the second bedroom the door to the bathroom was also hidden. I'd narrowed it down to a fifteen-foot section of the wall when Simone reappeared and looked at me with a puzzled expression.
"What are you doing?
"I know it's here somewhere but for the life of me I can't find it, where's the door to the bloody bathroom."
She burst out laughing and pointed at a completely different section of the wall covered in a wonderful trompe-l'oeil of a Roman bath scene. She walked over to it and there in the middle of the bath was a knob. She opened the door hidden by the bath water, duh.
"My ancestors had a warped sense of humour."
I could think of no adequate comment. I needed to pee urgently; I headed to the loo as my first port of call. By the time I had emptied my bladder, Simone was in the shower. I joined her, grabbing a cloth and started soaping her.
I asked, "How was Pete?"
"Rather surprised when a bouncing Angie returned and woke us both up, and he found me beside him."
"Didn't you wake him when you climbed in their bed?"



"Nope, I just crawled in beside him and curled up and fell back asleep."
I laughed and found the shampoo and began washing last night's dry cum out of Simone's hair. I put a drop of foam on her nose and she smiled and wrinkled her nose. We spent a very happy twenty minutes washing each other until we were too worked up. I ended up fucking her from behind until we both came. Then we had to wash again, we finally made it out of the shower after forty minutes with very clean wrinkly skin. We got dressed and walked downstairs.
We found Pete and Angie at the breakfast table. Angie was glowing and Pete was looking slightly haggard. There was a wonderful array of pastries, breads, cold meats and preserves on the table. We wasted no time sitting down and filling our plates.
I asked, "Are we all ok with the idea of going further downstream today, or do we want to hang around here."
Simone looked a bit torn. I knew she was happy to be home. Then she looked at me and smiled, "Can we spend a few days here soon? I want to show you everything."
"Of course, how about after Lisette's holiday?"
"Could we bring her here?"
"I don't see why we can't, it's your home, and we need to sort out a home for Mike and Julia. We'll just have to work around Sarah a little when we want to play."
I looked at the other two, "Are you ok with moving on?"
Angie answered for both of them, "We are fine with whatever you want to do, we are just happy to be with you."
I smiled, "Good, Let's finish breakfast. Then we can let Sarah and George know what our plans are and set off."
An hour later, we were pulling away from the landing stage and I pointed Rosie's bow downstream. I sat on the captain's chair with Simone on my lap. We cruised past vineyards and farm buildings. We could hear the gentle conversation from Pete and Angie's cabin as they settled in.
After a while they appeared and I asked Pete what their plans were.
"We'd like to stay two or three more days if that's ok. Then we will go home and keep our fingers crossed."
I told them, "If it doesn't happen this first time then we will see you in four weeks time,"
Simone relinquished my lap and sat by Pete, and Angie took her place.
She told us "Thank you both, but I'm really hopeful, something feels different." She took my hand and placed it on her smooth abdomen, "Even if this time it doesn't work I know it will soon."
I put my arms around her and gave her a kiss; she slid off me and went to Simone. They hugged before she settled down by Pete. I was so happy to see the change in them; they had worried me when I had first seen them.
I asked Pete to take over the controls as I needed to check out a few thing round Rosie. After a quick check round to reassure myself that everything was in order. I settled down at the breakfast bar with my laptop and logged into the family page. Simone came and joined me, and together we worked our way through the wedding invites.
I sent a few replies to the messages, and blocked off the Rosie calendar for the rest of the year. The exception was Kristen's visit in a few weeks time. I put a note on the calendar that we would be busy organising the wedding, but we would open up some dates in the New Year.
A text box from Kirsten popped up and the first line was:
K: Switch ur bloody phone on :(
A: no hi dad luv u :)
K: ok luv u now switch it on
A: will do when I can find it
K: well bloody well look for it
A: ok I'm looking- talk to Simone while I find it
And I handed the laptop to Simone and went looking. I finally found it five minutes later down the side of the bed. When I switched it on there were a lot of missed calls, mostly from Kirsten.
Simone told me, "I love your daughter; you better call her."
I called and it was obvious she was less than happy with me.
"Dad, I do love you but I've already maxed out my cards and I'm well on the way to maxing out Christina's with the wedding details."
"But we released money from the family account to you yesterday."
"I know but I needed a card to reserve the flights and transit hotels. Those ate up most of the credit line."
"One second," and I went to Pete.
"Do we have a family credit card?"
"No, why?"
I told him, "Kirsten needs one to pay for the flights and hotels."
"Let me call the London office and we will sort it out."
"Can you transfer twenty-five thousand pounds to her account from mine?"
He nodded and was on his phone a few seconds later. I picked up the phone again and told Kirsten we were dealing with it. If she could hang on a few more minutes I'd let her know the details.
Pete put his phone down, and then he turned to me, "Can I talk to her?"
I put the phone on speaker and listened in to the conversation.
"We are sending someone from the London office to you with a company card, pay for everything with that. Your dad's transferred some funds to your account -- twenty-five thousand. Use that to pay off your cards. We are now getting cards made up for the family accounts."
"Thanks Uncle Peter."
"How much do I owe you," I asked
"The money and a lot of cuddles when I see you should cover it." She now sounded much happier.
"Did you get Marylou's details?"
"I did, and I added her to the list. Who is she by the way?"
"She's an old friend of your mother, Julia's and mine."
"Ah, ok."
"My mother?" I heard from a voice in the background
"Yes, Christina," I told her, "your mother."
"Cool."
"Simone and I are looking forward to seeing you both soon."
"And us. Bye dad, see you soon."
"Bye uncle Andy."
"Bye girls," and I rang off.
I looked at Pete and Angie, "Are you really sure you want a child after hearing all that?"
Angie hit me over the back of my head, "Idiot, that's exactly why we want kids."
"Hang on a minute, 'kids plural?"
Angie looked at me sheepishly, "Well we were sort of hoping that if this works, you might agree to a repeat performance in a year's time?"
I looked at Simone and she started to blush, "You knew about this didn't you?"
"Well, yes, I did sort of suggest that the baby should have a little brother or sister. You can't stop at just one."
I looked at the pair of them and neither could look me in the eye. Then suddenly Simone looked up with a positively wicked look in her eyes.
"That means I've been very naughty again doesn't it?"
"Well, yes," I said, not liking where this was going.
She pushed me back into a chair. "I need punishing. Don't think I have forgotten your promises from yesterday to punish me."
She bent over my knees, presenting her bottom. She turned her head, looked at me, and whispered, "Please."
I smiled back, flipped her skirt up, and pulled her panties down. She spread her legs and gave us a view of her pussy lips. She squirmed in anticipation across my lap.
"How many did I give Angie?" I asked her.
"Six."
"And how many do you think you deserve?"
"Six ... Sir?" she replied tentatively.
I asked the other two, "Do you agree?"
They both nodded.
"Ok, six it is," and I bought my hand down on her ass-cheek with a sharp crack.
"Christ!"
"Are you sure you want the rest?"
"Yesss, Sir."
Twice more I smacked her and each time she gasped. Then I paused and saw the glistening drops of her kitty juice beading on her pussy lips. I collected some on my finger and tasted her arousal.
She was squirming in anticipation of the last three smacks, so I gave her one more. Then I waited a few moments before I gave her the last two in rapid succession. As I had with Angie, I slipped my fingers between her swollen pussy lips and into the soft wet passage of her cunt. She was so aroused her juices were running down my hand. I zeroed in on her G spot and as my fingers found it, Simone cried out.
As with Angie it didn't take long before Simone was teetering on the edge of her orgasm gently shaking her head and moaning. I kept her there for a couple of minutes before I let her fall over the edge. She came hard with an almighty scream and a gush of kitty juice. Her whole body was shaking and she was gasping for her breath.
"Holy fuck that was amazing," she managed to gasp out, as she lay collapsed across me dripping kitty juice into what had been my dry lap. I really needed to think about using a towel next time.
It was a few minutes before I could help her to her feet, and even then I needed to support her as we made our way back to the cabin.
I lay her face down on the bed and got a damp cool cloth from the bathroom, and gently cleaned her. Angie appeared with a jar of cooling cream and helped me spread it on Simone's ass-cheeks. They both bore a red impression of my hand.
I told her, "I'm sorry love."
She replied, "Don't be stupid, I pushed you into this. I knew exactly what to expect, and I fucking loved it. I watched you smack Angie, and I was dripping in anticipation."
She turned to me, drew me into her arms, and kissed me. "This doesn't change the way I love you. After watching you punish Angie I knew I needed to try it at least once."
"Just the once?"
"Maybe, maybe not; you will know if and when I want to be punished again. It will never change the way I love you."
Angie looked at me and said, "You really don't know how much of a turn on it is to be punished by your lover, do you? For Simone and me that means you because we love you unreservedly."
"Can I ask you both a question that I have wondered about for a long time. Ros could never answer to it to my satisfaction? What is it about me that you fall in love with?"
Angie sat quietly for a few moments and after looking at Simone responded; "I've known you for over fifteen years and not once in all those years did I question why I felt the way I do about you. It would have been like questioning why the sun rose in the morning. There is something about you, your honesty, the way you put everyone before yourself. Of course you are the best lover I've ever had."
"But what about Pete?" I asked a bit worried.
"Oh that's easy; he's my soul mate. He's the cake and you are the icing on top. I love the cake, but the icing makes it perfect."
Simone interrupted, "I've only known you for nine days, but for me it's very simple. You fill the void in my life that I thought would never be filled. I can't imagine my life without you, and I realized that you were what I'd been looking for since forever." She held me so tight I thought I wouldn't be able to breathe.
Angie looked thoughtfully, "What was Ros's answer?"
"It was similar to both of yours. That I completed her, but she could never explain why. I felt the same way about her. Now you do the same to me," I told Simone.
She looked happy, "And I love you too."
I lay back on the bed resting my head on my arms with my eyes shut, contemplating how lucky I was. I could feel the sense of contentment from the women as Angie looked after Simone. The bed shook as Simone got up, and I opened an eye to see her standing beside me.
She told us, "I'm going to have a shower then I'm going to talk to Pete. You two still need to make a baby."
She bent down and kissed us both and disappeared into the bathroom and we heard the shower running.
Angie told me, "You are so lucky to have her. We are so grateful for this chance to have a family." She started to undress, but I stopped her as I have always enjoyed unwrapping my own presents. I pulled her top off over her head and she shook out her messed up hair. Her long red locks were framing her head and hiding her breasts. I parted her hair and kissed both of her pink nipples and she threw her arms round me.
"Thank you for making this so special for both of us, you really were the only person we could consider for this."
She thought for a moment, "And I suppose Mike."
She lay back and lifted her hips so I could ease her shorts and thong down. She kicked them off and they sailed across the cabin. I buried my head between her legs and gave her slit a long slow lick before kissing her red pussy hair. She shivered in anticipation.
"God, I love it when you do that,"
Then she looked at me. "You are wearing far too many clothes."
I sat back on my heels and she pulled my polo shirt off and gave my chest a flurry of kisses. Then she helped me lose my shorts and pants. She laughed when she saw the large damp patch on the leg of the shorts.
"She really did enjoy her punishment didn't she?"
"Remind me to use a towel next time, will you?"
"You think there will be a next time?"
I just looked at her.
She laughed, "Well if it's not her it will be me or Julia, that I can guarantee."
Mmm, Julia that was an intriguing thought. Then I shook my head and returned to the business in hand. Again I buried my face between her thighs. Her labia had always been full and I loved the way her clitoris poked out from her clitoral hood. And the way all the area was crowned by a tuft in fine red hair.
I sucked on her clitoris, I could feel it engorging and I flicked the tip with my tongue. Her fingers were twined in my hair as she pulled me close. She gasped aloud as I ran my tongue from her puckered anus to her clit. Then back again before letting it slid between her lips to taste the plentiful girl juice.
"Fuck that feels so gooood."
She bucked as I slid a finger inside her seeking her G spot. "Christ I love that."
Then she looked down her body at me. "You do know that we are going to make love regardless of what you are doing now!"
I looked up at her with a mock-horrified expression on my face, "Have I ever just fucked you in all the years I have known you?" I stressed my point by sucking her clit and slipping a second finger into her.
"Fuck, noooo."
"And why would I start now, just because we're making a baby?"
"I don't know, it just seemed right to offer. Only for fuck's sake don't stop what you're doing." She gasped as my lips teased her clit and my fingers continued to stimulate her G spot. I could feel her cunt start to quiver as she built up to her orgasm.
She growled, "You bastard, I'm going to cum."
Then she screamed as her orgasm hit her. Her pussy juices squirted out covering my face in her sweet nectar.
She pulled me up urgently, "I need you inside me, you bastard."
Her hand grasped my erect cock and fed it into her cunt and she wrapped her legs round me locking me in place.
She whispered, as she licked her juice off my face, "Please fill me with your hot cum,"
Her hips were moving, urging me to begin thrusting. I matched her motion and she locked her heels round my buttocks to use them to pull me in deeper and faster. We quickly found that sweet spot in our movements that seemed to multiply the pleasure. We were both grunting as the sensations washed over us.
Angie cried out as an orgasm swallowed her. I continued thrusting. I could feel my orgasm slowly building up but I wasn't quite ready yet. My movements kept triggering her climax and her whole body was quivering under me. All I could hear was a continuous cry of "Ohh, ohh, ohh, ohh, ohh, ohh."
I felt my balls tighten as I starting to cum. With a final deep hard thrust, I filled her waiting receptacle with my fertile cum. I collapsed on her and my cock continued to give little twitches as the last of my sperm joined their cousins in the start of their journey to Angie's ripe egg.
When I managed to get my breath back I said, "Holy fuck, that was fun."
She said, "Fun! That was fucking brilliant."
After a pause while we kissed, she looked at me seriously, "I think that was the one. I know it's too soon but suddenly I really feel pregnant and I didn't before you dumped your cum inside me."
"God, I really hope so for both of you -- for all of us."
We lay connected until I slowly lost my erection then we curled up in each other's arms and dozed until Simone returned.
**************
To be continued...
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When I managed to get my breath back I said, "Holy fuck that was fun."
She said, "Fun! That was fucking brilliant."
After a pause while we kissed, she looked at me seriously, "I think that was the one. I know it's too soon but suddenly I really feel pregnant and I didn't before you dumped your cum inside me."
"God, I really hope so for both of you - for all of us."
We lay connected until I slowly lost my erection then we curled up in each other's arms and dozed until Simone returned.
*****************************
Family Rules
Simone gave us both a kiss. "Wake up sleepy heads, Pete is looking for his wife and I want my dirty old man."
Angie told us, "I need a shower first," and hopped out of bed. She scurried off to the bathroom. Presently we heard her singing happily in the shower.
Simone curled up beside me and I stroked her hair. She smiled contentedly and asked, "Did you have fun making a baby?"
"We did, but I will be glad when it's over and I can spend all my time with you."
"You won't forget our promise to Lisette?"
"I haven't, even so it will be nice to take it easy for a few days. I'm beginning to feel every one of my fifty years."
"Is it possible that Angie could be pregnant yet?"
"Yes, she thinks it's possible. I do hope so. If not, and it doesn't happen in the next couple of days, we will need to think about a repeat performance next month."
"Oh that's ok."
"If that's the case then let's have some fun. We could visit them in Dubai and have a holiday at the same time?"
I thought about it for a bit longer and continued, "I'm going to plan for a week away whatever the outcome is."
Angie called out that the shower was free, and Simone thanked her. I got up and headed to the shower. Simone followed and sat on the floor and we continued our conversation.
I left the shower door open enough to hear her. "I have a couple of friends I would like to invite to the wedding if you don't mind?"
I called back, "Why would I mind. You just need to give the names to Kirsten."
She replied, "I will. I'm looking forward to meeting her in person."
"You will love her, everyone does."
"So she takes after you, because everybody loves you!"
There was something in the way she said that last part, which made me pause. I looked down at her sitting on the floor. She had her knees tucked up and her arms wrapped round them. She was looking a bit nervous and worried. I quickly rinsed off and stepped out of the shower. Simone stood and with a smile handed me a towel. I wrapped it round myself and led her back to the bed.
As I dried, she sat on the end of the bed absentmindedly sucking on a lock of hair. I knelt at her feet and took her hands in mine.
I asked her, "Are you alright? I get the feeling you are worried about something?"
She looked at me with tears in her eyes. "I love you so much it hurts. But everyone you meet wants to love you. I'm scared that I won't be able to cope with that!"
I wiped a tear away, "You will never have to worry about that. You will always be the one for me. Ros knew she was the one when she was alive. I never ever did anything that we hadn't discussed or she disapproved of."
I eased myself into a more comfortable position, and Simone joined me.
"All you have to do is say no, and that's the end of anything you're concerned about."
"I just say 'no'?"
"That's right!"
"Ok then, no to Lisette!"
"Agreed, we will tell her as soon as we get back to town. I would like to offer to send her on a nice holiday. We did promise her one."
Simone looked at me with love in her eyes. "And that's why Lisette will be a 'yes.' You always want to help people and you want nothing in return. No wonder they all fall in love with you."
I just shrugged; there wasn't much I could say.
"What would have happened if I had said no to Angie's baby?"
"Then that would have been the end of it. I need your permission to make love to another woman, regardless of how long I've known them. Although I would have been sad that I couldn't help them."
I continued, "You do realize that this works both ways?"
She nodded, "Of course I do, and I wouldn't have it any other way. I do have one big question, we sleep with members of the family, how does that work? "
"Basically, in the same way. Julia came up with the best answer to that question years ago. Each time someone joins the family we all give our approval and reset our boundaries."
"I think I get it, so if I were to say you can sleep with Julia but only if I am with you that would be a boundary?"
"That's the idea. If you think about it, we have been setting unofficial boundaries all week. Look, the boundaries we set are very important to all of us in the family."
I sat for a moment gathering my thoughts. In a way this was new to me as well. Previously Ros had set most of our boundaries with our relationships inside and outside of the family. I needed to think how to put into words the actions I had been doing for a long time, and I needed some help.
"I'm not explaining this very well. I think we need to talk to Angie."
I quickly pulled on some clean clothes and we went to find Angie. We found her with Peter in the wheelhouse.
"Angie I need your help. We are having THE conversation."
Angie looked at me with sympathy in her eyes. "Oh God, and you haven't got Ros to help you. She was so good at explaining everything to new family members."
She continued and then gestured for Simone to follow her, "For this we will need a bottle of wine. Let's get comfortable in the main cabin, and I will do my best."
The girls went down to the cabin. I paused for a moment with Pete. On the chart I indicated a nice mooring in the small town of St Raphael, a few hours away.
"That's our destination, call me when we get close. We should get there mid afternoon"
I joined the girls on the sofa. I was handed a glass of wine.
I said, "Angie, I think I know most of it but I'm not sure how to explain it."
She laughed at my statement and said to Simone, "That's Andy for you, a typical man. He created almost all of the family guidelines, but hasn't a clue how to explain them."
She continued to me, "You do realize, all Ros ever did was formalize your attitude to life."
She sipped from her glass and continued. "When I first met Ros and Andy, Pete and I were in a bad place. They solved our issues and invited me to join the family. Ros sat me down and explained the family. She summed it up in two words Honesty and Respect."
She held up a finger, "Firstly, we are totally honest to all other family members in regards to our relationships. No one has ever had a secret affair. But we have all had lots of lovers from inside and outside the family."
She held up a second finger, "But, and this is the respect part, never without our partner's permission. Before I asked Andy if I could have a baby with him, Pete and I asked your permission. If you had said no, we wouldn't have asked him."
She paused for another sip.
"Each time I was introduced to a family member, we would define our relationship boundaries. Some we sleep with, some we don't, but we are all friends. Andy and Ros were the only couple who we all slept with."
Simone asked me, "Does that mean I need to sleep with them all?"
I responded with emotion in my voice, "Good god no! Joining the family is not an open invitation for sex. We're not a glorified swingers club. Each time we meet a new family member, it's up you to decide to what level you want to take the relationship. You set your own boundaries and everyone will respect them. Think about Julia and Mike, both of them asked your permission to sleep with us. I already had Mike's permission to sleep with Julia. But none of us just assumed you would be happy with that."
"I'm glad I did, I really love them."
"And that's the point, it was your choice. Remember you asked Mike not to cum inside you?"
"Yes."
"That was you setting a relationship boundary with him, and only you can change it."
Angie interrupted, "I have one with all my lovers. My ass is off limits; I only do anal with Pete."
"I don't remember that one," I said.
"Oh, you are the other exception, only you never seemed to want to, so the boundary never came up as an issue between us."
Angie held up a third finger. "There is one other very important rule. We don't have unprotected sex with anyone outside the family. And we all have regular checkups."
Simone looked at me with a worried expression. "But we had unprotected sex."
"I know. I broke the rules, but I wasn't thinking about the family then. Don't worry the hospital will have checked you for STD's after your assault. You told me that I was your first since then, so we know it not to be an issue. But we will schedule an appointment for both of us. I haven't been checked since Ros died. I'm not worried, the only person I slept with in the four years was an old friend, and we used protection."
"Is that why you wore a condom with Lisette?"
"In part, plus she wasn't sure about her birth control. I think Julia suggested that she get herself checked and her birth control sorted out."
Angie said, "She did, I was there when she spoke to her. Lisette said she would do it immediately."
"That's good to know."
Simone kissed Angie and then me. "Thank you both; I feel a lot happier now." She looked at me, "Can I try setting some boundaries for you?"
"Of course."
"You have my permission to sleep with Angie and Julia whenever you want."
Angie said, "Thank you," and hugged her.
"And you have mine to sleep with Pete and Mike." I told her.
Then I asked her, "What do you want to do about Lisette?"
She thought about it for a moment, and then replied. "For the moment you can sleep with her. But I want to be with you or nearby, and I'd like to be asked first."
"I agree and the same rules apply to you and her."
"Oh, do we need to set boundaries for lovers of the same sex?"
Angie replied, "Some of us do, some don't. Pete and I don't. But in Lisette's case, as she not yet a family member it's probably wise."
I said, "Ros never needed to set same sex boundaries for me. I've never been interested in men as a sexual partner."
Simone asked, "How do you remember all the different boundary options that must exist."
I laughed, "With difficulty sometimes. Ros seemed to be able to remember them all."
Angie said, "Kirsten found a list in one of Ros's note books. There's a copy on the web page we can all update. The list helps manage expectations between all the family members, particularly when we know we're apt to be with someone we haven't seen for a while and need a refresher on their limits."
"Christ, am I out of date!"
I drank the last of my glass and the bottle was empty. I asked if we wanted another one, and I got a yes.
I returned with the fresh bottle. As I filled the glasses, Simone was asking Angie an interesting question that had a lot of potential for me.
"So do you enjoy anal sex?"
"Oh, God yes, the orgasms are so intense."
"The men who forced me to try it were too rough and didn't care if it hurt me."
"I'm sorry; you really need to try it again with a lover you trust. That's why I only do it with Pete; he's careful and understands my anatomy."
Angie looked at me shyly, "But I would let you any time if you wanted to. I know you would be so good." I smiled at the compliment and the trust it implied.
Simone looked at me, "Do you think we could try it sometime soon?"
I felt a throb of anticipation surge through my cock. "Of course we can. You just need to tell me when you really want to try it. There is no pressure on my part."
She smiled as she placed a hand in my lap and felt my cock stirring. "I think he is happy at the thought of fucking my ass."
"He's always happy at the thought of fucking any part of you."
Simone bent down and kissed the bulging front of my shorts. "Thank you my dirty old man's gorgeous cock."
Angie gave me a long kiss and massaged my cock through the shorts. They both stood up and went to leave.
I gestured at the prominent bulge in my shorts. "Hey, you can't leave me like this?"
They turned round and looked at me.
Simone asked, "If we help you out, do you promise to be very good to us later."
"Oh very, very good."
She looked at Angie, "Then I suppose we could help, what do you think?"
"Well he has been very good so far, so we could be kind." Then they both laughed and came and knelt in front of me.
Simone undid the front of my shorts. Little Andy sprang up in all his glory, grateful to be released from his prison. She gave him a quick kiss. Then she crawled up onto the couch and knelt beside me. Angie pulled my shorts off and got comfortable between my legs.
Angie started by gently sucking my balls and licking my shaft. Simone took my glans in her mouth and ran her tongue all round it. My cock twitched and grew with the attention it was getting. I gave a little groan in appreciation.
The girls got a lot more enthusiastic. Simone was trying to swallow all of my eight inches. Angie had both of my balls in her mouth. The sensations were surging down my shaft and spreading over my groin.
I couldn't help myself. I let my hand move up Simone's leg under her skirt until it found her panty covered ass. My finger slipped under the elastic and sought out the puckered rosebud of her ass hole. I sent it strumming over the delicate opening of her asshole, sending little shivers through her.
As I ran my finger gently round it she wiggled her butt in encouragement. I used the kitty juice that was oozing from her pussy to lubricate my finger. I eased the finger past the tight muscular ring of her ass. Simone froze for a moment. I could feel her trying to relax, and then as she did, she resumed her sucking. My finger slid all the way in and I began finger fucking her ass. Simone arched her back and cried out.
Angie looked up to see what we were doing. "Oh you naughty boy, couldn't you wait?"
I grinned at her, "It's your fault, and it got me thinking about lewd sexual acts I could do with the two of you."
I pushed a second finger in and carried on finger fucking her ass. Simone was panting and had completely forgotten she was sucking me off. Her head was bent over my cock. But her eyes were squeezed shut and her mouth open as she moaned in pleasure.
Angie smiled at my predicament. She moved Simone's head so she could take over sucking me. I abandoned myself to the delights of her mouth. My fingers were moving in and out of Simone's ass. I found I could just reach her clit with my thumb. Simone reacted almost immediately as her orgasm exploded. I could feel her shaking as she collapsed beside me.
I was getting close when I realized I could no longer feel Angie's mouth. I opened an eye and saw she'd taken her panties off. She was poised over my cock and with a grunt she skewered herself on his full length.
She looked back at me. "Christ, you fill me; I wasn't going to waste any of your wigglers."
And she rode me in a reverse cowgirl to my climax. She shuddered as I filled her warm body cavity with my jism. She lay back on me catching her breath, I wrapped my arms round her and she gently caressed them.
She looked at both of us, "I'm sorry, I took advantage of you to fill my cunt with more sperm." Somehow, she didn't seem to be all that apologetic.
I smiled, "Don't be, they are yours for as long as it takes. Just tell us when you want a top up."
Simone looked at me, "Every time you touch me you bring me to new levels of fucking pleasure. I have never had an anal orgasm before."
Angie said, "That wasn't a real anal orgasm. Just wait until he's got his cock in there, then you will know what a proper one is."
"Fuck, it can get better than that?"
Angie laughed. "Oh god yes, it can be amazing, and you haven't lived until you have two cocks inside you at the same time.
She looked at me, "Pete and Andy at the same time. I still have fantasies about that night."
I grinned at the memory
Simone was rocking on the edge of the seat. "Please, please, can we try that?" She asked me. "I want you in my ass and Pete in my kitty."
"Tonight, I promise we will do whatever you want."
Angie stood up and retrieved her panties from the floor. "Wait a moment I have something that will help later."
She disappeared and returned a couple of minutes later. In her hand was an exquisite silver and gold inlayed butt plug.
"I want you to have this," she told Simone.
Simone looked at it in wonder, "I can't, and it's too beautiful for you to give it away."
Angie shook her head, "It's yours now, and I have its bigger brother. They were a gift to me from Pete. I just asked him now and he wants you to have it."
Simone looked from me to Angie with moist eyes. "Thank you, I love you both so much."
Then she asked Angie, "What do I do with it?"
Angie grinned, "Let me show you. You are going to need some lube and I have some. First you coat it in lube."
She showed Simone what she meant. Then she bent Simone over and pulled her panties down and squirted a generous amount on her ass.
"Then you work some around and in your anus." And she matched her words with her actions as her fingers danced around Simone's rosebud.
"Then you slide it in. Don't worry the shape and the collar hold it in place," and she firmly slid it into place.
"Fuucck, that feels big... And you have a bigger one?"
"I do, yours is an inch in diameter. The one I use is an inch and a half."
Simone looked shocked, and then went to remove it.
"No," and Angie pushed her hand away. "You need to leave it in until Andy fucks your ass tonight."
"Christ that's hours away. Do I really need to keep it in?"
"Yes. It really will help"
Simone gingerly pulled her panties up and wriggled her butt trying to find a comfortable position.
Angie told her, "I'd take them off, it's more comfortable that way."
She removed them and walked across the cabin to the kitchen. By the time she got back to me her legs were shaking and I had to hold her up.
She told me, "That is an amazing feeling, pain and pleasure at the same time."
Angie agreed, "It take a bit of getting used to. But after a while it becomes a mild sensation of constant pleasure." And she bent over and flashed her ass. There in all its glory was its bigger brother.
Angie looked at us, "I slipped it in when I went to get yours."
She said hopefully, "I was hoping that after Simone's introduction, you and Pete will fuck me? I want Pete in my ass and you where you should be leaving your cum in order to get me pregnant."
She paused then said wistfully, "I still would like to have you fuck my ass. But it can wait until I'm pregnant."
I smiled at the thought. But the pleasant picture I was building in my mind was interrupted by Pete's call.
"I've got St Raphael in sight, can you come up."
*************************
St Raphael
Angie and I bounced up the cabin stairs to the wheelhouse. Simone followed a bit more gingerly.
Pete watched her with a smile."I take it that you are enjoying your present."
"I am," and she flashed her ass at him and the jewelled butt plug was obvious. "This is very generous of you. I feel guilty, I know that it was a present to Angie, and I'm breaking up a set."



Angie said, "After all you and Andy are doing for us it's the least we could do."
Pete said, "As soon as we get back I'm going to get the jewellers to make another set so you both can have a full set."
He turned to me, "Where are we supposed to moor?"
I took over the controls and eased Rosie towards the harbour wall. There was a gap between two other boats that was only a few feet longer than Rosie. I was so glad that I had equipped Rosie with bow and stern thrusters. Once I was able to hold her stationary opposite the gap. I used the thrusters and moved her sideways until we were inches away from the wall.
Pete jumped across and tied us up, and I dropped the bumpers over the side. I switched the main engine off and silence settled on the boat. It's not until it's off do you realise that there had been a low constant throb and vibration from the engine the whole time.
I stretched and jumped across to the land. I walked along the wall until I found the harbour master in his office. I paid the fees for a couple of nights, and arraigned for the electrical and water hook ups. He offered to arrange a black water pump out. I said yes and it was organised for tomorrow morning. We shook hands and I left.
The town was dominated by the ruins of an early medieval castle on the bluff overlooking the town. Simone told us that it was famous for its market and its old town. She wanted to visit the market the next morning and get the fresh ingredients for a meal she was planning for tomorrow.
She said, "It's a marvellous market, they have the best produce from the region. We need to go early. Andy, will you come with me?"
"Of course."
"There's a really nice restaurant here. We used to come on important family occasions. When daddy realised this was where you were heading for Andy, he called the owners to let them know we may be dropping by. Can we go please, I love the place."
"It sounds a great idea, but let's go fairly early. We have a big night planned." And to make my point, I stroked her butt and gently pressed the butt plug.
She gave a quiet groan, "Oh, definitely early. Christ I'm already soaked at the thought of what you two men are going to do to me." I looked and there was the glisten of kitty juice on the inside of her thigh and more trickling down. I collected some on my finger, and tasted it, such sweet honey nectar.
She called the restaurant to see what time we would be welcome. "Are we all ok with six-thirty?
I looked at the others, "I'm good with that. That gives us a couple of hours to have a look around."
She let the restaurant know we would be there at six-thirty and rang off.
I grabbed my camera, and we spent a happy hour wandering the narrow medieval streets of the old town. In a small empty square we discovered an old fountain. Water fell from an amphora held by a time worn statue of a woman in roman dress. The late afternoon sun slid through a gap in the buildings, bathing her in a golden glow. It was the perfect photo opportunity. I managed to get a great series of the girls sitting or standing by the fountain. The highlight was Simone and Angie sitting demurely on the fountain wall. For the final shot they looked like innocent angels but they'd pulled their skirts up and spread their legs. The camera could clearly see that they were not wearing any panties.
Moments later as the girls were adjusting their skirts, a couple of old women entered the square. They gave us a suspicious look as we greeted them. As we left the square the girls were giggling at the close call. We were all in a great mood as we returned to the boat.
As we approached Rosie, Simone froze and gasped in horror. At the side of a car, parked by the gangplank stood a man.
She hissed, "Its Bernard."
Pete and I moved instinctively so we were between the women and Simone's nemesis. He was in his late thirties. A thin man with an angular face elegantly dressed. Angie put her arm protectively around Simone.
He pushed himself away from the car and walked in our direction. Simone stood beside me clutching my hand in hers.
He spoke in French as he approached us, "Simone, on doit se parler!"
Simone replied, "In English, Bernard, I have no secrets from my friends."
"We need to talk. The school says the George contacted them to tell them we have withdrawn the children. He said he was acting on your instructions. Why?"
"Because I want them to be close to me, not hidden away in Switzerland."
"But it is one of the best schools in the world!"
"I don't care if it's the best in the world; I want them to be at home with me. We will find a good local school."
Their voices were getting raised and I suggested we take the discussion on board. Bernard gave me a cool look, but nodded his head in agreement. We moved onto the board and to the upper deck where our chairs still sat.
Pete and Angie left the three of us alone, but Pete gave me a sign to indicate I should yell if any trouble started. They went off to their cabin to change for dinner. Simone sat close to me holding my hand.
Simone told Bernard, "We only have thirty minutes, let's make this quick."
Bernard looked at me and started to talk in French again.
"No, I told you, in English. I have no secrets from Andy." Simone said.
Bernard started again, "Why move them when they like the school?"
She looked at him accusingly, "Because I don't feel that they are my children anymore! I need the time to reconnect with them. For that to happen they need to be close."
"You chose to leave them."
She looked at him in disbelief. "You were isolating me from them for years. Sending them away to school. When they were at home you found reasons to keep them away from me."
He spat back, "You weren't a fit person to be a mother."
"I was as fit as you allowed me to be," She shot back.
She looked away, then back at him. "Did you ever love me, or was it all a game with you? Was it me or the company you wanted?"
Bernard couldn't or wouldn't answer her.
She squeezed my hand and gave me a weak smile to show she felt proud she was standing up to her ex-husband.
She told Bernard, "I've been given more love these past few days that I ever had from you!"
"You didn't need my love. You had all your friends." He said bitterly.
"I wouldn't have needed them if you hadn't been so cold."
I put my hand up to stop them. "Look at the moment the history between the pair of you is not important. What you need to agree on are the children."
I told Bernard, "We had a long talk with George and Rachael over dinner. We felt that the children would benefit from going to school locally, and living at home."
Bernard didn't look convinced, so I continued. "George and Rachael are looking for the best local private school. They say there are some very good ones. Look you are in a win-win situation here. You will see your children more often, and Simone is paying the fees."
He didn't look happy, but after a few moments of thought he nodded his head in agreement. "I will ask George to keep me updated." He stood up and walked off the boat without a backward glance. He got in the car and drove away without another word or even a goodbye.
Simone hugged me so tightly I could hardly breathe. "Thank you, I couldn't have coped with him on my own."
Pete and Angie appeared looking smartly dressed, ready for dinner. We could see they were wondering what had occurred. So I gave them a very quick summary as Simone went off to change. I followed Simone to our cabin and joined her in the shower. I helped to rinse the soap off her, and then she left to get dry, and start dressing, the butt plug still firmly in place.
I stood under the shower letting the water beat down for a few minutes, refreshing my mind as well as my body.
When I entered the cabin I stopped, frozen by the sight of Simone. She stood with her back to me dressed only in ivory coloured lace lingerie. A suspender belt held up matching silk stockings, but she was bare beneath the belt so her gorgeous ass and pussy showed as she turned.
She came and put her arms round me and rested her head on my chest. She whispered, "I've never loved anyone as much as I do you. Please don't stop loving me I couldn't bare it."
I gave her a long deep kiss before replying, "I'm here for as long as you want me, my little sex slave."
She gave a little shiver of joy, "Never go away my magnificent dirty old man."
I ran my hands down her nearly naked body enjoying the feel of her skin and the lace. She took one of my hands and drew it down to her ass. I could feel the butt plug still in place. She groaned as I touched it.
"I can't wait for tonight's fun and games," she whispered.
She broke away and gave me a playfully tap on my butt. "Hurry up, we need to get dressed."
I smiled and found a pair of decent trousers and a good shirt in the wardrobe. Simone had a short white cocktail dress in her hands. I helped her slip it on and zip it up. The point that she wore no panties was not lost on me. I also checked to make sure the butt plug didn't show through the material of the dress.
She gave me a twirl and I whistled in admiration. We joined the others and we walked the two hundred meters to the restaurant.
The restaurant was in the old part of the town. You walked through an archway into a courtyard to find the entrance. I pointed out a discreet sign by the door to Pete. "It's got Three Michelin stars!"
Simone walked up to the maître d' and told him her father's name. He greeted her profusely and asked her to wait a moment while he disappeared towards the kitchen.
He returned with an older white haired man in chef whites. He held his arms out and Simone went to him and hugged him. They kissed on the cheeks, and then he held her out at arm's length.
"Darling Simone, you look so beautiful and happy. I was so pleased when your father called to let me know you were coming."
He looked over at us, "And these are your friends?"
Simone brought him over to us. "David, this is Andrew, my fiancé, and Angela and Peter our best friends." He kissed Angie on both cheeks and shook our hands.
"David owns the restaurant, he used to be the chef, and he is my godfather. Now his son Julian is the head chef."
"But as you can see I like to keep my hand in." And he gestured to his whites. "Come let me show you to your table."
He showed us to the chefs table, an exclusive table that sat in an alcove overlooking the kitchen. "We keep this table for our very special guests." After we were sat down he called his son over. "You remember Julian don't you Simone, you haven't seen him for years?"
Julian was a tall man in his early forties who smiled when he saw Simone. She blushed and admitted, "I remember Julian, how could I forget, I had a school girl crush on him when I was a teenager."
He laughed, "I wondered why you used to make your father bring you so often."
Simone took hold of my hand. "This is Andy; we are going to get married in the New Year."
He congratulated us and kissed Simone before he returned to his busy kitchen. He promised us the best meal we had ever had as a wedding gift. David joined us for a few minutes talking to Simone in French. I could understand enough to know that they just discussing their families. Suddenly he jumped up and stormed off to the kitchen shouting at a poor commis chef who'd dropped a pan.
I asked Simone, "Is he always like this?"
"He hasn't changed in all the time I've known him, and daddy says he's always been the same. I don't know how Julian copes!"
I grinned at her, "So, a schoolgirl crush?"
"I used to lie in bed masturbating, imaging him fucking me."
"So what am I?"
She smiled, "A thirty-three year old woman's answer to her every fantasy! And I don't need to masturbate because you do fuck me - and tonight will be no exception."
David reappeared with the sommelier, "Your father told me that your family's wine bin is always to be available to you and your friends, just ask Daniel here."
Simone asked Daniel in a polite tone, "Do we have any of the family reserve, the seventy-six vintage?"
He looked delighted, "Yes madam, there are two cases. I would be delighted to get it for you."
"Then two bottles please."
He went off and returned five minutes later with the bottles and a decanter. It was fascinating to watch as he carefully removed the cork under the watchful eyes of David and Simone. Pete and I grinned at each other in anticipation, remembering the wine we had tasted with George. Pouring the wine from the bottle to the decanter was an art form in its self. Daniel lit a candle and very carefully poured the wine, using the candle light to ensure that none of the dregs were decanted. He poured a tasting glass out and went to offer it to Simone. She shook her head and pointed at me. I took a sip and looked at Pete in shock. I'd thought the wine we had tasted with George was magnificent, but this made it look like a vin ordinare.
Simone laughed at the expression on my face.
I said, "This is amazing, I've never tasted anything like it before."
Pete sipped his, "That's it, I can die happy now," he said. "I've tasted perfection!"
I looked at the label, it was a very simple white label with four lines on it.
Chateau de Grasse
Vin Laurent
1976
Pour Helene
Simone saw me looking, "He named it after my mother, and he said it's the best wine we have ever made.
I asked David and Julian to join us for a moment and offered them a glass. When we all had a full glass, I raised mine, "To Helene."
"To Helene," came the response as we drank a toast.
David had a tear in his eye, "I miss her; she lit the room up when she was here."
Simone asked David, "I know the three of you were close, and there was some history between you. But daddy never spoke of it."
David sipped his wine as the waiters brought our first course.
He said, "George and I were boyhood friends, we were un-separable. We were the two musketeers 'all for one...'. Only one thing ever came between us, and that was your mother, the beautiful Helene. We called her Helene of Troy, she was so pretty. We were rivals for her hand, and she choose him. I didn't speak to him for months after that. Finally she came to see me, begged me to talk to him. You know the rest, I was his best man at their wedding, and I am your godfather."
Simone sipped her wine and said, "I wonder how many bottles are left. I'd love to be able to serve it at our wedding."
David looked up, "I know. There were only twelve hundred bottles filled, one hundred cases. He and I opened the first bottle ten years ago. Some have been drunk over the years mostly by your father and me. But including the two cases downstairs there are almost eighty left."
"Do you think he would give me a few cases for the wedding?"
He smiled, "I know he will, he was keeping it for you. Only three people have drunk this wine before tonight. George, myself and you."
It was one of the best meals I had ever experienced. It was a couple of hours before we were willing to leave. Both David and Julian bade us goodbye. They refused to let us pay.
David told us, "Simone your father lent me the money to start this place. He has never let me pay him back. So I've never charged him for a meal, and I never will. Nor will I ever let you pay either."
Julian said, "The chefs table is permanently reserved for your family. We hope to see you many more times now that you will be in the area."
********************************
The Games We Play
We walked back to the boat with our arms around our partners waist. I let mine drift down and stroke Simone's ass. You could feel the sexual tension slowly building up between the four of us, as we began to anticipate the night's activities. We made ourselves comfortable in the main cabin. I got us all a nightcap of Grand Marnier. I sat between the girls on the couch. Pete sat on a cushion on the floor between Angie's legs, and she caressed the hair on his head. The long day was over, but the night was about to begin!
I remembered another line from one of Romantic1's stories that had intrigued me. This was the perfect time to try it out. I took a large sip of my drink holding it in my mouth. I kissed Simone, and as I did so I squirted most of it into her mouth. She recoiled slightly in surprise. Then swallowed the mouthful and laughed.
"That was fun, can you do it again?... No... let me try on you first!"
She took a mouthful and tried it out on me with a little less success. I enjoyed it, but we lost some that dripped down to fall on her dress.
"Damm!" And she went to wipe it off, but all she did was spread the stain even further. She frowned, and then smiled. "At least it gives me an excuse to take it off."
She stood and Pete helped unzip her dress. She let it slid down and pool at her feet. She poised for a moment in her lingerie and stockings for us before resuming her seat. Not to be out done, Angie asked me to unzip her dress. She stood and gave a shimmy and the dress joined its friend on the floor. Under it she wore semi translucent pale blue lingerie, with a matching suspender belt and black stockings. Pete made a spinning gesture with his finger. She giggled as she turned round so we could admire her sexy body.
I took another large sip of the Grand Marnier and kissed Angie repeating the mouth-to-mouth action. Her eyes opened wide in surprise at the sensation. Then after she swallowed she kissed me back.
She said, "Hell, that was fun, where did you learn that?"
"I saw it in an online erotic story, I've been meaning to try it out for some time."
She turned to Pete, "Come here, I want to try it out on you." She sipped and kissed him. He reacted in much the same way as the rest of us.
"You can do that any time you want!" He told her. "If I didn't have an erection before, I sure do now."
I felt a little tap from Simone, "I want to try to do it again"
"Take less in your mouth." I suggested.
She took a smaller sip and this time it was perfect. The sensation of the warm alcohol as it entered my mouth raised the kiss to another level. She grinned happily when I told her how good it was.
Pete and Angie finished off their glasses trading alcohol laden kisses. Angie stood and pulled Simone to her feet.
She looked at us, "Gentlemen, this young lady need to be introduced to the joys of anal sex. Will you help me?"
We stood and followed them into the cabin. The girls made themselves comfortable on the bed. Pete and I undressed and joined them. Simone was a mix of anticipation and fear.
I held her in my arms, "You control tonight, and we do as much or as little as you decide." She nodded gratefully. I felt the tension slowly wash out of her, and her lips sought mine in gratitude.
"Thank you. I have three of the people I love the most here to help me. I know I'm safe, it's just the fear of the unknown!"
Angie said, "Watch Pete and I, we will show you how good it is then you can make you mind up."
Simone looked relieved and nodded her agreement. We moved to the top of the bed out of the way. She curled up beside me and wrapped my arm around her protectively.
Angie grinned at Pete, "Come on lover, we have a sex show to put on, just like part of the one we saw in Amsterdam. Come fuck my ass." She unhooked her bra and dropped it on the floor. Pete pulled her panties off and buried his face between her legs. Angie gave a quiet moan of satisfaction as his tongue swept across her labia and clit. Pete kept licking and sucking her clit. Angie was groaning and had her fingers tangled in his hair holding him in place.
Simone kissed me, and shivered as I unclasped the front of her bra. I caressed her breasts and teased her nipples.



Angie pushed Pete away, and got onto her hands and knees. She gave a moan as Pete removed her butt plug. I passed him the bottle of lube, and he squirted a generous amount into his hand. He coated his firm cock and Angie's open ass hole.
He was on his knees behind her and the head of his throbbing cock was poised at her rear entrance. Simone was on her knees watching intently. Pete pushed the head of his cock through the muscular ring of Angie's ass
She moaned, "Oh fuck, slowly, let me get used to that beautiful cock of yours."
She groaned quietly as Pete paused, and then eased himself in slowly, inch by inch until his balls touched her cunt lips and there was no more of his cock to be seen.
Simone's head was beside Angie's, and she pulled the hair away from her face. "What does it feel like?" She asked.
Angie focused her eyes on her, "Fucking amazing, he fills me up like you can't imagine." Then as Pete started to slowly plunge in and out of her rectum she cried out. "Oh fuck yessss, fuck me harder." And pushed her ass back at him to meet his down strokes.
Simone curled up beside me again. I played with her breasts, and she slid her hand down to her kitty and started to stroke the places that brought her the greatest pleasure.
Pete picked up his pace, and while he was grunting, Angie was giving us a running commentary.
"Holy fuck, it feels so good; oh yes, fucking harder. Oh fuck, fuck, fuck me."
Then as Pete caught one of her swaying tits and pinched her engorged nipple, she screamed. Her hand went down between her legs and she started frantically rubbing her clit.
"I'm getting close," Pete warned her.
"Fuck, me too, come in me, I want to feel you squirt deep in my ass."
Another minute or so of frantic thrusting and Pete cried out, his buttocks shook as he as he came deep in her ass. Angie's orgasm was seconds later, and she collapsed forward as the intense wave of pleasure washed over her.
"Huh, huuuuh, huuuuuuh, huuuuuuuuh," She screamed as she came.
Simone looked at me with desire and lust, "Please will you fuck my ass?"
"Are you sure?"
"Hell yes, after watching that I hope your long cock tickles my tonsils by way of my ass!"
Pete rolled off Angie and his cock slid out of her ravished rectum, cum oozing out. Angie crawled over to Simone and gave her a big kiss.
She gasped as she got her breath back, "Fuck, that was fun, are you going to try it with Andy?"
Simone nodded. She grinned at me as she showed me the saturated crotch. She said with a smile, "I think I'm as ready as I'll ever be."
She kissed me and said, "I love and trust you." She took hold of my cock and gave the head a lick. "And you be gentle with me," she whispered to him, a tremor of trepidation in her tone.
She got on to her hands and knees copying Angie's previous position. She whimpered quietly as I pulled the butt plug from her asshole and tossed it aside on the bed. Angie took the bottle of lube and anointed my cock. She worked some in to Simone's asshole too. The feel of someone else's hands lubricating my cock for this sexual act was highly erotic and reminded me again of why I loved Angie.
I pushed a finger into the sensitive flesh of Simone's asshole, just rubbing around and around, and she groaned. She looked over her shoulder at me and told me, "God use your cock, I need to feel you."
I slid the wet head of my steel hard cock, up to touch that puckered hole. Then pushed against the ring of her asshole with my glans. After a moment's resistance the head slid in, then her anus clamped down for a moment, and we both groaned.
When I felt her ring of her asshole relax slightly, I withdrew a fraction and then pushed forward. I repeated the motion moving deeper into her rectum each time. Every time I moved forward Simone groaned. It sounded like a mix of pain and pleasure. I paused to allow her to get used to the sensation of my cock up her ass.
Again she looked over her shoulder and spoke. "Don't stop, Christ you are filling me, I need more of you!" And to emphasis her words she pushed back with her hips trying to force me deeper
I complied and with one motion pushed in until I was fully seated in her ass and my balls touched her cunt lips. Her head sank forward until it was resting on her forearms and she gave a long low guttural moan. I was thrusting slowly and steadily, the smoothness of her rectum tight around my granite cock. Now as I moved faster and harder she was moaning in pleasure not pain, her hands clenching the bedspread beside her head.
"Ohhhhh fuck!" Simone cried, almost screaming. Our bodies taut as our flesh worked together to bring her toward that delicious, inevitable end. "Now, ohhh god, ohhhhh yesss! Fuck I'm coming like never before!" She did scream. Her whole body shaking as her first anal orgasm swept over her.
I paused for a few moments allowing Simone to enjoy the sensations washing over her. I needed to feel that moment myself, so I started moving again.
Her head whipped round and she groaned again. "Come inside me," she pleaded; "Do it, please, fill my ass with your cum for the first time!"
I was getting close and I could feel my cock throbbing in anticipation
"Ohhhh, fuck yessss," I groaned. I tightened my grip on her hips and sank deeper still before beginning to move again. Thrusting into her, my cock was like a piston driving into her flesh.
I came with a savage cry, my cock exploding, filling that hot, aching passage with my ropes of cum. Simone rose against me as her second orgasm washed over her, joining me in my pleasure. We collapsed on the bed limbs intertwined, still connected.
A minute later, I gently pulled my slowly deflating cock from her ass, worried that I may have been a bit too enthusiastic. A trickle of my cum oozed from her puckered asshole . She rolled over to face me and kissed me savagely.
"Fuck, I love you," she told me. "THAT was fabulous. I'm a convert."
She turned to Angie, "Is it always as intense as that? It was so familiar yet completely different at the same time." Then she winced as she sat up. "Damm, I'm sore!"
Angie said, "They are some of the most intense orgasms I've ever experienced, but you can have too much of a good thing."
"Are you ok?" I asked.
"It was one of the most amazing orgasms I've had, but no more anal tonight please. My ass is sore," she smiled at me, "but I certainly did enjoy making it sore!"
Angie crawled up the bed to us. "Can I borrow him please?" She asked Simone. "I've been fantasising about another DP with Pete and Andy forever. The last time was so long ago.
Pete handed me a cloth so I could clean my cock.
Angie smiled and asked Simone if she would get me ready for her. As Simone bent with a lick and kiss to her enjoyable task. Angie took Pete's flaccid cock in her mouth, and worked a miracle.
"How do you want me?" I asked.
"Err, you on the bottom, in my pussy and Pete can fuck my ass from behind."
I lay down on my back, Simone shuffled over to me and I was able to lay my head in her lap, the top of my head against her kitty. Angie swung her leg over my hips, and grasping my cock in her hand eased it into the sodden entrance of her cunt. With a gasp she sank down taking my full eight inches inside her. We stayed still for a moment to get used to the sensations. Then she stretched out on me, her lips kissing my neck. I started to push in and out, enjoying the warmth and softness of her velvety vagina. We both enjoyed the sensations for a few moments, then she made me stop.
"I want Pete in my ass now!"
Pete knelt between our legs and coated his cock with lube. He used his hands to spread her ass cheeks exposing the delicate opening of her asshole to his tongue. He licked her cleft, and the sensitive rosebud of her asshole. The tip of his tongue moving around that tight band of muscle, making her shiver.
He shuffled forward on his knees, until the head of his cock was in place. He pushed through the opening, and with one long steady motion buried himself deep in her abdomen. I ignored the feeling of his scrotum hitting against my undercarriage.
It's a weird but amazing sensation feeling a second cock rubbing against yours only separated by a thin layer of flesh. Angie was supporting her weight on her arms and pushing back with her pelvis against both of us.
"Ohhhhh fuck," she cried out, as we both started to thrust into her. It took us a few moments to find a comfortable rhythm. As I pushed in Pete would pull out and then we would reverse the motion.
Angie was staring down at me with her green eyes wide open. Her mouth was open as she continually grunted counterpointing our thrusting. Pete was holding on to her hips. She was threatening to buck him off as the movements of her pelvis got more frantic the closer she came. The tips of her nipples were brushing across mine as her breasts swung back and forth, teasing me.
I could feel her cunt contracting as she built up to her first orgasm. She was panting continuously.
"Ohh fuck, ohhh fuuucckk, fuuuucckk, fuuucckk, I'm cummmming," she cried out. She shook with the intensity of her orgasm. We stopped moving for a few moments to allow her to get her breath back. Pete started pushing again and I followed suit, getting back into the rhythm.
We could both feel and hear as her next orgasm quickly built up to its peak and she kept coming as we continued to thrust. She rested forehead on my chest and all I could hear was a string of continues grunts. "Ohhh, ohhh, ohhh, ohhh," over and over again.
I could feel the change in Pete's thrusts as he grew close to his fulfilment. I felt his cock throbbing through Angie's flesh as he pumped his jism deep inside her.
He looked down at me as if to ask if I'd cum. I shook my head and he pulled out and rolled away. I took hold of Angie and rolled her onto her back without withdrawing. She groaned and wrapped her legs round my waist and I was thrusting away again.
"Christ... I'm... still... cuming," she panted out, and the feeling of her spasming cunt around my cock was enough to finally trigger my orgasm.
With a last low cry and a final hard thrust I felt my jism burn its way down my cock and surge deep into her cunt. I lay on top of her for a few moments as we both got our breath back. Then as I felt myself shrinking I pulled out and rolled away. Angie curled up on her side occasionally shivering as the remnants of her multiple orgasms continued to wash over her. Pete curled up behind her and wrapped his arms protectively round her.
Simone curled up beside me holding me tight. I looked at her, "If you want to try this too? I'm going to need some time to recover."
"Oh I so want to, but not tonight, my ass is still sore. Soon though."
Angie sat up, "I'm going to take my man and curl up in his arms and sleep."
She looked at us, "I think that was the last baby deposit for the time being. If I'm not pregnant by now it isn't going to happen this month."
I said, "We will keep our fingers crossed. Look if you aren't we can visit you in Dhabi next month, in fact can we come anyway?"
Pete said, "You know you are both welcome at any time. You don't need an excuse to visit." Angie just sat there nodding her head, tears in her eyes.
The girls kissed and then Pete led a sleepy Angie off to their bed.
***********************
Morning Thoughts
Peace and quiet returned to our cabin. Simone shivered so I pulled the bed cover over us. We lay there facing each other, gently caressing and kissing each other.
Finally, I broke the silence, "Was it as good as you hoped?"
She looked at me with love in her blue eyes. "Even better," she paused for a moment then continued. "It was almost too intense. I really enjoyed it, but I couldn't do it every night."
"Special occasions?" I suggested with a chuckle.
She nodded with a broad grin. "Definitely special occasions!"
"I still want to try you and Pete together." She thought for a second or two, "Do you think it would upset Pete, if I said I would prefer Mike to him?"
"It won't worry him, it's your body so it's always your choice."
"It looked so amazing with the three of you, Angie is a lucky woman to have you as a lover."
"Angie's not the lucky one, I am. They have given me so much of their love over the years. And now they trust me to help them have a family. It makes me feel so humble."
She looked at me, "You know I would never refuse you anything!"
I loved the look of absolute trust on her face, and I knew I would never abuse it. "And I thank you for that trust."
She stifled a yawn, and I laughed, "Am I that boring?"
"God no, it's just been a long but wonderful day and I'm tired."
I turned the lights off and curled up behind her. I wrapped my arms around her and we slowly drifted off to asleep.
The reflection of the sun off the water bouncing around the cabin woke me early the next morning. I was still spooned behind Simon, my morning woody trapped between us. I kissed the back of her neck and she shuddered in her sleep. My hand was cupping her breast. I continued to nuzzle her neck and she slowly began to surface. Her nipple grew firm under my fingers and she pushed her butt against me.
She murmured, "God I love it when you wake me like this." She pushed me on my back, and rose above me before sinking down on my erect cock. She shuddered as my cock pushed up against her cervix.
"Christ, I love the feeling of you filling me," she groaned.
I pulled her down towards me and took one of her firm hard nipples in my mouth and sucked contentedly. She groaned and started riding me. It was short and sharp, we only lasted a couple of minutes before we both exploded into a mutual orgasm. She collapsed on me and we kissed, savouring the aftermath of our orgasms.
We lay still connected and dozed for a little while, before we got up and headed for the bathroom and the welcoming shower. We showered and dressed and headed to the galley. I brewed a pot of coffee. We took our cups to the deck and sat together curled up on one of the double width sun loungers. We watched as the sun burning off the mist that hung over the water. There was a sense of peace that hung over the river. From the town came the sounds of the market as it prepared itself for its first customers.
After half an hour a still sleepy looking Angie appeared, wrapped in a towelling robe clutching a cup of coffee.
She sat on the edge of the lounger and greeted us with morning kisses.
Angie said, "I heard you moving about. I wanted to tell you how much I love you both." She caressed the side of my face, "And you, I think you have saved my marriage again. We were drifting apart because we couldn't have children. My hormones were betraying my love for him."
We snuggled closer and Angie curled up tight against us.
I stroked Angie's hair, "It's as much my fault as yours. I should have been there for you, not hiding away."
Angie kissed me then Simone. She told her, "You are so lucky, he's the best person I've ever known baring Pete. He's probably the only man I could contemplate leaving Peter for."
Simone grinned, "I know how lucky I am, and in your case I'm willing to share a little." She kissed me and continued, "Julia told me the same thing, that you were the only person she would ever consider leaving Mike for!"
She looked at Angie, poked at my midsection, and asked, "Look at him, he's not in his prime. He's overweight, he's never going to be a Greek Adonis. So why do we both feel the same way about him? I just can't imagine my life without him."
"I'm dammed if I know, I just know that there is little part of me that never feels complete when he's not around!"
I wrapped my arms round the pair of them and they snuggled in close, both heads resting on my chest. "Overweight!" I asked indignantly.
Simone grinned and rubbed my abdomen, "Just a little, and with all the exercise you've been getting lately you will soon lose it."
Angie whispered, "I think I'm pregnant. I feel pregnant. My mother told me she knew she was pregnant with me, the moment the egg was fertilised."
She looked at me, "I had the same sensation last night!"
She took Simone's and then my hand and placed them on her abdomen. "Say hello to our baby."
She and Simone both had tears in their eyes as they kissed.
************************
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Angie whispered, "I think I'm pregnant, I feel pregnant. My mother told me she knew she was pregnant with me, the moment the egg was fertilized." She looked at me, "I had the same sensation last night!"
She took Simone's and then my hand and placed them on her abdomen. "Say hello to our baby."
She and Simone both had tears in their eyes as they kissed.
*****************************
Love and Shopping
We sat curled up on the lounger my arms round the pair of them. We listened as the town came alive. Finally Simone reminded me of my promise to go with her to the morning market. Angie asked if she could join us as Pete was still fast asleep. She disappeared below to get dressed and was back in five minutes in a short skirt and tight green T-shirt. Printed on it, stretched across her bra-less breasts was the slogan 'The Family Rules'. She was holding two more in her hands.
I laughed when I saw it. Angie handed one each to us. "Julia got them printed for all of us as a thank you and a reminder of who we are. I forgot to give them to you."
We both changed our tops for the tee shirts. Mine was black and reasonably lose, but Simone's was red and as tight as Angie's! Like Angie she also took her bra off and we could see her nipples pushing out the fabric. I couldn't resist. I stroked the closest, and it and its twin stood to attention.
Simone smacked my hand, "Stop it, you're putting bad thoughts in my mind and I really want to go to the market!" Then she kissed my hand, "but when we get back..........." Her words trailed off into a suggestive grin.
I put a shopping bag, my wallet and camera in a small back pack and slung it over my shoulder. The three of us walked arm in arm the four hundred meters to the bustling market in the town square. French farmers' markets are a truly amazing experience. The sights and aromas are out of this world, a true gastronomes delight.
Simone was in her element, as she took us from stall to stall. Each was loaded with local produce. She picked and prodded at the displays, and flirted with the stall holders, until she found what she was looking for. Then her work done, she and Angie would move on, leaving me to pay and carry the package.
Half way round the market we met Julian from the restaurant. He was with a couple of his commis chefs. He was looking at a display of fresh local summer truffles. The owner was offering him tiny slices to try from the different types.
He greeted Simone "Ma chère, quel plaisir de te revoir!" The girls got a kiss and we all got a hug.
"I see Simone is introducing you to the delights of our market," he said. I lifted the full shopping bag up for him to see, and he laughed.
He pointed at his commis chefs, "I too, have my pack mules with me."
"First time I've been called a pack mule," I joked.
He invited us to join him for a coffee. Simone and Angie still wanted to wander round the market, but I was happy to join him. The girls said they would come and join us in half an hour. I gave Simone most of the money from my battered old wallet and she smiled at me.
"Does this mean I'm a kept woman, my dirty old man?"
"Yep, I'm keeping you as my sex slave."
She laughed, gave me a kiss, and they walked off. Julian concluded his business with the truffle seller. He sent the commis chefs back to the restaurant with his purchases. He took me to a cafe at the side of the square. We found a table and Julian ordered coffee and pastries for us.
"My father was telling me all about Bernard and Simone. He never did liked him."
I asked, "How did he hear about it?"
"He and George talk all the time. You realize that George likes you? I've never known him to allow the family's wine locker to be opened when he's not there."
"I sorta got that impression from him. He's agreed to give Simone away at the wedding."
"But she's not divorced yet?"
"No, but according to the lawyers it should be all sorted out in a month's time."
"You are a very lucky man. I remember that she was a beautiful schoolgirl and she's even more beautiful now."
"I know, I can't believe my luck. I still don't understand what she sees me?" I told him.
"My father says she's the splitting image of her mother at her age."
"I've seen the photographs in George's office. The resemblance is uncanny."
We sat sipping our coffee. I could see Simone and Angie at a stall fifty feet away. I got my camera out and managed to take a couple of good candid shots of the pair of them flirting with the stall holder.
Julian looked at me, "What's with the T-shirts you are all wearing?"
"It's just an in joke between the four of us," I told him. "It's too complicated to explain, unless you have all day and want me to bore you to tears!"
He gave that quintessential Gallic shrug and went back to his coffee. I saw a rather tired looking Pete appear in the square and I called him over.
"I thought you would still be dead to the world after last night."
He sat down and Julian ordered him coffee.
"I was until a man arrived wanting to empty our sewage," he told me.
"Shit!" I said.
He gave me a dirty look.
I grinned, "Sorry, no pun intended. I forgot to tell you I'd organised a pump out of the sewage tanks. I wasn't expecting them until later."
"Well they are there now, and they should be finished soon. They said they would leave the bill at the harbour masters office. So I decided to abandon ship and look for you."
His coffee arrived and he sipped it gratefully. The three of us sat drinking and passing pleasantries until Julian stood to leave.
"I've been lazy for too long. I need to go back to the restaurant and check on the preparations. Shall I keep a table in the courtyard free for you for lunch?"
I thought for a moment and looked at my watch, "That sounds like a nice idea, say twelve-thirty?"
"That's fine." He shook our hands and walked away. As he passed the girls he paused to kiss their cheeks.
A few minutes later the girls began to walk back to us. I put the camera to my eye and took a series of images. Simone saw me and blew me a kiss. Then she paused and slowly turned all the way around. It reminded me of the first time I saw her on that first afternoon. So much had happened to us in such a short time! We both got a kiss each from the girls, as they sat down beside us.
"You just missed Julian, but we are having lunch at the restaurant." I said. "So have you two been having fun?"
"I have everything we need for me to cook you all a special meal tonight," Simone told us. "And I have a present for you," she said shyly. She took her hand from behind her back and passed me a small box wrapped in a red ribbon. Inside was a wonderful black leather wallet. Embossed on the outside were the letters MGDOM.
Simone told me, "I saw that your old one was looking very battered, so I got this one for you to replace it."
I tapped the letters with my finger, and raised my eyebrows in a mute question.
She and Angie grinned and recited together, "My Gorgeous Dirty Old Man," and laughed.
I stood and took a bow, then gave them both a kiss.
"It's nice to be finally appreciated for the status I have been striving for all my life," I said formally.
I got a rousing round of applause from around the table. "Do you want a drink?" I asked the girls.
They said no, so I told Pete to drink up and paid the bill. We took the bags back to the boat. And while Simone and Angie packed away the purchases, Pete and I strolled down to the harbour master to settle the bill.
Back on the boat the four of us settled down on the loungers with a glass of wine.
Pete spoke, "I think this is our last day. I'd like to leave tomorrow and spend the night in Paris. I want to treat Angie to a night of pure indulgence before we fly home."
Angie said, "We don't want to go, but we really do need to get back to the office."
"We are going to miss you," I said, and Simone nodded with tears in her eyes.
Angie came over and gave Simone a cuddle. "It won't be for long," she said. "You are both coming to see us in a couple of weeks' time, aren't you?"
I nodded, "Yep, the week after Kirsten and Christina stay."
"We are going to have so much fun when you stay with us," Angie told us.
"If this is going to be your last night, then I'm going to make your meal, one you won't forget," Simone said. "I just need to get a few things started, and then we can go and have lunch."
"Oh don't forget, I booked a table at the restaurant for lunch."
"That nice, if Angie helps me we can get the food prepared for this evening before we leave."
Simone stood up, Angie joined her and they went down to the galley. Pete and I went down to the main cabin and he got his laptop out. While I transferred the contents of my old wallet to my new one, we went over the family finances. He moved some more money around to cover the wedding bills. I was supposed to authorise the transfers, but I couldn't because the bank didn't have my signature on record.
"We will need to schedule a meeting at the bank when you visit us. I can authorise everything for you in the meantime." He went over some more items with me. "The last thing we need to sort out are the school and university fees for the coming term."
I looked at him for an explanation.
"The family account covers the cost of education for all the family's children until they are twenty-two. It's the main reason the account was set up."
"How much is it each year?"
"In the region of three-quarters of a million pounds a year at the moment."
I looked shocked at the amount.
"Don't worry," and he paused as he checked a page on his laptop, "Currently, there's almost thirteen million in the account."
"Well in that case I'd like the account to cover the school fees for Simone's children, if it's possible?"
"Of course we can. Can you just look at this spread sheet and check the numbers, then I can approve these payments for the next term."
I looked down the list. I recognised most of the names, and pointed at a couple I didn't recognise.
"That's Paul and Ann's youngest and the other one is Steve and Fiona's youngest."
I was amazed at the total, it was almost three hundred thousand pounds. "And that's just for one term?" I asked. He nodded.

"How long can we sustain this drain on the finances?" I asked.
Pete smiled at me, "I told you I'm good at what I do." He opened another spread sheet, then he said. "We made three million over the last Twelve months. That's almost two million added to the principle after we cover the family costs. Plus A&R holdings had a very good year, so the family bonus looks like it will add another five million."
He looked at me a bit sheepishly, "You know I promised you no more surprises, but I sort of thought you had worked it out. When we made you the Chairman of A&R you got a salary, plus bonuses. Ros just told us to put some into your joint account, and the rest including the bonuses into the family account. That's what we've been doing all this time! Do you want to change anything?"
"Not at the moment, let's discuss it when we are in Dubai."
I left Pete to his work and went and sat at the breakfast bar so I could watch Simone and Angie working. I was trying to remember the names of all the family members. I guessed there would be a list of some sort on the family web page. So I booted up my laptop and logged on to the site. I looked at the row of photos and saw several faces I didn't recognise. Below I saw the link to the relationship boundaries page. It opened up to what at first glance was a very complex table.
Angie glanced at the page, "Looks confusing doesn't it? It isn't." She pointed at the left hand column. "That's all of us, and as you can see we add our general rules to our name."
I looked at Angie's name and saw the comment; 'No anal'.
She continued, "The first column and the top row is a just a list of our names. You run your finger along your row until it reaches the column of the person you want to set your boundaries with."
She found her name and running her finger along, pointed out the box where I interacted with her. It simply said 'No limits, anything he wants'. I raised my eyes to her and she had the good grace to blush.
I ran my eyes down the list of names, I saw mine at the top. Most I recognised, several were new to me. I smiled to myself when I saw Fiona and Steve's names. Ros and I had spent several wonderful sex-filled holidays with them in Australia! I asked her about the names I didn't recognise?
"Pauline is Fiona's eldest, and she wants to introduce her fiancé to the family." She looked at me, "She's quite strong-headed. I think if he doesn't fit in, that will be the end of him."
"Oh, that Pauline," then I looked at the other names I hadn't recognised and found that mostly they were all the grown up children of the original family members. I looked back up the list and realised I'd seen the names but hadn't registered them. There in the list were Kirsten, Chris, and Christina's names.
"How do you edit it," I asked Angie.
"Just click on your name and it highlights your row, then you can edit your details. It's set up so you can only edit your own details."
I tried clicking on her name and the row opened. She looked surprised, "Then again it looks like Kirsten's given you admin rights."
"Cool, I'll set up Simone's details later, and she can fill them in."
I looked at my watch and saw that it was almost noon, so I closed the laptop.
"How close are you to finishing?" I checked with Simone.
She placed a bowl in the fridge, "I just want to clean up and change out of these dirty clothes and I'm done."
"You go and change and I will clean up here," I told her.
It only took a few minutes for me to clean up the galley and start the dishwasher. I went forward to our cabin and caught a deliciously damp Simone getting out of the shower. I wrapped her in a towel and she raised herself onto the balls of her feet and gave me a long slow kiss. I fondled her butt and she shivered in delight.

"If you do that anymore we are going to be late for lunch!" She murmured.
In answer I pushed her back onto the bed. She giggled, unwrapped the towel from her body and let her legs fall open. I couldn't refuse such a generous invitation. I had my head buried between her thighs seconds later, running my tongue from her rosebud to her clit in a long slow deliberate movement. She groaned and tangled her fingers in my hair. She pull my face to her and groaned louder as I sucked and teased her clit.
"Ffuuuucccccckkkkkkk,"she cried out as my fingers entered her womanly passage, zeroing in on her G spot. Her hips rose from the bed as she forced her clit hard against my mouth.
My fingers and mouth made quick work of her. Within a minute she was writhing and panting hard as she approached her orgasm
"Ohhh...... Ohhh...... Ohhh...... Ohhh..... Ohhhhh ffuuuuccckkkk I love youuu."
And as she came she shuddered and squirted her sweet juices over my face. Her thighs tightened round my head for a moment, then relaxed. She laughed as she saw my face coated in the evidence of her passion. She sat up and kissed my face and licked at her kitty juices that were matted into my beard.
"Hmm, I am sweet aren't I, but this isn't going to work."
She dragged me back to the bathroom and pulled off my top. She stuck my head under the tap and washed me down. I know it sounds silly but I was really enjoying her attention.
We heard the others calling us. "Quick, we need to get dressed," she said. I grabbed a clean top. Simone pulled on a pair of well-worn jeans and a scoop necked blue silk top. She wore no underwear to my delight. The silk top was shear enough that I got hints of her delectable areole as she moved.
*************************
Reality
We joined the others and strolled arm in arm through the crooked streets to the restaurant. We were shown to a nice table for four in the restaurant's secluded rear courtyard. In the centre was an old lemon tree in a raised bed that kept the table in shade. There was a pleasant tinkle of cooling water from a fountain in the corner. There were a few other tables in the courtyard but none were occupied.
After a few moments, Julian joined us. I looked around and commented how nice the courtyard was, but I was surprised that we the only customers using it.
"I kept it free for you," he said. "But if you don't mind there are some customers waiting that I could seat here?"
Please do, we told him.
Simone asked, "What do you suggest Julian?"
He smiled, "I have just the thing for you today. A lobster salad, with a delicate lemon and fresh summer truffle dressing. And I have a crisp Chablis to wash it down."
Pete said, "That sounds perfect, are we all ok with that?"
We all agreed and Julian waved a waiter over and gave him our order. He pulled up a chair and sat beside Simone. They talked in French and laughed, while Pete, Angie and I discussed our plans for the visit to Dubai in a few weeks' time. The waiter returned with the wine and opened the bottle and poured.
As I sipped from my glass, I could see Julian covertly glancing at the outline of Simone's breasts as they pressed against the shear fabric of her top. He took her hand for a moment, and I saw her smile.
For the first time since I met her, I felt a pang of jealousy. They looked so comfortable with each other. As I sat back and watched them, I felt my age come crashing down on me like a brick wall. What was I doing expecting Simone to commit the rest of her life to me? The sensations kept washing over me making it difficult to breathe.
I need a few moments to myself. I stood and muttered something about going to the bathroom and left the table. From the corner of my eye I saw Angie studying me with concern on her face. In the bathroom I ran the water for a few moments before I splashed some on my face. I looked at myself in the mirror and I didn't like what I saw. For Christ sake I was behaving like a love sick teenager! I was comfortable with her fucking my friends. Yet just interacting with an old friend closer to her own age, was making my stomach twist into knots.

Damn it, I thought, I'm better than this and mentally slapped myself round the face. I took a deep breath and exited the bathroom. I half turned to return to the table, then I paused and turned the other way and walked to the front of the restaurant.
There was a garden bench just outside the door. I sat down, I wasn't ready yet. I didn't want to spoil the others' lunch with my stupidity. I shut my eyes and lent my head back and rested it on the sun-warmed stone of the wall. The sun was warm on my face. I started an old half-forgotten yoga exercise. I relaxed and controlled my breathing. My mind drifted to my happy place, by the side of the waterfall in Yorkshire. I felt the healing influence of Ros flow all round me.
I don't know how long I sat there. I don't think it was more than ten-twelve minutes before I felt a presence beside me. Simone was standing outside the door with tears rolling down her cheeks.
"Did I do something wrong?" She whispered.
I held out my hand to her and she took it gratefully. "You didn't do anything." I said. "I just got a crushing dose of reality, and it freaked me out."



I paused and she sat beside me with her hands in her lap. Her head was resting on my shoulder and she was playing with her engagement ring.
"Simone, I'm fifty and you are thirty-three, when I'm sixty you will be forty-three, and when I'm seventy you will only be fifty-three. Are you sure this is what you want?"
"Sure? I've never been surer of anything in all my life!" She squeezed my hand so hard it hurt. "What made you think like this? Was it Julian? Because nothing happened, and it never will."
"It's not about Julian specifically. It was the way you were so relaxed around someone so much closer to your own age. It brought home to me how much I'm asking you to sacrifice."
She wrapped her arms round me and hugged me. "But I love you, and I want to be with you."
"I'm going to be an old man Simone, and just now I'm feeling every one of my fifty years!"
"You may be an old man, but you're mine. My wonderful, sexy, considerate magnificent, dirty old husband to be." She leant forward and kissed me savagely.
"And I wouldn't swap you for a hundred Julian's. I'm never going to speak to him again!"
"Don't be daft, I told you it's not Julian. Mind you ..." I paused and ran the back of my finger round the curve of her breast just barely touching the nipple I could see poking through her top, "He was enjoying looking at these!"
She blushed a beautiful shade of pink and briefly held my hand to her breast. I pushed myself to my feet and held out my hand. She took it and I pulled her to her feet.
"We need to go back, the others will be wondering where we are."
Simone looked a shade embarrassed. "It was Angie who sent me to look for you, I barely noticed that you had left the table. It shocked me when I realised you weren't there. She said you looked upset about something, possibly about Julian."
"She wanted to come with me, but I wouldn't let her. I looked all over and I couldn't find you. That's when I got really worried, I even tried the toilet!" She smiled at the recollection, "I think I almost gave the poor man who was trying to pee a heart attack."
She looked up at me and there were fresh tears in the corner of her eyes. "When I asked if anyone had seen you, a waiter told me he'd thought he'd seen you leave. I thought you had left me," I hugged her to tell her it was alright.
We walked back through the restaurant. In the dark passage that led to the courtyard she stopped and turned to me. She kissed me as savagely as before. She took my hand and placed it under her top, on her breast.
"He may have looked, but you get to touch them," she whispered. She pressed my hand hard against the firm flesh, her nipple hardened further under my hand. We stayed like that until we heard someone behind us quietly cough.
Our waiter was standing there, "Chef wanted to know if you were ready for your meal?"
"Err... yes please," I stammered, then we both giggled like little children caught with our fingers in the cookie jar.
We both had red faces as we re-joined Pete and Angie. We sat down and Simone held on tight to my hand. Angie looked at me anxiously mouthing 'Are you ok' at me, I nodded in reply. The other tables round us were filling up, but ours was the most secluded. The chair that Julian had used was back at its original table and he was nowhere to be seen.
The food arrived moments later and once again Julian had outdone himself: the flesh of a whole lobster tail, thinly sliced and fanned out with a pickled vegetable salad. The lobster was drizzled with a lemon and truffle based dressing.
We ate in silence, it was obvious that both Angie and Pete wanted to know what had happened, but were too polite to ask. Every few moments Simone would stroke my arm to as though to reassure herself I was still there.
Finally, Angie's curiosity got the better of her. "Are you ok? You were gone quite a while," she asked me.
I smiled at her concern, "No I'm fine. I just had a big crashing dose of reality, and I needed a few minutes to clear my head."
Simone clutched my hand and lent over and softly kissed the side of my face.
Angie said, "Was it something Julian said?"
"It wasn't what he said, it's just that watching him and Simone really brought home to me the gap in our ages!"
"Christ, I know that feeling," said Peter gesturing at Angie, "There's twelve years between us. You remember the issues that caused us strife in the beginning?"
I recalled the visit all those years ago where I had sorted out their problems. That had been the first time I had met Angie, and we had welcomed her into the family.
"You and Ros were always there for us, and now it's our turn to help both of you," she said. She looked round the table, "We're done here." She stood and pulled Simone to her feet.
"We will see you two back on the boat, we girls are going to have a talk first." And with that she led Simone away. Simone looked back at me and smiled as they passed though the exit.
Pete said, "I remember how hard it was to see Angie with other younger men ..." But before he could continue Julian appeared. He looked a bit surprised that the girls had left already. I told him, they had something urgent they needed to sort out as only girls can do.
I continued, "You really out did yourself today, the meal was wonderful."
"Thank you, I'll let the kitchen know," he said; "I do hope you will all be back soon."
"We will," I told him, and he took his leave of us and headed back into the restaurant.
I called the waiter over and asked for the bill. He smiled and handed it to me. The total was 0.00 Euro. I had forgotten that David wouldn't let us pay. I left a generous tip instead, and we left.
Back on the boat Pete and I settled down on deck with a beer each.
He asked, "So, what was that really all about?"
"I was watching how she was with someone so much closer to her own age. The reality of our situation came crashing down on me. I had one of those, 'When I'm this age, she's only going to be that age' moments."
"Shit, I've had those, fucking depressing aren't they!"
"So, what do you think Angie's saying to her?"
Pete replied, "I guess it will probably be word for word the same talk that Ros gave her."
"What did she say?"
"I don't know, neither of them would ever tell me, but I do know she was in a much better place afterwards."
I asked, "You were saying something about Angie earlier?"
"Yes, sorry we were interrupted," he said. "I met Angie six months before we visited you. It was a case of older man meets fiery young red head. We were in love but we both had age issues. I couldn't believe she could stay satisfied with an older man. She couldn't decide if I was her lover or a father figure."
"I know, she told us about it earlier," I said.
"Something Ros said and you did, changed all that!"
"I don't know what Ros said, but in my case she transferred the father figure complex to me. You became the lover."
"I realised that, and for that I can never thank you enough ... Dad! But every now and again I would see her with a younger man and the old fears would raise their ugly head. When she sensed my apprehension, we would see you two and you'd work your miracle again."
He looked at me, "The last eighteen months have been difficult. When we understood that there was no way I could give her a baby and the other options didn't work. I thought I would lose her and you weren't there to sort it out!"
I didn't know what to say.
He finished his beer, and got another from the cooler. "But you came back and pulled off another miracle." He came over to me and hugged me, there were tears in his eyes. "And for that I'm forever in your debt."
"You will never be in my in my debt mate, that's what friends do for friends."
We sat back and sipped our beers in silence. Finally he broke the silence, "So what will you do after we leave?"
"It's Thursday and we don't need to pick up Lisette until Monday. I thought Simone would like to relax at the chateau over the weekend. As much as I love having you here, it has been an intense couple of weeks and a couple of 'us only' days would be very nice."
I settled back down again with my beer and shut my eyes. I must have fallen asleep as the next thing I remember was the warmth of a person lying beside me and a finger gently caressing my face. I opened my eye and saw Simone's face inches from mine.
"Hi, sleepy head," she said and kissed the tip of my nose, "I love the way you look so at peace with the world when you are asleep."
"How late is it?" I asked sleepily.
"It's gone four o'clock, we got back an hour ago and decided not to wake you. It looked like you needed the rest."
She smiled at me, "Do you know you have a cute little snore?"
"I have been told once or twice." She giggled at my response.
"How did your talk with Angie go?"
"Very interesting and enlightening. She told me so much about you and Ros." And that was all she would tell me. The only other thing she said was, "I was sure I loved you before, now I know I do!"
Then she said, "We have some time before I need to start the meal. You are going to take me to our bed and my dirty old man is going to fuck me senseless." She concluded this revelation by kissing me and then standing up and moving away.
When I didn't immediately move, she looked back, "Well, what are you waiting for. I can't do it on my own."
I followed her down below. Pete and Angie were sitting on the stools at the breakfast bar. The laptop was open between them. They both smiled as Simone walked past them, pulling her top off over her head and tossing it on the couch. She was unbuttoning her jeans as she left the main cabin. I was only a couple of seconds behind her. By the time I entered our cabin she was already siting naked on the bed with her legs wide open. I struggled to get my jeans and briefs off over the obstacle of my rampant cock. I almost fell on her while balancing on one leg as I kicked the jeans off. Simone literally ripped my T-shirt off my back. Then fell back dragging me with her and wrapping her legs round my waist pulling me into her. She was so moist I slid in without any resistance. She grunted in satisfaction.
"Don't be gentle with me, I need to feel you. Fuck me. Make love to me. Feel the love I have for you."
She pushed her hips against me urging me to move. I needed no further invitation. I pushed in hard and thrust into her again and again. I was moving like a pile driver, hitting her cervix on each stroke. Her heels were hitting my ass each time as she tried to urge me even deeper.
She was crying out on each thrust. I could feel her cunt fluttering as her orgasm built up. She pushed my head back so she could see my eyes and spoke. One word that was half word, half cry of passion, on each thrust.
"I..... love..... youu..... and..... you..... will..... never..... ever..... run..... away..... from...... me..... again..... Oh Fuuucckk I'm cuummiing."
She arch her back, lifting us both off the bed momentarily as her orgasm crashed into her. Starting from the core of her cunt and radiating out, her whole body shook. Her spasms triggered the start of my orgasm. She continued to cry out as I started to cum pumping out my jism filling her cunt over several more thrusts.
"Holy fuck, fuck, fuck, oh fuck, oh god I love you."
Her legs kept me locked into place and she gave no indication she was ever going to let me go. She kept the muscles in the wall of her cunt flexing. My cock stayed hard, if anything it felt like little Andy was getting bigger.
She was still holding my head and she looked deep into my eyes. "Please, if I ever do something that worries or hurts you, fucking tell me. Don't do what you did today. I was so scared I thought I'd lost you. When the waiter said you'd left the restaurant it was like I'd died."
"I'm sorry," I said, "It really wasn't anything you did."
"I know that now, I got the low down from Angie. Just remember don't... do.... it.... again..." Each time she spoke the last words, she squeezed my cock with her cunt muscles.
"Oh shit, that feels good," I gasped.
"Roll onto your back," she demanded.
Somehow we managed it with losing contact. She looked down at me and smiled. Then she leant forward kissing me, her tongue roaming my mouth, caressing my tongue. She started slowly to ride me. When I tried to move, she put her hand on my chest stopping me.
She kissed me again and whispered, "You're not to move, this is my gift to you." She kept bent forward so that her nipples caressed the skin of my chest, as her breasts swayed in sync with her rocking motion. She would rock forward until just the tip of my cock nestled between her kitty lips. Pause, then slide backwards until her clit ground against my pubic bone. She would roll her hips so I flicked across her cervix, and her clit received extra attention. Then she would repeat the cycle.
It felt like every nerve ending in my groin was on fire. We were both moaning quietly. Every time she felt me getting close she would stop moving and kiss me until I relaxed enough for her to start again. She kept me hovering close like this for at least twenty minutes. Several times she shut her eyes and groaned as an orgasm rolled over her, but she never stopped concentrating on me.
There was sweat dripping off both of us. I was begging her to allow me to cum and finally she nodded in agreement. She sat up and pulled my hands to her breasts and I pinched her nipples between my fingers. She rose up and savagely dropped down hard, then rode me hard and fast, crying out on each stroke.
From the depths of my balls came the flood of my orgasm. I cried out as my cum burst into her cunt. My body wracked with shudders as I tried to squeeze out the last drop of cum.
I felt from deep in the depths of my orgasmic release, her own orgasm wrap her body in a last surge of pleasure. She collapsed on top of me and I wrapped my arms protectively around her.
She was caressing my face while she got her breath back. "I am yours, body and soul, she whispered.
I was caressing her back, running my fingers from her neck to the curve of her buttock. "I promise I will always be here for you," I told her. She sighed in relief and contentment, and put her head down on my chest.
**********************
A Night to Remember
All too soon we had to move. We shared the shower, washing each other tenderly. Then, when we were dry and dressed we went looking for the others. We saw them lying naked on the bed, through the open door of their cabin. The evidence of their love was smeared all over Angie's red pussy hair. Angie held her hand out to us, and we went and sat on the bed.
She asked, "Are you ok now?"
"Yes, I love him, and he loves me," Simone replied.
Angie ran a finger down my arm, "Yep, he's a loveable dork."
Pete put his hand on hers and they both held mine. "He's my best friend, my wife's best friend and her lover and he's going to be the father of our child. And for all of those things and for everything he's ever done for us, I can't thank him enough."
I looked at the pair of then naked and happy in each other's arms and the tears came rolling down my face. I was so happy that I had been able to help them again.
Angie sat up and kissed me, and then turned to Simone, "See, that's what I told you, he's always thinking of others, and he then lets his own issues build up until they overwhelm him. You need to be his sanity; keep him on the rails."
"She's found an excellent way to do that," I said. "She tells me one word at a time when she has my full attention." Simone blushed bright red, and Angie burst out into hysterical giggles.
"We know, we heard her telling you! We thought the 'Oh fuck, I'm cuming' was probably the clinching argument."
Simone hid her head in her hands. I was getting distracted by the way Angie's breasts quivered when she laughed.
"You two need to get dressed or I won't be responsible for my actions." I said.
"Oh no you don't, I need you to help me with dinner," Simone told me. "We need to eat early so we can all say good bye to each other properly tonight."
Simone stood and pulled me out of the room, she turned and told them. "The food will be ready in about an hour and a half, have fun until then."
"We will," Pete said and they moved back into each others' arms.
In the galley Simone stopped and hugged me, giving me a big kiss. "I know I keep telling you but I love you."
I returned her kiss and let my hands roam over her body.
"Stop that," she told me. "It's too distracting, I need to get the food ready. Can you go and get the barbecue warmed up, it needs to be nice and hot. Please pour me a glass of wine when you get back."
I fired up the barbecue but we had no decent wine. Damm, I thought I'm going to have to get some from the shops. I was hunting around for my wallet when Simone saw me.
"What are you looking for?"
"My wallet. We've managed to go through all the good wine. I wanted something nice for their last night. I'm just going to pop out and get some quickly."
"Wait a moment," she said, "let me call David, and we should be able to get some from him."
I passed her phone to her, and she called the restaurant and quickly organised the wine.
Ten minutes later there was a voice calling from the jetty and a waiter carried a case of wine to the galley. It was a case of the 76, I raised my eye brows in surprise.
She smiled at me, "It's a present from me to you."
I removed a couple of bottles from the case. I found a decanter in the cupboard, and managed to decant the wine without messing it up. I poured us both a glass.
"Can you set the table up in the wheelhouse." she asked me
"You don't want to eat on deck?" I asked.
"I'd like to, but it looks like it's going to rain later. What do you think of this?" She asked and showed me a delicious looking summer fruit tart. "Julian's pastry chef made it for us. We can have it for desert. He sent us some fresh champagne sorbet to go with it. It's in the freezer."
I carried the meat to the barbecue for her. She had prepared a butterflied leg of lamb that had been marinating in a mix of Arabic spices. I recalled the aromas from my Saudi days.
"Hmm, Moroccan lamb," I said.
She looked surprised, "You know it?"
"It's been one of my favourites for many years."
"And mine!" And she smiled contentedly at me.
I left her to start cooking the meat while I sorted out the table and the rest of the wine.
As I passed the other cabin I was just in time to hear Angie scream of pleasure echo out as she climaxed.
I poked my head in and Pete raised his head from between her legs and grinned at me. "Are we making too much noise?"
"Nope, I can never hear too much of that wonderful sound. I just wanted to remind you that Simone's cooking and you've got half an hour before the food's ready."
Angie crawled off the bed, "In that case we both need to shower." And she slapped Pete on his bare ass to get him moving.
"Use ours," I said, "it's larger."
"Thanks," and two naked bodies padded off to out bathroom.
I picked up our glasses and joined Simone at the barbecue. She took hers and sipped gratefully.
"Was that Angie I just heard?" She asked.
I smiled, "Yes, Pete was going down on her. I sent them off to get ready."
She said, "She seems to be enjoying herself."
"She always does on her visits. I think she loves all the attention she gets." I grinned in recollection. "I've always thought it's because only when she's with people she loves and trusts, can she let her hair down and have fun. Pete always seems to benefit from it."
The heavenly aroma of cooking spiced lamb was spreading out from the barbecue and making my mouth water.



Simone asked, "Can you watch this while I go and get changed. I will bring the rest of the food out when I come back"
I took over from her and watched as she disappeared. Pete appeared and I offered him a glass of wine.
He sipped and smiled, "Ahh, the good stuff, you realise I'm going to miss this." He sniffed the smoke coming from the barbecue, "Is that what I think it is?"
"If you're thinking on the lines of Moroccan lamb, then you are right."
"Hmm, nice."
Angie appeared and stood behind me. She wrapped her arms around me. It looked like she and Simone had decided they wanted to dress up for us tonight. Angie was wearing an emerald green dress with a high neckline and a plunging back. There was a slit that went all the way up the side. I turned and ran my hand down her back and beneath the dress and fondled a naked buttock.
She shivered gently and whispered as she kissed me, "It's going to be a good night."
She sniffed the air appreciably, "Is it ready yet."
"I think so," I said as I took the meat off the barbecue and onto a plate. "Yep, it's looking good."
She took the meat and placed it on the table. Simone appeared from below carrying the other dishes. She looked stunning in a knee length beige dress. It buttoned up the front, the first was only inches above her belly button, the last just below the V of her legs. As she set the dishes down, I got tantalising glimpses of her breasts and upper thighs. I was sure that she, like Angie, wore no lingerie.
The table in the wheelhouse was a bit like a restaurant booth, with a fixed high back booth style bench on each side. The girls made us scoot in first, then they boxed us in. Sliding in made Simone's dress ride up. My suspicions were confirmed as her kitty could be seen framed in the gap. I let my finger run up the inside of her thigh. She opened her legs enough for me to ease a finger between her wet lips of her cunt. Simone gave a gentle sigh of contentment. Angie gasped as well, it was obvious that Pete was letting his hands roam over her intimate places.
Simone collected her thoughts and served the food. I brought my finger to my mouth to taste her delectable kitty juice. She saw me and shook her head, and told me, "Naughty man, you're supposed to wait for dessert!" The comment raised a smile from all of us. "I promise you can taste later."
The lamb was so tender you could pull pieces off with a fork. Simone had prepared couscous and fresh asparagus to go with it. We washed it down with a couple of bottles of the wine. In the distance, the horizon was lit up with the flashes of lightning as the thunder storm grew closer.
By the end of the meal I was feeling a buzz from the fabulous wine and the prospect of a sexy evening. I think we all were. I had got comfortable propped in the corner of the bench and Simone had tucked her legs under her and curled up beside me. The storm was overhead, and the flash of the lightning and the crash of the thunder made us all jump. Simone shivered in my arms as the rain rattled off the deck.
We were feeding each other tiny spoons of the champagne sorbet. If any fell off, and luckily a lot did, it seemed that miraculously it only fell into her cleavage. I was quite happy to clean up my mess, and tease her breasts as I did so, with my tongue, of course.
The girls glanced at each other, then Angie looked at us, "It's our last night, and I don't want to waste any of it when we could be more physical than we are. Can we go and get comfortable down below?"
Pete and I grinned at each other and high five'd across the table, and then we all moved below to the living room. I poured us all a nightcap as we settled down on the sofa and chairs.
I watched as Angie and Simone attacked Pete. Simone was kissing him while she unbuttoned his shirt. Angie was kneeling at his feet, fumbling with the belt and fly of his trousers. She pulled his firm cock out and ran her tongue round the head before sucking the first few inches into her mouth. Simone was kissing her way down his chest. Pete's hand was under Simone's dress caressing her ass cheek. Angie was trying to see how much she could swallow. There must have been a hidden signal between them as at the same time the girls swapped ends.
Pete caught my eye and mouthed 'Is this ok?' at me. I grinned and told him, "You're our guest, and on this boat the guests 'cum' first." I'd intended the pun.
Simone heard my words and looked up from where she was licking Pete's cock. "Can I have this beautiful cock?" She asked.
"Sure, have fun, but let me see," I told her and she blew me a kiss. She stood up and kissed Angie. She sat in his lap facing me so I could see. She took his steel shaft in her hand, rubbed the head along her slit. She rose up a bit then sank down taking every last inch of him inside her.
Her head bent forward, "Oh fuck, this feels good," she groaned.
Angie unbuttoned Simone's dress and pulled it off her throwing it at me. Simone began to ride Pete, gasping each time he was all the way in. Angie was sucking on her breasts, and her finger was between Simone's legs playing with her engorged clit.
I took my clothes off and sat back to watch this beautiful and extremely erotic tableau evolve. They performed for their own and my pleasure. I was gently stroking my cock that appeared to be trying to break all previous records for size and firmness.
Pete placed his free hand between his wife's legs and she cried out as his fingers found her cunt and entered seeking her G spot.
Simone was moving faster, and Pete was pushing up each time, their thighs slapping as they met. I watched as Simone groaned and threw her head back as her first orgasm of the evening washed over her, her body shuddering as she cried out. A few moments later she pull off him. She kissed Angie before standing and moving over to me. Angie quickly took her place on his still rock hard cock, pulling her own dress off and throwing it into the corner as she sank down hard on him.
"Fuck, yess," Angie cried out, and then she was riding him hard.
Simone stood in front of me as I sat on the chair and dipped her finger into the kitty juice that was running down the inside of her thigh. She held it out to me and I sucked the finger. I could only taste her sweet honey.
"I promised you dessert," she whispered, "and I always honour my promises."
"Thank you, my beautiful sex slave," I whispered back. I leant forward and buried my head between her thighs, running my tongue along her slit. Tasting first hand my own private dessert. She bent down and took my head in her hands and kissed me. A long, slow deep sensual kiss that had my toes curling.
She carried on kissing my face and neck as she shuffled forward kneeling on the chair straddling me. Grasping my cock in her hand she pumped him a couple of times before feeding it between her dripping labia folds. In a mutual motion I pushed up and she dropped down and we met in the middle. I was like a sword sheathed in its custom crafted scabbard. We stayed like that motionless for a long time, me buried deep inside her. The occasional twitch of my cock and her cunt, our only movements.
We both turned to watch as Pete and Angie reach their mutual climaxes. They were very vocal at the moment of the orgasms. Angie collapsed on him, her whole body quivering with the strength of her orgasm. Pete's cum was dripping out of her and pooling on his thighs.
Simone whispered in my ear, "Pete's feels good, but you feel so much better. There isn't a bit of me you aren't touching." She kept twitching the muscles in her cunt, and shivered as I pinched her nipple.
My hands were grasping her ass cheeks and I started lifting her up and down my shaft. It felt like a velvet glove massaging my cock. I gasped out loud as the head flipped across her cervix. Simone took up the motion, she rode me in long slow deliberate strokes, slowing me down if I pushed too eagerly. All this time we never broke eye contact. I don't know what she saw in mine, but in hers I saw the love and trust I hope I was mirroring. I was so hard that if I moved my hips the tip of my cock rubbed up against her A spot by her cervix. Her eyes opened wide and she stopped moving letting me do all the work.
She moaned, "Ohhh fuuuck yessss, fuck yeesssss that's sooooo good."
I kept swinging my cock so it continually rubbed against her A spot. Her hand went between us and her fingers were rubbing across her clit. After a few moments I could feel her whole body shaking with the impending build-up of her A spot orgasm. My cock was throbbing in anticipation of its own release.
Her cries grew louder and louder repeatedly crying out, "Oh fuck...... oh fuck...... oh fuck." Finally her cries becoming an incoherent scream, as she came.
Her body spasmed in the throes of the ultimate orgasm. Every part of her body trembled in ecstasy and unbelievable bliss. Her orgasm seemed to last a long time, with Simone writhing, twisting, and moaning in my arms. Her entire cunt spasmed around my cock, locking me in place, triggering my climax. I felt my surges start in my balls and my jets of jism burst out, bouncing off her cervix, and filling her cunt.
She collapsed against my chest, still shaking. Her lips urgently seeking mine in a desperate kiss. I was breathing heavily, trying to get my breath back.
I whispered, "I love you!" to her over and over.
Simone dipped her fingers into the cocktail of our juices that was pooling in my groin. She licked them before offering them to me for my enjoyment.
"Can I taste please?" came Angie's hesitant voice from beside us.
"Sure," I replied, and slid my fingers between us intending to offer her a taste.
"No, not like that," she said, and pulled Simone off my lap and led her to the sofa. Simone laid back in the sofa. Angie knelt between her thighs licking the cum that had dribbled down the inside of her thighs.
Her tongue licked higher until it reached the source. Then she was rubbing her lips over Simone's engorged folds, inhaling her scent and flicking her tongue round her labia. Simone was quietly moaning in response. Angie's tongue was sinking inside and lapping up the combination of our juices. Simone was writhing and pushing her hips up against Angie's face. Simone's hands went to her breasts, fondling and pinching her nipples. Her eyes closed and she whimpered as a gentle orgasm hit her.
Angie stood and came and sat on my lap and kissed me. Her mouth tasted of the sweet honey of Simone and my musky spice, an unbeatable combination.
She wriggled her ass in my lap causing little Andy to twitch and rise again. She slid off and took me in her mouth and ran her tongue round the mushroom head feeling him grow in her mouth. She lifted her head up and smiled at me.
"You taste so nice," she told me. Then she pulled me to my feet. Holding my hand she moved the three paces to Simone and pulled her to her feet.
"Come on we have unfinished business," she told us. She paused at Pete's side to kiss him, "It's Andy's turn, and we'll be in the bedroom."
He smiled at us and gave Angie a playfully smack on the ass. He picked up his drink and said, "I'll be there in a moment, I'm just going to enjoy this and get my strength back."
"Don't be long," Simone told him as we left.
The girls pulled the covers back and lay down on the bed. Simone drew Angie into her arms and kissed her sapphic lover. Angie responded to the kiss in a way that left them both gasping. They looked so beautiful together, their red and gold hair framing their faces that I had to get a record. I picked up my camera and took a series of evermore erotic images of the pair of them. They could see what I was doing but it didn't stop them. They seemed to relish the attention the camera gave them. Finally, they blew me a kiss and held their arms out to me.
I sat down on the edge of the bed and they drew me into their embrace. Two beautiful women pulled me between them and curled up resting their heads on my chest. Simone took a silk scarf from beside the bed and wrapped it round my head blindfolding me.
Angie whispered into my ear, "Don't peek, just relax," and kissed my ear lobe.
I lay back and decided to enjoy the ride. I felt two mouths roaming over my body, kissing, licking and occasionally a little nibble.
"We are going to play a little game with you," a disguised voice whispered in my ear.
"You have to guess who it is before we move on. Get it wrong and you get a smack and we go back a step."
I felt them both get off the bed, then the bed move slightly as one of them climbed back on. A mouth sucked in the head of my cock and the tongue rolled round the glans. My toes curled at the sensation of an anonymous mouth and nothing else.
No sight and the other senses seem to shift up a gear. Touch, taste, smell, and hearing, all heightened.
This was a no brainer, I'd felt this mouth to often to forget it, "Angie," I gasped.
"Well done," she purred around her mouth full. She spent the next thirty seconds sucking and licking before pulling away and getting up off the bed.
I sensed motion on both sides of the bed and then both of them were standing above me. I could smell an aroused woman poised above my face. I waited with baited breath for one of them to drop down on my face.
Then a tongue licked up from the base of my cock to the mushroom head. 'Shit which one was it, I couldn't tell'.
"Again," I whispered. The tongue swept up the underside again and the mouth briefly swallowed the tip. 'Christ, not a clue'.
I thought for a moment longer, 'Wait a moment I need to use my brains here. I know one of them is poised above my face. I can smell her arousal and feel the bed shifting slightly from her movements.' I drew in a deep breath, the scent of a well fucked woman tickling the back of my nose. 'Aroused woman and........was it me or Pete?'
A drop of moisture fell on my lips, I licked them. 'Eureka, Angie with a hint of Pete. And if that's Angie and I know she's not double jointed then....'
"Simone is the owner of the sensuous tongue and Angie, the delicious cunt that's poised above me."
I heard them giggle and Angie lowered herself down until her labial lips were kissing mine. My tongue ran down the length of her slit and flicked across her puckered button. Sweet spice with a hint of salt that was Pete teased my taste buds. She eased down a tad more, and my tongue pushed into her channel. She moaned as I rolled my tongue around. She moved and her erect clit brushed my lips. I drew it into my mouth. Angie cried out in response, as I teased and sucked it.
A warmth enclosed my cock, not a mouth this time. This was the moist velvety warmth of Simone's vagina. My senses shifted into overdrive. I could feel every curve and fold inside her. For the first time I could feel her G spot with only my cock.
There was subtle change to the taste and aroma of Angie's juices the closer she got to her climax. I'd never noticed that change before. I kept dipping my tongue into her cunt for a taste before returning to enjoy her much engorged clitoris.
I sensed subtle changes in body positions above me, and heard Angie whisper to Simone. "Oh God yes, please suck my nipples harder I love that feeling."
My hands moved of their own volition, I was stroking Simone's thighs. She was barely moving her body. Only the walls of her cunt were rhythmical moving, massaging little Andy. I sensed she was waiting for Angie's orgasm before she abandoned herself to her own.
Angie was gasping louder as the dual effects of our mouths on her body drew her close to her climax. I knew she was close as I could feel the muscles in her thighs quivering as she squeezed the side of my face. I ran my finger round her puckered rose. Moistening it with her juices I pushed it in. The presence of my finger in her ass and the action of our mouths pushed her over the edge.
She came with a long drawn out groan, pushing down hard on my face. Her pussy juices flooding out covering my face, I could barely breathe. It was quite a few seconds before she relaxed enough for me to get a proper breath.
After a few moments she rose off me. She unwound the blindfold so I could see, and curling up beside me, licked and kissed my face clean. Pete was sitting on the side of the bed stroking Angie's back. She took Pete's hand and kissed it and placed it on her breast. She took mine and placed it on top of Pete's. "I love you both so much," she whispered. She bent down and took Pete's cock in her mouth.
Finally Simone started to begin moving in earnest on my throbbing cock. She bent forward and sought my lips for a kiss. Our tongues caressed each other's in a game of hide and seek. I wanted, needed to feel in control of our passion. I rolled over and flipped her on her back, sliding back hard and deep into her welcoming heart.
She looked up at me with raw passion in her eyes. "Please," she whispered, "Don't be gentle, I need to feel you." She locked her heels behind my back urging me to move.
I was thrusting deep and hard. Her groans mingling with my grunts, her finger nails digging into my shoulders as her hands clawed at me. My consciousness contracted down to those points our bodies touched. It was like our skin burned where we touched.
I felt her cunt spasm as she came, her legs tight around me. A long drawn out cry of fulfilment escaped her mouth. I kept thrusting and my balls were slapping against her ass, her orgasm was building up in intensity. She was shaking her head, her eyes unable to focus. Waves of pleasure kept washing over her, drawing me closer to my climax. My balls tightened, and that familiar burning sensation built up in the base of my prick.
A drawn out, "fuuuuuuccckk," escaped from between my gritted teeth and I exploded inside her. My orgasm joined her extended one in an expression of bodily love.
We slowly came down from our high, rolling onto our sides, our bodies still locked together. We felt the covers being drawn over us as Pete and Angie settled down with us between them. Pete behind Simone and Angie, me.
Angie's hand and leg curled over me. Pete did the same to Simone, his hand holding her breast. There were a few kisses and sighs of contentment from us as we all drifted off to sleep.
*************************
Last Games
At some point I was woken by a hand stroking my semi erect cock. I opened my eyes to see Simone's blue eyes staring at me, her hand wrapped round me. Behind her Pete was languidly moving in and out of her cunt. We kissed and she gently shuddered as she enjoyed a mild orgasm. Pete gasped and came a few moments later, and was asleep again seconds later. Simone kissed me again and was asleep herself in mid stroke. I smiled at her innocence. I rolled over and spooned Angie, placing my hand on her breast. She shivered and her ass wriggled slightly as she half woke up. I lifted her leg slightly and buried myself into her welcoming cunt. She moaned in her half-awake state, pushing back against me. I copied Pete's action, gently stroking in and out, my hand on her breast. She whimpered quietly as she came. I soon followed, my fertile cum drizzling out. She clutched my hand to her breast and was soon asleep again.
I woke the next morning as the sunlight shone through the gaps in curtains on the porthole. I must have rolled onto my back at some point, and the two girls had curled up either side of me using my chest as a pillow. Pete was curled up behind Simone, his hand on her breast. The sunlight shone on their faces, highlighting the glow of their hair and Angie's freckles.
I eased myself from their clutches and headed to the bathroom for an urgently needed pee. Angie shuffled forward into the empty space in her sleep, and moved into Simone's arms.



I relived the pressure on my bladder and after checking the others were still sleeping contentedly. I decided to take a quick shower and clean my teeth. Standing in the shower with the water drumming down on me was a pleasant way to wake up. I luxuriated in the sensation of the water. I dried myself and wrapped a towel round my waist.
Again I checked on the others and there was a hint of movement, but I didn't think they were awake. Coffee I thought, and headed for the galley, and switched the coffee filter on. The aroma of freshly brewed coffee spread throughout the galley and I poured myself a mug. I stood in the wheelhouse and opened the doors letting the breeze in as I sipped the coffee. I watched and listened as the town slowly woke up as I let the coffee work its magic. Time to wake the others, I thought, so we can enjoy our last morning together.
I collected the coffee pot and extra mugs from the galley and headed back to the cabin. I paused in the doorway as a pleasant sight and sound greeted me. Simone was on her back propped up so she could watch Angie's head between her open thighs. Pete was kneeling behind his wife thrusting into her cunt.
I stood for a while in the doorway enjoying the view and the sounds of passion coming from them. I watched as two of my favourite friends and my lover moved in perfect harmony. Simone saw me standing there and held her hand out to me to join them. I took it and lay down beside her and we kissed and I caressed her breasts. She was gasping as Angie's tongue and fingers worked on her. I sucked at her nipple and she whimpered. Her hand went round my head holding me in place.
Simone shuddered as she came, crying out and her thighs clamping down on Angie's head. She pushed Angie's head away saying, "no more." She clutched at me, curling up in my arms, still shuddering as she came down from her high.
Angie was also close to her orgasm. She was pushing back at Pete, moaning as he thrust harder and faster into her. Pete came first, growling as he spasmed deep inside her. Pumping his jism into her waiting cunt. Angie's orgasm crested moments later. She cried out and collapsed face down on the bed, pulling Pete on top of her.
"That looked like fun," I told Simone.
"Christ yes, I woke up and she was sucking my tits, then licking my kitty. Where were you?"
"Making coffee," I said, pointing at the coffee pot and mugs.
"You're a life saver," and she held out her hand. I poured her a mug and she sipped contentedly. I moved up the bed propping myself against the headboard. Simone curled up between my legs, and leaning back supported herself against me. She clutched her mug to her, sipping away. I wrapped my arms round her and she stroked my forearms.
Pete rolled off Angie and headed in the direction of the bathroom. Angie shuffled up and wrapped her arms round the pair of us.
She looked at me and said, "I think I've reached it."
"Reached what?" Simone wanted to know.
"That point in every visit where I'm all fucked out. No more sex for a few days I think," she told Simone.
I laughed, "You know that Pete has organised a romantic evening for you in Paris tonight."
"God, he hasn't has he?" She groaned. Then smiled, "Well that's tonight, I should be recovered by then," she laughed at the thought.
I called out to Pete, "What time do you need to leave?"
"After lunch," he called back, "There is a TGV at 3 o'clock that will get us into Paris around six. I booked a car at two to take us to the station in Lyon."
He reappeared and put his arms round Angie. He asked, "What are you going to do?"
I looked at Simone and replied, "If Simone's happy with the idea, I thought it would be nice if we spent a couple of days at the chateau. She can show me around."
She smiled back happily at me, "I'd love that." Then she looked very thoughtful.
"The children fly back today. I know we agreed that I shouldn't be there to meet them, but I'd like to see them tomorrow, even if it's only for a few minutes. Will you come with me?"
I quickly looked at Pete and he nodded in understanding. He took Angie's hand saying, "We need a shower and then to get breakfast ready. Let's give these two some privacy." They disappeared off in the direction of their cabin.
"Simone, I agree you need to see your children. What you need is your father and Rachael supporting you when you do." I pulled her tight to me and kissed the back of her neck. "What you don't need is a strange man there as well. The kids don't know me, and we have no idea what Bernard may have told them."
She wriggled round so she faced me. "But I need you there."
"No you don't, you need George and Rachael, and I'd just be in the way and would confuses them."
"But..."
"No buts. It's also a practical thing, my French isn't that good." She still looked unsure so I continued. "Talk to your father and Rachael today, and get them to prepare the kids for your visit. I want to take you, but I'm going to wait at the cafe for you."
She still looked worried so I handed her my iPhone, dialling George's number as I did.
When he answered she said, "Papa, j'ai besoin de vos conseils." I smiled at her and got dressed while she spoke to her father.
I took the coffee things back to the galley and got a fresh pot brewing. I started looking round Rosie wondering how it would work if, no let's be positive, when her children came to stay.
I stuck my head into the small cabin. I'd never been too happy with the layout, it had always been a compromise. I tried to look at it from a child's point of view and immediately knew the answer. I'd have a carpenter strip out the existing bed and build a pair of built in bunk beds for them. With lights, a TV and curtains to block out the world I thought any visiting child would love it. I'd ask George if he could recommend a carpenter and get it done as soon as possible.
Angie and Pete were puttering around in the galley preparing breakfast. I checked the time and realised that it still was only eight-thirty. I poured a glass of orange juice and took it to Simone. She was still talking to her father but she looked a lot happier. She took the glass with a grateful smile and drank half of it down in one go.
She leant over and kissed me then continued her conversation. I sat down and she curled her naked body up against me and I wrapped the bed cover round her. After a few minutes she handed to phone to me
"Daddy wants a word with you," she looked down at herself and the dried evidence her night of passion smearing her body, "And I'm going to get a shower,"
She headed to the bathroom and I spoke to George.
It was a pleasant conversation. Made even more pleasant by the floor show Simone put on as she dressed after her shower. She teased me as she slipped a sexy thong on, then a cute little skirt that showed her long smooth tanned legs off beautifully. She waved a matching bra under my nose, but I shook my head so she put it away. Finally she hid her exquisite breasts under a pink crop top embroidered with the words 'Daddy's Girl'. She stood in the doorway and bent over shaking her ass at me. Leaving me spluttering down the phone at George.
Fortunately, I don't think he was aware how distracted I was. He was really glad that I'd got Simone to call him. Apparently he and Rachael were in Paris and the kid's flight was due to arrive at lunch time. The good news was they had already spent several hours on the phone explaining the situation to Michael and Anna. George felt that they understood the situation. Both of them had expressed a need to see their mother. He thought that Simone seeing them tomorrow was a good idea. I told him I intended to be around but I'd wait at the cafe in town.
George said, "I'm glad she's found you, you're just right for her. I think the children will like you. They are both looking forward to seeing the boat."
I said, "That reminds me, I need a carpenter to build bunk beds for them on Rosie. Do you know anyone who could do the work?"
He laughed, "Andrew, we have two master carpenters at the winery, they will be more than happy to help."
We passed a few more pleasantries and then rang off.
I found Simone in the galley with the others, looking a bit shocked at the full English breakfast on the plate in front of her. I smiled as an identical plate was placed in front of me. I gazed in delight at the fried eggs, bacon, sausage, tomato, fried bread and bake beans heaped on my plate.
I grinned, "Thank you, I haven't had a full English for months."
Simone said, "Please tell me you don't eat this for breakfast all the time?"
Angie laughed at the horror in her voice. "No it's only for special occasions, and this is a very special occasion. Try it, it won't bite."
Simone started to eat and looked pleasantly surprised, "I could grow to like this," she mumbled around a full mouth.
Angie and Pete looked at each other, then she said. "Andy, I... We, we want to say thank you for everything you have done. Without you our marriage would have been in difficulties. You helped us not just now, but so many times in the past. I know you realise now how much we missed you."
"I do now," I said.
Pete said, "We've decided that if it's a boy we want to call him Andrew. If it's a girl we'd like to call her Rosie if you agree? And we want you both to be godparents."
I sat there for a moment speechless, then I stood and held my arms out to them. They came and we hugged, there were tears in all our eyes. I pull my arm around Simone and kissed her.
"So what do you want to do for the rest of the morning?" I asked.
Angie said, "We are going to thank the pair of you by making love to you for the rest of the morning. Then a quick shower, pack and a light lunch in the local cafe."
I grinned as I replied "So just a quiet morning then, and what happened to the 'I'm all fucked out girl' from earlier."
Pete put his arm round her, and said jokingly, "It appears that my slutty wife got her second wind."
She gave him a mock punch, then kissed him. "Slutty I may be, but only with people I love, and at the moment that's not you." With that she came and sat on my lap, wriggling erotically. "Andy do you think you would be interested in a second wife? We could have a joint marriage!"
I looked at Simone, "Oh, I don't know, what do you think? Do we want a wanton sex slave to warm our bed?"
Simone pushed her empty plate away from her and took Pete's hand. "It sounds like a lot of fun, but only if I can keep this one locked up in the other cabin to service me when I'm bored of you."
I looked at her in mock horror, "When you're bored with me! I'll show you bored with me, come here."
She came and stood beside me. I ran my hand up the back of her leg and eased my fingers under her thong. She gasped as my fingers slid inside her and found her pleasure spot. She spread her thighs to make it easier for me. She bent forward and kissed me, then whispered, "Oh fuck, I could never get bored of thissssssssss." She hissed the last word as Angie pushed her top up and kissed her nipple.
Simone's legs started to shake as I continued to play with her G spot. She was using Angie's shoulders to support herself. She was moaning quietly as we continued to kiss. "Fuck, fuck, fuck," she groaned as my fingers triggered her orgasm, her cunt contracting round them.
My fingers were covered in her spicy sweet kitty juice. A brief taste was all that I was allowed before Angie took possession and sucked them clean. Then she licked Simone's legs clean as well.
Simone straightened her clothing and pulled Angie to her feet. She said, "I'm sorry guys but I need Angie to help me do some shopping. The sex will have to wait. We will be back in about an hour." They collected their bags and headed off to town.
A silence descended on the boat. I looked at Pete and asked if he needed any help packing.
"Not really, I was hoping we could leave some of the clothes we've bought on board, we don't have much space in the bags."
"That's fine, there's storage space under the bed in your cabin," I told him. "Let me show you."
I left him to his packing. I decided that while I was waiting for the girls to return I would download the photos I'd been taking recently. I set up the laptop and camera on the breakfast counter and after pouring a mug of brain juice I started. There were some absolutely stunning images of both Simone and Angela amongst my efforts. Some though I felt could have been a lot better. I came to the conclusion that the camera was the main issue.
I sighed and looked at my camera, Kirsten had bought it for me two, no three years ago for my birthday. I hate to admit it but it was time to think about getting a new one. And while I'm at it I suppose it wouldn't hurt to think about a new apple laptop and the new version of Photoshop. I opened a cupboard and looked at my old printer, and sighed again. A new photo printer wouldn't go amiss either. At least now I had the spare cash to afford it.
I made a few edits and saved the work, then I burnt a CD backup copy. I sat back and got a couple of beers from the fridge and went looking for Pete.
I found him on the deck relaxing on a lounger. He took the offered beer and we sat in silence sipping from the bottles, waiting for our lovers to return. It was nearer to two hours before we saw them loaded down with bags at the bottom of the gangplank.
As we jumped up to help them, I could hear Pete muttering. "Christ, I hope those aren't ours, there's no room left in the bags."
Angie laughed, as they came and sat down, "Don't be a fuss pot, only this one's for us," and she held up a small bag.
I had to ask, "What's in the other bags then?"
Simone said, "These two bags are presents for the children. The little one is a present for Angie and Pete."
"So I guess the rest are clothes for you."
"Well this one is." She showed me an amazing set of lingerie, one of several in the bag. "But this one is a present for you," and she handed me the last large bag. "I know how much you love to take photographs. The man in the shop said that this is the best one he has."
There were two boxes in the bag. In the first was a Canon EOS 1D body. The second held a matching lens. I looked at her in surprise, was she a mind reader?
She looked at me shyly, "It's so you can photograph my love for you."
"It's just perfect, thank you," I said, "It's going to get a lot of use in that case,"
Pete looked intrigued at the last bag, "So what did you get?"
Angie replied, "It's wasn't me, it's a present from Simone. It's bespoke perfume for me and aftershave for you. She had them make it up for us in this tiny little perfumery."
Simone told Pete, "My family have been going to that shop for years. I ordered yours yesterday. The aftershave is unique, my father's the only other person that it's made for, and I love his smell."
She looked at Angie, "The perfume is a special blend they only made for my mother. You remind me so much of her, that I thought it would be perfect for you."
We all looked humbled as the thoughts behind their gifts were revealed. Angie had tears in her eyes as she hugged Simone. There was a definite dampness to Pete's as well.
Simone came to me demanding a kiss. I told her, "Thank you for your wonderful gifts. You didn't need to get me anything."
"I wanted to, and there's one more." She handed me a small box. "I had them make this for you. I described everything I love about you, and the aftershaves you like. They created this aftershave for you. It's bottled essence of Andrew."
I opened it, and smelled it. It was like all the best bits of my favourite aftershaves all in one.
"They will only make it for you," she whispered in my ear as she hugged me.
"I... I...." I couldn't speak for a few moments.
She took the crystal bottle from me and dabbed a tiny amount on my neck. Angie came over for a smell.
She looked at us, "God that amazing, it's everything I associate with him all in one place."
"Thank you," I finally managed to say. Simone just hugged me tighter.
In the distance I heard the church bells ring out the noon clarion. Angie looked horrified. She started to pick up the bags and usher us below.
She looked at Simone and me as she pushed us towards the bed, "I'm not leaving until at least one of you two makes love to me."
I said, "That sounds a lot like a challenge. How do you think we should respond?" I asked Simone.
She giggled and made a show of tossing an imaginary coin. "It's heads, so you get the head and I get her tail."
Angie laughed at the way we had divided her up. She lay back on the bed, raising her hips to remove her skirt and panties. Simone crawled between her open thighs and kneeling, started licking and sucking her. Angie sat up and I pulled her top off freeing her stupendous breasts for my enjoyment. Angie eased herself back propping her body up on one elbow. I undressed and knelt by her head. She held the base of my firming cock in her hand. Her head bent forward and she ran her tongue around the mushroom head, making cute little slurping sounds. Every few moments she moaned as Simone found a sensitive spot.
Simone was running her tongue from the rosy bud of her anus to the erect nubbin of her clitoris. She slid two fingers into Angie's cunt searching for her G spot. I was fondling Angie's breasts and pinching her nipples. Angie gave a shudder as she had an orgasm
I saw Pete watching us from the doorway, his shorts bulging with evidence of his arousal. I waved him over, pointing at Simone buttocks that were waggling in his direction. He dropped his shorts and moment later he'd pulled her thong to one side and was buried deep inside Simone's cunt. Her head reared up and she groaned in pleasure. Pete started plunging in and out, and she pushed back at him. She started making little squeaking sounds of joy and passion on each stroke.
She lowered her head back down and continued sucking and finger fucking Angie. Angie pulled Simone's head closer as she came again, her thighs briefly tightening round Simone's head.
I was face fucking Angie as she tried to deep throat me, her hand stroking my balls. I caught Simone's eye and we both grinned at each other. I whispered, "I love you," to her and she blew me a kiss. Her face screwed up and she cried out as she came.
Pete spoke to me, "Can we swap? I'd like to cum in my wife's pussy." I nodded in agreement.
We swapped partners. I kissed Angie deeply before Pete rolled her on her back and mounted her, thrusting away. Both of them were moaning and whispering words of endearment, as they clutched at each other.
Simone crawled over to me and sat on my lap. I kissed her face covered in Angie's juice. She sighed in contentment as I caressed her back. She looked at me, "You're the best thing that's ever happened to me," she whispered. "I love you and all your friends make me feel so happy. Tomorrow I get to see the children and that's going to make it perfect."
She turned round and got back on her hands and knees presenting me with her curvy, silky soft butt. She looked over her shoulder at me, "Now, please cum in my kitty."
My ultra-ridged cock was deep inside her moments later. She cried out and her hands tightened on the sheet as I plumbed her depths. I reached round and grasped her breasts and used them to pull her back onto me on my thrusts.
"Oh God, oh god, oh my god," I head her cry out as she came hard around my cock.
Beside me I heard Pete and Angie crying out as they both came. I wasn't far away, I could feel my balls tightening. Simone was still cuming as I completed my final thrusts and ropes of my hot cum flooded her waiting vessel.



"Oh fuuucckk," I cried out, and shuddered to a halt, leaning on her. She shifted under my weight and I rolled us onto our sides still staying connected. I could feel her velvety-soft vagina give the occasional twitch as the last of her orgasm faded away.
The others curled up around and over us. For the next few minutes we gently caressed and kissed each other as we came down from our highs. We all drifted off into that blissful post coital state.
Finally, I looked at the clock and shook the dozing Pete awake. "I'm sorry mate, but your car is going to be here in less than an hour."
"Shit," and he gathered Angie up and headed into the bathroom. Simone sat up and we heard the shower running. A few minute later they reappeared wrapped in towels and disappeared in the direction of their cabin.
I sat up and said, "I need a shower, are you coming too?"
"Race you," and she shot past me and was straight in the shower. You had to love her when she was in this mood. I followed at a pace more fitting for my age. Hell who am I trying to kid, I was in the shower a split second after her. We had a quick shower, we didn't want to miss their departure. But it didn't stop us having a kiss and a cuddle under the flowing water.
We dressed and joined Angie and Pete. I helped him get their bags up from their cabin. We sat down on the sun deck waiting for the car to arrive. Angie and Simone were sitting on one of the sun loungers with their arms round each other. There were tears in their eyes and they spoke together in quiet voices.
Pete and I shared a last beer. Pete said, "We'll see you in three weeks' time then. You will still come even if she pregnant?"
"Of course we will, we still want to see you. You don't get my sperm without me checking up on you." I paused for a moment to take a sip of my beer. "And of course I've still got to decide on your punishment."
He spluttered as his beer went down the wrong way. "Crap, I'd thought you'd forgotten about that."
I just stood there and smiled at him.
There was the sound of a car horn and it was time for them to go. Pete and I carried the bags and the girls followed holding hands.
We stood there for a moment, I don't think anyone really knew what to say. Angie took a jewellery box from her bag and gave it to Simone.
"It's for you, I didn't want to break up the pair."
Inside was the larger of the two gold inlayed silver butt plugs. There was a space in the box for its companion, the one they had given to Simone earlier.
There wasn't much we could say, other than thank you. We hugged and kissed and they got in the car. We waved goodbye as the car drove away, then we kissed and returned to Rosie.
**********************
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We stood there for a moment; I don't think anyone really knew what to say. Angie took a jewellery box from her bag and gave it to Simone.
"It's for you, I didn't want to break up the pair."
Inside was the larger of the two gold inlayed silver butt plugs. There was a space in the box for its companion, the one they had given to Simone earlier.
There wasn't much we could say, other than thank you. We hugged and kissed and they got in the car. We waved goodbye as the car drove away, then we kissed and returned to Rosie.
**********************
Homes
We stood in the wheelhouse. Rosie was so quiet with just the two of us. I'd got used to the noise and bustle of guests. I wrapped my arm around Simone and she rested her head on my shoulder.
"It's time for us to go home." I said.
She looked a bit worried at my statement. "The chateau doesn't feel like its home anymore, it's where I grew up. Rosie and you are my home now!"
"OK then, let's go back to the chateau and see Sarah and Gaston."
She looked a lot happier "Oh that's ok then."
We busied ourselves disconnecting Rosie from the dock, leaving just one line in place. I turned the key, starting the engine, and then I used the bow and stern thrusters to hold us steady. When it was running smoothly, Simone let go of the line and hopped back on board. I manoeuvred us into mid-stream, and then spun Rosie on her axis. We headed upstream in the direction of the chateau. I reckoned that it would take us about four hours to get there.
I was sitting on the captain's chair with a hand on the wheel. Simone was sat on my lap, resting her head on my shoulder.
She was gently caressing my arm and said, "This is nice, it's been a long time since we were alone."
"I know what you mean. I loved seeing all of them but it will be so nice to have a little time to ourselves. Do you want to stay on board tonight or sleep at the chateau?"
"I'd like to stay on board, but I think we need to sort things out at the chateau. Papa, Rachael and the children should be on their way here. The children will be staying with her. He will go to the chateau and I want to talk to him tonight."
I hugged her and said, "I understand." I pushed the throttle open a bit more and we picked up speed. Simone puttered around the boat while I steered. I could hear her rummaging around below decks and every 20 minutes or so she would appear with a fresh cup of coffee or a cold drink for me.
She had changed into her crew uniform as she described it. A pair of shorts and basically that was it. She was topless, and the whole package was topped off with her crew cap. Each time she appeared I would get a little token of her affection, a kiss or a gentle caress. I would gently stroke the side of her breast or give a brief suck on one nipple.
Finally she came and sat down on the built in bench at the back of the wheelhouse. She tucked herself in the corner. She opened my laptop and propped it on her legs and started to investigate the family page.
I could hear her typing away and she saw me looking.
She said, "I'm chatting with your daughter."
"Give her my love will you."
"I will. She says we have nearly thirty people including their children coming to the wedding. I asked her to add Michael and Anna to the list. Are you okay with that?"
"Of course, there are definitely going to be other children their own age. So I know they will have a lot of fun."
She fell silent as she continued to chat with Kirsten. There was only a little traffic on the river so I was able to spend time watching Simone. She was concentrating on the screen. The tip of her tongue was just poking out of the corner of her mouth. Every now and then she would smile at something Kirsten had written.
Simone suddenly looked up at me with a shocked expression and a gasp. "She just called me mum!"
"Then she must really like you," I said.
Simone said, "I don't want to replace Ros in her mind. What do I do?"
"Talk to her about it, find out why she said it?"
She bent her head back down over the laptop and a few minutes later I heard Kirsten's voice coming from the speakers.
"That's better; I'm sorry Simone I didn't mean to upset you."
"Oh you didn't, well not much. I just didn't want you to think I'm trying to replace your mother."
"I know you're not, but with you marrying dad, it feels a bit odd calling him dad and you Simone. Ros will always be my mother, but I'd like to think of you as my other mum."
There were tears in Simone's eyes as she replied, "I'd really like that."
I called out, "By the way your dad likes the idea too."
"Christ, hi Dad, I didn't realise you were there."
I laughed, "And just where did you think I'd be?"
"No, it's just for some reason I'd pictured Simone lying on the bed while we were chatting. She'd already told me you were piloting Rosie, so I thought she was alone."
"I needed my crewman with me.
Simone giggled, "Your half naked crewman you mean."
There were two sets of giggles from the speaker.
"Hi Christina, how are you?"
"Hi Uncle Andy, I'm doing fine."
Kirsten asked, "What's this about half naked crewmen?"
I winked at Simone and said, "Didn't you get the mail I sent you. All non-paying guests are expected to be crew and help out. The crew uniform as currently modelled by Simone is either shorts or a bikini bottom....." I paused, "Oh yes you also get to wear a cute crew hat."
There was a long period of silence from their end.
"Err Dad, are you serious?"
This was just too much fun, "Simone, can you tell them what you are wearing?"
"Oh I'm wearing the formal crew uniform of brief shorts, no panties and crew hat. And if you don't believe me I can switch the camera on!"
Christina said, "Ok I'll bite, what's the informal version?"
"Just the cap," came the swift reply.
There was another pause, and then we could hear some whispering in the background.
"Do we get hats with our names embroidered on them?"
That was enough to set Simone and I off, we burst out laughing.
"Crap Dad, you can be an evil bastard when you try."
I said, "Hey, in my defence it's what Simone's wearing."
I left Simone talking to the girls and I concentrated on not colliding with several vessels that we were approaching. To my relief it sounded like they were getting on fine. I sort of expect that Kirsten and Christina will be plotting their revenge on me and I wouldn't be surprised if Simone is offering to help them.
~ ~ ~ ~ ~
It was about two hours later that I saw the chateau on the hill and the landing stage at the river's edge. As I manoeuvred Rosie closer I noticed that there had been a couple of changes to the landing stage. Someone had repaired all the old wood, and strung new tyres along its length. There was a new sign attached to it.

Propriété PrivéeAucun amarrage sans la
permission du propriétaire
Private Property
No mooring without
the owner's permission
I called to Simone, "Hey love, do I have the owner's permission to moor here?"
She looked at me as though I was stupid, "We are the owners!"
"No, you are the owner, that why I'm asking you."
She came and put her arms round me, "You are, what's that word Julia calls you?"
"I d'know, wonderful maybe?"
"Dork, that's it. A loveable dork."
"Hey I'm insulted, since when did you believe anything that Julia told you?"
She looked at me with pity in her eyes, "You know that there is a page just for all the women in the family. Kirsten was just showing it to me. You are the main topic of conversation, after our children."
"Why am I not surprised?"
I brought Rosie alongside the landing stage and held her in place with the bow and stern thrusters. Simone jumped down and tied off the mooring lines and I switched off the main engine. Peace and quiet descended upon Rosie. I stretched and joined Simone on the landing stage.
I put my arm around her and she looked up at me.
She said, "Welcome to our home when we are not on our beautiful Rosie."
"Thank you love," I said and kissed her.
I saw Gaston's pickup pull over the rise and head in our direction.
I coughed and said, "Just how well do you know Gaston? Do you usually greet him topless?"
She shrieked and ran back to Rosie. I just lent back on the railing and burst out laughing. I was still chuckling as Gaston pulled up.
"Monsieur Andy welcome back, is Simone with you?"
"She'll be here in a moment, she's just getting changing."
"Monsieur Laurent explained you needed some carpenters. What do you want them to do?"
I took him to the cabin I wanted to redo for Simone's children and explained the alterations that were needed.
He took some measurements and used his phone to snap a couple of photos.
"I will get them to start tomorrow; they should be able to do it in a couple of days."
"That's perfect, Simone's seeing Michael and Anna tomorrow, and we are meeting up with a friend the following day. You are going to need a key to get in."
I found him a spare key and we joined Simone in the wheelhouse. She'd changed and was in a short black lacy skirt and top. She had packed a bag for us, and I dropped in the back of the pickup. She sat on my lap as there were only two seats in the cab, and Gaston drove us up to the chateau.
We greeted Sarah and I dropped the bag off in her room, and then I joined them in the kitchen. I poured myself a glass of wine and went and sat outside, leaving Simone and Sarah to talk.
I was still sitting on the terrace sipping the wine when I heard a car pull up. A few minutes later George came and joined me, followed by Simone.
She said, "I've convinced Sarah that we can eat in the kitchen tonight. The food will be ready in an hour, so we've got time to talk."
George told her, "Michael and Anna are looking forward to seeing you tomorrow."
"What did you tell them about me...what did they say?" Simone sounded so nervous.
Her father took her hand, "Relax Simone, they are bright children. They knew that something felt wrong with the story their father was telling them, but they didn't know what."
Simone looked hard at him, "So what do I say to them?"
"The truth, you tell them the truth, they deserve it. You need to explain why you think their father did what he did and why you did what you did."
He looked at me, "And you really need explain your feelings for Andrew. Michael in particular is worried that you are going to never let them see their father, and they do still love him."
She replied, "I'd never stop them from seeing him, regardless of how I feel."
I asked him, "What's the plan for tomorrow?"
"We thought it best if Simone would come over after lunch."
"That's sounds good, I'll drop her off at one and I can wait at the cafe on the square."
She looked worried, "Will you be ok on your own?"
I smiled at her, "I am a big boy; I can look after myself. I have a new camera to play with, and I'll take a book to read, I'll be fine,"
George said to me, "I think you are being very wise to let the children decide when and how they meet you."
"Which reminds me, thank you for arraigning the carpenters, they start work tomorrow. It'll mean that if they do want to stay on board there's somewhere for them to sleep."
He waved away my thanks, and we watched the sun setting below the hills sipping our drinks.
I was hoping that I would be able to use the chateau as Rosie's permanent winter mooring. So I asked George and Simone if it would be alright if I had a storage shed built down by the landing stage and was there any way we could get water and power connected.
Simone said to me, "You really don't believe me do you? This as much yours as it is mine. You don't need to ask. Come with me I want to show you something."
She took my hand and we walked about four hundred metres to a lovely large cottage set between two vineyards. There were two smaller holiday homes behind it, about thirty meters away and there was a swimming pool set between them.
She said, "This is the holiday home I was originally thinking about for Mike and Julia, what do you think?"
"I think it would be perfect for them. It's a lovely place."
"I know it is, and that's the reason I would like us to live here instead. The chateau isn't my home anymore; it's just a place I grew up in. This would be just the right size for us and the children and we can use the other holiday homes for any guests we have."
As she was talking she had led me into the cottage. "The chateau is my father's home and I don't want him to feel obliged to move out because we are there. He's been staying away when we are there. There is another holiday home similar to this one on the other side of the hill that we can give to Mike and Julia instead."
I looked around the place, it was quite large. There were three bedrooms upstairs and a master bedroom on the ground floor. There was a huge open plan room that covered most of the rest of the ground floor. A kitchen that flowed into a dinning living room entered around a huge open fireplace. French doors along the southern wall opened out onto a partly covered terrace and I could see us living outside most of the year.
"I think this is perfect for us," I said as I hugged her, then I picked her up and carried her to the bedroom. "And I think we need to christen this bed!"
I dropped her on it and she squealed as she bounced, but that didn't stop her being naked moments later. I performed a magic trick and was naked myself in only seconds. I was soon between her welcoming thighs, lapping at her inner self, as she stroked my hair. She was soon whimpering as my tongue swept up and down, probing at her inner beauty.
She gasped, and pulled my head up so she could see my face. "Sarah's going to be expecting us to be back soon. Get that fat cock of yours in me and fuck me please."
I'm a Gentleman; of course I'm going to do it. I love the sensation of being wrapped in her velvet-soft vagina and I wasted valuable moments enjoying it before she started bucking her hips and urging me to thrust.
She wrapped her legs round the back of my thighs and her fingers were clenched on my ass cheeks. I was pounding into her urged on by her moans and her legs. God, I love the no holds barred quickie. Both of us were racing towards a climax.
She focused her eyes on mine, "I'm fucking close, cum with me pleeeeese."
I grunted an acknowledgement and picked up the pace. I was slamming into her, our skin slapping together. Her mouth opened in a soundless scream, and her fingernails penetrated the skin of my ass as she came. One more thrust and I joined her, my cum spraying over the inside of her cunt.
"Fuck," I managed to gasp as we lay in each other's arms.
Simone kissed me and then said, "I love you but Sarah won't if we are late for dinner so we need to move."
She grabbed a handful of tissues from a box on the bedside table and held them between her legs as she scurried off to the bathroom. I gathered up our scattered clothes and joined her. We made ourselves as presentable as possible and ran back to the chateau.
We were just in time; Sarah kept looking at us suspiciously. George was struggling to keep the smile off his face through the meal. Both of us had that just-fucked inner glow plastered all over us.
We told them of our decision to turn the three holiday homes into a home for ourselves and our guests. I think George looked a bit relived that he wasn't going to have to move. Sarah was a bit upset, but perked up when Simone told her that she would need to design a new kitchen for the our new home.
She told her, "Don't think just because we are moving four hundred metres away, you can hide away from us and the children. We want you to carry on looking after us. The kitchen there is good enough for a holiday home but not for you."
"I said, "If we are moving in we can't keep calling them the holiday homes, they need a name?"
George said, "The main house hasn't got a name, but it was always informally known as the Little House, La Petite Maison."
"Then that has to be its name."
By ten o'clock Simone and I were both struggling to keep our eyes open. Last night and this morning had been rather physical and we were both feeling the effects. Sarah caught us both trying to hide our yawns, and sent us off to bed like the children she thought we were.
I made a half-hearted attempt to make love to Simone but while the spirit was willing the body was not. We kissed and curled up in each other's arms and that was all I remember.
~ ~ ~ ~ ~
Children
I woke the next morning and Simone was looking down at me with her startling blue eyes. Sometime during the night she'd put on a cotton top and matching sleep pants. She must have gone down to the kitchen as there were a couple of bottles of water beside the bed.
She said, "You looked so peaceful lying there. I've been watching you for the past hour or so." And she bent down and we kissed. Then she said, "I'm so nervous, what if they don't want anything to do with me?"
"You mean Michael and Anna?"
"Yes, who else would I be talking about?"
I gathered my wits about me, thinking that Bernard had effectively screwed up not only Simone, but also the children. I gently caressed her as I spoke. "It's not going to happen. You heard what your father said, they want to see you, and it will be alright."
"Why won't you be with me?"
"You know why, we've had this discussion and your father agrees that this is the best way. Look I'll be close by, if you really need me you can call me and I'll join you."
She sighed and relaxed in my arms, "I love you, my wonderful dirty old man."
I smiled at her and pushed her top up and kissed her nipples and licked her areole. She moaned quietly and put her hand round the back of my head, holding me in place.
"Oh good, I love morning sex," she whispered.
"Are you going to take advantage of this old man?" I mumbled around a mouthful of breast.
"Hell yes!"
I pulled her top off and she shimmed her pants down her legs and kicked them off, flicking them across the room. I had to grin at her enthusiasm. I rolled on to my back and she pounced on my semi turgid cock with her mouth. She licked and sucked little Andy until he'd reached his full potential. I was groaning and my toes were curling with the sensations. I wanted to taste her so I pulled her over me so her kitty was poised above my mouth.
We'd fallen into the classic 69 position but who cared, we didn't. Her mouth was still warm around the head of my cock, and her clit was a little nub under my tongue. Our moans were muffled by the flesh in our mouths. I suck and licked her kitty lips and she responded by trying to swallow me. I eased two fingers into her, curling them down and finding her G spot. I pressed hard on her clit with my thumb. She shuddered as she came, her hand tightening round the base of my cock.
She groaned in loss as I removed my fingers, a trickle of kitty juice followed and ran down onto my face. I licked my lips tasting her arousal.
"Please...cock....me....now," she gasped, and rolled off me. She pulled me up and onto her. I kissed my way up her body, moving between her open legs. Then I was licking at her bully button, and then the underside of her breasts.



"You are a fucking tease, please put it in me," she begged as she grasped my cock. She placed the head between her kitty lips and pushed down with her pelvis capturing the glans in the entrance of her cunt.
"Mine now," she whispered.
"All yours," I agreed, and pushed all the way in until I felt her cervix nestling against me.
"Ohhh yesssss," she moaned, and then cried out as I started thrusting. Her lips sought mine and we French kissed with all the passion we could deliver. Our flesh was slapping together as we both moved to maximise the penetration. I was alternating three or four fast strokes followed by a long slow one with a wiggle of my hips to flick the head across the top of her cunt.
"Ohhh Christ," I heard her say repeatedly. Her hands grasped my ass cheeks and clenched tight, urging me on. She cried out and her cunt tightened on me as she came again.
I was getting close but not that close that I couldn't take my time. Simone opened her eyes and looked at me with passion and love. I was still gently stroking in and out which kept her orgasm rolling on.
"Mother of god, what are you doing to me," she groaned.
"I'm loving you the way you deserve," I said as I continued moving.
"Then fucking love me harder," she said as she used her legs to make me move faster. "I want to feel you cum inside of me."
I was thrusting away, our bodies slapping against each other's. I could feel the tightness building up in my balls. Simone was panting as her body kept firing off little orgasms. I felt a surge of pleasure launch itself from my balls and exit my cock as it nestled deep inside her.
We lay cuddling each other as we wound down from our highs, until the aroma of freshly brewing coffee roused us. A quick shower and bathroom break and we felt ready for anything the world could throw at us.
We joined Sarah and George for breakfast. George had some good news for Simone; he had enrolled the children in a local international private school about thirty kilometres away. They were going to board during the week, but come home on the weekends.
He said, "It's got a very good reputation and they can carry on following the international baccalaureate program. We were lucky to get them in as the school is usually oversubscribed."
"I feel there is a story behind that?" I said.
George laughed, "Yes and no, it turns out that I know the headmaster from my university days. He's a bit of a wine snob, so I offered to supply the wine for the parents open day."
Simone threw her arms round him and was crying on his shoulder. "Merci papa, je t'aime."
He stroked her hair and replied, "Simone mon amour, c'est le moins que je pouvais faire."
He looked at both of us and said, "La Petite Maison, I want to pay for all the renovations, it will be my wedding gift to you." Then he said to me, "Gaston is at your boat with the carpenters. I'd like to see what they are up to. Shall we go after breakfast?"
"It would be my pleasure," I said.
After breakfast I watched as Simone and Sarah walked through the vineyards to the La Petite Maison. They were going to decide what needed doing. Dotted around the vineyards were the first of the grape pickers, selecting the first of the ripe grapes.
George said, "In another week there will be dozens of pickers all over the vineyards." As he spoke we walked over to the closest grape vines. He cut a small bunch off with his pocket knife, and squeezed, smelt and tasted several grapes. "It's going to be a very good, possibly excellent vintage this year," He commented.
We carried on walking through the vineyards, down towards the river. He would stop every minute to check on the grapes. It was very interesting as he was explaining what he was looking for in the grapes, and how the soil and the position of the vineyard would determine the quality of the wine.
He pointed out a small section of vines enclosed by a low dry stone wall. "Those are the vines we use for the family reserve. Some of those vines are a hundred years old."
We arrived at Rosie, it was the first time George had seen her and he was surprised at her size. There was a buzz of noise around her, and we joined Gaston on the landing stage. He had an unlit pipe in his hand that he was using to point out things to the three carpenters. They had set up a temporary workshop under an awning on the bank, powered by a portable generator.
They had already stripped out the old bed and storage cupboards from the cabin. They had drawn up a plan and showed it to us. I made a couple of minor suggestions and they happily altered the drawings. There was a discussion with George and Gaston.
George said, "They're a bit worried about how they are going to get some of the lengths of wood on to the boat?"
I smiled, "Rosie has a party trick," I told them. I showed them how the wheelhouse collapsed. The windows and the top of the doors either folded down or were removed. Then the final magic, the roof split in half and folded back on hydraulic rams.
"It's so I can get her under low bridges," I explained, "but it does make it easier to bring large objects on board."
If you can leave it like that that would be great the carpenters told us. We will put it back up before we leave they promised.
They told George that they thought they could finish the carpentry today, and would do the finishing touches tomorrow. I nipped down to my cabin and got some cash out of the safe. I put five hundred euros into each of three envelopes and gave them to Gaston for the carpenters. I also gave him another thousand to cover the cost of the wood and the other items I wanted them to fit.
I showed George and Gaston round Rosie. George was looking at the photos of Ros and my children. There were several 'family' photos as well.
George said, "I can see you had a very happy marriage and lots of good friends."
"We did," I agreed. "There are only two women I've ever truly loved, Ros and your daughter."
George told me, "I can see why my daughter loves you and this boat, and I'm happy for her. She needs love in her life."
George and I walked back to the chateau. As we did I asked him if he could arrange to have a couple of things built for me in the garden of the house. I wanted a proper wood fired grill and brick oven on the terrace. Also as an ultimate indulgence to myself, a decent sized fishpond and water feature. One of the few things I had really regretted leaving when I'd sold the house in England was my Koi carp pond and I wanted another one. He smiled and admitted that he also had a soft spot for Koi carp and it would be fun to get one built for me.
We stopped by the house and I pointed out where I wanted the grill and oven. There was a bit of debate over the pond. I initially marked out a four by six metre area. George changed it into an 'L' shape, twice the size of my original idea. He thought the water feature should be in the space between the two legs of the L. If we built it up it could hide the pumps and filters and the water could flow into the pond. I bowed to his enthusiasm and we continued our walk back to the chateau.
He asked me about Mike and Julia, Simone had told him of her plan to offer them the other holiday home as a home. For the rest of our walk I described my very long relationship with them. I didn't go into depth over the 'family' side of the relationship, I felt that was something I needed to discuss with Simone first. I explained that Mike was taking early retirement from his job as a hospital administrator and Julia was selling her pharmacy.
He thought about that for a while, and then asked me if I thought Mike might be interested in taking a part time role at the winery. I said I'd ask him but thought he might, given his love of wine.
By the time we got back to the chateau it was time for him to go to Rachael's. As he left I promised to get Simone there for one o'clock.
For the next hour or so she was like a cat on a hot tin roof, constantly getting up and pacing around. She overheard me asking Sarah if I could borrow a car.
She said, "You have a car, I gave it to you." I looked puzzled and then she said, "At least I thought I told you? The Bentley, I want you to have it. I won't drive it and I know you liked it."
Liked it, was an understatement I told her, and kissed her.
"Come on, let's get you over to Rachael's," I said.
"A beautiful woman in a beautiful car, what more could I want," I said as I held the door open for her to get in. I settled in beside her on the white leather seat.
Thank god it was an automatic I thought as I settled in behind the wheel. I turned the key and listened to the 6.2 litre engine fire up.
"Do you want the top up or down?" I asked.
"Down please, I love the feel of the wind on my face."
It took me a moment to find the control then the top folded down, the burr walnut dash glowed in the sunlight. I slowly drove off down the drive getting used to the feel of the controls, it was the most amazing car I'd ever driven and it was mine!
I looked at Simone; she had such a happy expression on her face that grew in intensity the closer to Rachael's and her children. She caught me looking and lent over and kissed my cheek. She took my hand and placed it on her thigh and covered it with hers. All too soon I pulled up outside of Rachael's house.
I kissed her and told her I would be waiting at the cafe in town square. Rachael came to the front gate to escort her in. I explained where I would be, and that I had my phone if there was a problem. Rachael lent in and hugged me and said that it would be ok. They would call me later to let me know what was happening.
I sat and watched them enter the house before I drove off. It was only a few hundred metres to the square. I felt like royalty when I pulled up in the square, the local gendarme removed a traffic cone so I could park. It turned out he knew the car, so I explained how come I was driving it. I love the French police; only in France would a policeman join me for a glass of wine as we discussed the merits of the Bentley.
I was surprised to find out that he knew all about Simone's situation. He remembered her mother; he had just finished his national service when she'd died. The whole family was well liked, except for Bernard and it sounded like nobody was going to miss him.
He finished his glass, thanked me and headed off on his rounds. A few minutes later a breathless Lisette appeared and plonked herself down beside me
She gasped, "Clair called me so say you were here, and where is Simone?"
"Get your breath back," I told her. "Simone's at her aunts, and talking to her children. They have a few issues they need to work out. It looks like Bernard has created so many problems. I thought it would be better if I wait here for her."
"Ah, ok, this evening is my last shift here at the cafe, I'm free tomorrow," she said hopefully.
"Don't worry we haven't forgotten our promise. I'm having a bit of work done to the boat and it should be finished tomorrow."
She took my hand, "Thank you, I've missed being with both of you. I can't wait for my next lesson," and she blushed.
"We missed you too."
She sat back in her chair and I could see her relax. She was looking very pretty, her perky little breasts were pushing out the soft cotton of her top and the skirt barely covered the top of her thighs.
She looked at her watch and sighed, "My shift starts in half an hour, I need to go and get ready. I was in the shower when Clair called. I just grabbed the first things I could find to wear." She looked at me and smiled, "I was in such a hurry I didn't put any underwear on."
She inched the hem of the skirt up and I saw the shadow of her pussy appear.
"Thank you," I said, "You are making an old man very happy, and stiff."
She grinned at my discomfort and lent over and kissed me then ran off in the direction she'd come from.
I composed myself and ordered a glass of wine and a salad from Clair. When she brought the wine she gave me a concerned look then said, "She really likes you and Simone, it's all she's been talking about."
I said, "And we really like her, and in answer to your next question. No, we would never do anything that would hurt her."
Clair looked a bit relived, "I didn't think you would hurt her, but she is the baby of her family, and we all look out for her. Her eldest sister is my best friend."
"I promise you that we will look after her too. We have a lot of affection for Lisette."
Clair bent down and looked deep into my eyes. I think she liked what she saw as kissed me and went back to work.
I settled down with my wine and Clair brought my salad. I checked my watch and it was only two o'clock. I wondered how Simone was getting on. I suppose that no news is good news. I saw Lisette hurrying across the square in her work clothes, and she blew me a kiss as she went past and into the cafe.
I got my new camera out of my bag and spent the next hour familiarising myself with its controls and functions. Lisette appeared at my side every now and then, making sure I was ok. She would stroke my arm as she passed me.
The afternoon passed slowly. Lisette took her break and sat with me for fifteen minutes and I got a couple of nice head and shoulder shots of her. She told me she would be going back to university in a weeks' time.
I couldn't remember if she'd told us what she was studying so I asked.
"I'm studying the history of art at the Sorbonne. I want to be an art restorer."
"So when are you going to Paris?"
"My sister is driving me back next Friday."
I thought of all the hours she had been working and made a mental note to myself to see if the family could help with her student finances
I heard the church bells chime five o'clock and I began to think I should call Rachael to see what was going on. Lisette could see that I was getting worried and came over.
She said, "You need to relax, the longer they are, the more they are sorting out, it can only be good news."
"There is a very wise head on those young shoulders," I told her and settled back down to wait.
I ordered a coffee from Lisette and settled down with a book, 'The Girl With The Dragon Tattoo'. Kirsten had recommended it and sent me a copy for Father's Day. I sat sipping the coffee, turning the pages and getting more and more engrossed in the story. Lisette would come and refresh my cup, and stroke my head, before hurrying off to serve the other customers.
I was beginning to feel hungry and was wondering if I should think about ordering a meal, but I decided to hold off for the moment. I was concentrating on the book when a pair of hands stroked my shoulders.
"Hi Lisette, I'm ok at the moment," I said.
"I'm glad to hear that," said Simone.
I turned and she kissed me, and beside her stood her two children.
She said, "Andrew, Michael and Anna wanted to meet you."
"And I'm glad to meet both of you," I told them.
Michael was a typical twelve year old boy; I could see bits of Simone and her farther in him. Anna on the other hand was a miniature Simone, down to the blue eyes and golden hair.
I pulled up chairs for them and Simone and we settled around the table.
Anna looked at me with her piercing blue eyes and asked, "Do you really live on a boat?"
"I do," I said, "Do you want to see?" I asked, and pulled out my iPhone and found the photos of Rosie.
Anna and her brother put their heads together and started scrolling through the photos I'd downloaded.
Lisette appeared, and she and Simone hugged and kissed. She asked the children what they would like to drink and they ordered coke; Simone ordered a wine.
Michael asked, "Who is this woman?" pointing at a photo of Ros.
I took the phone from him and sat between them.
"That was my wife Ros, she died four years ago. This one is my daughter Kirsten, and this is Chris my son."
"How old are they?" Anna asked.
"Kirsten is twenty-two, and Chris is twenty."
Anna said, "When you marry mummy, will that make them my brother and sister?"
I looked at Simone for some guidance.
Simone told them, "Step brother and sister. I think you are going to like them, I know I do."
Michael was looking a bit anxious. I recalled that someone had said that he thought that we would not let him see his father. I moved to an empty table a few metres away and motioned for him to join me.
"Us men need to have a talk," I said to him as he sat down beside me.
"Michael as the man in your family, I would like to ask your permission to marry your mother. You need to understand that I'm not looking to try and replace your father. You will always be able to see or talk to him when you want. But I love your mother, and she loves me and we want to live together with you and your sister."
"I can talk to daddy whenever I want?" he asked.
I handed him my phone, "Here, you can call him now if you want."
He turned the phone over and over in his hands, and then passed it back to me. "That's ok, I don't need to talk to him at the moment, but thank you."
He got up and whispered in his sister's ear, she smiled and nodded. He went to Simone and said, "Mummy, we have agreed that you can marry Andrew."
She hugged him and Anna, "Thank you both, that's very kind of you."
I asked, "Are you hungry because know I am." They both nodded.
Lisette appeared like magic with the menus and handed each of them one with a flourish. Simone made a call and a few moments later I saw Rachael and George walking across the square in our direction. I'm fairly sure they were waiting on the other side of the square in case of any issues.
We pulled two tables together and we all got comfortable around them. The children ordered pizza and the rest of us ordered steak. I sat back and watched all of them. Anna came and stood beside me, watching me carefully. After a few moments she climbed up on to my lap and made herself comfortable. I had the impression that for the past eighteen months she hadn't been shown a lot of love by her father. Simone was sitting beside me and she was stroking Anna's hair. I looked at her and I could see tears running down her cheeks.
There were a lot of animated conversations going on, mostly in French, but that didn't worry me. It looked like Simone had got her children back, and I couldn't be any happier. In a pause in the conversation I asked Rachael what was happening with the children.
"They start at their new school on Monday." I had to check the date on my phone to realise that today was Saturday.
Rachael continued, "The agreement with Bernard is that they will stay with me until the divorce is finalised. But Simone can see them whenever she wants, and they will move in with you two after it's signed."
I replied, "That works; we will have the boat and the new house ready for them by then."
The food arrived and the table fell silent for a moment as we started eating. I asked George how it had gone with Simone and the children.
He told me, "Rachael and I have spent a lot of time with them, and I think it opened their eyes to what has been going on. They were very quiet with her to start with. She was very open with them over her relationship with their father, and why she hadn't been there for them the past eighteen months. She'd told them about meeting you and how she had fallen in love.
He smiled and said, "I think they could sense how important you were to her, and that's why they wanted to meet you. Their decision surprised all of us."
"They are nice kids, I like them."
"I think that was a great idea to ask their permission to marry their mother."
I said, "It just seemed the right thing to do!"
We finished the meal and the children ordered ice cream. I was surprised to see that it was already after eight o'clock. Lisette brought the ice creams, and sat for a moment next to Simone, their heads close together as they talked.



By the time the children had finished their dessert, it was obvious that they were tired as they tried to hide their yawns. Rachael started to round them up saying it was time for their beds. I could see that Simone wanted to go with them and see them back to Rachael's, so I told her to go.
She whispered to me, "I'll be back after I tuck them in. We need to wait for Lisette to finish. She's going to come back with us."
Anna came and gave me a kiss before letting Simone pick her up. I said goodnight to all of them and they headed off across the square in the direction of Rachael's house.
~ ~ ~ ~ ~
Lisette
I was almost the last customer left, so I sat back and ordered a last espresso and the bill. Lisette brought the coffee and the bill, and sat on my lap.
She said, "I'll be finished in ten minutes, then I just need to get my bags, they are already packed."
I pointed out the car and said, "I'll wait here for you and Simone, just put your bags by the car and I will pack them away." I paid the bill and she went off.
I sat sipping the espresso and enjoyed the last of the evening. I watched the candle flame flickering behind the glass of holder on the table. In the trees the cicadas were chirping. A few minutes later I saw Lisette hurry across the square to her sister's flat.
She reappeared a few minutes later, having changed back into her tee shirt and short skirt. She had a backpack slung over shoulder and was dragging a large suitcase behind her. I had to smile, what's with women and their concept of traveling light. I met her at the car and placed the bags in the boot. We lent against the car with my arm around her and her head tucked on my shoulder as we waited for Simone.
She asked, "Are we going back to the boat?"
"I don't think so. I'm having a bit of work done on her, and they won't be finished until tomorrow. I guess we are going back to the chateau."
She looked a bit nervous, "A chateau?"
"Yep, the Chateau de Grasse."
She looked up at me in surprise, "Shit, she's that Simone, Simone Laurent-Duval?" I nodded. She said, "I should have guessed earlier, I thought I knew her from somewhere last time. I recognised her aunt this evening, but I didn't put two and two together."
Then she said with concern in her voice, "But she's married and her husband's a nasty piece of work, how can you be getting married?"
"I know, unfortunately I've met him. But she's getting a divorce and we are getting married at the end of the year after she's single again." She settled back in my arms and we waited for Simone.
It wasn't long before we heard the click of her sandals on the cobbles as she walked across the square towards us.
She put her arms round both of us and kissed me then Lisette. She said, "They must have been so tired, they were asleep almost as soon as I tucked them in."
"Where are we going?" I asked.
"Hmmm, good question. The chateau I suppose....no let's go back to Rosie that will be easier than trying to explain Lisette to Sarah."
"The carpenters will be there in the morning," I reminded her.
"Then they might get lucky and get a surprise," and they both giggled.
I laughed and the girls got into the back of the car. They curled up together as I drove us back to the chateau's driveway. As I drove I heard Simone call Sarah and tell her all about the day with the children and as it was late we would be staying at the boat.
I drove through the pillars at the bottom of the drive and carefully drove down the dirt road between the vineyards to the river. Rosie looked pretty bathed in the moonlight as we pulled up. I carried Lisette's bags on board and put them in the guest cabin.
She looked at us and asked, "Am I not sleeping with you?"
Simone stroked her arm and said, "Where you want to sleep is your choice and we'd love to have you in our bed. But there's not much storage room left in our cabin so this is your space for the trip." Lisette looked relieved and grinned in anticipation.
I had a quick look at the work that had been done in what was now the children's cabin. The carpenters had done a great job. All that was left to do was to wire up the lights and the entertainment systems. They had even found the time to install mattresses and privacy curtains.
I picked up the bottle of Grand Marnier and three glasses from the kitchen countertop. I called to the girls and invited them to join me for a nightcap on deck. I sat down on one of the sun loungers and the girls came and joined me. It was one of those wonderful warm summer evenings. There was a full moon reflecting off the surface of the river.
I poured us each a glass, Simone curled up beside me and Lisette sat down resting her back against me.
I said to Simone, "I really like your children."
"Anna's definitely taken a shine to you," she said. "And she's intrigued by the thought of having an older sister."
I sipped at my drink and enjoyed the sensation of Simone's finger as it traced its way down my chest. Lisette curled up on my other side with her head on my shoulder. She sighed contentedly and I kissed the top of her head.
I asked, "Are we seeing them tomorrow?"
"Daddy and Rachael are bringing them over for lunch. Sarah's promised to cook them all their favourites."
"Are we all invited?"
"Oh yes, all the ship's crew are invited." She tapped me, herself then Lisette's chest. "Captain hunk, crewman Kitty and ship's Cutie," and giggled.
I felt the flow of physical and emotional warmth coming from both of them. "Simone, I love you more than I ever thought was possible." I turned to Lisette and stroked her hair, "and you, thank you for wanting to be with us. You inspire people to love you too."
Lisette looked at us and said hopefully, "I can stay as long as I like?"
Simone said, "You need to finish your education first, but during your holidays you can always stay with us." She reached across me and kissed her on the lips, "You are a beautiful woman, and I know that you are going to find your own Andy. When you do, know that we will always love you."
I looked at Simone and mouthed 'Christmas' at her and she nodded.
I kissed Lisette and said, "You know that we are getting married at the end of the year." She nodded. "Well, we would like you to be there with us, it's going to be on New Year's Eve on an island in the Maldives."
Simone added, "We are flying out on the twenty-third so we can spend Christmas there too. It will be our Christmas present to you. We can discuss the details later."
Lisette said, "I'd love that," and she settled down in my arms.
The night had lost its warmth, and I could feel the dew beginning to form. They were both starting to shiver so I pointed them in the direction of our cabin. I quickly picked up the mess and followed them down.
Lisette was waiting for me by the galley, and she handed me an envelope.
She said, "Julia told me to give this to you on my next visit." Then she smiled at me, "And I'm back on the pill so no nasty condoms anymore."
I looked at the envelope and she said, "It's my clean bill of health. My sister really told me off for not doing it earlier after we found out that my ex-boyfriend was sleeping around."
I gave her a kiss and she put her arms round me.
We heard Simone call, "Are you and Lise coming to bed?"
I needed to pee so I pointed Lisette in her direction, "Tell her I'll be there in a moment." I said.
I peed and washed up, and undressed in the bathroom before heading into the cabin wearing nothing.
They were both tucked up in the bed, with the cover pulled up so all I could see were their heads on the pillows. Two pairs of eyes followed me as I moved to the bottom of the bed. They squealed when I pulled the cover off them exposing two naked beauties. Simone patted the space between them and I joined them on the bed.
I settled down in-between them on my back, and Simone gently ran her fingers down my chest. She looked deeply into my eyes and said, "Hey you, it's been such a great day. I have my children back, Lise is with us and most importantly I have you."
And Lisette added, "And I have my two lovers."
This was one of those times when I was surrounded by a plethora of riches and for a moment I didn't know where to start. Fortunately Simone and Lisette took the decision out of my hands.
They began to stroke and kiss every available inch of my body they could reach and my body wasn't slow to show them how much it appreciated their attention. They started at opposite ends, Simone on my face and neck and Lise at my legs. In moments they had met at my groin. Lise was sucking my balls as Simone swallowed as much of my steel hard cock as she could, and then they switched back and forth. My hands weren't still either; my fingers were roaming over the soft skin of their bodies. One hand was teasing Lisette's pert breasts, the other gently running over Simone's ass cheeks.
I ran my hand up Lisette's thigh, sliding between her legs. She whimpered as my fingers stroked her moist pussy lips. She pushed back against my hand and grunted in satisfaction as my fingers slid inside. I curled my two fingers and found that magical spot, her sensory centre. As I applied the right pressure, her mouth opened in a long low growl. I kept caressing her G Spot and I was quickly rewarded as Lisette shuddered as her first orgasm hit her.
She cried out, "Ohh fuuucckk," And her thighs clamped closed on my hand.
"Christ that felt gooood," and she looked hungrily at my turgid cock, as the head disappeared into Simone's mouth. I pulled Simone up, savouring the taste of my pre cum as I kissed her. I whispered in her ear and she smiled at my request.
She helped Lisette settle above me, then guided my cock into her and supported her as Lise sank down fully sheathing my member in her tight cunt. Lisette began to rock and I met her moves with my own. I could hear her moaning as my pubis worked against her engorged clit.
Simone and I kissed passionately, and then she moved up and positioned her kitty above my waiting tongue. My fingers, lips and tongue assaulted the woman of my dreams and the heavenly aroma of a woman in heat overwhelmed my senses.
I could hear and feel the urgency of Lisette's movements increase, as first one orgasm, closely followed by a second struck her. Her cries of passion were almost plaintive, causing Simone to lean forward and kiss her with a sapphic pleasure I found intoxicating. Lisette hungrily kissed her back, their lips seemingly fused together.
Simone was shuddering as my fingers moved in that come hither motion that maximised the sensations from her G spot. My tongue was lapping at the juices trickling from her kitty. The rose bud of her anus quivering as she groaned as her fist orgasm rolled over her. Her cunt tightened down securing my fingers in place and she cried out my name.
Simone claimed my cock back from Lisette, sliding down my shaft until I completely filled her. Lisette took her place poised above my face, sinking down so I could suck her clit. Simone was rocking and riding me. I was pushing up to join her. Her cunt was fluttering as she experienced a rolling orgasm. They were both groaning as they held each other in support.
My fingers found Lisette's G spot and moments later her groans morphed into screams. She shuddered as she came, her juices trickling down my face. She rolled off to the side, and I flipped Simone onto her back.
I needed fulfilment and I could feel the pressure building up in my balls. Simone wrapped her legs round me and I was thrusting hard and fast into her. Lise was watching us with awe in the eyes and she reached out to caress Simone's nipples. I was grunting with the effort of not cuming until she did. I didn't have long to wait, Simone screamed as her orgasm exploded inside her. A couple of thrusts later I joined her, ropes of hot cum flooding out to fill her cunt to overflowing.
I collapsed on top of her, trapping Lisette's hand between us. We carefully rolled onto our sides, Simone clutching tight with her muscles so I didn't slide out. Lise spooned up behind Simone, never letting go of her breasts.
As I got my breath back I leaned forward and kissed Simone, then Lisette as she propped herself up to peer at me over Simone.
I looked at their two sweaty happy faces and said, "Thank you that is an experience I will take to my grave."
Lisette took her hand off Simone's breast and put it round us. "I should thank you for letting me share your love. I've never felt like this before."
Simone squeezed my cock with her muscles and smiled at me, whispering, "I love you," to me. I kissed the tip of her cute nose, and she giggled, and then yawned.
She said, "I'm sorry, it's been a long, long day, and I need to sleep, hold me tight please."
I eased out of her and Lisette went and got some towels so we could clean up. I settled in the middle and they curled up one on either side of me. They each had a leg draped over one of mine and they were holding hands. I felt Simone's breathing slow down and she was soon fast asleep. There was a gentle almost inaudible sigh each time she breathed out, that struck deep into my psyche.
Lisette took longer to settle down, she kept looking at us with her blue eyes, as though she needed a constant reminder that she was really there. I gently caressed her back, kissed her several times, and she sighed contentedly and relaxed. Soon she joined Simone in the arms of Morpheus. I lay there for a short while listening to the sounds of the river through the open sky light and the rustle of the wind stirring the reeds, before my eyes closed and joining them.
~ ~ ~ ~ ~
Morning light
I woke sandwiched between my fiancé and our girlfriend. It was early and I could hear the river coming to life. The early morning sun reflecting off the rivers surface as scattered diamonds that danced across the walls of the cabin. Pressure in my bladder forced me to leave the girls and head for the loo. They must have been so tired that neither of them stirred as I moved. After making myself feel more comfortable, I showered and slipped a robe on. I cleaned my teeth and tidied up my beard as it was getting a bit shaggy.
I put the coffee on to brew, and when it was ready poured a mug and sat on the deck sipping the life giving elixir. There was a splash and I saw a fisherman on the other bank about fifty metres away landing a nice sized carp. He saw me watching and raised a hand in greeting, I raise mine in acknowledgment. From the look of his tent and the gear scattered around I guessed that he'd been there all night. I wonder if he'd heard us and grinned at the thought. Watching him reminded me I needed to check on my own fishing gear in the lockers on the stern.
I left him to his solitary passion and went to see if there were any signs of life from the girls. They were still asleep but had rolled into each other's arms. I curled up behind Lisette and enjoyed the aroma of well fucked women that came from them both.
I must have dosed off for a while as I was woken by the sound of a vehicle pulling up on the bank. As I moved Simone opened her eyes and smiled at me.
"We have visitors," I told her. She sat up and woke Lisette up. They disappeared into the bathroom and I heard the shower running. I quickly dressed in shorts and a polo shirt.
Gaston stood on the bank, with a second man. I joined them, and Gaston introduced him to me as Philippe the electrician. I described what I wanted electrically to make the children's cabin special. He smiled at my ideas and confirmed that he had everything we needed and was ready to start.
Simone and Lisette were making breakfast as I showed Philippe the cabin and he started working. Gaston joined us on deck for a coffee. Both of the girls had dressed in shorts and tee shirts.
I asked, "What time are the children coming over today?"
Simone said, "At midday. We can take the car back up to the chateau at the same time. Gaston would be upset if it wasn't in the garage."
We spent the rest of the morning lazing around on the boat catching up on the house, err boat work until it was time for lunch. Philippe was happy to lock up, and drop the key off with Gaston when he was finished. As we drove up to the chateau, we could see that in some of the distant fields the grape pickers were already hard at work.
We arrived with time in hand before the children arrived. We were eating on the terrace so I settled down with a book and a glass of wine. Simone showed Lisette around the château, and I must have fallen asleep in the sun. I was woken by Anna tickling my ear.
"Mummy says you must come in, she wants you to setup the laptop so we can talk to my new sister."
"I'm coming, her name is Kirsten and you will also have a new brother, Christopher although everyone calls him Chris."
Anna grabbed hold of my hand and dragged me in-doors. The laptop was set up on the kitchen table I quickly made the connection and opened up a chat window with Kirsten. As I did so Simone whispered in my ear that it was Anna who had insisted she wanted to talk to her new sister.
When I saw Kirsten on the screen I said, "Hi gorgeous, I've got somebody with me who wants to meet her new sister."
Anna was jumping from foot to foot as she waited for me to finish talking. As soon as I was finished she was pushing me out of the way.
"Hi I'm Anna, and I'm your sister; oh you are beautiful," she said.
Kirsten replied, "Thank you Anna, and you are pretty too. Tell me all about yourself?"
I stepped back and let them carry on talking. Simone sat down beside Anna so she could help if Anna needed any help understanding the English. I saw Michael standing with his grandfather and Rachael and went over to talk to them.
George said, "I was telling Michael about their cabin on the boat."
"Yes, it should all be finished today, which means next weekend we can all stay on Rosie. And you will be able to meet my daughter as she and her girlfriend will be staying as well."
Michael asked, "Will Chris be there?"
"No, he's somewhere in Romania with his latest girlfriend on a field trip; he's an archaeology student."
He looked intrigued, "Does he rob tombs like Indiana Jones?"
I laughed, "I don't think so. He's usually on his hands and knees scratching in the dirt for broken pottery."
"Can we see the boat after lunch? I want to see our cabin."
"Of course we can, we can even take a short trip if you want."
He ran over to his mother and Anna, "Andy says we can go on a trip on the boat this afternoon, can we please?"
Simone smiled and looked at me for confirmation. I nodded so she said yes.
"Hey Dad," came Kristen's voice from the laptop.
"Hi gorgeous, what do you need?"
"It's just that we need to confirm where we are meeting up next Saturday? We've decided to drive over on Friday."
"Right ok, you are heading for the town of La Rochelle, and then you take the N697 east for about thirty kilometres until you see the entrance of the Chateau de Grasse."
"One second, how do you spell that?"
"G..R..A..S..S..E," I spelt out.
"Got it, we should get there mid-morning."
"That's great I'm looking forward to see you. Look I'm going to have to go, lunch is ready."
We said goodbye and I switched the laptop off. Lunch was very pleasant. Sarah had outdone herself again. We settled down around the table on the terrace, the five adults and two children enjoying Sarah's food. But it was obvious that the children were anxious for it to finish so they could get on the boat. Finally we gave up, George and Rachael decided to wait for us at the chateau. So the rest of us headed down to the river.
When we got to Rosie the children ran ahead and were standing on the deck waiting for me to unlock the door. It looked like all the work had been finish as there was no sign of the electrician.



"Can they swim?" I asked Simone.
"They can, but I'm not sure how strong they are."
"Ok, let's keep an eye on them while they are on deck. I will pick up a couple of life jackets for them next week."
The children spent the next fifteen minutes exploring Rosie. Simone and Lisette showed them their cabin, while I prepared Rosie for departure. I had the engine running and the lines disconnected by the time they all reappeared in the wheelhouse.
I said, "I've had a thought, we can take the children back up to La Rochelle, and your father and Rachael can meet us there. What do you think?"
"I think they would love it."
And she was right; we had a great time, finally reaching La Rochelle late in the afternoon. George and Rachael met us at the dock and we took two very tired children back to Rachael's house.
We had a light supper and afterwards Simone and Rachael helped the children pack their trunks for school in the morning. They were going to board at the school during the week and come home at the weekend. We had already agreed that they would spend the next weekend with us on Rosie. We would pick them up from Rachael's on Friday evening. Simone was able to tuck her children into bed before we all gathered in Rachael's kitchen for a drink.
The evening was drawing in as Simone, Lisette and I took our leave of Rachael and we strolled back to Rosie.
I said to Simone, "I'd forgotten how much fun young children can be, and how tiring they could be."
She laughed at me then asked, "What's the plan for the rest of the week?"
"I was thinking we head downstream for a couple of days. Then have a lazy Wednesday, before returning in time for Lisette to catch her lift to Paris on Friday. Then we can pick up the children in the evening, and head up to the chateau to meet Kirsten on Saturday."
Then I smiled, "But first we pick up where we left off last night with Lise."
Lise grinned, "Oh yes, it's my turn to get fucked until I'm a quivering jelly." And she looked at us with desire and lust in her eyes.
Simone said, "What have you done to this poor girl? She was such a nice innocent little thing last week."
"Me ..." I spluttered. "I think you are just as much to blame as I am."
Lisette said, "I don't care who's to blame, I just know that I love both of you and I want to make love to you, and I mean the deep kind of physical love where I get to keep some of Andy's cum."
We arrived at Rosie and after we boarded and I locked up, I followed the trail of discarded clothing all the way to the cabin. I could hear the shower running and found the pair of them waiting for me under the water. I shed my clothes in double quick time and was enjoying the hot water and even hotter women moments later.
I was beginning to realise that having two women I loved in the shower with me was the closest I was ever going to get to heaven whilst I was still alive. They pampered me until I was as hard as steel, then Simone led me by my cock to the bed.
"I know a young lady that would really like to play with this," she said as she knelt and gave the purple mushroom head a kiss.
I heard Lise giggling on the bed and we joined her. Simone and I double teamed the poor girl. Kissing, licking and sucking every inch of her body, until she was crying out. She screamed out desperate to be penetrated by anything, a finger, a tongue, my cock. I took pity on her and pulled her up onto her hands and knees. Simone lay down in front of her and Lise's lips latched on to her clit with eager determination. I thrust hard into Lisette's waiting cunt, her juices glistening as they dripped down her thighs. She was so wet I slid in to her tight cunt with no resistance. My God, what a wonderful feeling. She was desperately pushing back against my thrusts to force me in deeper. Simone was whimpering and Lise cries were muffled by Simone's kitty.
Lisette was so worked up it only took a few thrusts to trigger her first virginal orgasm of the evening. I kept thrusting away and her second orgasm quickly followed. The girl was frantic; soon she had completely abandoned any thoughts of Simone. All her attention was on my pulsating cock as it moved in and out of her dripping cunt, our bodies slapping together.
Simone smiled and blew me kiss as she propped herself up at the top of the bed and looked exceptionally sexy and erotic. Her fingers were sliding in and out her cunt as she watched us move in unison. Watching Simone masturbate made me that much harder and more ready for release into Lisette.
Lisette's cries had become indistinct moans as her third and fourth orgasms washed over her. Her head was nestled between her forearms and her hands were tightly clutching at the bed linen. Her legs were shaking as I kept her last orgasm going as I felt mine growing in my balls. They felt heavy and tight, and then my hot jism surged through my cock and coated the inside of her cunt as I made my last urgent thrusts into her lithe body. There was so much that as I kept slowly thrusting, cum was pushed out and ran down her legs mingling with her juices.
Lisette's last intense orgasm hit her. She collapsed forward into Simone's lap dragging me down with her as her cunt held on to me. She lay under me gently shaking and quivering. I rolled slightly to the side so my weight wasn't fully on her. My still hard cock kept twitching and each time it moved Lisette cried out in pleasure. Next to me I heard Simone cum as she brought herself to an orgasm.
Simone moved down beside me and whispered, "I think you just fulfilled her wildest fantasy."
"Every time I move she seems to cum again."
"I can see. I don't think she's even conscious. You gave her too much pleasure all at once."
Finally Lisette's muscles relaxed and my cock softened enough for me ease out of her, and she whimpered as her cunt lost its lover. She curled up on her side and I took her in my arms as she slowly recovered. Her eyes slowly gained their focus and she looked deeply into my eyes.
"Holy fuck, I know I asked you to fuck me until I'm a quivering jelly but shit I didn't think you would do it." She looked as Simone and asked, "Does he do that to you?"
"Every time," she replied, then said, "You made him all messy so you need to help me clean him up."
Simone bent down and started licking and sucking my cock clean. Lisette wriggled out of my arms and bent down to help her. Their mouths felt amazing and as I groaned, my cock responded in the only way it knew, growing and firming in their mouths.
"My turn I think," said Simone, and she swung her leg over me. She rubbed my cock along her wet kitty lips. Then sank all the way down, crying out as I bottomed out, pressing against her cervix.
"Oh fuck yessss," she called out. Then she began rocking and rotating, crying out every time I rubbed across her A spot. I was pushing up to help her maximise her pleasure.
Lise curled up with her head on my shoulder. I ran my hand down her back and into the cleft between her buttocks. My fingers slid of their own violation into her cunt and my thumb was pushing against the rosy bud of her ass. She pushed back against my fingers, her breath again coming in short gasps.
Simone was grunting with the effort of our fuck, her cunt tightening round me as she came once, then a few moments later she had a full blown ultra-intense A spot orgasm. She shuddered to a halt letting the sensations wash over her. She bent forward as though in prayer, and sought my lip in an urgent kiss. Then Lisette was desperately seeking Simone's lips as my fingers and thumb brought her to yet another orgasm.
I started thrusting up into Simone, as my needs began to surface. She sensed my need and met my thrusts with her own.
"Christ I'm cuming," I cried out as I felt the familiar tightening in my balls.
"Cum in me, I'm so close," she called out.
The burning sensation ran up the length of my cock and hot jets of cum splattered hard against her cervix, and her orgasm joined mine in a mutual explosion. We all collapsed back on the bed and I had my arms around both of them. We dragged the bed cover over us, and the three of us gently caressed each other until sleep claimed us.
~ ~ ~ ~ ~
To be continued
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"Christ I'm cuming," I cried out as I felt the familiar tightening in my balls.
"Cum in me, I'm so close," she called out.
The burning sensation ran up the length of my cock, hot jets of cum hit her cervix, and her orgasm joined mine in a mutual explosion. We all collapsed back on the bed and I had my arms around both of them. We dragged the bed cover over us, and the three of us gently caressed each other until sleep claimed us.
************************
The river trip.
The events of the past few days must have caught up with us all, for the first time in a long while I overslept. I was woken by a knocking on the hull. I quickly slipped pair of shorts and tee shirt on and went to see who it was. As I moved Simone stirred and I warned her that we may have visitors.
George and Rachael were standing at the foot of the gangplank and behind them stood the children. I could hear Simone moving around in the galley, so I invited them on board.
Rachael said, "I hope you don't mind but they didn't want to go to the school until they said goodbye to their mother."
"Of course not," then I turned to the children and said, "Your mummy's in the kitchen."
Michael looked at me seriously and told me, "It's called a galley on a boat."
I smiled, "I know I'm sorry," and watched as they both disappeared below deck.
Simone called up, "Come on down, the coffee is almost ready."
She had a towelling robe on and she'd found the time to wash her face and brush her hair. The children were sitting on the stools at the breakfast bar chattering away in French to their mother. Anna held her arms out to me and I picked her up and gave her a cuddle.
She whispered in my ear, "Thank you Andy, I haven't seen mummy so happy for a long time." Then she rubbed my beard and said, "This is scratchy."
I laughed and put her down on the stool. Simone had already poured George and Rachael a cup of coffee, and she handed me my customary mug. I could hear the shower running and Lisette singing in the background.
Simone said, "I told her to use our shower, it's nicer that the one in her cabin." I guess she was trying to explain why Lisette was in our end of the boat to her father.

George said to Michael and Anna, "You need to say your goodbyes, we need to get going soon."
They went and hugged their mother, then came and hugged me.
Simone said, "Be good, I love you and we will see you on Friday. She walked to the car with them and gave them a last kiss before they drove off.
As she walked back to me I saw a tear rolling down her cheek. I held my arms out to her and she slid between them and allowed me to hug her.
She saw my concerned expression and smiled at me, "Don't worry, I'm just happy that they love us both, and that we will be seeing them in a few days. A few weeks ago I would never have thought that this could be possible. The 'family' is right, you are a miracle worker."
I kissed her and told her I love her, she smiled and went off to get a shower and get dressed. I went and sat in the captain's chair and watched the morning traffic on the river moving past.
Lisette appeared wrapped in a towel on her way to her cabin. She plonked herself down on my lap and raised her lips to mine demanding her good morning kiss.
She said, "Ugh, you have morning breath, in fact you smell ... of ... sex."
I laughed and said, "Some of this is your fault. I didn't get a chance to shower because of our early morning guests, I will as soon as Simone is done." I suddenly wondered if George or Rachel had picked up my delicious smell but been too polite to mention it.
"Hey I'm not complaining, in fact I love the way you smell, it makes me go all quivery and wet." She jumped down and said, "I'm going to get dressed, any preferences?"
"Nope, you look beautiful whatever you wear."
She curtsied and blew me a kiss before disappearing down to her cabin. She was unwrapping her towel as she went allowing me to glimpse her pert ass. I sniffed at myself and recoiled, a night of hot sex had indeed left me somewhat odorous. I'm surprised the children hadn't complained.
~ ~ ~ ~ ~
I went down to the bathroom and found Simone drying her hair. I kissed the back of her neck and stripped off and dived into the shower. The water beat down on my head and I started to feel a new man. I washed myself down until I felt that squeaky clean feeling.
I entered the cabin towelling myself dry, to be met by the beautiful sight of Simone sitting cross-legged on the bed brushing her hair naked. My body responded in the only way it could. My cock rose to full firmness. She laughed when she saw my predicament and moved to the edge of the bed and let her legs fall apart. As I moved between her thighs, she grasped the shaft of my cock and then sucked the head into her mouth.
I groaned and my cock quivered with the sensation of her lips and tongue rolling over my sensitive glans. I muttered, "Oh god that feels fucking amazing."
Her hand stroked the shaft as she sucked the head with increased vigour, making my toes curl.
I groaned, "If you keep this up I'm not going to be able to control myself!"
She looked up at me with a wicked grin, while still stroking the shaft of my cock. "Good, I want to taste my lovers cum," then she bent her head down and swallowed the head of my cock again.
The sensations were sucking at the core of my being. I could feel the tightness growing in my balls, then washed out and into her mouth. Cum filled her mouth, and she had to swallow to make room for the last trickles. I groaned and my knees went weak and I had to fight to stay standing. She looked up at me and smiled showing me my cum in her mouth, a little trickle running down her chin. I dropped to my knees and we kissed and shared my life juice between us.
I said, "Simi, I love you." And I meant it with all my being.
She looked thoughtfully at me, "Hmm,'Simi'....yes, I like that." She tried out the words to herself, "Andy and Simi, Simi and Andy," and smiled.
Her kitty lips looked so inviting beaded with her juice, her sweet sensual aroma tickling my nose. My tongue ran up from the puckered rose of her ass to the hard nub of her clit, savouring her taste. She gasped and lay back propping her head up on a pillow so she could see me. Her hands went round the back of my head so she could control my movements. She'd just given me the most amazing oral sex, it was my turn to give her as much pleasure as I could.
I buried my face between her thighs, my tongue working its way into the opening of her cunt. My thumb was circling the opening of her ass. I felt it pulsate and moisten as her juices trickled down. My thumb slick with her juices slide in and I rotated it. She moaned and her hands pulled my face closer. While my tongue darted in and out of her cunt, the fingers of my other hand were caressing the nub of her clitoris as it rose from the clitoral hood.
She was moaning constantly. Her head was shaking from side to side, and she was rocking her pelvis against my face. She raised her legs and placed them on my shoulders. I pulled my head back just enough to be able to slide three fingers inside her. They knew the way to her G spot and I was stroking it in that come here motion that immediately sent her into ecstasy.
Simone was moaning, "Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck," over and over and her legs were shaking. I was moving my fingers against her G spot, and my thumb in her ass. I sucked on her clit and that was enough to trigger a mind blowing orgasm. The muscles in her cunt clamped down and her thighs slammed tight round my head.
"Holy fuuucckk," she cried out, then she relaxed and I could move.
I heard a whimpering from behind me. Turning I saw Lise sat on the floor in the doorway. She'd pulled her skirt up. Her legs had flopped open and her thong was down by one ankle. Her pussy was exposed to my gaze. Her hand was moving rapidly, her fingers dipping in and out of her cunt, and her thumb frantically rubbing her clit. The whimpering grew louder and her unfocused eyes stared blankly at me. I'd sat down on the floor leaning against the bed, and I watched as her orgasm hit. Her mouth open in a soundless cry. Her legs slamming shut trapping her fingers.
Simone had seen the last few moments of Lise's orgasm. She'd turned round on the bed and was lying on her stomach, her head resting beside mine.
"My god she's hot, when she cums," she whispered to me. I nodded in agreement.
Lise came down from her high and opened her eyes. She saw us watching her and she blushed in embarrassment, and to our surprise started sobbing. I held out my arms to her and she crawled the short distance between us. She collapsed in my arms sobbing.
She whispered, her voice quivering as she tried to suppress her sobs. "I'm sorry, I'm sorry I didn't mean to watch you, but it was so beautiful. It turned me on so much I had to touch myself."
Simone lent forward and kissed the top of her head, "Why are you sorry, we both thought it was beautiful to watch you abandoning yourself to your pleasure."
I said, "We don't mind you watching, I wish you'd felt comfortable enough to join in."
My back was getting sore sitting on the floor, so I moved the pair of us onto the bed beside Simone. We placed the young woman between us and put our arms round her, comforting her, she was still shaking as she sobbed.
She kept saying, "I'm sorry, I'm sorry, you must hate me."
I kissed her and said, "Lise darling, we don't hate you, we love you. You're very special."
Her face brightened, "You mean it don't you."
Simone answered, "Of course we do, and didn't we prove it last night. You are a member of our family for as long as you want.
Lisette sat up between us looking down at our faces. She asked inquisitively, "What do you mean by that?"
I looked at Simone and she nodded in agreement to my unanswered question.
I said, "Let's get comfortable and I will explain everything."
I had meant that Simi and I should get dressed and we would find a comfortable corner to sit in. Lise had other ideas. She promptly stripped off her top and lacy bra, and then her skirt. She got herself comfortable by leaning back against Simone and draping her legs over my lap. Her little tuft of pubic hair was still moist and sticky from her earlier efforts.
Simone and I had to smile at each other, and we got ourselves comfortable, tucking the pillows around ourselves.
I said, "This was something I had hoped to discuss with you over Christmas, but it looks like now is as good a time as any. Do you remember on your first night the rather unusual sleeping arrangements amongst our guests?"
"Yes.... well I think so."
I took a deep breath and began my explanation about the concept and the origins of the 'family'. It took me over twenty minutes, with Simi continually interrupting, to cover all the relevant points.
At the end Simone took over, "What this idiot has been trying to say is we'd like you to join the 'family'. We know that the others you met like you, so please?"
Lisette was crying so much she couldn't speak, she just nodded and kissed us both time and time again.
I had my arm around her and I was gently caressing her pert breast. Simone had wriggled down so her head was in my lap. Every now and again her tongue would dart out and lick my cock, and I was stroking her hair with my other hand.
Finally Lisette asked us, "What does it mean for me, what do I need to do?"
"Good question," I replied. "In the short term the family will pay your tuition and student costs. We will cover you student loan. When you are not at university you can stay with us or any other of the family members."
I paused for a moment, "I need to get the laptop to show you something."
Lise jumped up, "I'll get it, don't move," and shot out of the cabin.
I looked at Simone and said, "I'm getting too old for this, Christ love, she's thirty-one years younger than me."
Simi laughed, "You have restored my faith in you as the ultimate dirty old man. For a minute there I thought you were going sentimental on me."
"You know that this makes no difference to us, I still love you."
Lisette's voice echoed down the boat, "I can't find it, where did you put it last?"
Simone called, "Try the cupboard in the wheelhouse, and could you bring coffee for us please."
"Will do."
She looked at me, "I know you love me, that's why I'm so comfortable with Lise."
I said, "I don't think she'll be with us forever, she's too beautiful to stay single for long."
Simone agreed, "Look at the way she's blossomed in the past few days, she'll be fighting the boys off at university."
As she returned, Lise handed me the laptop and placed a pair of coffee mugs beside the bed. She said, "I heard what you said, what happens if I don't meet someone? Will you get rid of me?"
We both looked at her in shock. I said, "Good god, no. That's not what we meant. We just think that at some point in the future you'll meet someone and you won't want to stay with us anymore."
Lisette snorted in derision, "Don't be daft; I'm going to be like Julia and love you for the rest of my life. Any boyfriend I get is going to have to accept that I have two other lovers in my life." She looked at us and said nervously, "I do have you two, don't I?"
Simone took her in her arms and said, "We are very proud that you want us as your lovers."
Lisette sat back and watched as I booted the laptop up and logged onto the family website.
I said, "Welcome to the family, everything you want to know about us is somewhere in these pages."
"I thought that it was just the six of you, it looks like a lot more, isn't it?"
"Yep, it's grown over the years. Now there's almost twenty of us all over the world, plus a few of the children are waiting to join when they are eighteen."
At this Lise looked somewhat worried. "Do you mean people sleep with their children?"
I could see why she may think this so I hurried to explain. "Not to my knowledge, I didn't even know my kids were members until a couple of week ago. Lise, I'd stepped back from the family after Ros died. It took Julia and Simi to help me reconnect."
I took a sip of coffee and continued, "I think it's important that you understand that the family is not and never will be a glorified swingers club. It's all about love, respect and support, not sex. Of course there is sex, I don't deny it. But we do it because we want to, not because it's expected of us. Some of us have never have, and never will make love to some of the family. I've slept with most of the men in the family at one time of other. I've never had sex with them. I'm just not that way inclined, but it doesn't mean I don't love them."
"For some of us, the sex is a confirmation of our relationship with each other – a way to say in the utmost that I love you with all my heart. An outsider wouldn't necessarily understand that we say that to multiple people."
Simone added, "The thought of sex with others worried me at first, but Angie and Andy helped me understand that I could set the boundaries of who, what and when, and nobody would question my right to do so."
"So I can set my own boundaries?"
"You not only can, but we expect you to do it."
I took the laptop away from her. I muttered to myself, "Let's see if I can remember how to do this?" After a couple of mistakes I managed to create a new account for Lisette on the website.
I gave her it back to her, "You need to create your passwords, one to log in and a second to get past the front page, Kirsten been beefing up the security again. And shit, I've just noticed we all need new ones each month."
I sat back and watched as Lise fingers flew across the keyboard. After a few moments she wriggled down into a comfortable position and we lost her to the screen. The tip of her tongue protruding from the corner of her mouth as she concentrated.
She barely noticed as we stood up and got dressed, we headed to the galley and started making a late breakfast.
Simone asked, "How long do you think we've got before she surfaces?"
I smiled, "About two hours, then the battery dies, she left the cable here. Do you think I did the right thing asking her to join the family?"
"I know you did. Hey do we have time to go shopping?"
I asked, "What do we need to get?"
"We could do with some food and bits. I'll let Lise know we will be back in an hour. Maybe we could pick up a little 'Welcome to the Family' present for Lise?"
I said "That sounds like a nice idea,"
I watched her poke her head into the cabin and talk to Lise.
She laughed as she walked back to me, "She barely heard me she's so wrapped in the laptop, and she's chatting with Kirsten."
***************
Gifts
We walked to the morning market on the village square and Simone worked her magic with the stall holders. As we slowly strolled back to Rosie an hour or so later we passed a jewellers shop and something in the window caught my eye. I dragged Simone in to the shop and got the assistant to pull the items I'd seen from the window display. It was a chain with a pendent of three interlinked hearts, made from different coloured gold each set with a corresponding stone. With a matching bracelet
"I know you said a little present, but what about the pendant for Lise. One heart for each of us."
"It's beautiful, I'd love to get it for her."
I turned to the assistant, "This is beautiful work, what are the stones in it?"
"Thank you, I'll tell my father that you like it. The white and yellow stones are diamonds, and the reds a ruby, the ones on the pendant are each half a carrot. The ones on the bracelet are quarter of a carrot each."
"Your father made this?"
"Yes, we have a workshop upstairs."
The workmanship was excellent and I had a thought. I asked, "Do you think he could make the bracelet fit an ankle?"
"I don't see why not, I'll get him and we can find out."
Simi asked, "Why would you want to do that?"
"Because I want you to wear it."
"Ohhh, thank you."
The assistant's father appeared from the back of the shop and I explained what I wanted.
He said, "That's easy, I can do it right now if you can give me ten minutes?"
We nodded and he disappeared. True to his word he was back in ten minutes and it looked perfect clasped around Simone's ankle.
I had another thought. I turned to Simi, "We are going to need wedding rings. This work is really good, I think we should get them to make our rings?"
Simone agreed and twenty minutes later we left the shop with the pendant and chain in my pocket. The jeweller had helped us design the perfect pair of one of a kind wedding rings. I left the shop with my bank account a few thousand euros lighter, but feeling a lot happier.
We got back to the boat and found Lisette sitting at the breakfast bar with the laptop open in front of her and plugged into the mains. Somewhere along the way she'd found time to get dressed.
She looked up at us and said, "The 'family' is so cool. I've been talking to Kirsty and she's been showing me around. We've chatted with so many of the family." Then she jumped up and hugged me, "Thank you, thank you for asking me to join the family, I love you both so much."
Then she hugged Simone. I took the pendant and chain out of its box and handed it to Simone and she placed it round Lise's neck. Lise froze in place, bending her head down to see what Simone had done.



"What is it?"
Simone said, "It's a present for you so you know how much we like you, and to welcome you to our family, three hearts for the three of us."
Lisette hurried off to the bathroom to look at herself in the mirror. She came back with tears in her eyes, "It's beautiful, I love it, and I'm never going to take it off." She clung to me and buried her head into my chest.
"It matches the anklet he got for me," and Simone proudly showed her the matching anklet.
After a while I managed to disentangle myself from Lisette and suggested that it was time to move. The girls agreed and helped me prepare Rosie for travel. It didn't take long before we were on the move, heading upstream.
A couple of hours later we were all in the wheelhouse, I was at the controls and the girls at the table with the laptop. They bent their heads together, whispered then went off and returned modelling their ships uniforms.
My heart took an extra beat as they stood there, two absolutely stunning women. For some unknown reason they both loved me. All they wore were tight cut off shorts. Simone had managed to find a cap for Lise so they both were wearing one. And that was it, shorts, cap and naked breasts, and four of the most beautiful nipples I could imagine.
Simi came and stood beside me and I gently caressed her breast and ran my finger tip around her nipple which hardened and grew. She whimpered softly and kissed me.
I told her, "I love you, you are my one." She wrapped her arm around me resting her head on my shoulder.
Lise's voice came from behind us, "You look so right together; I'm so happy that you want to share your love with me." She came and stood behind me, I could feel her hard nipples rubbing against my back.
She turned to Simone, "Do you mind if I sit on his lap?"
"Of course not, and you don't need to ask my permission." She looked at both of us and asked, "Is anybody hungry as I'm going to make some sandwiches?"
Lisette and I nodded and she kissed us both and went below. Lise jumped up onto my lap and got herself comfortable. She wriggled her bottom and I was suffering as my cock grew and was cramped by my shorts.
She settled back and I had one hand on the wheel and the other on her pert breast. I was watching out for other vessels but fortunately this stretch of the river was quiet. She was playing with her pendant which sat at the top of her cleavage. She moved one hand and placed it on mine.
"Thank you for this it's beautiful."
"It was our pleasure."
"I like your daughter. She's sorting out my university fees, she says you need to get Peter to authorise them. And she's found me a better place to stay. She and Chrissy are going to stay with me on their way back to London. I think I want to sleep with them, can I please? And she wants to know who I want to stay with on the island. You need to show me how to set up my boundaries page."
I love the way her mind would flit from thought to thought, settling briefly in one place before rushing off in another direction.
Simone appeared struggling with a large plate of sandwiches and three bottles of beer. Lise jumped off me to give her a hand. I was finally able to adjust my poor bent cock, and Simi gave me a sympathetic smile. I brought Rosie over to the bank and we moored up for lunch. The field beside us was full of sunflowers. Their dinner plate sized heads were tracking the sun, transforming the sunlight into a golden glow.
We took our food up on deck. Simone and Lise rubbed sunscreen on their exposed skin, it only took them a few moments to decide that naked was the way to go and then to lose the shorts. I pushed the two loungers together to make a giant one, they were designed to lock together.
I hung towels along the railing on the river side of the deck to give the girls a degree of privacy. I added a roll of canvas to my mental list of things to do so I could create a more permeant privacy screen. The girls attacked me, they stripped my clothes off and coated me with sunscreen, before we settled down to eat.
It was one of those perfect days, the sun was warm on our skin, but there was a fresh breeze that kept us cool. The breeze rustled the sunflowers in the field, the sound of the lapping of the water on the hull, and the crickets in the field combining to create the beauty of the moment.
I lay there having finished my food, a second bottle of cool beer in my hand. Simone was on her belly, her head resting on her folded arms, and her face turned to me. The curve of her buttocks forming the perfect heart. Her legs were bent up and crossed. The anklet shining as the sun caught it. Lise had curled up on her side with her head on my chest, her fingers languidly tracing circles round my belly button.
Simone whispered, "I don't want this to end, this is just perfect," and she reached out and caressed my face. "I can't believe that it only been three weeks since I first met you. I was a lonely woman who had lost everything and you came to my rescue."
She rolled to one side and rose on one arm until she was looking down on me. "You are my life, my dirty old shining knight."
She took Lise hand and brought it to her lips kissing her fingers, "And you are the icing on my cake of life." Lise pulled her close and hungrily sought her lips with her own. Then they turned on me and showered kisses on me.
***********
Summer lovin'
Slow languid sex on a warm summer's afternoon between three lovers; an evocative statement that encompasses so much love and pleasure. It starts so innocently, kisses after lunch. Soon it evolves into caresses, hands seeking out those intimate places that give rise to moans of pleasure. Mouths come into play, sucking, tongues licking. Two mouths one cock, two tongues two nipples, a mouth and a finger, a cock and a finger, the combinations only limited by our imaginations. Two on one, one on two. Suntan oil changing the texture of the skin under our fingers. Bodies suffering surges of pleasure while others watch in awe. Personal orgasms, shared orgasms, quiet and loud ones all coming together. Body fluids mixing, being shared. Exhausted bodies coming alive again.
~ ~ ~ ~ ~
I lay there covered in sweat, Lise's mouth slowly moving over the head of my cock. Cleaning up the exotic mix of my jism and their juices, enticing him to rise again. My fingers were moving slowly in Simone's velvety cum filled passage teasing her. Teasing her G spot, keeping her orgasm going. Her lips were glued to mine as she gasped as each new wave of pleasure washed over her.
Lise decided I was firm enough and she rose up and sank down on my full length, her wet cunt still full of our juices from earlier. Simone's hand stretched out and caressed Lise's engorged clit as she crouched there poised on the balls of her feet, shuddering as I filled her. The mushroom head of my cock caressing her cervix. Her hands were on my chest supporting herself as she began rising and falling. Her head bowed, her face hidden behind a mane of hair. Her heart pendant slapping against her chest. My hips were rising to meet her downward motion.
Lisette's moans grew in strength as she steadily moved faster. The muscles in her thighs trembled with the effort of meeting my upward thrusts. Simone shuddered and groaned as I pulled my fingers from her cunt. She curled up, her head on my shoulder. Watched as Lise rose up and dropped down hard, crying out as she came, wriggling her hips and grinding her clit into my pubis. She bent forward resting her head on my chest, her hair fanning out over me.
Lise gasped, "My god, what are you doing to me?"
Simone laughed, "He's making love to you the only way he can. He makes you feel like your pleasure is the only thing that is important, then he really starts loving you until you dissolve into a puddle of passion."
I groaned as Lisette's vagina kept spasming round my cock, my balls tightening as my fourth orgasm of the afternoon grew close. I kept thrusting into Lise and her cries grew louder and more incoherent. I came and my jism surged through my cock spurting into her cunt. My last thrusts triggered her final orgasm, both of us crying out. I collapsed back on the lounger panting, slick with sweat, suntan oil, cum, and pussy juice. Lise lay on top of me, our skin sticking together.
It was late afternoon before we were able to stagger below deck, after what we all agreed was the most intense afternoon of mind blowing sex the three of us had ever experienced. Somehow I'd managed to make love to both of them one more time.
We stood in the shower, cooling water beating down on us as we washed the suntan oil off our bodies. I ran the soapy sponge over their sun ripened bodies, cleaning my dried cum from them. They needed the room to wash their hair so I stepped out of the shower.
I lay down on the bed with a towel wrapped round my waist. Beads of water still scattered over my body. I was half asleep when they appeared, towels wrapped around their bodies, their hair in towelling turbans. They lay down beside me and I looked at them. Freshly scrubbed faces that glowed with an inner beauty, faces that looked at me with love in their eyes.
I looked at them with my tired eyes, and wearily said, "As much as I love you both, I think that's it for me for the day. I'm seriously feeling my age. A certain part of me is suffering from shell shock."
Simone laughed, "I'm not surprised, you came five times, I can't remember how many times I came, only that it never seemed to end."
Lise giggled, "I was fucked, I've been fucked, and I'm completely fucked out, and I feel amazing."
Simi put her arms round me and whispered, "You get some rest, and I'll be here with you when you wake up."
I nodded and rolled over onto my side, and she spooned up behind me. The last thing I remember was her warm breath tickling the back of my neck.
********
Lisette's punishment and question
It was dark when I woke, the clock by the bed said it was 9:30. I'd become the filling in a girl sandwich. At some point Lise had wriggled in front of me. Her towel had come undone and she'd placed my hand on her breast. Simone was still behind me, her leg and arm draped over me. My body was making a liar out of me, my cock had firmed up and was poking Lise in the back. I stirred flexing my arm that had gone to sleep and Simone kissed the back of my neck.
She said, "Welcome back sleepy head, how do you feel?"
"Stiff and thirsty," I said as I rolled on to my back.
She smiled, "I can see that," and she pointed at my cock that had escaped the confines of my towel.
"That isn't the stiff I was thinking about. It's just that I'm an old man."
She interrupted, "My dirty old man."
"Yes that too, and I've just performed above and beyond the call of duty and I'm paying for it now. There are muscles I didn't even know I had, that are sore, and one muscle that seems to have got a life of its own."
She kissed me, "Poor baby, can I kiss the aches away? And I'll give that muscle a good talking to."
Lise rolled over to watch us and she smiled as she saw Simi kissing my chest, and gently stroking my cock.
I said, "Lise darling, do you want to save my life." She nodded. "Then I need fluid to replace the generous amounts I donated to you two today."
She laughed and reached down beside the bed and passed me a cool bottle of water. I gratefully finished off half the bottle in one go.
I sighed in contentment, "God, I needed that." Then I groaned as Simi squeezed the head of my cock
She said, "Do you think I've told him off enough," and gave another squeeze.
I gasped, "No, no, I think he was very bad and needs a very long telling off."
"Oh goody, I do like telling him off," and her mouth swallowed the top third.
Lise propped herself up and looked down at me, "I have a very naughty pussy, and do you think you could tell her off please?"
"What did she do?"
"She kept stealing her lover's fluids and wouldn't give it back."
I groaned as Simone's tongue swirled around the head of my cock. I struggled to concentrate on Lisette.
"Do you think I should spank the inside of your pussy?"
"Oh god, yes please Sir," and she moved up the bed so I could reach her pussy.
I slid two finger into her pussy and gently tapped her G spot, teasing it.
She whimpered, "Please spank me harder, she was very naughty."
My thumb pressed down on her engorged clitoris, "Was this naughty too?"
"Ohh god, yesss......., very, very naughty."
It was a bit like having a split personality, half receiving pleasure as Simi sucked and stroked my cock, drawing him closer to his ultimate purpose. While the other half was concentrating on the pleasure I was giving to Lise.
My hand had a life of its own as Lise humped against it, groaning as the waves of pleasure washed over her. Her orgasm building then exploding in a gush of juice as she squirted over my hand. Her hand held on mine preventing me from remove it.
The sight of Lisette's orgasm spurred Simone on, her mouth and hands moving in unison, teasing and drawing my orgasm from me. She was rewarded by spurts of cum, which she eagerly lapped up.
She looked up at me cum dribbling down her chin and grinned. "I think he's very sorry."
I said, "I'm not so sure, you may have to tell him off again, maybe more than once! In fact both of you may have to do it." Her grin grew wider and she wriggled up beside me and gave me a long sensuous cum tasting kiss.
Lise smiled at us, "I think my pussy is going to need to be punished again."
Simone looked at me and winked, "I believe that Lise needs to be properly punished. I think she needs to be spanked."
"Hmm, I think you might be right, how many does she deserve?"
"Well you gave Angie and me six each, I think she deserves at least the same."
As we had this conversation Lisette was looking more and more concerned. Her head was turning from one to the other of us, trying to work out if we were serious or joking.
"Err, I'm not sure about this, I haven't been smacked since I was five."
I said, "Well you shouldn't have been naughty then should you." I sat up on the edge of the bed and flipped her over my knees. Immediately her pussy juice was trickling down my leg. "Dammit, I forgot the towel again," I muttered and Simone laughed.
I gently stroked Lise's firm upturned ass cheeks, running my fingers along the cleft. Her legs opened slightly and I could see the puckered rose of her anus pulsating in anticipation. She turned her head and looked at me with a mix of dread, anticipation, and lust.
Simone crawled over to her and said, "It was so amazing, I loved every second of it, first the anticipation, then the pain and lastly that frigging amazing pleasure."
Lise looked a bit reassured by Simone's words, until my hand struck her ass cheek.
"Fuck."
And Simone said, "One."
Lise wriggled on my knees, and gasped, "Christ that hurt."
Smack
"Two."
Smack
"Three."
Each time there was a little gasp. I caressed her cheeks and saw the juice trickling down her thigh and into my legs. She whimpered but looked at me and said, "Again, oh please again" and pushed up against my hand.
I blew her a kiss and Simone bent down to give her one.
Smack, smack.
"Four, five."
"Ohh God."
Smack.
"Six."
She whimpered and then moaned out loud as my fingers entered her hot cunt and found her spot. As my fingers moved, she was pushing hard against my hand. She seized my other hand and was sucking on my fingers.
All I could hear was her saying, "Ohh fuck, ohh fuck," over and over again like a liturgy. Her movements grew more frantic. All it took for her to tip over the edge was my thumb on the clit.
She was grunting incoherently as her whole body shuddered and she squirted over my hand and legs. Then she collapsed going limp across my legs. I picked her up and held her in my arms, quickly checking her out.
Simone looked concerned and asked, "Is she alright?"
I smiled at her, "She'll be fine in a few moments, it's sensory overload, too much pleasure, a bit of hyperventilation and her body shuts down for a few minutes. It's known as the little death, la petite mort."
"Oh I've heard of that."
"Help me get her comfortable on the bed would you please."
Between us we got her comfortable and Simone held her while she stirred and woke up.
She blinked trying to clear her vision and looked around herself in amazement. "What did you do to me? I've never felt anything like that." A little shudder hit her, "Holy fuck, I'm still cuming!"
Simone grinned, "Its 'La petite mort', he made you cum until you fainted. It's probably the best orgasm you've ever had."
"Shit, you're not kidding!"
She looked for a long time at Simone as though she was gathering her courage. She said very hesitantly, "Simi..., I know you are... marrying him. But...but...., do you think that..... when I finish university you would ever consider letting me live with both of you." Then she swallowed, and looking a bit like a deer in the headlight continued. "Or....or...would you let me marry him as well?"
I had started to smile as she spoke, then I looked at their faces as she continued to talk, and realised Lise was serious. Even more surprising was that from the look on Simone's face she was giving the questions some serious consideration.
I decided I needed to interrupt their chain of thoughts, "Err, do I get anything to say about this?"
They both looked at me and said in unison, "NO." Then Simone said to me, "I love you, but this is something that Lise and I need to talk about first. Can you give us a few minutes alone please?"
I nodded and after kissing both of them, I wrapped a towelling robe round me and headed towards the galley. I think I was in shock, I had never ever considered that Lise would think of this. What the hell were they saying in there? At least there was no shouting, Christ I think I just heard them laugh.
I poured myself a desperately needed glass of Brandy and drank it down in one go. After a few minutes I'd rationalised that there really were only three ways that this could go; they could decide it was a joke and laugh it off and nothing would change. Or Simone could ask Lisette to leave. Or, oh shit, or she could think that it was a great idea. What the hell would I do?
I poured another brandy, I don't think the glass got much of a chance to get wet before I'd emptied it. I poured a third glass, and I sat for a long time starring at it, while I contemplated my options. I was so wrapped up in my thoughts that I didn't hear them come stand behind me until one of them cleared her throat.
I turned and looked at them, and to my relief they were both smiling.
"So have you decided my fate," I asked them.
Simone said, "Not quite yet, she's serious about this and I love her enough that I'm happy to consider sharing you with her in the future. At least the live with us part, not the marriage part yet. But I have some questions for you first."
"Ok," I said nervously.
"Do you love both of us?"
"Yessss."
"The same amount and in the same way?"
"No, that's not possible." I looked at their faces and I could see that this was what Simone expected me to say. But it wasn't the answer Lise was hoping for.
"How is it possible for me to love two people with completely different personalities equally and in the same way? That doesn't make sense. I love each of you in your own unique way."
I looked at Simone, "This is going to sound trite but you are my soul mate, there isn't anything I wouldn't do for you. You are the reason I get up in the morning. I knew the first time I saw you that I loved you, and I always will. Nothing we decide now or in the future will ever change that." I could see the tears welling up in her eyes as I spoke so I held out my hand to her. She took it gratefully and held it tight.



Then I looked at Lisette, she was struggling not to cry. "And you, you've entered our lives like a bundle of joy, an explosion of love and emotion." I could see hope growing amongst the many emotions displayed on her face. "Of course I love you, it would be impossible for me not to."
I needed to think for a moment so I sipped at the brandy. "I love you for what you are, but also because loving you reinforces my love for Simone, and I know she loves you."
Another pause, "Can I see us all living together in the future as a family. Yes of course I can, but you are quite right, not now and not in the immediate future. This is a hell of a big step for all of us. We just can't make a snap decisions about it."
Lisette asked, "But in the future if we all agreed, would you consider it?"
I looked at Simone and she nodded. I said, "Ask us again when the time is right and most importantly, when you know it's what you really want to do. Then I can't see any reason why our answer will not be yes." She squealed in joy and threw herself into our arms covering us in a multitude of kisses.
I added, "Just remember if we were ever to consider marriage, you can't just marry me. It could only work if you want to marry both of us."
Lisette calmed down and looked at us, her chest heaving with delayed emotions. "I know I need to finish university first. But the thought of not seeing you for weeks, or even months at a time scared me. That's why I had to ask, to give me something to hope for."
She whispered quietly, "I know I was putting you on the spot, but I needed to know that this wasn't a fling, that I wasn't just a sex toy for you."
Simi hugged her tightly and said, "You will never be a sex toy to us, you're too an important part of our love."
I had a rather scary thought and asked Simone, "If this happens, just how are we going to explain it to Michael and Anna?"
She gulped, and said, "We'll cross that bridge when we reach it."
~ ~ ~ ~ ~
The events of the evening had left us all emotionally drained, hungry and thirsty. Lise had prepared some cold plates earlier while Simi and I had slept. So we sat down on the sofa to eat. We curled up and were feeding each other mouthfuls, while we sipped at some white wine.
We tried to keep the conversation nice and light and in the main we achieved that. The only issue arose after Lise checked her mail and read one from Kirsten. It turned out that the better accommodation she had found for Lisette was a flat belonging to A & R finance, Pete and Angie's company. She'd got Pete to donate its use for free, but they were doing some work on it and it wouldn't be ready until next Monday.
"Damm, what am I going to do," she groaned. "I've already cancelled my room at the student hall, and my sister is driving me to Paris on Friday. I'm going to have to find someone's floor to sleep on."
I said, "We'll work something out. You won't be sleeping on someone's floor. Why were you going up on Friday?"
"Because that when she's going to visit friends north of Paris and she's going to drop me off on the way."
"So when do you need to be there for school?"
"Monday I suppose, my first classes are on Tuesday."
I looked at Simone, "We need to call your father and get a car organised to take her to Paris on Monday. Then she can move straight into the flat, where is it by the way?"
Lise scanned the mail for the address and looked it up on goggle maps, "It's on the boulevard Bourdon. Holy cow that just across the river from the Sorbonne, I can walk to my classes."
Then she looked at us with awe, "I know that building. Those are very expensive apartments and I get to live there?"
"That doesn't surprise me," I said. "Pete's got an office in Paris so I'm guessing it's a company guest flat. So you get to enjoy yourself in luxury for the next couple of years."
Simone said, "You need to call your sister in the morning and cancel your ride, you can stay with us until you need to leave. It'll get a bit crowded over the weekend but it'll be fun."
God, I'd forgotten we had the children and my daughter and her lover staying this weekend. I guess we are in for an interesting time.
Lisette yawned then giggled, "I'm sorry it's been a long emotional day and I'm tired, can we go to bed please."
We locked up the boat and headed back to our cabin. We all curled up with Simone spooning Lise, and me behind Simone. There was a vague attempt to start an evening of passion, but it didn't last beyond a token grope and we all fell asleep, Morpheus claiming us as his own.
************
The river trip continues
The rest of the week passed in much the same manner. We'd travel in the morning and find somewhere nice and secluded to moor up in the early afternoon. We would spend the rest of the day exploring our love and the growing, ever evolving relationships. The time strengthened the depth and complexity of the love between myself and Simone. It confirmed the evolving relationship between ourselves and Lisette.
On the last day of our trip, the Friday, we headed back towards La Rochelle in order to pick up Michael and Anna for their weekend with us. Simi and I were lazing about on the sun deck while Lisette steered Rosie, she'd taken to the controls like a duckling to the water. I'd opened the rear windows from the wheelhouse so we could all talk without shouting. The girls had been sunbathing naked whenever the opportunity had arisen and had acquired a nice all over tan. Mine was progressing nicely, like the girls I'd been extra careful to cover my sensitive areas with sunblock. Well to be honest I think it was a mutual realisation that sex with sunburn would be painfully if not downright impossible.
I'd calculated that it would take us a good eight hours to reach our destination so we'd set off early. Early on there had been very little traffic to worry about but as the morning progressed it was picking up. Lise promised to call me if there was a problem so I relaxed on the lounger with Simone. I was tired from last night. The girls had been extra inventive with their demands on my body and it had left me wrung out.
Simone was lying beside me her head propped up on a couple of cushions reading a book. She'd borrowed my iPod and was humming away to the music only she could hear. She had started out wearing a bikini that was no more than three triangles of red fabric that barely covered her. No soon than she'd got comfortable and the top had come off. I was left with the delightful sight of two of the most exquisite firm nipples gently rising and falling as she breathed. Every time her hand moved back to her side after turning the page, it would touch my side, stroking, unconsciously checking I was still there.
I'd reached that state of mind where my mind was awake but my body asleep. I was mulling over the events of the last few days. My relationship with Simone had reached a level that I'd only ever achieved with two women before, Ros and to slightly lesser extent Julia. It was a total oneness, I could physically feel her emotions, and I know from the way she was looking at me she felt the same.
I must have smiled as she pulled the ear buds from her ears and said, "You're thinking about me aren't you."
"Yep, how can you tell?"
"You've got that goofy smile and I just got a warm buzz."
"A good buzz?"
"A nice one, it flows through me and explodes in my womb."
I laughed and placed my hand on the soft skin below her belly button. I sent warm sensuous thoughts in her direction, topped off with a picture of me buried deep inside her. "So what am I thinking?"
"That you love me and...., ooh."
I felt the muscles under my hand flutter.
"Do that again," she said, "and I'm not responsible for my actions."
"Do what?" I said as innocently as I could, while thinking just what I'd like to do to her.
"That, you bastard," and her muscles jumped again. Her hand slid down my abdomen and under the waistband of my shorts. She grasped my cock and squeezed and I groaned.
"Will you quit that please, I want to finish my book." I nodded and she let go. "Later, I promise you can think whatever you want."
We heard Lise say, "Is he bullying you, do you want me to hit him?"
"No, I'll deal with him later!"
"God you're both picking on me now," and I smiled to myself.
Lise said, "Andy I could do with a hand, we're getting close to the weir and I'll need some help to get us through the lock."
"Coming."
"Wait, can you help me with this first," and Simi passed me her bikini top, and I helped her put it on. I was pretty good I only succumbed twice, groping her breasts as I tucked her nipples behind the fabric triangles. She gave me a kiss and I went off to help Lise.
She was looking as cute as ever, her hair was pulled back in a ponytail. She was wearing a short denim skirt, and was topless, her top was draped over the back of the captain's chair. There was a bead of sweat trailing down from the hollow of her neck, running between her breasts.
She turned her head to me demanding a kiss which I happily gave her. "Were you teasing Simi?"
"Me?" I said trying to sound all innocent.
She punched me playfully on the arm and then hugged me whispering, "I can't imagine my life without both of you."
I grinned and caught one of her nipples between my lips and sucked it playfully. Then I murmured, "I don't think we can imagine a life without you either."
She sighed contentedly then stood up, "You need to take the controls, and we are coming up to the lock."
She pulled her tight top on, her hard nipples forcing the fabric out. She watched as I eased us through the first set of lock gates. She scurried to the bow and threw our bow line to the lock keeper. I wasn't the only person who was admiring her lithe body. There was a group of Japanese tourists on the lock wall with cameras glued to their eyes. I put the engine into neutral, and turned to watch Simone step across the gap to the lock wall and loop the stern line round the bollard. Her bikini clad body attracted the attention of the tourists and there was a second explosion of camera shutters. She returned to Rosie and I gave the lock keeper the transit fee. He closed the gates behind us and his assistant opened the downstream paddles and we began to settle. It only took five minutes for us to drop to the lower level, and another ten for us to pull out of the lock.
There was a riverside restaurant just below the lock and it seemed a good idea to stop for an early lunch. We tied up behind a thirty foot river cruiser. Simi slipped a dress on over her bikini and I pulled a shirt on. We found a comfortable terrace table and settled down.
The girls ordered our lunch and drinks. They spoke in French to the waitress and as had been happening more often over the past few days we carried on our conversation in French. I was grateful for the practice even if my pronunciation often caused my two lovers to burst out into laughter.
There was a couple siting at a nearby table, a good looking pair in their early forties. They were obviously English and I guessed they were from the cruiser. They'd seen us moor Rosie and had listened to us laughing and joking about.
I saw them watching us and smiled and the guy asked in stilted school boy French, "Elle est une nouvelle construction ou une conversion."
I took pity on him and replied in English, "No, Rosie is a new custom build, she's two years old."
The couple looked surprised, "You're English?"
"Well I am, my fiancé and our lover are French."
The woman choked on her drink, her face going red, her husband, well I guess it's her husband patted her on her back as she struggled to get her breath back.
Simone punched me on the arm and said, "I'm sorry about that, he's a bit of an idiot sometimes. I'm Simone, this is Lisette and the idiot is Andy."
The man held his hand out, "Nice to meet you, I'm Tony and this is my wife Mary."
I shook their hands and the women cheek kissed. We invited them to join us.
Mary said to Lisette, "I'm sorry but I have to know, are you their lover?"
Lise grinned, "That's what I let them think. The truth is I've adopted them and they are my lovers."
Tony and I burst out into laughter, Simone and Mary smiled.
Simone said, "I suppose that one way to describe it." She turned to me and said, "You know I think I'm looking forward to the peace and quiet when she goes back to university."
Lisette grinned and stuck her tongue out at Simone. "You'll miss me."
Simone replied, "I know we will." She pulled Lise to her and kissed her.
I got the impression that Mary still wasn't sure what our relationship with Lise was, but with that great British reserve she wasn't going to pursue the matter. Our food arrived and I ordered a second bottle of wine.
We spent a very pleasant hour in their company before we needed to move on. Tony and Mary were going upstream and needed to negotiate the lock. We needed to get back on schedule. We said our goodbyes and returned to Rosie and cast off.
It was almost five before we were moored up at La Rochelle. We'd called ahead to let Rachael know when we would arrive. She and the children were waiting for us as we manoeuvred alongside the dock, their bags beside them. Michael jumped aboard before we were even tied up. Damm I'd forgotten to get the life jackets for them. I made my excuses and left Simone talking with her children. I hurried off to the chandlery and caught them just before they closed. Ten minute later I returned clutching the bag with the children's life jackets in it.
Everyone was sitting on the deck when I arrived and I handed the jackets to Michael and Anna.
I told the children, "Whenever you are on deck you must wear your life jacket."
Michael asked, "Why? We can both swim."
"Because it's too easy to knock yourself out as you fall overboard, being able to swim doesn't help then."
"Ohh, I see."
I adjusted the jackets on them; they looked like thin sleeveless cotton red waist coats.
Simone fingered them and looked at me. "What keeps them afloat, there doesn't seem to be any buoyancy in them?"
"They are water activated, there's a gas cylinder that inflates them when it gets wet. Not being inflated all the time makes them so much more comfortable." She smiled at my reassurance.
Anna was looking at me, "Are we really sleeping on the boat tonight?"
"Of course we are, which bunk are you going to sleep in?"
"Mummy says the bottom one is mine, Michael gets the top one. It's not fair, why do the boys always get the best ones?"
"But the bottom one is the best one, it's easier to get in and out of. It's the one I always pick."
"Ohh," and she turned to Michael and stuck her tongue out at him. "I've got the best bunk, Andy says so." I had to turn my back so she couldn't see my smile.
Rachael and Simone were talking and the children were with Lise. Apparently the clothes the children had brought with them were to stay on board. Rachael would wash the stuff that needed to go back to school with them. She'd give it to George as he would collect the children from wherever we ended up and take them to school on Monday.
I suggested that rather than stay here the night and have to leave early in the morning to get to the chateau in time to meet Kirsten, we could leave tonight. If we pushed it we could reach the chateau in two and a half hours. And if we left soon we could be there by eight o'clock while it was still light.
Everyone seemed ok with the idea, so we said our goodbyes to Rachael. Michael followed me around watching everything I did. It didn't take us long and we were soon underway. I was pushing the speed limit on this section of the river but there was almost no other vessels around so I got away with it. After ten kilometres I was able to up the revs and we were doing eighteen kph, which was the fastest I'd ever had Rosie up to on the inland waterways.
It was just after eight o'clock when we tied up at the chateau's landing stage. I could hear the hot engine tick as it cooled down. Simone and Lise had been preparing supper as we travelled and we sat down around the table in the wheelhouse to eat.
Michael and Anna were telling us all about their first week at their new school. I'd always been surprised how good their English was and it turn out that their previous and new schools were both international schools and the lessons were taught in English.
It seem that although the school in Switzerland was supposed to be one of the best in the world, the children defiantly preferred the new one. Michael had been picked for the junior soccer team and he was playing his first match next Friday afternoon.
He looked at us hopefully, "Can you come and watch me?"
His mother said, "Of course, we will all be there, don't you worry." He looked so happy I guess that no one had been to watch him play before. They both had a bit of homework. It looked like the school had been kind the first week and it was all fairly easy, and it only took them half an hour after supper to complete it all.
Both of them were yawning and Simone took them off to the bathroom to get washed and ready for bed.
She called out to me, "Andy, they both want you to tuck them in."
"Coming," and they were both siting up in bed waiting for me. Simone stood in the doorway with a big smile on her face, as I bent down and kissed Anna and straightened her cover. I wished her goodnight and then I stood up as Michael pulled his covers up and around himself and grinned as I tousled his hair. We pulled the curtains on their bunks and closed the door.
Simi looked at me, there was a tear running down the side of her face. "I never thought I'd be able to do this again. I thought I'd lost them to him. Thank you for giving me my children back." She kissed me and we walked back to the table and Lisette.
We cleared up and sat down on the sofa with a drink, listening to some soft jazz. I was sitting in the corner with Simone curled up beside me. Lise was lying with her feet hanging over the other arm of the sofa. Her head was resting in Simone's lap. I had pulled Simone's top up and I was caressing the silky soft skin of her breasts. She was playing with Lisette's hair. Her fingers would stray across Lise's face and she would capture them in her mouth and suck them. Lise hungrily watched my fingers move and every so often she would reach out and her fingers would intertwine with mine on Simone's breasts. We stayed like that for an hour or so. It was so peaceful and relaxing that I don't think anyone wanted it to end.
The music stopped and it was like a collective sigh passed over us. Simone went to check on the children and returned with a smile on her face
"They are fast asleep, I don't think anything is going to disturb them." She held her hands out to us. "Time for bed I think."
We locked up and for the first time carefully closed the doors to the bathroom and our cabin.
Simone looked at me, "I need you, don't think I've forgotten this morning." I tried to look innocent but it didn't do me any good.
They both moved to me and pushed me onto the bed. Quickly they were pulling my clothes off me. Once they had me naked they started sucking, kissing, and licking any part of me they could reach. I wasn't resisting, all my efforts were spent on undressing them. My fingers found two erect nipples and I pinched them. I was rewarded by two separate gasps. I rolled onto my side and looked at my two lovers, and saw my love mirrored in their faces. Simone rose up on her hand and knees and worked her way between Lisette's welcoming thighs. Her tongue poked out licking at the arousal beading on Lise's puffy sex lips.
"Please," Lise whimpered and her hand went round Simone's head urging her to greater efforts. Simone ran her fingers down the soft down leading to Lisette's pussy and her tongue teased her clitoris from its hiding place.



Simone looked up at me with lust and need in her eyes, "Please fuck me while I go down on her." She waggled her ass in anticipation.
I was behind her in a flash, my tongue licking from clit to anus before I was sucking on her kitty lips, tasting her sweet, sweet juice. My throbbing cock was sending me messages of abandonment and I took pity on him. I buried him in one swift motion, deep into soft silky confines of her vagina. Her back arched and she gave out a long low groan before bending back to her task in hand. Lise was giving out little moans of pleasure every time Simone found one of her sensitive spots. She groaned when the hard nub of her clit was sucked.
I wanted Simi to last, and beg for her orgasm. I pulled back and only used the head to enter her entrance. Two inches and withdraw, two inches and withdraw. Her hips were desperately pushing back at me, pleading for me to fill her.
I was watching Lise for the first signs of her orgasm. Her nipples were hard and a blush was spreading down her neck.
Simone growled, "Harder you bastard, I want to cum, fuck I need to cum."
My strokes became deeper, harder and faster, my balls slapping against her clit.
"Christ, just like that," she pleaded, "for fucks sake don't stop."
Lise was tugging at her own nipples, pulling and squeezing them hard between her finger and thumb. She was rolling her hips pushing her clit harder into Simone's mouth, her gasps growing louder. Simone's fingers were inside her pulling at her G spot. Lisette's gasps turned into groans then cries. Her pelvis pushed up hard, shuddering as she came, squirting juice over Simi's hand and face.
Simone's head bent down, resting her forehead on the bed, moaning. Her hand tightening around the bedding. The muscles in her vagina clutched and pulled at me as I thrust as deep as I could. My hand slid round to her swaying breast, capturing and pulling at her nipple.
"Fuck, yesss," she cried and her orgasm hit. Her vagina tightened round me and her legs shook with her release. She whimpered as I pulled out and curled on her side. I sat back on my heels, my turgid cock standing erect and needy.
I pulled Lise over to me, and she groaned and wrapped her legs round me as my fat cock entered her. She was already very wet from Simone and her cunt felt like silk as I slid in. Again I was thrusting into my lover, her moans and cries urging me to move harder and faster. Her heels were drumming on the back of my thighs and I was grunting with the effort.
The heaviness grew in my swaying balls and I could feel my cum building up in the base of my cock. I cried out as it surged through my cock splattering the insides of her cunt. It took several more strokes to drain me. The warmth of my cum in her cunt pushed her over the edge. Her body was racked with an orgasm that lasted for as long as I kept moving. My cock kept twitching and she kept cuming for another minute or so before she pushed me off and curled up still shaking.
Simone gathered her up in her arms and I spooned behind her, my arms round both of them.
********************
To be continued.
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The heaviness grew in my swaying balls and I could feel my cum building up in the base of my cock. I cried out as it surged through my cock splattering the insides of her cunt. It took several more strokes to drain me. The warmth of my cum in her cunt pushed her over the edge. Her body was racked with an orgasm that lasted for as long as I kept moving. My cock kept twitching and she kept cuming for another minute or so, before she pushed me off and curled up still shaking.
Simone gathered her up in her arms and I spooned behind her, my arms round both of them.
*******************
Proposal
I was pleasantly woken during the night by Simone. My firm cock was nestled between Simone's thighs as she rhythmically pushed back at me. My hand was on her breast and her nipple was hard under my fingertips. Her hand grasped my shaft and guided the head into her warm slippery passage. She sighed as I filled her and began rocking, gently moving inside her. She gave little whimpers and I dropped my hand to her clit, rubbing it in a circular motion. Her moans grew a bit louder and more urgent.
A sleepy head rose up from the pillow on the other side of Simone, and looked at us. Lise blinked away the sleep in her eyes and grinned when she realised what we were doing. She turned to face Simone and sucked on a breast, nibbling at the nipple. Simone could only stand this double onslaught for a couple of minutes. Her moans turned into a long drawn out groan and I felt her cunt shiver as she came. She pulled off me and curled up, slipping back into sleep. I don't think she was really awake the whole time.
Lise crawled over and kissed me, she whispered, "Did you cum?" I shook my head.
"Good, my turn then," and she rolled me onto my back. My member still stood at attention, slick with Simi's juices and my pre-cum. She turned round and faced my cock. She licked the swollen shaft and swallowed the head, rolling her tongue around the base of the head. Her head rose and she looked back at me.
"Hmmm, my favourite taste, both of my lovers in one place." She bent her head down and swallowed half my length, her ass in the air tempting me to play with it.
I caressed the perfect soft globes of her ass cheeks, running my fingers down the grove and seeking her intimate places. My fingers penetrating her velvet soft vagina, still wet from our earlier lovemaking. She moaned, the sound muffled by my cock. I played with her spot before pulling them out. I ran a finger slick with our juices around the bud of her ass.
Her head came off my cock and she shuddered, "Christ that feels good, play with it some more."
I dipped my fingers between her pussy lips, collecting and using our juices to lubricate them. I pushed a finger past the tight muscular ring and into her virgin ass up the first knuckle and rolled it around. She groaned and I felt her anal ring flutter, and she pushed back at my finger. She relaxed and the finger slid all the way in.
She gasped, "Merde," and again she pushed back. Then, "Ohh fuck," as my thumb pressed down on her nub. She was sucking frantically at my cock as a second finger joined the first. The combination of my fingers moving in her ass and my thumb rubbing her clit, was making her pant. Her head dropped to my thigh and her hand was squeezing the base of my shaft. Her rhythmic grunts grew louder, and then stopped as she came, her mouth open in a soundless cry. She shuddered and squirted, her juice trickling down my arm.
She looked at me and said, "That was good, different but fucking good Andy." Then she rolled over onto her back, opening her legs, and held her arms out to me in invitation.
I eagerly slid between her thighs and my throbbing cock sheathed itself inside her hungry passage. I groaned as the tight wet, silky soft vagina caressed the skin of my cock. I pulled her legs up onto my shoulders and we were moving in harmony. One of Simone's hands came into view and she pinched and pulled Lise's nipple, the other was fondling my ass. My thrusts became harder and more urgent. Simi was kissing Lise, their mouths glued together.
My need was growing closer, I could feel the tension in my balls and I was desperate for release. Lisette's head fell back and she cried out as her orgasm hit; her body shaking, her juice coating my groin. With a long drawn out groan I came, my jism flooding her and mixing with her juice to create the ultimate cocktail.
I lay between them on my back, basking in the afterglow. Simone and Lise rested their heads on my shoulders. Two sets of sleepy eyes looking at me and each other.
Simone whispered, "I love you both."
"I love you two so much it hurts," came the tearful whisper from the other side.
Simone reached over to caress her cheek as I kissed her tears away.
Simi looked at me and said, "Andy my love, when we get to the island for our wedding, I would like us to have a small private ceremony where we place an engagement ring on this little one's finger. Can we?" She gestured at Lise.
I felt Lise freeze waiting for my answer, she was so still I wasn't sure she was breathing. I knew the answer she hoped for, so I paused for dramatic effect.
"I would love that, I can't think of anything I'd rather do." There was a gasp from Simone. I laughed and said, "After marrying you that is." She punched me on the arm and then two mouths were kissing my face.
We settled down again and we heard Lise whisper, "Thank you, thank you."
A few moments later Lise sat up and said, "I'm going to go back to my room for the rest of the night. If I'm not mistaken you are going to get at least one of the children visiting you in the morning."
"Crap."
As she got out of the bed she rummaged around in the drawers and tossed us some bedclothes. "And you should be wearing something, a naked Andy is too much for anyone first thing in the morning." She giggled.
Lise paused as she walked out of the cabin and looked over her shoulder. She said softly with a sigh, "Unless you want sex that is."
Simone pulled on a tee shirt and a pair of soft pale blue cotton panties and found a pair of sleeping shorts for me. We curled up in each other's arms and we quickly fell asleep.
~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
New Revelations
It felt like a herd of elephants were jumping up and down on my chest. I forced a sleep-incrusted eye open and saw Anna's face inches from mine.
"Oh goody you're awake."
How could I not be awake with a kangaroo of sorts jumping all over me. The bed shook again, and I saw Michael jumping up and down too. He said, "Mummy says it's time for you to get up."
I groaned and heard Simone saying from the bathroom, "No, what I said was would you please wake Andy up gently. Not bounce him out of bed. Go and get him a cup of coffee from Lise please. Remember your manners. Tell her 'thank you.'"
There was the sound of feet scampering away and peace returned to the cabin. Mother of god I'd forgotten what it was like to be woken by children, and it's an experience I wouldn't trade for anything.
Simone stood in the doorway of the bathroom wrapped in a towel. "Are you regretting falling in love with me yet?"
"Who says I fell in love with you, I just want your children."
She laughed and threw the wet towel at me, leaving her deliciously naked for a few seconds.
Anna walked into the cabin carefully balancing a mug of coffee on a tray. "Aunty Lise says you need to get up or she is throwing your breakfast away." She placed the mug by the bed and skipped off back to the galley
I swung my legs over the side of the bed and sat sipping my mug of coffee. "How sure are you about this thing with Lise?" I asked.
"As sure as I knew I wanted my children back, and you at my side for the rest of my life. Why are you having second thoughts?"
"Nooo..., I'm just scared that you might think that I love you less because of her."
"And do you?"
"No, if anything I love you more. How do I explain it? She's like a catalyst, an amplifier of our love."
She sat down beside me, combing through her damp hair. "When she asked us, my first thought was 'hell no, you're not stealing my man'. Then we talked and I realised it wasn't you she wanted but both of us. She doesn't see us as individuals but as a couple and it's the couple she wants to be with."
"I think I know what you're saying, I'm going to miss her when she's in Paris. I think I see a lot of trips to Paris in our future."
She smiled at the thought and started to get dressed. I headed to the shower and had a quick wash before dressing and joining the others for breakfast.
I found them sitting around the table in the wheelhouse. The table was spread with a platter of cold meats and cheese and plate of warm croissants. There were fresh butter and fruit preserves, and of course orange juice and coffee.
Anna stood up so I could slide in beside Simone and she sat down on my other side.
Anna asked, "When does my big sister get here?"
"In about a couple of hours I think," I replied. "We can walk up to the chateau when we finish here and meet them if you'd like?"
Simone said, "We can have a look at our new home on the way and you can decide which bedrooms will be yours."
"Does Aunty Lise get to pick one as well?" Anna asked.
The three adults looked at each other in amusement. I said, "I think we could do that, she's going to need a room for when she comes to stay." I felt Lisette kick me under the table, and saw her stick her tongue at me.
Simone said, "In fact for the next couple of nights she's going to have to sleep on the sofa or in our cabin because her new flat in Paris isn't ready, and we need her cabin for Kirsten and Christine."
Michael said, "Aunty Lisette can have my bed if she wants to?"
His mother looked like she was considering his offer, "No, I don't think that will work as you need to be in bed much earlier than Lise. But that was a very kind offer, thank you Michael." And she rubbed his head affectionately. Out of the corner of my eye I saw Lise give a sigh of relief.
Simone looked at the scattered remains on the table and asked if we were all finished. We were, so Lise and the children cleaned up the table while I quickly tidied up the galley.
"Could you move your bags to our cabin please," Simone asked Lise. "And Anna could you help me get the cabin ready for our guests?"
"Yes mummy."
"Michael, could you give me a hand please," I asked. "I need to lift the floor in the wheelhouse so I can check the engine and the batteries."
He looked intrigued and followed me to the wheelhouse. I unlatched the floor panels and lifted them out of the way and dropped down into the engine compartment. I held my hand and Michael joined me.
"We need to check the oil levels, and the battery charge indicators." I said as I pointed, "And these tanks hold the fuel, water and waste, and we need to check that there are no leaks."
"What this?" He asked, pointing.
"That's the prop shaft. It takes the power from the engine and makes the propeller turn, and that, in turn, makes the boat go forward."
We spent a few minutes male bonding, as he poked and prodded around the engine bay. I got him to check the oil level with the dipstick, and we cleaned the cooling water intake filters. I lifted him out and pulled myself up, and he helped me replace and secure the floor panels.
Simone smiled at us and mouthed thank you to me as he bounced over to her and started to tell her all about the engine.
Anna was anxious to move, she couldn't wait to meet my daughter. We locked up and the five of us started walking up the dirt track through the vineyards. The grape picking was in full swing and we saw several teams of pickers at work.
Gaston saw us and waved and strolled over and greeted us.
He said, "It's going to be a good harvest, it looks like it's going be a vintage year." He cut a small bunch of grapes from the nearest vine and we all tasted them. Simone nodded and agreed with him. To be honest they just tasted like grapes to me, a bit sharper than the eating varieties I was used to.
He pointed up the road, "Your father is checking the grapes in the reserved field." We looked and we could see George with his back to us as he checked the grapes. Simone called out and he turned and waved. The children ran up to their grandfather and they hugged him.
As we walked up to him, my phone rang. It was Kirsten confirming that they were about an hour away. I gave the news to the others, and after greeting Simone's father we carried on walking up the track.
I was holding Simone's hand, and Lise had Anna's. Michael kept running a few meters then waiting for us. We decided we had the time to check up on the progress the builders were making on our new home.
The new kitchen was partially installed, and the kids and Lise ran upstairs to claim their bedrooms. Michael and Anna chose the two at the back that shared a bathroom. They insisted that Lise had the larger one that had its own bathroom.
There was a large hole in the garden and I had to explain to Simone that it was for my koi carp pond. They had already installed the hot tub and had started building the barbecue.
Lise appeared with tears in her eyes, "I'm going to be so happy here, thank you for letting me be part of your family."
Simone hugged and kissed her. Then we showed her our bedroom and the large en-suite bathroom, with its whirlpool bath and large shower.
I came up behind them putting my arms round them. "Do you think we will be able to keep clean in here?"
Simone giggled, "Why, what do you think we will be doing to need all this?"
Lise laughed and said, "If you don't know then I think we will have to show you." She turned to us and lavished kisses onto both of us.
We were interrupted by the children, who didn't seem fazed at all by our visible affection for one another. Anna was tugging on my arm reminding me that we need to get up to the chateau to meet Kirsten. The walk only took five minutes and we were soon settled down in the kitchen as Sarah made a fuss of the children.
Twenty minutes later I got a call. "Dad are you sure I'm supposed to drive up the drive? There's a lot of people and tractors and trailers here. There's a man that doesn't want me drive up."
"Of course you can, I don't know why he's stopping you?"
Simone overheard the conversation and held her hand out for my phone. "Kirsty please find this idiot and give him the phone." She waited a few moments tapping her foot.
I heard a tinny 'Oui' from the phone and Simone launched into the poor man. After thirty seconds she handed my phone back to me and I gingerly put it to my ear.
"Dad you there?"
"Yes."
"What did she say?"
"No idea, why?"
"The guy is running around telling people we are the guests of the 'Contessa' and to clear the road. Who's the Contessa dad?"
I got a unsettling feeling in the pit of my stomach, "Did you say 'Contessa'?" I looked over at Simone to see the colour leach from her face and then she looked down at her hands that were clasped together in her lap.
I said, "Hey I need to go, I'll see you in a couple of minutes," and I hung up.
I sat down at the table and looked at her. She wouldn't look me in the eye, and so I asked, "Is there something you would like to tell me? Who's the Contessa? I thought we agreed there would be no more secrets between us."
Simone still wouldn't look at me and I could hear a quiver in her voice as she replied. "I'm the Contessa, I didn't want to scare you away, I do love you."
"I know you love me, and you know I love you. But why do you keep thinking you need to hide things from me. It just upsets and hurts me that you don't feel you can tell me everything."
She came and sat on my lap and kissed me with a hint of desperation. "Really it's just a title. It was my grandmothers, she was Italian. When she died it passed on to my mother and then to me. Anna will inherit it. Although I suppose if I adopt Kirsty the title could go to her or maybe to both."
"Christ, don't tell her that, she'll be unbearable to live with." I hugged her, "Let's go and meet our daughter darling. We'll talk about this later and discuss your punishment."
She jumped up and whispered in my ear, "Yes, master." Then she kissed me and we all walked around to the front of the chateau. There was something in the way she moved that made me think that there was more to this revelation than she was telling me. The other thought I had was that Lisette didn't seem surprised by the latest revelation.
~ ~ ~ ~ ~
The girls arrive
We were just in time to see a dusty yellow VW Beatle convertible pull up. It was like time had stopped for me as two young women got out of the car. Kirsten was the spitting image of her mother when I first met her. Tall at five foot ten, long golden brown hair that reached halfway down her back. Piercing blue eyes and a smile that lit up the world. Christine was a younger version of the Julia I remember from our earlier days. My moment of reflection was broken by Anna running up to Kirsten and hugging her.
Kirsten picked her up and Anna wrapped her arm round her neck. Kirsten said, "So you are my new sister are you?"
"Yes I'm Anna, and you're very pretty - the prettiest person I've ever seen."
"Thank you, and you're just as pretty in person, as you are on the computer." She carried her over to me and the three of us hugged. "Hi dad, love you, and I've missed you," she said as I stroked her hair.
"You're just as beautiful as your mother," I said with a catch in my voice. I saw a tear form in her eye, and I kissed it away. "I love you, come and meet Simone, who it seems is the mysterious Contessa." I lifted Anna from her and turned to Simone.
There was a brief hesitation, then they were in a deep hug. I turned to Christine who had come over to us. "Hi Chrissy, god you've changed for the best."
"It's been four years Uncle Andy."
"You know you look like you mother did the first time I met her."
"You mean on your birthday, when she said she was your present."
"Christ, Chrissy she didn't tell you that story did she?"
She laughed, "No, dad did, she just told me the bit about you unwrapping her later."
I went red and she laughed again, and then hugged and kissed me. "My mother loves you, it's something I think I've always known. And the fact that dad loves you too and is ok with it means I'm happy as well."
She looked up at me and said, "It wasn't until I joined the 'family' and I read the messages that I understood why mum and dad loved you and Ros so much.
She looked down and said quietly, "It also explains why I love you and your daughter so much."
"I will admit I was a bit surprised when your parents told me that you two were together, happy but surprised."
"We are really happy together but I don't think you can call us lesbians, we are both much more bi-curious with a preference for women. We still like the occasional man and have shared the odd one."
I laughed, "That's probably too much information for this old man."
I put my arm around her and we walked over to join the others. Lise came and kissed Chrissy. Poor Michael looked like he had his first case of puppy love. He was looking at Christine with a soppy expression and following her around. I smiled and pointed it out to Simone.



Gaston arrived in the pickup and we loaded the girls' bags in the back. He and Michael took them back to Rosie while the rest of us settled down for a drink and a snack on the terrace. George appeared and Simone introduced him.
"Is it always as crazy as this when you are picking the grapes," I asked.
"It shouldn't be, Gaston is a master at this. But his usual assistant is in hospital and his replacement isn't up to the job." He turned to Kirsten and Christine, "I'm sorry for the confusion at the gate." The girls told him that it wasn't a problem.
"So what's the plan for the next few days dad," Kirsten asked.
I said, "Lise and the children are staying with us until Monday morning. Lise is going to university in Paris and the kids go back to school. Then it's just the four of us for the next week or so. Simi and I are flying to Dubai the Wednesday before you leave. We are going to stay with Peter and Angie. So you two get the last few days on your own."
I turned to George, "I want to head down to St. Raphael this afternoon. Are you going to be ok with picking the children up from there on Monday morning?"
"That's fine, is eight o'clock ok? Do you want me to get the car to pick up Lise from there as well?"
"Yes please," she said. "At ten o'clock if you could. We will need to collect a couple of boxes from my sisters flat on the way. The rest of my stuff is in Paris in storage at the halls of residence."
George said, "If you give her a call, the driver will collect them before he picks you up."
"She's not there...hmm let me think. My uncle has got a key, I'll give him a call and the driver can collect them from the cafe in the morning."
"That's settled then."
Simone looked around, "Are we all done? If so I suggest we head back to Rosie."
She turned to her father, "Papa, I'm going to book a table for us at the restaurant for this evening. Why don't you and Rachael join us? You can get to know your new granddaughter."
George looked at Kirsten with a bemused expression. "Of course, I'd forgotten that you will be my granddaughter after the wedding." He smiled, "And you are going to be a beautiful addition to the family." Kirsten blushed and stammered her thanks.
George offered to call David at the restaurant and book the table, and we all agreed to meet there at seven-thirty. On that note we took our leave and rounding the children up, we walked back to the river and Rosie.
As we walked we spread out into three little groups. Anna and Michael were holding Christine's hands and pointing out all the sights. Simone and Lise were arm in arm, and Kirsten and I were trailing along in the rear.
Kirsten said, "I've not seen you this happy for years, you do love her don't you!"
"She's the first person I've felt like this with since your mother died. A part of me died then and now Simone has resurrected it."
She kissed me, "I'm so happy for you, and I know mum would have been as well."
We walked in silence for a few moments before she said, "But I have to ask, how Lise fits into all of this?"
"God I'm not sure myself, I just know that we love her. She's like a catalyst that binds the three of us together, and she feels like part of us."
I was quiet for a few seconds and added, "She asked us if she could live full time with us when she finishes university."
"Live or...?"
I replied, "As our lover and we said yes."
"Are you both sure it's the right decision?"
"I am and I know Simone is, so much that we've decided to give her an engagement or commitment ring."
"Then I'm happy for you, have you told the children yet?"
"Not yet, but they like her so I think that when we finally tell them it I don't think it will be a big issue."
She asked, "So do you know why she didn't tell you she's a Contessa?"
"No, not yet, she must have her reasons. I just wish she'd felt comfortable enough to tell me earlier. You know how I feel about surprises! I suspect she's a little embarrassed by the title, but I'll find out soon."
"Oh god yes. I remember your surprise fortieth birthday party. You walked out of the house, and it took Uncle Pete and Mike two hours to find you and get you to come back."
"Which reminds me," I said, "Why you didn't tell me about Christine, you know I wouldn't have objected. I don't judge that way, and I love her parents."
"I know dad, you were busy with Rosie and I didn't want to say anything until I knew it wasn't a passing fad." I put my arm around her and kissed the top of her head.
We fell silent until we reached Rosie. We got Kirsten and Christine settled in. Michael and Anna wanted to show them where everything was. Simi, Lise, and I sat down in the main cabin waiting for them. I could hear Anna showing them their bunk beds. Anna's last words were informative, "And this is Mummy and Andy's cabin. Aunty Lise will be sleeping in here with them for the weekend, otherwise she'd have to sleep on the sofa."
"Do you like your Aunty Lise?" Christine carefully asked.
Michael replied, "She's great, she's going to live with us in the new house. We are going to be one big family."
The three of us smiled and Lise whispered, "At least I don't have to go back to a cold bed in the morning."
My daughter came and sat beside me and whispered, "I didn't have the heart to tell them I've been here before, they were having so much fun showing us around. It's fun having a new younger brother and sister. They're so cute."
She laughed, "Chris is going to be happy, and he's not the youngest now."
Michael asked, "Are we ready to go? You said I could steer her next time."
"Come on then let's go and get Rosie ready and she's all yours."
The children and I went to the wheelhouse. After I got them to put on their life jackets, we started the engines and cast off. I sat Anna on the worktop beside the controls, and I stood behind Michael as he held the wheel.
We set off downstream, heading for St Raphael. This stretch of water was becoming familiar to me so it was fairly easy for me to talk to the children and watch Michael's steering at the same time. One by one the others joined us. Simone and Lise had changed into ships uniform, adding a bikini top to the shorts because of the children. The both doffed their captain's hats.
Kirsten and Chrissy wore bikinis to take advantage of the sun to work on their tans. Well I call them bikinis but three tiny triangles of fabric and some string was a better description. Chrissy had brought them over from Australia, she called them Wicked Weasels or some such name. I got the wicked part, not a clue about the weasel bit.
The four women settled down on the rear deck to talk and sunbathe. Lise removed the rear windows from the wheelhouse so we could talk without shouting. There was quite an animated discussion going on between them, but every time they saw me looking they would stop. The only thing I heard was Lise telling Simone that she should have talked to me earlier, and that she was a fool to think it would worry me.
I let Anna use my camera and she spent the next hour happily filling a memory card. Michael was concentrating on keeping Rosie in a straight line. He was happy to talk about school, and it was obvious that he preferred the new one. He reminded me that he was playing football on Friday and we'd agreed to watch.
"Of course we are coming," I said. "All of us except Lise, she's going to be in Paris."
Lisette heard and said, "I'm sorry Michael, I have classes in the morning I have to attend. But hopefully Andy will take lots of photos and send them to me." I said yes.
The conversation between the sunbathers seemed to have finished. I did notice Simone kept looking at me. I would smile at her and she would smile back, but it was obvious that there was something on her mind. Finally Lise and Simone came and stood beside me, watching Michael.
Simone said to me, "Can Lise watch Michael so we can talk?"
"Sure." I gave her a worried look. I showed Lise where we were on the map, then I followed Simone to our cabin.
~ ~ ~ ~ ~
Crime and punishment
She sat down on the bed and patted a space beside her, "Please sit down I don't want to have to look up at you while we talk."
I sat down, "This sounds serious love."
She looked at me with a tear in her eye, "I'm so sorry I didn't tell you about the title, it's not something I like think about a lot. But I promised you I would never hide anything from you and I've broken my promise."
"The title is not important, I just don't understand why you thought you needed to hide the fact."
"But it is important to me that I didn't trust you. The damn title was one of the reasons that Bernard wanted to marry me. It gave him reflected kudos."
"Ohh," and that explained a lot, I put my arm around her and she allowed her head to rest against my chest. The stupid title, I thought, why had I made a fuss about it? It made no difference to the way I loved her. I was thinking so hard I almost miss the next words she quietly said.
"When we met and I realised I was falling in love with you. I was scared that if you found out about the title you might love it rather than me. I know it's not true but by the time I realised that I'd already made the decision not to tell you. It just seemed easier to carry on not mentioning it. My mother never wanted to use it, and I didn't want to either."
I kissed her and she desperately kissed me back. "It doesn't make a difference does it?" She asked.
"Of course not, Simone you are going to be my wife, you are my lover and I love you. I can't imagine why a silly title could ever change that. The proudest day of my life will be when we stand together and say our vows and I can call you Mrs Morton."
"Oh god, I love you." She stood up and rooted around in one of the drawers. She came back to me and knelt at my feet.
She bowed her head and held out her hands hiding something in them. "Andy...Master! I've been bad and I need to be punished." She turned her hand over and presented me with the larger of the two jewelled butt plugs that Angie and Peter had given us.
"Please I need to be punished. You have to smack me, then put this in me and leave it in so I don't forget how much you love me and not my stupid title."
I took it and turned it over in my hand. I said, "This is going to be uncomfortable."
"Of course it's going to be uncomfortable, that's the damn point, I hope it hurts. I need a reminder of how much I've screwed up. I keep forgetting just how much you love me."
She stood up and in complete silence pulled her shorts and panties down, stepping out of them. She found a towel and carefully folded it and placed it over my knees. She closed and locked the door and came and knelt on the floor beside me. She took hold of my head, kissing me passionately.
She whispered to me, "Darling you need to remember there is absolutely nothing that you can do to me that will make me love you any less than I do now."
She arranged herself over my knees, she turned her head and said, "Not six, I want twelve and they need to be hard." She picked up her panties from the floor and stuffed them in her mouth. She pushed her bottom up and spread her legs.
I wasn't going to tease her. Twelve measured slaps sounded out as I hit first one then the other ass cheek. Each slap was followed by a moan muffled by her panties. By the time last one sounded out, the towel and my legs were soaked with the evidence of her arousal.
I ran my fingers over her swollen kitty lips and she spat her panties out of her mouth. She groaned as my fingers slid inside her and she pushed against them. I found the slight roughness of her G spot and my fingers caressed it.
She shuddered and her thighs trembled. "Oh god, please Andy I need to cum."
She seized my free hand and was squeezing it hard. My fingers kept moving inside her, and her groans grew more vocal. She push up against my hand, and my thumb rubbing her erect clit. Her groans turned into long drawn out whimpers as her orgasm built up then washed over her.
She gasped out, "Ohh fuck, fuuuck, I love you." And my hand was drenched as her juice flooded out.
Simone went limp, little shudders coursing through her as I kept my fingers moving extending her orgasm. I removed my fingers and she moaned at her loss. I took the butt plug and pushed it into her cunt to her delight. She bucked against it and I used it on her like a dildo until she came hard a second time.
I pushed the well-lubricated butt plug against the muscular ring of her ass. She took a sharp deep breath in, and then let it out slowly as the tip penetrated her ass. I inched it in until it was firmly seated and she gave out a deep groan.
She slid off my knees, wincing as she settled back on her thighs. She looked at me and whispered, "Your turn," and she unzipped my shorts pulling them down so that my semi erect cock bounced free. She enveloped the head and I felt it grow and harden in the warmth of her mouth. I flopped back on the bed and enjoyed the feelings as she sucked and licked me to the release I desperately needed. I came filling her mouth with my jism, Simi looked at me contentedly as she swallowed my load. She crawled up beside me and we cuddled and kissed for a while.
She nibbled my ear lobe whispering, "I love you master."
"I thought I was your dirty old man."
"You're both, my dirty old man, and my master."
There was a knock on the door and Lise called out. I got up and unlocked the door and let her in.
"Who's with Michael at the controls," I asked.
"Christine, she's sailed with her parents for years so it's fine."
She looked at Simone, lying on her belly, with her legs open. The inside of her thighs glistening with her juices, and the end of the butt plug was clearly visible between her glowing ass cheeks.
"God what's that in your ass," she asked Simone.
She replied, "My punishment, my Master has been kind to me." She touched it and whimpered. She got up and picked up the box and showed Lisette the smaller second butt plug. Lise could see from the empty space that the one in Simone's ass was a lot larger than the one she held.
Lise flushed and she licked her lips. She looked at me with a pleading expression and held the second butt plug out to me. "Please ... Master, will you put this in me? I need punishing too. I knew that Simone was the Contessa and I didn't tell you."
"But you thought I knew, didn't you?" She nodded.
"Ok, your punishment is the butt plug, but you don't deserve any smacks."
I held my hand out and she placed it in my hand. Her shorts were off moments later, and she wasn't wearing any panties. I motioned to Lisette, and she moved close to me so I could reach her. I held up the second butt plug for her to see. Then I licked it and slid it into her dripping pussy, pulling it out after it was well lubricated with her juices.
I told Lise to kneel on the bed and Simone pulled her ass cheeks apart exposing the puckered pink rose. I bent forward and ran the tip of my tongue around moistening and teasing, and she gasped. I took the slick butt plug and gently pushed the tip passed the tight opening. Lise growled in a mixture of pain and pleasure, her hands clenching at the bed cover. Simone lay beside her and they kissed.
I paused and Lise said from between clenched teeth, "No, don't stop, push it all the way in."
I twisted and pushed and it slid past the resistance of the anal sphincter until just the flared base was visible and she gasped and then sighed in relief. She turned round and we kissed.
She said, "That feels so different and fucking hot. I feel like I want to push it out."
I looked at them, "You can't take them out until I say so, and no panties!"
"Yes Master," they both replied.
We all headed for the shower to wash of any evidence of our playtime. Before we got dressed Lise and I gently rubbed some soothing cream onto Simone's red buttocks, and she sighed in relief.
They both dressed in loose dresses to hide the fact they weren't wearing panties.
Before we joined the others I hugged the pair of them. I slid my hands under their dresses and caressed their asses and tapped the butt plugs. I said, "You know that this master stuff is just a game, and I'd never do anything you didn't want?"
Simone said, "We know you love us, but who says it's a game Master." And Lise nodded in agreement. Christ what had I got myself into now?
Back in the wheelhouse I took over the controls from Michael and Chrissy. Anna and Kirsten were sunbathing and talking on deck. Lise and Simone brought us all drinks and snacks, and Lise offered to take the controls so I could sit with the others for a bit. She winced a bit as she settled down on the Captain's chair and I smiled and gave her a kiss.
Simone lay down on the other sun bed and her daughter came and curled up beside her. Simone's look of happiness lit up her face as Anna gently stroked her mother's hair.
Anna said, "I'm so happy now. I hated the old school. I have you again and a new family. Thank you mummy." She jumped and came and sat on my lap, "Thank you daddy," and kissed my cheek. I heard a little sob from Simone, I looked up quickly but she shook her head and smiled happily.
We all settled down, we would get to St Raphael in a couple of hours. I joined Simone on the sun bed. Kirsten had joined Lise at the controls to talk and Chrissy was asleep on the other sun bed. Anna spread a towel on the deck beside Chrissy to lie on as she read a book. Michael was at the table playing a game on the laptop.
Simone curled up beside me, her head resting on my shoulder, her fingers gently caressing the arm I'd wrapped round her. She whispered to me, "I'm so happy that the children like you, I felt like crying when she called you daddy."
I kissed her and she sighed contentedly. "I want you to fuck my ass tonight," she whispered, "and so does Lise."
I smiled and whispered back, "Is that right, Lise wants to fuck your ass?"
She giggled, "No silly, she wants you to be her first anal fuck. Oh, and she wants us to stay with her the night before we go to Dubai. I think she wants to show us off to her friends."
I let my hand drift down her back and slide up under her dress to fondle her ass and play with the plug in her ass. A little moan escaped her lips. "Oh god you bastard, don't let the children see what you are doing." I removed my hand and she groaned. "I didn't say stop," and she put my hand back.
I kept playing with her ass and the butt plug, and she hid her face against me to muffle her moans. My fingers grew slick with her juices and I felt her shudder as a gentle orgasm struck. I licked my fingers coated in her passion and marvelled at the taste of an aroused woman. She looked at me and smiled contentedly.
"I love you Master," she whispered and giggled to herself. Then she shoed me off the sun bed saying, "Go and give Lise a cuddle."
In the wheelhouse I found Kirsten sitting next to Michael as they played a game together on the laptop. Lise was humming to herself as she listened to my iPod, her hands gently resting on the ship's wheel. She jumped as my lips caressed the back of her neck, turning her head to kiss me. I glanced across the gauges and everything looked ok.
Lise tapped the chart and said, "We should get to St Raphael in about an hour." Then she took my hand and slid it up under her dress and between her thighs and I could feel the slickness of her arousal.
She whispered, "This fucking thing in my ass is making me feel so hot. When we dock you better put me out of my misery."
There were no boats close to us so I decided to have some fun. "Let's see what we can do for you now."
I checked that nether of the children could see what I was about to do. Michael had joined his mother and Anna on the deck. I let my fingers slide to the top of her thighs and she spread her legs welcoming them into her. My fingers tips found her sweet spot and she gasped and clutched my arm, her head bent forward.



With one eye on the river, I moved my fingers in that wonderful come here motion that hit Lise's G-spot. The butt plug had been holding her on the edge, and my fingers were the last straw. She clasped her hand over her mouth to muffle her cries, as she rocked in the chair cuming over my hand. Her soft passage held my fingers tight and her thighs closed holding my wrist captive.
She raised her face to mine and our mouths met in a deep sensual kiss. Her eyes glowed as she whispered, "Thank you Master," then she giggled and said, "I love you, did Simi tell you what I want you to do to me tonight?"
"You mean kiss the back of your knees, and paint you with chocolate?"
"What?" And then she laughed.
I said, "Yes, she mentioned your perverted desires to me, and if you're a good girl I may oblige."
"Oh, I'll be good, wicked good," and she raised my pussy juice coated fingers to her mouth and licked them clean as she stared at me in a sexy way.
"By the way do we have any chocolate sauce?" She asked with a licentious grin. She looked down at herself and her passion smeared thighs. "I'm a mess I need a shower. Can you take over here please Andy?"
I kissed her and shooed her off to get clean. I had to give the chair a wipe before I could sit down. In another twenty minutes I saw St Raphael appearing round the bend in the river. I let the others know and Kirsten and Christine slipped shorts and a tee shirt on over their bikinis.
With Michael and Chrissy's help it wasn't long before we were safely moored up along the town wall.
Simone said, "I just got a text from my father, they will meet us at the restaurant at seven-thirty."
I looked at my watch, it was only five o'clock so we had lots of time to get ready. I could see the women in a little huddle. I guess that my daughter and Chrissy wanted to know if they needed to dress up for the meal tonight.
It took us all a couple of hours to get ready, five adults and two children was stretching Rosie's resources to the limit, and we all learnt that there wasn't a lot of privacy on a boat. I don't know who was more embarrassed when Lise dressed only in a towel round her waist walked in on Michael in the shower. That's going to be an issue as there are two doors into the bathroom, I'm going to need to remind everyone that they need to lock the doors when they are in the bathroom.
Michael and I were waiting in the lounge for the girls to appear, I'd wisely abandoned my cabin after I'd showered to Simone, Lise and Anna. I'd dressed casually in chinos and sports shirt.
My daughter and Christine arrived first and again it was like the clock had been turned back. I almost called them by their mother's names. They saw the expression on my face and the tear that formed in the corner of my eye. The two of them drew me into a long hug.
"I miss her too dad," she whispered.
"You'd make her very proud darling."
I looked at both of them, "I haven't said this to you before to both of you but I'm so happy for you." I turned to my daughter, "My only complaint young lady is that you didn't feel you could tell me earlier. You're not too old that I can't put you over my knee and spank you."
Chrissy looked shocked, but Kirsten smiled and said, "You never know I might enjoy that, I know mum did!"
Chrissy gasped, and my daughter laughed and told her, "You need to talk to your mother and ask her what she felt when she was over my dad's knee."
She looked at me with an open mouth, and I grinned. "You never did?" she said.
"That's something you need to ask your mother."
I kissed both of them and Kirsten went over to Michael to talk. Anna and Lisette appeared, Lise looking absolutely beautiful in a short royal blue silk dress. Anna was wearing a peach dress, and she showed hints of the beautiful woman that she was going to become.
Her mother walked into the cabin and my heart missed a beat. Her golden hair was pulled up on top of her head leaving her long elegant neck exposed. She wore a tight linen skirt that stopped mid-thigh and a gold silk top that left most of her back exposed.
I smiled and she came and kissed me. I asked, "Have you both obeyed my instructions?"
She whispered in my ear, "Yes Master, no lingerie except our stockings."
~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
Diner games
We walked the short distance to the restaurant and David the owner met us at the door. It was nice to see him again and there was hugs and kisses all round. We introduced them to Kirsten and Christine and of course they melted with his charm. There were too many of us for our usual table so instead we were led to a large round table set to the side of the main room. George and Rachael were already seated and we greeted them happily. Introductions were made to Rachael and we all settled down round the table.
I realized that there was an extra chair and that David was in a suit, not his customary chef's whites. George explained that he'd invited David to join us. I was sat between Simone and Lise at the rear of the table.
I was intrigued that they both carefully folded a napkin and placed it on their chairs before easing their dresses up and sitting down. I raised an eyebrow in a question and Lise whispered, "Simone read about it in a book. We know we are going to 'leak' at some point tonight and we don't want to get damp patches on our dresses!" The tablecloth hid most of them from casual view.
David was his usual charming self, talking to all the women. He had Anna and Michael laughing at his stories. Julian his son the chef came to the table and he was properly introduced to my daughter, Christine and Lisette. He invited us to enjoy his eight-course tasting menu. He came and pulled up a chair next to Simone and while she was happy to talk to him, she kept glancing in my direction and insisted that their conversation was in English. After ten minutes a crisis in the kitchen called him away.
Simone whispered in my ear, "I might like him but it's you I love, and I'm never going to leave you."
"You know it wasn't him, he was just the trigger for all my uncertainties at the time."
"Well he's never going to trigger them again is he?"
"No my love."
"Good," and she sat back with a very satisfied expression on her face.
Somehow I was left with the feeling that I'd just been played by a master. I was beginning to suspect that this whole meal was for my benefit and the look between her and Lise confirmed my suspicion. I let my hand drop to her leg and her legs opened for me to slide my fingers to the warmth at the top. She shivered as I touched her and I felt the moisture coating soft lips of her labia. I coated my finger and licked and tasted her dew.
She whispered, "You do know that the desert course comes at the end of the meal!"
Lise gave us an inquisitive look and I offered her my finger to taste. She grinned and licked her lips, "Hmm, one of my two favourite flavours." Her hand stole into her own lap and moments later a wet finger was in my mouth. I love the taste of my two lovers. Simone is sweet with a hint of exotic spice, Lise is sweeter but muskier.
The courses arrived and were eaten with the respect they deserved, each was a master class in Julian's culinary skills and it was easy to see why he had his Michelin Stars. Each course was served with a wine that enhanced and complimented the food. In respect to French custom even the children were offered a heavily watered down glass for them to taste.
The conversation ebbed and flowed until the main course was served. With it the wine waiter brought out a couple of bottles of the '76 family reserve. When each of us had a glass, George got to his feet.
He looked around at us and said, "My friends, seeing my daughter happily sitting at the same table as me. Watching the way her new and old families are becoming one and knowing she's forgiven a foolish old man's stupidity, makes me so happy. My only regret Simone, mon chéri, is that your mother isn't here to see this."
He raised his glass, "Helene." We all raised our glasses, I heard Simone's whispered 'Mummy', and I held her hand.
He looked at me and smiled, "And Andrew, his love for my daughter has brought us to this place, and it's going to be my privilege to walk my daughter down the aisle... Err beach." A roll of laughter from around the table interrupted him briefly. "Thank you Andrew for bringing my daughter back to me." Again he raised his glass, "Andrew and Simone."
We sat as the rest of the table stood and drank to us; we kissed to a round of applause. I stood and gave a quick reply and then we settled down to enjoy the rest of the meal.
As I sat a new voice could be heard from the doorway. "Yes, let us raise our glasses to the whore and her pimp who stole my life and my children."
Shit it was bloody Bernard. He stood in the doorway with half empty wine glass in one hand and a bottle in the other, it was obvious that he was drunk. As the room fell silent he took a sip and then threw the glass at the wall behind us where it shattered and showered us with broken glass.
Simone went white and I shouted at David and Lise over the screams to get the children out of there. Anna was shaking and sobbing as David scooped her up, and he followed Lisette as she pulled a wide-eyed Michael out of the room.
He spat out, "I had it all, the business was going to be mine. The house was mine. The children had abandoned you. You were dead to your father, and all because I'd found a dick-head to corrupt you."
"Everything I had, my job, my home, my children, this whore has taken away from me." He starred at me, "And you got it all back for her, you fucking asshole."
He started walking towards us and I moved around the table to meet him before he could reach Simone. He was taller than me and he moved in a self-assured way that made me re-evaluate just how drunk he was. His eyes were clear and calculating, and I began to suspect he was trying to get me to react and assault him.
He stepped sideways to get past me to confront Simone. I matched his move and for a few moments it looked like we were dancing. George came and stood beside me and he tried to reason with him. Bernard's response was to push him. George stumbled back crashing into a table, pulling the tablecloth with him as he fell to the floor.
One of the waiters approached Bernard. He turned and lashed out with the wine bottle in his hand striking him across the side of his face. The waiter reeled back blood pouring down his face. I grabbed at Bernard's arm knocking the bottle out of his grip.
"You fucking bastard," he growled, his hand lashing out at me causing me to dodge back. The next thing I saw was his other hand emerging from his jacket pocket clutching an automatic pistol.
Fuck, I thought, and then I leapt forward as he tried to take aim at Simone. As my hand reached his and my fingers closed on the pistol, a shot rang out. I felt a burning sensation on my arm as the bullet ripped through my sleeve before hitting the wall beside Simone.
I hung onto Bernard's arm forcing the gun into the air so that the second shot hit the ceiling. The next moment we were buried under several bodies as Julian and several of the chefs jumped on us, my head hit the stone floor and the room went black.
It was several moments later before I regained my senses, my head was resting on Simone's lap. Kirsten was sitting beside her. One of the restaurant's other guests was at her side, and when he saw my eyes flutter open, he introduced himself as a doctor. As I looked around the room I saw Bernard being restrained by a pair of gendarmes and led out of the room in handcuffs. The doctor checked me over and was satisfied that I was only slightly concussed and while I was going to have a nice bump I was going to be ok. There was a red scrape along the inside of my wrist where the first bullet had grazed me.
I was trying to sit up when a senior police officer appeared. He seemed to know George and Julian by the way he greeted them. He and George spoke for a while, and then he conferred with some of his colleges. Finally, he came over to me and Simone, by now I was sitting at the table as the doctor cleaned the bullet graze.
He spoke to Simone, "Madame, I've given your father permission to take the children home, their aunt and your friend Lisette are taking them back to the boat, but I need you and your fiancé to stay here for a while to answer a few questions. Would you like to see them before they leave so they can see that you are ok?"
"Please," she murmured, and followed an officer outside.
He looked at my daughter and Christine, and asked who they were.
I replied, "This is Kirsten, my daughter, and Christine, a family friend's daughter. They are staying with us for the next couple of weeks."
He shook their hands and asked them to give a statement to one of his officers and then they could leave. He checked with the doctor that I was fine and both of us reassured him that I was fine. Simone returned and sat down beside me and we described the events of the evening to him.
At the end he sat back in his chair and smiled at us. "We will need to get a psychiatric evaluation done on your husband Madame, but I see no reason to detain you. If you could come to the police station tomorrow morning to sign a statement you can leave now."
He turned to me, "I need the police surgeon to document your injuries so I'd like you to come to the station now. We can take your statement at the same time."
Simone decided to come with us and give her statement so we wouldn't need to worry about it tomorrow.
~ ~ ~ ~ ~
Aftermath
It was past one in the morning when the police car dropped us off by Rosie. We found Lise, Kirsten and Christine waiting for us on the sofa in the main cabin,
Lise jumped up and threw herself into my arms, and then hugged both of us.
Kirsten said, "Christ, dad, you frigging scared us!"
Simone asked, "Michael and Anna, are they alright?"
Lise replied, "They're fine, they didn't see anything after he threw the glass. David and I got them out through the kitchen and they didn't even hear the shots. We got them back here after the police said we could. Rachael put them to bed and gave them a mild sedative the doctor gave her. They are fast asleep. She's only just left, she said she'll come by in the morning to check up on them."
Of course Simone had to check on them, quietly opening the cabin door. I peered over her shoulder, and we could see them tucked up in the bunk beds. We came back looking relived.
Lisette said, "So what are they going to do with Bernard?"
I responded, "They say they need to get a psychiatric evaluation done. It looks like they are going to charge him attempted murder, but nothing's been decided yet. They've got our statements and if it ever gets to trial they will need us as witnesses."
Christine and Kirsten came over to Simone and I. Kirsten said, "Dad, did you hear what Bernard said about finding someone to corrupt Simone?"
"I heard him say something, but I wasn't paying that much attention to what he was saying, rather what he looked like he was about to do."
Simone whispered, "Shit Andy, do you think he set me up and then got Robert to make me fall for him?"
"It would explain a lot, everything did seem to fall in place very easily for Bernard and Robert. I think I'm going to have a word with Pete about getting someone to investigate Robert."
After the long traumatic events of the day Kirsten and Christine were eager to get to bed, so they said goodnight and disappeared in the direction of their cabin.
The three of us sat down on the sofa Lise handed us each a nightcap, I sat in the middle and they curled up on either side of me.
I said, "Well, we've had better nights out haven't we!"
"Why do you think he did it?" Lise asked.
Simone said, "I don't know, I just want to put it behind us. All I could think was that he was going to take my family away from me again." She started to weep, and Lise and I hugged her.
I kissed away her tears and she smiled at us. "How's my wounded soldier?"
"Sore and I feel stupid that I managed to knock myself silly hitting the floor."
I sat back and sipped at my drink, "We have the rest of the weekend before Lise needs to go back to the Sorbonne, let's enjoy the time we have left." I kissed Simone, then Lise. Lise took my hand and placed it on her breast, and I slid the other under Simone's top and ran my fingers along the curve of her breast.
Lise lent forward and unzipped her dress and slid it down to her waist so I could touch her nipples. They grew hard under my circling fingers
Lise said, "Shit, I don't want to go, oh I know I need to go, I'm just not looking forward to it. Will you come and visit me as often as possible?"
"Of course we will," Simone said, as I sucked Lise nipple into my mouth.
"Ohh god," she whimpered. "Do you know that my nipple is directly connected to my cunt?"
"Hmmm," I murmured with my mouth full.
She looked at us, "I'm really worried that I'm going to miss the sex too much that I might do something I'll regret and put our relationship at risk."
Simone said, "You still don't fully understand the concept of the 'family' do you? Lise looked at her slightly confused. Simone turned to me, "You understand this better than I do, and god you created most of the concepts!"
So I continued, "As the three of us have agreed that we are in a relationship within the 'family'. It's important that if you find someone you want to sleep with you need ask our approval first. I can't imagine we would say no but we all need to follow the guidelines. And most importantly you must observe the 'family's' safe sex rules for affairs outside the 'family'."
She grinned, "Absolutely no unprotected sex!"
I smiled at her, "We will do the same to you if we ever find ourselves in the same situation."
She looked apprehensive, "And if I say no?" she asked.
"Then nothing will happen," Simone replied. Then she groaned as my fingers found their way completely under her top to caress her breast.
I had a thought, "Have you set your 'family' boundaries yet?"
She nodded, "Kirsty helped me set them. I said I would consider sex with anyone in the 'family' if you two were with me and ok with it." Then she looked at me and said, "I said no anal except with you."
I raised my eyebrows.
"Yes, I know we haven't yet," she said, "But I was sorta hoping and before this evening it looked like I was going to get lucky."
I grinned, "I think there's still a good chance you will still get lucky." Lise blushed and smiled.
Simone asked, "Are you alright with our 'family' boundaries?"
"Yes, I'm good with them. It's so nice that we are free to enjoy the 'family' if we want, but we don't have to if we don't want to."
I said, "And that the family in a nutshell, we support and love each other. The passion we have for the other members of the 'family' is just one of the ways we show that."
Lise smiled, "Well this member of the 'family' would like her lovers to take her to bed and ravish her before the children wake up. I haven't had this plug up my ass all day so I can just get a good night's sleep."
I stood up and held my hands out to my two lovers and pulled them up from the sofa. Lise's dress slid to the floor and she stepped out of it. She walked in front of us to the cabin dressed only in her thigh high stockings and her heels. I picked up her dress and Simone and I followed her with our arms around each other.
~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
Recovering our love
As I walked in Lise had settled down on the bed. Simi turned to face me and stood waiting for me to undress her. She knows that I like to unwrap my presents slowly. I took the bottom of her top in my hands and slowly began to lift it up. As I did so I bent and kissed the skin as it was exposed. Slowly working my way up as more of her skin became available to my questing mouth. Each kiss was greeted with a tiny moan of appreciation.



I reached the soft curve of the underside of her breasts. I ran my tongue along the curve until I found her hard nipples. I sucked first one then the other into my mouth. Her moans became a groan and she shivered under my fingertips. She raised her arms and her top completed its journey to the floor.
As I stood there with Simone in my arms, a pair of ghostly hands slid round me and undid the buttons on my shirt. I shrugged it off with Lise's help, and I felt Simone's hard nipples boring into the flesh of my chest. I knelt and unzipped the skirt and began the process in reverse, slowly pulling it down and kissing her belly as it appeared. My tongue found the tiny down trail that starts below her belly button and leads to the thin strip of her kitty fur and followed it down to the top of her slit. As my tongue delved into her slit, her fingers grasped my hair holding my head still.
She moaned, "Oh god, oh god I love you." And stepped out of the skirt as it pooled around her feet. She sank down to her knees and clutched tight her mouth glued to mine.
At my lovers' urging I stood and their hands removed my trousers and briefs. I gasped as my cock freed from its constraints sprang out and gently slapped Simone's face. She laughed and grasped the shaft, her mouth enveloping the fat head, her tongue running round the groove between shaft and the glans.
Lise pulled me on to the bed and Simi crawled up beside me. "This young lady wanted to be ravished," she reminded me. She reached to the bedside table and waved a bottle of lube at me.
"Ohh yes, I knew there was something I'd forgotten," I said. Lise playfully punched my arm. Christ, I must remember never to get her pissed with me as it hurt.
We started to caress and fondle Lise, and it wasn't long before she was writhing and moaning under our joint assault. Simone was sucking and nibbling on her breasts and I was between her legs licking her labia and teasing clit as it rose from its hiding place. My fingers appeared like magic inside her, seeking and finding her sweet spot. She bucked and gasped under our combined effort. Her gasps coming louder and faster until she came, her orgasm racking her body.
She lay back between us gathering her wits, her hands casually stroking our bodies and she sighed in contentment. Then she turned over and wriggled her butt in the air.
She looked at me with desire in her eyes, "Now please can we fuck my ass, I've been waiting all day for this."
Simone kissed Lisette then smiled and smacked her ass, Lise went, "Ohhhh," and raised her ass even higher.
I picked up the lube and handed it to Simone. Then before I could remove Lise's butt plug, Simone stooped me. "I want to get under her, I want to suck her clit and watch your cock as you fuck her from behind."
She lay down on her back, pulling Lisette above her, with Lise's clit and pussy poised above her face. Simi's hands pulled Lise's buttocks apart and I eased the plug out of her asshole and with my fingers worked some lube in and round her brown puckered hole. My fingers pushed past the fluttering anal sphincter and she arched her back and hissed. I felt Simone's warm breath on my hand and hear the slurping sound as she sucked at Lise's clit. Lise was moaning now, and pushing herself back against my fingers.
As I made sure my cock was well lubricated, Lise dropped her head and buried it in-between Simone's thighs, and Simi groaned and gasped. I shuffled forward, my legs both side of Simone's head, and pushed my cock head against Lise's sphincter.
The engorged purple mushroom head breached the virgin gates. She groaned and tensed, anchoring me in place.
"Relax love," I grunted, and Simone whispered words of encouragement.
It took a few moments but I felt the tight ring relax and I advanced a couple of inches.
She gasped, "Ohh fuck, that's big, give me a moment."
I paused letting her get used to her invader, and then slowly pushed all the way in until my balls nestled against her pussy lips. Simone's tongue swept across my balls.
"It's ok you can fuck me now," Lise commanded in a shaky tone.
I started thrusting in and out of her slick rectum. Below us Simone mouth fastened like a limpet on to Lise's clit, and Lise returned the favour. I could sense Simone's fingers as they moved inside Lise, only two layers of flesh between me and her.
Both women were moaning and groaning. I was panting with the effort as I thrust harder and deeper and there was a meaty slap as my thighs hit the back of her legs. I could feel the pressure building up in my balls signposting the need to release my sperm into the depths of my lover.
In the end it was Lise's fingers inside Simone, triggering her climax that pushed us all over the edge. Simone's cries and her shudders pushed Lisette past the point of no return. She screamed and arched her back pushing hard back against me. Her muscles tightened and the additional pressure was too much and I came deep inside her. Ropes of my milky cum filling her rectum as I shuddered and falteringly completed my last thrusts.
As I finally pulled out, cum trickled out of her running down between her legs. I rolled over onto my side, Lise collapsing beside me. Simone sat up and found the wet wipes on the bedside table, and carefully cleaned up my slowly deflating cock. She licked it and smiled at the clean taste. She came and curled up in my arms.
Lisette moulded herself to my back, her arms around both of us. I let one of my arms drop back and my hand stroked her hip. She whispered, "Thank you; I've never felt as close to you as I did tonight."
I think I was just about to fall asleep when I heard Lisette ask us. "Can I come to Dubai with you? Not for the whole trip of course, just the weekend. I could fly in on the Friday and join you and leave on the Monday. What do you think?"
Simone said, "I think that sounds fun, we should do it."
"Yes," I agreed. "Remind me to book the tickets tomorrow, but you need to remember that the main reason we are going over is to ensure that Angie is pregnant."
"I know it's just I don't want to be on my own on my birthday."
I turned to face her and Simi rose up on her elbows to look at her. "When is it?" I asked and Simone asked, "You'll be twenty?"
"Saturday and yes I'll be twenty, I was planning to have a party in Paris but then I realised it was the weekend you two were away. I just didn't want to celebrate it without you. I was going to ask you earlier this evening, but ... well you know how that went."
Simone said, "I know; look why don't you get a few friends together on the Tuesday evening for a pre-birthday celebration. That's the night we are staying with you."
"Oh yes please, I'd like that, there are a few of my friends I really want you to meet."
I rolled onto my back and the two women curled up one on each side. I glanced at the clock and groaned to myself. Three-thirty, only a few hours before the bed was going to get its next set of small invaders.
Simone looked at me, her head on my shoulder, and her lips seeking mine. She took my hand and drew it down to her ass. I felt the butt plug still secure in her ass. "Am I allowed to remove it Master?" She whispered, "Or am I still being punished?
Bugger, with everything else I'd almost forgotten she still had hers in-place. "Christ I'm sorry, of course you can take it out, here let me help," I said.
"No I'm ok," she murmured, "I'll just go to the bathroom and clean up." She slid out of the bed. I watched her walk to the bathroom and heard her turn the water on in the shower. There was something in the way she moved that disturbed me. Lisette was breathing slowly as she dropped off to sleep so I kissed her cheek. I slid out from under her arm and got out of the bed. I pulled the cover over her and tucked them in.
Simone was standing under the shower letting the water cascade over her. The jewelled butt plug laying by her feet. I don't think she saw me come in the room. She jumped as I opened the shower door and slid in behind her.
She turned and hugged me tight to her body, her face turned up to mine. The water streamed off her hair and run down her face masking the tears I knew were there.
She cried softly and said, "I don't understand why he did what he did, why he put the children at risk? Andy, am I such a bad person he wants to kill me?"
I picked up the sponge and gently washed her body as I spoke. "What happened tonight was started by Bernard years ago. I don't think he could cope when all his plans collapsed around him. He just lashed out at the people he thought caused it, forgetting that he was the one that instigated it all."
"Are you sure?"
"Of course I am. We wouldn't have had to respond the way we did if he had left us any other choices. There's an old saying, 'He made his bed and now he has to lie in it'. At least I think that's how it goes."
She looked at me with the hint of a smile before whispering, "Thank you love."
I finish washing her and I wrapped her in a towel and grabbed one for myself. I went to go back to the bed but she stopped me. Taking my hand she led me to the main cabin, pausing to check on the children. We sat on the sofa, and she curled up on my lap. I could smell the shampoo in her damp hair as she tucked her head under my chin.
"Please hold me and make love to me," she whispered her need evident in the desperation in her voice.
I unwrapped her towel and opened mine. My cock was just about firm enough and she swung her leg over me and I guided the head between her swollen kitty lips. She moaned as she sank down enveloping my shaft in her wet, warm passage. We sat still and kissed deeply, our tongues caressing. She groaned as she felt my cock growing and filling her.
She looked into my eyes, "Oh God, I love you, I want to feel you cum inside me."
We moved in unison, me rising as she fell. My pubis grinding against her clit. My hands were supporting her buttocks, hers were around my neck as we moved as one.
Simone moaned continuously, "Ohh...ohh...ohh...ohhh." And I panted in counterpoint. I felt her cunt spasm and she cried out as she came, her orgasm washing over her.
The ache in my balls grew signalling my impending orgasm. "I'm going to cum," I gasped.
"Fuck, fill me."
A last few thrusts and my cum surged through my cock filling her, coating her cervix, triggering her last orgasm of the night.
We sat still, staying joined, my cock throbbing as she milked the last drop of cum from me.
We had our arms around each as we came down from our highs. I kissed her nose, and she smiled then kissed me. Sweat trickled down her chest. I licked the salty liquid from her breasts and kissed her nipples.
"I love you," I told her, and she kissed me and sighed contentedly. "I don't know about you, but I need my bed."
As I spoke, I thought I saw a shadow at the top of the stairs leading back to where Christine and Kirsten were sleeping. I wondered if one of them or both had somehow heard Simone and me fucking, or had even watched us. After all, we were in public space. I'd have to see if either of them said anything to me tomorrow. The thought of being watched by Christine or even my daughter somehow excited me in a way I'd never felt before. They were part of the 'family' and I wondered if I should consider them fair game the way I did the other females.
Simone eased herself off me, using the towel to wipe up the mess of cum and her juices. We headed back to the bed and crawled in beside the sleeping Lisette. She stirred in her sleep and move against me. Simone curled up on my other side, her leg resting over mine.
I lay back listening to the sounds of the water lapping against the hull of the boat, and the soft wheezes of my lovers as they drifted off to sleep.
~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
To be continued.
Please comment and vote, constructive criticism is always welcome.
I will try to reply to e mails.
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Simone eased herself off me, using the towel to wipe up the mess of cum and her juices. We headed back to the bed and crawled in beside the sleeping Lisette. She stirred in her sleep and moved against me. Simone curled up on my other side, her leg resting over mine.
I lay back listening to the sounds of the water lapping against the hull of the boat, and the soft wheezes of my lovers as they drifted off to sleep.
~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
Sunday started with a crash, waking the three of us up with a start. Literally a bang as the tray of coffee mugs Anna was carrying hit the floor. Anna had tripped over my trousers I'd left in a pile at the bottom of the bed, as she brought our morning coffee to us. Why is it, regardless of the situation women always seem to fold their clothes neatly, and men leave them where they fall?
The problem was none of us could jump out of the bed to help her as the sum of the clothes between us was zero. I somehow managed to snag a tee-shirt from the floor and it was immediately wrenched from my hands by Simone. She performed a shimmy under the covers before standing up, the tee-shirt falling to her mid thighs. She gathered a crying Anna from the floor and hugged her, kissing the tears away.
Kirsten appeared at the door and she tossed us a pair of towelling robes from the bathroom. Lise beat me to the bathroom and I heard the shower running as I helped my daughter clear up the mess. Simone came in carrying Anna on her hip and Anna held her arms out to me.
I took her and she whispered, "I'm sorry I broke the cups."
"It's not your fault darling," I said as I kissed the top of her head. "It was mine, I shouldn't have left my clothes lying on the floor."
"You're not angry with me?"
"No, of course I'm not. I love you."
She looked at the dressing on my forearm and asked, "Are you hurt, did my father do this to you last night?" I looked at Simone for guidance in how to answer this thorny question.
She came to my aid and replied, "We don't know how it happened. It's just a scratch, but the doctor wanted to keep it covered so it doesn't get infected."
Lise appeared wrapped in a towel, rubbing her hair dry. She sniffed me and said pointedly, "You need a shower; I've left you some hot water."
Simone said, "Too late it's mine," as she nipped behind me and into the bathroom
"Fu...dge," I said as I caught myself, remembered Anna in my arms.
She smiled at me and giggled, "You were going to say a bad word weren't you?"
I grinned back at her as I put her down. "Maybe, but I'm not going to tell you. Do you want to go and annoy you sister and help her with breakfast while I have a wash and get dressed?"
She smiled at me and nodded and disappeared off to the galley. I went into the bathroom and closed the doors. I slid into the shower behind an unsuspecting Simone and wrapped my arms around her. The hot water streamed over the pair of us.
"Gotcha," I murmured.
She lent back into my arms pressing back against me and whispered, "You can catch me any time you want my love."
I ran my hands down her slippery body, marvelling at the way the skin felt under my fingertips. I cupped her mons and she sighed and opened her legs, inviting me to slide my fingers between them.
"I just can't get enough of you," she sighed, and then she moaned as my fingers slid through the fine hair of her landing strip, then along her slit caressing her soft alluring kitty lips.
I leant back against the shower wall for support and she pushed back on to me. My firming cock nestled in the cleft between her buttocks and my fingers moved inside her seeking and finding her G-spot. My other hand was on the breast, my fingers pulling at her nipple. She moaned and whimpered as my fingers moved forcefully, fucking her, teasing her.
"Oh fuck, you sneaky bastard," she gasped.
"Who me?" I murmured innocently as I nuzzled and nibbled the back of her neck.
"Yes, you bastard. You know just which of my buttons to press so I can't resist you. Ohh fuck, that feels so good." She sagged against me and I had to support her as she came, her cunt spasming around my fingers.
She lay back against me, letting me support her under the shower of water as she enjoyed the warm afterglow of her orgasm. She sighed and turned, her lips seeking mine in confirmation of our love. Her hand dropped down between us and grasped my firm cock, squeezing the shaft and erotically pulling me back and forth. I groaned and picked her up. I needed to sink myself into her, my cock desperate for the warmth and tightness of her cunt.
"Fuck, I need you," I groaned. She responded by squeezing tighter and rubbing my shaft along her wet slit.
I lifted her up and carried her out of the shower. I sat her down on the vanity pushing the makeup and lotion bottles out of the way. I sucked her nipple into my mouth, my fingers laced under her ass. Simone wrapped her legs around me and took hold of my throbbing hard cock. She teased herself, sliding the purple head back and forth along her swollen kitty lips. Gasping as she rubbed her clit before guiding the engorged head of my cock between her slick kitty lips so it sat at the entrance of her passage. I groaned as the sensations ran along my cock. With a quick thrust I pushed all the way in until our pubic bones ground together.
"Oh fuck," I gasped, "You're so fucking tight." There was no tenderness to my love making, just hard brutal thrusts. My hands clutched at her ass cheeks pulling her hard against me. For some reason, I knew this was the style of lovemaking we both wanted that morning.
All Simone could do was moan continuously, "Ohh...Ohh...Ohh...Ohh," in rhythm to my movements. She was rolling her hips seeking to meet my thrusts. Her head was back, resting against the mirror behind her. Her eyes were glazed as she concentrated on the sensations radiating out from her vagina and creating explosions of pleasure throughout her body.
I felt her heels digging into my buttocks as she urged me to move faster and harder. Her anklet scrapped my side but I didn't care. The heavy sensation in my balls grew as I neared my orgasm, thrusting harder, my balls slapping her ass. As I felt the burning start to surge through my cock, my thumb rubbed her hard clit sending her over the edge. I growled as my cum pulsed out, filling her. She cried out as the hot jism coated her cervix, her own orgasm racking her body.
A last hard thrust and I shuddered to a halt deep inside her, our mouths joined in a long passionate kiss. Her cunt continued to twitch milking the last drops of cum from me, making both of us gasp.
When I finally pulled out and stepped back, Simone slid of the worktop to her knees and sucked my deflating cock into her mouth. She smiled as she tasted the cocktail of our juices, and licking me clean. She stood up with a grin on her face and I kissed her, tasting us as my tongue invaded her mouth, sharing the last of our juices.
As I looked at her I watched as a streak of my cum trailed down the inside of her thigh. I ran my finger up collecting the juice and brought it up to our mouths for a last taste. Our tongues met and she sucked it into her mouth. She offered me the last of our cocktail and I claimed it with my tongue.
"I love you, I can't imagine a life without you" I told her, and she wrapped her body round mine in agreement.
We jumped back under the shower to quickly clean up. There was no playing this time, just a long kiss. Five minutes later and looking a little sheepish we appeared in the galley. Simone had that wonderful glow that a post coital woman seems to exude. The three adults sitting at the breakfast bar eating toast, all gave us knowing looks. I could hear the children playing on the laptop in the wheel-house.
Lise grinned at both of us, her face raised for a kiss which she dually received from both of us.
She said, "I can still taste you. It's a good job the kids couldn't hear the pair of you!" Kirsten and Chrissy smirked at us, and I could feel my face reddening.
"What are we going to do today," I asked hoping to change the subject.
Kirsten replied, "George and Rachael said they would drop by this morning to check that the kids were all ok. And I think that the police want to speak to us again this morning about the events at the restaurant last night."
"So it looks like we are stuck here for the day," I mused, "Any ideas about how we can keep Anna and Michael from getting bored?"
"I wouldn't worry," Chrissy said, "They are happy for the moment and if they get bored later Kirsty and I will take them out. Anna will like being with her new big sister."
"Thank you darling," Simone said.
I heard squeals of 'Grandpapa and Auntie Rachael' coming from the Wheelhouse and knew that George and Rachael had arrived. Moments later George appeared followed by Michael. Rachael entered the cabin a couple of moments later with Anna in her arms.
George and his daughter hugged and for the next hour or so we all discussed the events of last night while we waited for the police to arrive.
It was gone eleven o'clock by the time the police arrived. The senior officer from last night, a Capitaine Mioni and his Sargent sat down with us. Lise got us all coffee. We all went through our statements, and then he brought us up to date with the rest of the investigation. The doctors they had asked to evaluate Bernard believed that he had suffered a complete mental break down and most likely would not be fit to stand trial. He'd been transferred to a secure psychiatric hospital for further evaluation.
Simone looked relived, and then asked the question we'd all been thinking. "Do you think he intended to kill us?"
Capitaine Mioni gave one of those quintessential Gallic shrugs and said, "I don't think we will ever know. But given how he acted we can assume that he wasn't carrying the pistol for self-protection."
I asked, "Are we free to leave St Raphael, I'd like to move the boat downstream this afternoon if that ok."
"Yes that's fine; we have all the details we need."
The two policemen stood and George and I escorted them off Rosie. As the Capitaine was about to get in his car I asked if it would be alright if we wanted to leave the country for a holiday in a week or so. The good news was it would be fine but we would need to let them know where we would be in case they needed to contact us. At least our week in Dubai was still on.
We sat down on a bench on the bank for a few minutes; I think we both needed a few moments reflection.
I said, "I have to go to Dubai for business, I want to take Simone with me. Can you and Rachael look after the children while we are away?"
"Of course we can, when do you need to go?
"In ten days' time, we will be there for a week. I need to visit Pete and Angie and deal with some of the family financial issues that have built up while I've been out of touch."
We returned to the boat and I retrieved the laptop and sat down in the wheel-house. I opened the Air France web site and booked the flights for the three of us. To my embarrassment I needed to check with Simone and Lisette what their full names were for the bookings. They both gave me a hard time for that, and they were right for as Simone said 'We're good enough to make love to yet you don't know our names'. Of course I challenged them about mine that was not one of my better ideas. They reeled off my names, and then a bunch of other facts about me - things I didn't know about them. My daughter grinned at my embarrassment and I suspect she was the author of my downfall.
For future reference Simone is the Contessa Simone Helena Rachael Laurent-Duval and Lise is Lisette Nicole Thierry.
It's was nice that for once I didn't have to worry about the money so I booked us all first class seats. Simone and I would be flying out on the Wednesday, and because of her classes Lisette would fly out on the Friday to join us for the week-end.
I had a worrying thought that had been bouncing around my head since Saturday night and I picked up my iPhone and called Pete to ask his opinion.
He answered on the second ring, "Andy mate, it's good that you phoned. I was going to call you later today. You and Simone are still coming over aren't you?"
"We are, and Lisette's going to join us for the weekend, it's her birthday on the Saturday and we want to do something special for her. I just wanted to let you know our plans. I sorta wanted to know if I'm going to get any free time or is Angie going to be claiming all of it?"
"Well that's why we were going to call; we just got the confirmation today. Angie's pregnant, of course that's not going to stop her wanting you."
"Shit, that's great news Pete, I'm so happy for both of you." I broke out into a smile a mile wide that I wished Pete and Angie could see.
"I know she wants to talk to you, but I want you to know I'm really grateful for everything you did. Hang on she's picking up the extension."
Then I heard Angie's voice, she was almost shouting in glee. "We're going to have a baby, thank you, thank you, I love you." You could physically feel the happiness in her voice.
I grinned down the phone line, "I'm so happy for you two." I just couldn't resist teasing her. "I suppose that means I can cancel our trip as you don't need my little swimmers any more."
This time she did shout down the phone, "Don't you fucking dare! My egg may not need you but I sure as shit do." Then she calmed down a bit and said, "You are joking aren't you, you are still coming. Please tell me you are?"
"Of course we are coming, we'll be there Wednesday week, and I need you to organise a birthday party for Lise for the Saturday."
"Is she coming too...duh stupid question she must be if you are asking that. What do you want for her?"
"She can't come for the whole trip, just the weekend. We'd like to make her birthday special, it's her twentieth. She also wanted to get a feel for 'The Family' on this trip, so I'll leave that to your imagination."
"Hmm, I think I know the perfect place and I'll invite some of our friends. Fiona and Steve are going to be here so we can all get together. I know they want to see you and meet Simone and Lise. I saw Kirsten posted the news about you three on the family page."
"And...?"
"And nothing doofus, I think it's great news. Do you want to stay with us; we've got lots of room."
"Hmm, I was thinking that we could book a suite at the Burj and we could all stay there."
Pete said, "The Burj's not cheap mate."
"Well, I was thinking that A&R investments could cover the costs for its chairman."
I could hear Angie laughing in the background as Pete spluttered down the phone. "Shit, I knew you weren't going to let us get away with that."
Angie said, "Don't worry we will book you a suite."
"Make sure it's a two bedroom one, remember I said all of us should stay there, and I do mean ALL."
Angie went, "Ohh yes, play time," and Pete just gulped, I laughed at them.
There was still the item I'd called Pete to discuss, "Err Pete, we had a bit of an incident last night. Bernard attacked us at the restaurant; he took a couple of shots at us..."
"What was anyone hurt," he interrupted, and I could hear Angie trying to talk over him.
"No, we're all fine, a couple of scrapes and bruises. He's been locked up for psychiatric evaluation; I'm just wondering does that make any difference to the divorce proceedings."
Pete replied, "No, I don't think so, he's already signed the documents so it shouldn't make any difference. Look Angie's going to check right away with our legal department." I could hear her voice in the background shouting questions. I'd forgotten that Sunday was a working day in Dubai.
While we were waiting for the answers, I described the events of last night to Pete. It was a couple of minutes before she got back to us.
"It's going to be fine," she said. "All the documents have been signed and his solicitors have returned them to us. They just need to go to the courts to be registered and that is a formality that isn't affected by his current situation. Four weeks and the divorce will be final."
I said with relief coursing through my body, "Shit, that's good news; I had this horrendous thought everything was going to be put on hold."
I took the phone with me as I went below deck to the main cabin. I announced to everyone, "Angie's pregnant," and I put her on speaker phone so we could all congratulate the pair of them.
While the others talked to Pete and Angie, Simone put her arm around me and rested her head on my shoulder. She said, "You know you did a good thing don't you. It took me a while to understand how important it was to them that it wasn't an anonymous donor that helped them. It had to be someone that they both loved, and for them that meant it could only be you."
Kirsten brought my phone back to me, and gave me a kiss, "So I'm going to have a half brother or sister."
"True," I said, "but you know that this is going to be their baby not mine. It's going to be their decision if they ever tell the child the role I played so don't say anything without checking with them."
"I know and I've promised them I won't say anything, but," and she smiled happily, "They want me to be one of the godparents!"
~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
After all the events we'd ended up having to re-evaluate our plans for the week-end. Most of them we decided needed to be put on hold, so we had agreed to stay moored in St Raphael until the Monday morning. It wasn't my first choice, but in the end it was the easiest. The children were due back to school on Monday and George was supposed to be picking them up. Lisette also had to leave in the morning; next week was the start of her second year at the Sorbonne.
We ended up having a very lazy, getting to know you, Sunday afternoon playing board and card games with the children. For the record Anna is a ruthless Monopoly player, and I'm never going to play cards for money against George or Lisette.
We wound up the afternoon with a visit to a local pizza restaurant, the children's choice. After we had eaten, Michael and Anna decided, for some reason know only to them, that they wanted to stay with Rachael that night. I suspect they'd worked out that they would get an extra hour in bed in the morning if they stayed at Rachael's. They got their mothers approval, I felt she agreed as it was Lisette's last night and she wanted to make it special.
We went back to Rosie and packed their school books and bags. We hugged and kissed them. Then we waved them off with George and Rachael, with promises that we would all be there to watch Michael football match on Friday.
Kirsten and Christine decided they were going to drive down to Nice for a couple of nights to meet some friends. They were going to leave early Tuesday morning. They would be back late Thursday so we could all go to the match on Friday. Reading between the lines I think they had discussed between themselves that Simone and I needed some alone time. I had mixed feeling in that as much as I was going to miss them; I was really looking forward to some time alone with Simone.



That evening the five of us sat around talking and drinking. The realisation earlier that I didn't know as much as I should about my fiancé and our girlfriend spurred me to ask questions. I was also aware I really didn't know much about the relationship between my daughter and her lover. My questions had sort of evolved into a truth or dare game between all of us, as it appeared we all had questions.
I ended learning a lot of interesting facts as well as getting the opportunity to kiss and fondle all of them, including to my deep surprise Kirsten. She sat there watching the others claim my lap and hands as part of a dare. When it was her turn, she insisted on the same rights. She sat on my lap and holding my hand slid it under her top and held it to her naked breast, before kissing me then jumping up and returning to Chrissy with a happy grin.
Chrissy made a startling announcement, much to my surprise, but no one else's. In the midst of one of her truth moments, she said she intended to make love to me at some point during their stay. The others had laughed at the expression of shock that spread across my face. She'd come over to me and knelt at my feet, running her hand up and down my thighs. Sliding them up the legs of my shorts and grasping my semi hard cock. She told me she had already asked every one's permission so there was nothing I could do about it, just lie back and enjoy my-self. She made herself comfortable by my side for the rest of the evening.
She whispered, "Not tonight though, that's for you and your lovers, it's your last night for all of you to be together for a couple of weeks."
Then Chrissy wanted to know the full story of how I'd met her mother, so I told all of them the story of our first meeting in the student bar, and the fun and games we'd done in Saudi before I'd met Ros.
The evening ended when Lise grabbed my hand and dragged me towards our cabin, shedding her clothes as she did. I was soon in our bed with Simone and Lisette and our evening of debauchery began.
~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
I woke early on Monday morning sandwiched between my two lovers. Two different hands were tracing their way over my body, meeting at the junction of my legs and stroking the length of my morning woody.
I heard a giggle as I twitched under their attention. Simone chuckled, "Good you're awake, and we weren't sure after last night's efforts you'd wake up in time this morning."
"And good morning to you," I managed to crock out as I sat up in the bed, resting back on my elbows. Lise shuffled down and she ran her tongue along the length of my shaft. A mix of dried cum and pussy juice plastered her groin, that plus her red swollen pussy lips were clear evidence of the extent of last night's antics. She looked up at me and grinned, and then she sucked the purple head of my cock into her mouth. I wasn't the cleanest person either with cum from the three of us still matted in my own pubic hair.
I glanced at Simone's kitty and saw the same evidence. I'd left a couple of hickies on her breasts. I reached out and gently stroked her swollen kitty lips, and she winced. "Sorry," I murmured.
"Why love, I enjoyed every moment we spent getting like this. Just be gentle to-day please I'm sore."
"Come up here and let me kiss you better."
She smiled and rose up on her knees beside my head, and spread her legs inviting me to make good on my offer. I put my arm round her hips pulling her towards me. I ran my tongue slowly up and down her slit and she shivered under my fingers. The nub of her clit reappeared from its resting place and I teased it with the tip of my tongue.
"Oh god careful, I'm still so sensitive from last night," she moaned. I muttered encouragement from my occupied mouth. I eased a couple of fingers inside her and she moaned louder.
Meanwhile Lisette had decided that little Andy was hard and ready for her. She swung herself over me and guided the head of my cock between her swollen lips and slid down the shaft with a long low groan, until our pubic bones touched and I nestled against her cervix.
Her eyes opened wide and she said, "Shit I love this feeling, so full, so deep." She sat there not moving, just enjoying the sensations as my cock twitched. Her heart pendent nestled between her sweat coated breasts. She reached out and stroked Simone's back, then reached for her breast, pinching the nipple.
The combined action of my tongue and fingers and Lise fingers on her nipples was more than Simone's already sensitive body could take. She shuddered in pleasure as an orgasm hit her. She hissed in sensual gratification and it took her long moments for her to come down from her sexual high. She curled up beside me her head on my shoulder, watching as Lisette rose up and down, the shaft of my cock appearing and disappearing between her clutching labial lips. Her own body was still shivering in response to her orgasm.
Lise kept moving and I rolled my hips to encourage her. She leant forward and kissed Simone. She moaned as the sensations grew deep in her belly, radiating out to her pussy and nipples. Her fingers that were pinching her nipple drifted down to rub her hard clit. Her finger tips were moving so fast I almost couldn't see them.
Her moans grew louder and more urgent, a repetitive 'Ohhh' until she shuddered to a halt. Her body bent forward, her head resting on my chest. The muscles in her cunt clutching at my cock as she came, her orgasm washing over her body. I came as well but it was a dry orgasm, there was nothing left in me, they had milked me dry the night before.
She stayed where she was, resting on top of me. She just straightened her legs out either side mine for comfort and turned her face to Simone. Simone stretched out on her side resting her head on my shoulder and draped her leg over both of ours and we dozed.
~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
Sunlight streaming through the porthole woke us a second time that morning, and I groaned as I stretched. An urgent need presented itself and I slid out from between the still sleeping Lise and Simone and headed to the bathroom. After using the toilet I turned on the shower. While I waited for the water to warm up I cleaned my teeth and trimmed my beard. I stood in the shower enjoying the sensation of the hot water streaming over me. The door to the shower opened and Simone slipped in beside me. For a few moments we both stood still with our arms around each other, the water restoring us. Our lips joined as we drew our-selves into a long deep sensual kiss. Wash clothes in hand we washed the aches, pains, and dried fluids of last night away. I registered movement from the corner of my eye and saw Lisette sitting on the toilet through the water streaked glass. I stepped out to greet her, wrapping a towelling robe round my body.
She looked up at me with red rimmed eyes, "I know I'm being silly but I don't want to go, I love both of you so much it physically hurts. I've never felt this way before. I woke up in our empty bed and it scared me."
I pulled her up and wrapped my arms around her. She slid her arms under my robe "You're not being silly, we both love you, and we will miss you. You're just too bright not to finish your education."
The door of the shower opened and Simone said, "Let me have her. Come here I need to tell you something important." Lise joined her in the shower and I left them to their bonding session.
I dressed and went to the galley, Lise car wasn't picking her up until two o'clock. Pete had got the Paris office to send us the keys to the flat so she didn't need to leave as early as we'd first thought. She'd proudly presented Simone and me with copies of the keys. Her way of saying we were welcome at any time and she had no secrets from us.
The coffee was already brewing and Chrissy was sat at the breakfast bar.
"Where's Kirsten," I asked.
She laughed, "She's your daughter and you don't remember that she's not a morning person. She's still fast asleep; I don't expect we will see her for a couple of hours."
I sat down beside her and she poured me a cup of the nectar of the gods. I sipped the coffee and we talked about last night.
Finally I had to ask, "Why do you want to sleep with me, isn't it going to cause problems between you and Kirsten?"
She took my hand. "I grew up knowing that you and my mother have an unusual relationship and my father was fine with it. In fact he was more than happy with it. I asked my mother what it was about you that made her love you the way she does, and she just said I needed to experience you to understand. When I told Kirsten about my plans she just laughed and told me to enjoy myself and welcome to the family."
"You understand that the relationship I have with your parents isn't something that happened overnight. It took many years to become what it is now, and Ros was just as involved as I was."
Chrissy looked hard at me, "and I also know my mother would have left dad for you after Ros died but you wouldn't let her, why?"
"Because as much as I love her, I also love your father and I would never do any-thing to jeopardise their relationship. For Christ sake I was there when they first met. It was one of the happiest times of my life watching their relationship grow, as mine had with Ros."
I sipped the coffee and thought back to those days. "For a brief time, just before she met Mike, the three of us were a proper threesome. She and Ros were lovers until the day she died, they never lost that love. The four of us became the 'family' because we never saw ourselves as two couples, but as one interchangeable group. We did everything together. Mike and me, we rented a villa for the last few years we were in Saudi and the four of us lived there. You and Kirsten and Chris were all conceived in that villa, some of the happiest days of my life."
"Does that mean you could be my father," she asked with a worried expression on her face.
"No, that was one thing we didn't share and that was the conception of our children, Mike is your father that I can guarantee."
I felt a pair of arms circle me and soft lips kiss the back of my neck, and a murmured 'I love you'. I turned and Simone stepped in close settling between my open legs and kissed me.
"There's so much I don't know about you," she said.
"I have no secrets from you love, you just need to ask."
"I know and when the time is right I'll ask you all about her."
I asked, "Where's Lise by the way?"
"Packing her bags, she'll be along in a few minutes."
"Is she ok? She sounded a bit down, what did you say to her earlier?"
"I didn't need to say a lot, she just wanted to be reassured that we would still love her while she was away studying. I just needed to tell her that every time she missed us she just needed to hold her heart pendent to remind herself how much we love her."
I glanced down, and she saw the direction of my gaze. She raised her ankle and I saw the matching interlinked heart anklet.
"I know," she whispered, as she kissed me. "This is mine, you put it on me and only my dirty old man can take it off."
~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
Simone and Lisette stood with their arms around each other, watching as Kirsten and Chrissy helped me carry Lisette's bags to the waiting car and the driver squeezed them in on top of the rest of her stuff.
We'd spent the past few hours talking and sorting out our plans for the next couple of weeks. I'd printed out Lisette's ticket confirmation and given it to her earlier. She'd hugged me, pressing her lithe body against me, happy with the response that mine had given her. She whispered, "Eight days to Paris, then I'm going to make love to both of you so hard that all you will be able to do on the plane is sleep." My cock twitched against her in anticipation and she'd stroked the bulge in my shorts and smiled happily. We'd confirmed that we would stay with her the night before our flight to Dubai and it was beginning to sound like she had big plans for us.
The driver stood by the open rear door of the limousine and we knew it was time for her to go. She kissed my daughter and Christina, and then she stood in front of us, holding out her hands
She said in a tight voice trying to hold back the tears, "So much has changed; you found me and made me yours for the rest of my life. I've never loved any one the way I love both of you." She shook her head and held it up, straightening her shoulders. "I'm not going to let you down, I will make you proud of me."
We told her we loved her, and we could see the tears beginning to well up. She kissed us and then got in the car and it drove away. It had only travelled fifty metres before she was hanging out of the window waving goodbye. She looked so adorable.
I spent the rest of the afternoon with Simone and Kirsten updating the family website, and finalising a lot of the wedding details. It looked like every family member who could was going to be there. The other guests had all confirmed and I was pleased to see that Marylou asked if she could be there the two weeks. I shot her a quick email letting her know how much I was looking forward to seeing her again.
Kirsten is the site administrator and she had foolishly given me full rights. The problem is I'm a bit of a computer dinosaur and after I'd managed to delete a folder of photos by mistake she banned me from the laptop for the rest of the day while she sorted out my mistake. I admitted defeat and left the pair of them huddled over the screen looking at wedding dresses and went looking for Chris-tine.
I found her reading a book, sitting at a secluded outside table at the cafe that overlooked the boats' mooring. She was sipping from a glass of red wine and smiled and kissed me as I sat down beside her. I ordered a glass of red wine from the hovering waiter. She was looking beautiful in the late afternoon sun, no wonder the waiter had been standing so close and why he had given me a dirty look when I sat down. She was wearing a light blue dress that came to her mid-thigh. Her full breasts pushed at the fabric of the dress. The shadow of her areoles and the outline of her nipples clearly visible. She so reminded me of her mother at the same age it took my breath away.
I light heartedly complained, "Your lover has just banned me from my laptop."
She looked at me in mock horror and put her hand over her mouth, "Oh god what did you do, tell me it wasn't to the site?" I nodded.
"I managed to delete a folder of photos."
"And you are still alive?"
"Barely, I may need mouth to mouth resuscitation in a few minutes."
She leant close to me and kissed me, a long deep passionate kiss that I responded to and returned with interest. She drew back breathing heavily and looked into my eyes, "I think I'm beginning to understand what it is that mum sees in you."
She drew her chair closer to mine and rubbed her foot up the back of my leg. I held my hand out to her and she placed it on her thigh covering it with her own. We sat like that for a while as we watched the world go past.
Finally Chrissy asked, "Do you think Simone will let me sleep with you tonight, or should I wait until we get back from Nice?"
I didn't respond immediately, I just kissed her then I said, "I think that's something you need to discuss with her. Do you want her to be there as well?"
"I'm not sure, how would you feel if I want Kirsten."
I hadn't considered that option and if she'd ask me before last night I would have said no. Now I'm not sure what my answer would be. "I don't really know, it would feel a bit odd, but in the end it's your decision."
I walked my fingers up her thigh and she sighed and let her legs fall open. She slid down the seat slightly so she was hidden from casual view by the table. She drew up the hem of her dress as she did so. My fingertips brushed the damp silky material of her panties between her legs, and she drew her breath in sharply.
Her phone buzzed and she started. She read the text message out loud, "They want to know where I am and if I've seen you?" Her fingers flew across the key pad as she answered, "I've told them where we are, and that you are seducing me." I couldn't help it, I laughed and pressed my fingers firmly to the crotch of her panties. She gave a loud moan and I saw the waiter watching us, his arousal evident in the bulge in his trousers.
I could see Kirsten standing in the wheelhouse from where I sat, so I stood and waved attracting her attention. She waved back and a few minutes later I watched as she and Simone walked over to us. They'd both changed into dresses and I kicked myself for not bringing my camera. With the sunlight behind them and their dresses swirling around their thighs, they were absolutely stunning. My mouth was dry and my pulse was racing by the time they sat down beside us.
I ordered a bottle of wine and some snacks. Simone kissed me as she handed me some printouts of wedding dresses, there was one that stood out and I handed it back to her with a grin and a nod.
She laughed and turned to Kirsten, "I owe you ten euros, you were right he picked the same one."
"I told you my dad has good taste, you shouldn't be surprised, he did pick you."
Simone gasped and then she hugged my daughter. The wine and food arrived and I poured wine into our glasses. The four of us sat back and enjoyed the last of the sunshine.
Simone said, "The dress shop is in Paris, I've booked an appointment for next Tuesday afternoon for a fitting."
"What time is the appointment?" I asked
"Three o'clock, we should make it easily if we catch the nine-thirty TGV."
"Sounds fine, we can drop the bags off at the flat first, I hate lugging suitcases around if I don't need to."
We sat in silence for a while. I could feel Chrissy tensing beside me as she worked herself up to ask the question to Simone. But I think both of us were surprised when Simone spoke.
"Your daughter and I are going to have a bonding session tonight, I'm going to sleep in their cabin tonight and you are going to entertain her lover in ours."
I looked at the contented smirks on her and Kristen's faces. So choosing wedding dresses wasn't the only thing they had discussed.
Chrissy turned to her lover, "Are you sure, are you both ok with this. Cos if you aren't I won't do it."
Kirsten smiled at her and drew her into a long kiss that left them both gasping. "Course I'm sure. My mother told me before she died that every woman in the family should get the opportunity to experience my father. He's never pushed himself forward, but every one that did, came back again for more."
Chrissy looked surprised at this statement, then she asked her with an expression of intrigue, "What about you, have you ever thought about it?"
The table went quiet as the implications of her question struck all of us.
Kirsten blushed crimson, "I...Err," she looked at me and then dropped her eyes to her hands clutched in her lap. "Yesss...I've thought about it, but he's my father and I get so many mixed messages from him that I'm not sure what I want to do." She picked up her glass and drained it.
She finally looked at me and said, "Dad I know it's wrong but some times when I look at you or something you say hits me and the next thing I know I'm wet and I want you. I had a teenage crush on you, other girls had their pop stars, and I had you. I grew up knowing that women wanted to be with you. Mother and you weren't exactly circumspect over your activities."
I held my arms out to her and she came and sat on my lap just like she did when she was a child. "There's nothing wrong with feeling like this." I told her. "I sup-pose the question is more can we do it without hurting other people, rather than should we? Nothing is going to happen now because there are five people involved and only four are here and all of us would need to agree!"



I saw Simone and Chrissy nod in agreement, and Simone said, "I don't think anyone would say no darling, I just don't think this is the right time. Something like that need to be so special for both of you, not rushed."
Kirsten stood and there were tears in her eyes. She went over to Simone and kissed her, "Thank you mum, we have so much to talk about tonight."
"And there's so much I want you to tell me about your father."
My ears were burning so to change the subject I asked, "Is anyone hungry as I don't fancy cooking tonight." Every one nodded so the next question was where?
"Here?" I suggested.
Simone shook her head, "Not here I think, and the restaurant is closed on Mon-days. There is a little bistro off the main square that I've heard is quite good. Shall we try it?"
"Sounds nice," I said, "Shall we go then."
I paid the bill and we walked arm in arm to the main square then down the side street to the bistro. We were shown to secluded table and we enjoyed a very pleasant meal and a couple of bottles of the local red. We sat there for several hours relaxing and enjoying the companionship. I carried on regaling them with stories of my Saudi days.
Simone wanted to understand how the 'family' had evolved. Kirsten and Chrissy were interested as well and badgered me to tell them. So I agreed to explain what I knew. I just asked them to keep my glass topped up while I was talking.
"I suppose I need to explain some of the background," I said. "Most of this you already know, but it puts things in context. When I first went to Saudi, Julia came with me. For most of the first couple of years we were an almost couple."
Chrissy asked, "What do you mean an almost couple?"
"Yes well as you know, your mother and me, we had a unique type of relationship. It was almost like we loved each other too much. We were fine for a couple of months and then we would burn out and we would need time apart. We never fell out of love we just needed time to recharge the batteries as the say. At one point we had a threesome with Marylou until she left. Interestingly we discovered that with a third person involved, your mother and I could last a lot longer before we burnt out."
"I'd been there almost two years when I met your mother, Kirsten. It was a bit hit and miss in the beginning, if I'm honest. She didn't know how to take Julia. Finally we fell in love, and we got married. Then Julia joined us, she tried to stay away, to give us the room she thought we needed. It turned out that we all had feelings for each other, so she moved in with us, and that's how we stayed for a year."
I took a sip of the wine and continued.
"Your father was the next to arrive Chrissy. We had a mutual friend so he looked me up. He met your mother and well, you know what happened. Three months later they were married. He wasn't very sure about your mother's relationship with us. But slowly he realised that we weren't trying to threaten their marriage, if anything what we offered would strengthen it. That's when we rented the villa for the four of us. Your uncle Pete had been Ros's boyfriend when we first met. We kept bumping in to him and we all liked him so he became the fifth person and moved into the villa with us. I guess it was only three month before he met his first wife Ann, and she moved in almost immediately. Although it was a good year or so before they tied the knot."
"And there you have it, all the original members of the 'family' in one place. But at that time we just thought of ourselves as three married couples that enjoyed a mutual attraction and had lots of fun - sexual fun included. The early rules and savings accounts all came about because we needed some basic rules to live together and pay the rent and the bills. Pete was the hospital accountant so he took charge of the finances. It was a joint effort between Ros and me that turned the rules into the prototype 'family' rules."
As I spoke the waiter came and we all ordered coffee and a drink.
"We needed to have rules as others came and joined us. Jeff and Gillian were the first; they rented the other villa in our compound. Steve and Fiona moved in with them for their last couple of years. We were all married couples who put our partners first. But we were happy to play around if no one got hurt and everyone agreed. We supported each other, there was never a problem we couldn't solve when we put our minds to it. It just seemed to happen that most of the time they would come to either Ros or me for help and advice. The other thing that happened over time is that everyone fell in love with everyone else. We were an 'intentional' family that just happened to have many people in it rather than a single couple."
"Kirsten, you were born in eighty-seven, you were our New Year baby and you were the first of the 'family' babies who grew up in the villa. Chrissy you were born six months later. By the time we all left, just after the first Gulf war there were six children who'd lived there."
"We scattered all over, but we missed each other. So we kept the 'family' alive. We kept the bank accounts going, we all paid a bit into it each month. We used the money to pay for a big holiday get-together each year for all of us and to build an emergency fund anyone could draw from."
Kirsten interrupted, "Oh god, I remember those reunions."
"When we were able we would visit each other. Our home became the unofficial headquarters, and it was unusual if we didn't have visitors every couple of months. And of course we became the first port of call when there was an issue. That's it; I suppose, the rest I think you know. We've grown slowly, Pete and Ann got divorced, Pete met Angie, and then Ann met Paul. They're all members now. There are a few more now, and of course we have the older kids joining when they are eighteen. Pete and Angie have been building up our finances and investments, and Ros set down the last of the rules and you created the website."
I gratefully sipped some wine then Simone kissed me.
I said wistfully, "It seemed so simple and fun when we first started out, there's been a lot of heartache as well, but I didn't regret anything we did then and I don't now." My voice tailed off into silence and we all sat there quietly for a few moments.
Simone said what we were all thinking, "I think it's time we got back to Rosie, I'm tired and the girls are flagging."
I paid and we left. Simone walked beside me her arm wrapped around my waist. Kirsten and Chrissy walked in front of us holding hands and kissing every few steps.
"Thank you for that," she said, "There's so much I don't know about you."
"Are you sure about tonight, it almost feels like I'm kicking you out of our bed?"
"You silly man I wouldn't have suggested it to Kirsten and Chrissy if I wasn't sure, and it's her right as a member of the 'family' to spend at least one night with you."
"Since when?" I asked.
"Ever since Ros created the rule, it's in the 'family' charter."
"Where, I've never seen it."
"It's in the women's eyes-only section."
"So I've got to take your word for it, is that correct?"
She nodded and smiled at me.
When we got back to Rosie, Simone collected her night things from out cabin. She and Kirsten kissed us good night and left Chrissy and me alone.
I held my hand out to her and asked, "Are you sure about this? I won't be upset if you don't want to do it."
She looked at me and took my outstretched hand, "Scared, yes; want to do it, hell yes." She stepped close and kissed me. "Please take me to bed Uncle Andy... God...you don't know how long I've wanted to say that to you."
"Then it's time for bed, Beautiful," and I led her to the main cabin.
She stood in front of me at the foot of the bed. She was nibbling at her lips and I held her. She smiled at me gratefully and reaching up she loosened the shoulder straps of her dress.
I gently pulled the top of her dress down exposing her exquisite breasts. She shivered and instinctively crossed her arms in front of them.
"You are just as beautiful as your mother was when I first met her," I said.
She smiled back at me and relaxed her arms. "Does that mean you are going to unwrap me too?"
"Ohh, goody I do get an early birthday present."
She laughed remembering her mother's comments about our first meeting. She stepped forward wrapping her arms round me. Pressing her breasts and their hard nipples into my chest. Her head turned up to catch my lips with hers. My fingers stroked her bare back before sliding down caressing as they went, until I grasped her ass through the fabric of the dress, pulling her hard into me. She moaned as she ground her pelvis against me, feeling my cock growing between us.
I tugged her dress over her hips and it pooled at her ankles. She stepped out of it and sat on the edge of the bed wearing only her cream coloured panties. I slipped my shirt off and she reached out and unbuttoned the waist of my jeans, and the fly. She slid her fingertips under the waist of my jeans and briefs and eased them over my hips. She gasped as my erect cock sprang out as it was freed from its confines. She leant forward and kissed the crown and licked at the drop of pre-cum.
I knelt between her silky thighs and pulled her panties down and off her long smooth legs, revealing a smooth clean shaven mons divided by the start of her slit. Beads of pussy juice formed along her plump labial lips and the spicy scent of an aroused woman tickled the back of my nose. I blew across her lips invoking a gasp. I attacked the curves of her pussy with long, raking licks and listened to her contented moans. Her hands curled round the back of my neck pulling me in closer and holding my tongue in place over the top of her clit as it rose out of hiding.
I teased the hard nub with my tongue and lips and her fingers tightened in my hair. She rolled her hips back and forward pushing herself against me. She gasped and panted out my name in a liturgy of passion.
"Andy...oh fuck Andy, just there; fuuuck harder. Your fingers, fuck me with them pleeeeese."
I grinned at her need and slid a couple of fingers past her wet lips and into needy cunt. My fingers curled up slightly seeking and finding the slight difference that identified her G-spot. I found it immediately, if I closed my eyes it was just like her mother was writhing under my touch they were so similar.
Her body froze momentarily and she cried out as I teased her spot.
"Ohhhh...ohhh, ohhh God."
My fingers and tongue continued stimulating her. Her hand clutched at the bed covers, her knuckles going white around the bunched up fabric. She was panting incoherently.
"Ohhh...ohhh...ohhh...ohhh...ohhh fuuuck."
Her hips shook and she squirted over my face, gasping as she came. She lay there for a few minutes coming back to her senses, while I continued to caress her. She pulled herself up onto her elbows and looked down her body at me.
"My god, I'm beginning to see what my mother means about you." She paused and said, "Maybe you could teach Kirsty how to do what you just did to me."
She held her arms out to me and I slid up beside her. She reached down and grasped the shaft of my steel hard cock. I discovered how much her breasts were like her mother's as her areole crinkled and her nipples engorged as I kissed and suckled on them. She kissed my face and licked at her pussy juice that matted my beard.
She grinned at me, "I taste good, don't I."
"You do a hint of exotic spice amongst the sweetness. Yes, Darling, you taste magnificent."
"That's interesting; Kirsty says exactly the same thing."
I returned my attention to her body. Kissing my way down to her breasts from the hollow of her neck. The pulse in her neck throbbed under my lips. She worked her way down my body, kissing, licking and nibbling until she reached the crown of my cock. She gave it a couple of licks then she swallowed the head running her tongue around the grove. I gasped and rose up, pushing deeper into her mouth. She choked and grasped my shaft in her hands to control my movements. Her head bobbed sucking the crown while her hands slid up and down the shaft. I moaned deep in the back of my throat and she looked up at me over her hands.
She crawled up and threw her leg over me. Pausing as she poised above me, then grasping my cock she rubbed the crown along her sodden slit. She sank down slowly engulfing my length in her tight cunt, until her clit ground against my pubic bone and my glands nestled against her cervix. Her head bent forward as she panted, carefully rolling her hips as she grew accustomed to way I filled her. Raising her head she looked deep into my eyes, beads of sweat running between her breasts.
"Oh god, yes I understand now. God, I love you," she groaned. "Fuck me."
I grasped her ass and rolled her on to her back while staying deep inside her.
"Fuck, yessss," she whimpered, and wrapped her legs around me. Her lips found mine and we kissed with a passion that bordered on desperation. I was thrusting and she was rolling her up hips to meet me. She was nibbling at my lip and then she gasped and I felt her cunt clutch at me as a second orgasm washed over her, pussy juice trickling down her crack. I wanted to sink as deep into her body as I could until I was lost, and Chrissy wanted me deep inside her until our bodies completely merged into a single amorphous blob of love and passion.
I hesitated for a moment then I started swinging my hips rubbing my glans over her A-spot. Her response was immediate; her heels were pushing into the back of my thighs and her fingers digging into the flesh of my shoulders.
She was grunting incoherently as I kept moving my cock over her A-spot. My balls began tightening, and I knew I was growing close. I could feel Chrissy tensing, the muscles in her thighs trembling.
Then she came with a loud cry, "Fuuuuuccck." She shook and her cunt spasmed. The pressure pushing me over the edge, I came with a long grunt. My hot cum jetted out of me in thick ropes coating every interior square millimetre of her cunt. She arched her back, her buttocks completely off the bed before collapsing back down. Her orgasm continued to roll over her, gradually easing. It took several minutes before she opened her eyes, and she took a long sobbing breath.
I went to roll off her and she held me tight, my shaft still buried inside her. She croaked, "Please don't move, I want to feel you inside me for as long as I can."
I kissed her and gently rolled us onto our sides so I didn't squash her. She tightened her cunt muscles around me preventing me from sliding out. Her juice and my cum dribbled out of her to mat in my pubic hair and spread across our thighs. We kissed, a long deep kiss, and our hands kept stroking each other as we slowly came down from our mutual high.
There were tears in her eyes and I looked at her with a worried expression on my face. I kissed them away and she looked at me and smiled.
She said quietly, "I really didn't believe mum and the others when they told me sleeping with you would change my life. I could never understand how mum could even consider leaving dad for you. I can now!"
I started to reply but she stopped me with a single finger on my lips. "I know you'd never ask her, it's pretty obvious that you love dad almost as much as you love her. And that's why I could fall in love with you so easily. But I love your daughter too and you have Simone. We can all be happy together ... but I want to be like this with you often. I feel so ... different, and in such a good way."
I kissed her and she responded by tensing her cunt, my cock twitched and we both gave a little moan. My softening cock began swelling again, expanding to fill her passage made slippery by our combined love juices.
I pulled out and she groaned in disappointment. But I rolled her so her back was to me, pulling her back against me and raising her leg so I could enter her from behind. She was so wet and slick from before there was no resistance this time. Her groan turned into a moan of pleasure. I began to slowly and gently thrust in-to her. My hands ran up and down her body, hesitating each time they reached her breasts to tease her hard nipples. Her fingers inched down and she languidly rubbed her clit as I continued to move in and out. My cock head rubbing across her G-spot on each pass. I lavished kisses on her from behind, even able to suck on one of her gorgeous nipples as she half-turned towards me.
We moved together for several minutes, twice I felt her tense and softly cry out as she came, but I never stopped moving. Her free hand was round the back of my head pulling my lips close to her exposed neck. I kissed and nuzzled her neck. Her other hand reached between our legs, her fingers cupping and stroking my balls. She must have felt them tightening as she began pushing back to meet my thrusts. My orgasm built slowly from my balls then to the base of my cock be-fore gushing out in a stream of hot cum. I shuddered to a halt deep inside her, with a long harsh groan. She pushed back hard against me, her fingers rubbing hard against her clit. The hot cum and her fingers pushing her over the edge and she cried out as she came with me.
I wrapped my arms round her as I shrank and slid out of her.
I whispered, "Thank you, you were wonderful, I'll never forget this night."
She took my hand and kissed my fingers, and then placed it back on her breast. "I understand how my mother can say that she loves you, because I do too. I'm almost jealous of Simone and Lise, but I have our Kirsty."
I kiss the back of her neck and she moaned softly.
"Please hold me in your arms as I fall asleep," she asked, turning to face me
I did so, drawing up the bed covers over us, and listened as her breath slowed and she fell asleep curled up in my arms with my withered cock still snug inside her warmth.
I must have fallen asleep too, as I woke to a kiss. I looked up to see Simone and Kirsten standing by the bed. Both were just wearing panties and looked absolutely stunning in the light from the doorway.
Simone whispered, "We came to see if you wanted any company, we both missed our lovers.
I answered by drawing back the covers and they slipped in to bed with us. Simone curled up behind me and Kirsten behind her girlfriend.
I shivered as Simone nuzzled the back of my neck and my daughter reached out and caressed the curve of my jaw.
"Thank you Darling, I love you," I heard Simone whisper, and my daughter mumbled, "I love you dad."
~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
To be continued.
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Part 1
Retirement.
England the present;
I looked at the image on the monitors for one last time. Then I looked down at the patient on the table.
I told her, "That's it Mrs. Malone, we're all done, we've opened the blockage in your renal artery and the stent is in place. We just need to remove the tube that's in your leg and we can send you back to the ward."
I turned to my Senior Registrar, "Dave would you mind finishing up here? She's going to need a closure device." I looked at the clock on the wall of the Angio suite. "As of two minutes ago I officially retired."
"Sure thing boss, thanks for the help, I was struggling there," he replied. "I didn't think I was ever going to get across that stenosis."
"Ex-boss," I reminded him. "And it was just a case of using the right guide wire."
"True but I would never have thought of using a coronary guiding catheter and wire."
I pulled my gloves and my bloody surgical gown off and tossed them in the bin. I walked to the control room and hung up my lead coat. My lead glasses went into my pocket of my scrubs. I stretched, trying to work out the kinks in my spine.
Mila, the radiographer came over to me. She looked up at me, "Now you're re-tired Dr Fitzpatrick I can finally do this," and she stood on tiptoe and wrapped her arms round my neck and gave me a long sensual kiss that had my toes curling. She moved back panting slightly and blushed as our colleagues gave us a round of applause.
"Damn, I need to retire more often," I said, and then I bent down and kissed her again. "Thank you Mila." I looked around the room; I was going to miss this crowd.
I spoke to all of them, "Will I see you all at my place tomorrow?" There were a lot of nods and yes's from round the room. I had my own retirement party planned, and I sure hoped Mila was there with more of her kisses.
"Who else is going Mike?" Ann, the scrub nurse asked.
I replied, "Just the people I like." We both laughed.
"Good, does that mean I might get a kiss like that," she asked.
I laughed, "If you play your cards right and treat this old man properly, you could get lucky." I squeezed her shoulder in an affectionate gesture.
My official retirement party had been last week. It had been hosted by the hospital and populated with mostly the usual bores from my work; I'd missed seeing the people I liked. I'd arraigned a more informal do for Saturday for those people I wanted to say goodbye too properly.
I received a few more kisses and handshakes before I made it to the sanctuary of my office - my now empty office, the door standing open. Sally Fox, my secretary was packing away the last of my personal items into a box. I stood in the door and ran my fingers over the gold lettering watching her.
Professor M. Fitzpatrick,
Director of Radiology.


She came over and hugged me. Sally had been my secretary for the past thirteen years and a lot more than that for the past twelve. She'd arrived straight from the local college. A beautiful innocent eighteen year old redhead looking so nervous that all I'd wanted to do was wrap her protectively in my arms. Now I saw an even more beautiful and extremely competent woman.
She looked at me, then pointed at a photo on the desk, "I left that for you, I didn't want to pack it away with the rest of the stuff."
"Thanks," I sat down and picked it up. The face that looked out at me was that of Linda, my late wife. She'd died in a car crash twelve years earlier leaving me to bring up our twin girls, Gillian and Julia. They'd only been thirteen when she had died. Now they are both twenty-five and married, and have children.
I held my hand out to Sally. She came and sat on my lap and gave me a kiss. "I'm going to miss you boss."
"No regrets?" I asked.
She replied, "Never a one."

********************

The beginning.
England the Past;
Six months after Linda's death, I had reached my lowest point. The girls were staying with my sister and their cousins for the summer. I was drinking myself to sleep almost every night. I don't know how I was able to work. I know my colleagues covered for me a lot but it couldn't continue.
Sally had taken it upon herself to straighten me out. She had appeared one night on my doorstep; I had been half drunk and looked like an unshaven and un-showered slob. She took one look at me and had marched me into the bathroom. She'd forced me stand under the cold shower until I sobered up. I re-member standing in my soaking wet jeans and tee shirt shivering with the cold, my teeth chattering. She had stripped off my wet clothes, and dried me. She had led me to the bedroom and had put me to bed. Then she had undressed, climbed in beside me and held me until I fell asleep in her arms.
She stayed with me for a whole week, throwing or locking away all the alcohol in the house. She looked after me; she fed me and kept me clean. She held me in bed while I cried myself to sleep. She was my sounding board, and finally when she felt I was ready, she made love to me.
She became my closest friend, my confidant, wise beyond her nineteen years. She was the person the girls and I turned to whenever they needed a mother's shoulder. My daughters took to her as a surrogate stepmom even though she was only six years older.
Ever since that time, whenever she sensed I was sinking, she would appear on my doorstep. She might only stay a night or it could be a week. She might come over every few days then not for a couple of months. I asked her on numerous occasions to move in, but each time she would refuse. She told me that it wasn't what I really wanted or needed.
At work she was the epitome of a professional secretary. At home she was my sanity, and she never mixed the two. No one other than my daughters ever knew what she was to me and they never broke her confidence.
I'd thought it was all over four years ago when she met Clive Fox. Within a week they were engaged and less than two months later married. They were such a happy couple; I really liked Clive, although I started to grieve at what I thought my loss would be.
Three weeks after she first met Clive, was the anniversary of Linda's death. I was staring at an unopened bottle of single malt, and my hand was reaching out for it and the promise of oblivion it offered when the doorbell rang. I opened the door and Sally stood there with her overnight bag at her feet.
"What... What are you doing here?"
She looked puzzled at the question, "What do you think I'm doing!" She walked past me, picked up the bottle and put it away. Then she came and sat on the sofa.
I sat down beside her. "But what about Clive?" I said.
She looked at me with a steely glint. "I told him all about you Michael, on the very first day we met. And that any relationship we could have would have to include my visits to you."
"And he agreed?"
"Yes, but I did promised him that no one will ever to know. That I won't ever tell him what happens when I'm here. And when we are in in public I'm never to be anything but your secretary and his fiancé and eventual wife."
And so our unusual relationship had continued and over time had evolved. The visits became less frequent but still as important as ever to both of us. During the previous year they had only occurred a few times and this year it had been only the once on the anniversary of Linda's death. Most of our contact out of the hospital had been at an occasional meal or party, and Sally had usually been accompanied by Clive.

*******************

Realisation
England the present;
I was still looking at the photo when Sally got back from putting my stuff in the car. She looked at me and pulled out her phone. She sat down on the edge of my desk and dialed.
"Clive darling, I won't be home tonight..."
"Yes that's right he needs me..."
"I'm sorry too..."
"No I won't see you in the morning, there no point. I told you I was going over in the morning to help him get the place ready for the party. I might as well just stay over, I just need you to bring my dress..."
"It's hanging up on the bedroom door, and the matching underwear, you know the ones ..."
"Yes I need you to come over about four, before the others arrive..."
"Please don't forget the present..."
"Yes I know; I love you too."
She rang off and picked up Linda's photo. She took my hand and then led me for the last time from my office.
She followed me home in her old car. I pulled into the drive past the sold sign. She helped me unpack my car. Then we stood in the kitchen and I put my arms round her.
I said, "You do know that I'm OK, don't you?"
She put her finger on my lips, "I know, but this time I'm the one that needs you!" Her statement surprised me. I'd always assumed she had an occasional need to be with me - a much older man, but she'd never verbalized her need.
She went out to her car and returned with her overnight bag. I raised my eyebrows in surprise.
"I'm sorry!" she said with a catch to her voice, "but I planned this. This will be the first and last time I'm ever going to lie to Clive, but I needed this last night with you."
There were tears in her green eyes and she burst out crying. "I love you and you're leaving me."
"Sally, Sally, I love you like a daughter, much more than a daughter if I'm being honest. But it's Clive you really love, not me."
She looked at me, still with tears in her eyes. "I know; I love him too," then she said something that surprised me. "At least I think I do, but I do know I love you more than anyone!" She paused and stared into my eyes and added for emphasis, "Anyone, anywhere."
"Let's get a drink and sit down and talk about this."
I poured a couple of glasses of wine, and then led her into the somewhat empty lounge where we sat on the sofa. She kicked her shoes off and tucked her legs up under her before curling up beside me and putting her head on my shoulder in a loving gesture.
She asked, "But why do you need to go?"
I replied, "You know why. The hospital wanted me to take early retirement. So when I got asked to become the professor emeritus for radiology in Denver, it was just too good an opportunity for me to turn it down." I looked at her. "It's only going to be for two years then I'm coming back."
"But if you're coming back, why have you sold this place?"
"It's just far too big for me on my own. For god sake it's got six bedrooms. I would have sold it earlier if it hadn't been for the girls' frequent visits. I'm just going to buy something smaller when I get back."
"You will come back?"
"Of course, I will. You're here."
I looked at her, "There's not a lot of food in the house, I wasn't expecting guests. We could order in if that's OK with you."
Sally replied, "Or we could go out."
"Sally, I thought that was something we would never do as a couple for Clive's sake."
"One time can't hurt us, I want to do it. If we see anyone who knows either of us then its Dr. Fitzpatrick and Mrs Fox his secretary, and you are taking me out to thank me for the good work I've done for you for the past years."
"Well that's true at so many levels." I thought about my options and came up with a solution. "There's a pub I know about twenty miles away that serves re-ally nice food; how does that sound?" She hugged me and agreed.
"I need to get changed; I'm still in my scrubs. Do you want to freshen up?"
Sally smiled at me, "I would have gone with you whatever you were wearing. But if you are changing then I have got some less secretarial looking clothes in my bag." She picked up her bag and I led her upstairs and into my bedroom.
I said, "I'm going to grab a quick shower, I won't be a moment" I went in to the attached bathroom and stripped off my scrubs for the last time, throwing them in to the linen basket. My T-shirt and boxers joined them and I stepped naked into the shower. I've kept myself reasonably trim these past years, I'm six-one in my socks and I weigh a hundred and eighty pounds. My muscle tone is ok, I run a couple of times a week, and I still row my scull on the river at the week-end.
Through the water spattered glass I saw Sally had followed me into the bath-room, undressing as she moved. She joined me in the shower, something that we did occasionally.
I looked at her beautiful body, her long wavy red hair piled up on top of her head. She wasn't tall, the top of her head would rest on my cheek, but I am six foot one. She was slim and elegant, her breasts were slightly too large for her body, a generous C cup tipped with a prominent pink nipple. She'd shaved so all that was left was a ginger landing strip pointing in the direction of her slit.
"Clive's a lucky man," I told her as I started to wash her down.
She sighed in contentment as the soapy sponge ran over her breasts. "Tonight you are the lucky man," she whispered as she looked up at me for a kiss.
We showered carefully cleaning each other. I shivered as she soaped my semi erect cock.
"Down boy," she said as he twitched under her fingers. "I'm hungry and if we get started I'm not going to finish till tomorrow."
I said, "We can't have that, I don't want you to fade away."
I got out leaving her to finish. I dried off and put on a comfy pair of jeans and a soft cotton shirt. I sat on the bed and watched as she put her make up on then dressed. Less secretarial clothes didn't really describe her outfit.
She saw me watching and put a show on for me. She sat on the dressing table stool facing me. She slowly pulled on a pair of shear black lace topped stay up stockings one leg at a time. She moved her legs around flashing her bare pussy. I kept getting tantalising glimpses of her pink inner lips. A black lacy thong went on next. This allowed her to stand so I could admire the curves of her butt as it was finally eased into place. A little black dress was the last item. No bra I was pleased to see. The form fitting dress had a neckline that plunged down between her breasts. The hem was mid-thigh just covering the lacy tops of her stockings. A pair of black high heels was finishing touch.
I looked at the beautiful woman in front of me and told her told her how wonderful and sexy she looked. She blushed and then admitted she'd bought the dress just for me. I grabbed my old favourite tweed jacket, and we went down stairs.
I went to pick up the car keys from the hall table, and then I hesitated and got the other set from the drawer. I set the alarm and locked up. Sally went to get in the BMW, but I put a hand on shoulder to stop her.
"Wait here I'll get the car," I said.
She looked confused, "But it's there," and she pointed.
"Just wait a moment, I'll be right back." I walked round the side of the house to the second garage. Inside was my pride and joy. A twenty-year-old Porsche 911 Cabriolet in metallic blue. Linda had bought it for my fortieth birthday. A month later she was dead and for three years I couldn't go near it. It had re-minded me so much of her. Finally, I had started to drive it again, but only on the weekend, and then only on special occasions. I hadn't even told Sally about it. Well this was most definitely a special occasion.
I started her up, it was a warm summers evening so I lowered the top. As I did every time I sat in her, I brought my fingers of my left hand to my lips and kissed them, then touched the silver plaque on the dashboard.

To my darling husband
A toy for him to play with when
He's not playing with me.
Love forever Linda

Every time I read it there would be tears in my eyes and this time was no exception. I pulled around to the front of the house and Sally. She looked shocked at the car; she'd never seen it before. She opened the passenger door and slid in. Her dress slid up her legs and she didn't pull it down.
She looked at me and asked, "When did you get this?" I couldn't reply. I was still a bit choked up. I just pointed at the plaque and she gasped as she read it.
"When?" She asked softly.
I managed to say, "Two weeks before her crash. I've only driven it a few times since, but tonight seemed right." After the first few words the rest were a lot easier.
She leaned across and gave me a kiss and rested her hand on my thigh. I pulled out the drive, and headed out of town. The pub was half an hour away and I didn't rush. The warm wind stirred Sally's red tresses. She sighed contentedly and gently caressed my thigh.
She looked at me and said, "Thank you."
I looked at her questioningly.
"I don't feel now that I lied to Clive, you did need me." I ran my hand along her thigh and she placed hers on top.
In a whisper I said, "Darling, I always have needed you." I wasn't sure Sally had heard me, but I hoped she knew how I felt about her.
All too soon we arrived at the pub. I parked and raised the roof. I helped Sally to get out. It's not easy to do elegantly in a short skirt. The Cat is a 17th century coaching inn that has been beautifully restored. It was one of my favourite places; Linda and I had first found it on our honeymoon. It was somewhere I could go to after her death and still recall the happy memories.
Roger the owner called out from behind the bar, "Doc, it's good to see you again, and who is this beautiful lady?"
I introduced him to Sally. To honour her agreement with Clive I introduced her as my secretary, and that the evening was my way of saying thanks for all her efforts over the past years.
"Roger, I feel like a bit of an idiot, I couldn't ask Sally to organise her own thank you meal and I forgot to make a reservation. Are we ok for a table?"
"Of course Doc, just give us a couple of minutes. Can I get you a drink while you are waiting?"
I replied, "A ginger ale for me, I'm driving and I'd like a glass of wine with the meal. Sally what would you like?"
"A Gin and tonic please."
Roger got our drinks and then stood talking to us while we waited for the table.
"So," he asked Sally, "What are you going to be doing if you are leaving the big fella?"
She frowned, "I'm not leaving, he is. He's retiring and going to the States for a couple of years."
"So you are retiring then Doc?"
I smiled, "As of five o'clock today Roger. They wanted me to make way for the younger generation."
He said, "And the States bit?"
"I've guest lectured at the university hospital in Denver before. Now they've offered me a two-year post as Professor Emeritus for radiology."
"Christ, does that mean I need to call you Prof now?" That raised a laugh from the pair of us.
The waitress came and led us to a nice secluded table. We sat beside each other on a padded bench, our backs against the wall. We ordered our food and a bottle of wine.
I looked at her, "I would have loved to have done this with you earlier. Go out in public with you alone. But I never wanted to break your agreement with Clive or compromise your position at the hospital. The meals with three of us were just never the same."
She looked at me wistfully, "I know, I used to have to sit on my hands in case I did this." She reached out and took my hand and drew it to her lips.



"Or this," and she placed my hand high on her inner thigh and trapped it between them. I could even stroke her thong with my little finger if I splayed my hand apart.
There were tears running down her cheeks. I turned her face to me and kiss her cheek.
She whispered, "Oh God, I still love Clive, but I love you even more. I'm so confused. These past couple of years have been hard. You didn't seem to need me as much."
She cuddled up to me, her head resting on my shoulder. The scent of her hair was ambrosia to me. "I would watch you each day hoping that today would be the day you needed me and I could be with you again."
I stroked her hair with my other hand, and she sighed contentedly. Our food and wine arrived and for the next few minutes we ate in silence. Our only communication was our thighs touching each other.
We finished the food, I had my glass of wine and Sally had two glasses.
She looked at me, "Please can we go home, I don't want to waste any more of my precious last night." I nodded and got the bill.
On the drive back she placed my hand between her thighs, this time tight against her thong-covered pussy. When I didn't need my hand for driving, I was stroking her pussy. The crotch of her thong grew wet under my fingers. She wriggled and pulled them off and tucked them in my pocket. She sat there clenching her thighs around my hand and was groaning in frustration as we pulled up the driveway.
No sooner was the front door closed behind us than her dress was in a heap on the floor. She stood on the first step of the staircase. She was dressed in nothing but the pair of stockings and her sexy high heels.
The movement of her pale buttocks above the black of her stockings as she walked up stairs was hypnotic. I followed like a man in a trance. My recollections of the next few minutes were burnt into my memory like a series of individual unforgettable snapshots.
Click - She was kneeling on the bed with her ass in the air. The evidence of her arousal glistened on the inside of her thighs.
Click - I was kneeling before the altar of love, lapping the sacramental nectar from her pussy lips
Click - I was naked, my rampant cock buried deep in her warm wet passage.
Click - She was screaming out my name as she came.
Click - I was thrusting hard and fast, my thighs slapping against her ass cheeks.
Click - She was screaming incoherently as she came again.
Click- I was pulling her up, both hands round her, holding her breasts, pulling her down onto my cock.
Click - She was crying out as she kept orgasming.
Click - My body was screaming at me as I came, my hot cum pulsating out of me and into her lithe body.
I think we both passed out for a moment. I returned to real time collapsed on top of her. I was still hard and buried inside. Sally was quivering beneath me as her body kept firing off little climaxes.
I rolled us on to our sides and wrapped my arms protectively round her. I hugged her as she came slowly down from her high.
Mother of god I thought, that was so intense. She stirred in my arms as I kissed the top of her head. She turned to face me, and I came out with an audible pop. She held my head between her two hands and kissed me desperately.
She whispered, "Oh god, what was that? I came so many times I lost count."
"I'm not sure. I think it could have been us trying to make up for twelve years of lost opportunities."
She smiled wickedly, "That wasn't enough for the whole twelve, maybe just two. That means we have another ten in reserve."
Ever since that first time many years ago our lovemaking had always been a secondary part of her visits. Holding me, pulling me out of the depths of depression I'd reached had always been her main goal. There had been so many occasions where we had spent the night cuddling. Our lovemaking had been a happy genial affair.
This time it seemed that sex was the main event!
I groaned and rolled on to my back. My semi erect cock curving down between my legs. Sally pounced on it licking the length and sucking the crown until he stood proud and ready.
She swung herself over me, sliding her cunt down my rapidly hardening shaft, grinding her clitoris into my pubis. We both groaned, as I felt my glans rub against her cervix. She locked her gaze onto me and began to ride me. She was lifting up until I was just nestling between her lips then dropping down again until her clit was trapped on the base of my cock and my cock made contact with her A-spot deep inside her vagina. She made long deliberate movements that sent shudders through me, and drew moans from her.
I was holding her waist trying to control her movements, but she had her own agenda. She was making love to me in a way I didn't recall. It was hard, al-most desperate love. Her movements grew more frantic and she threw her head back and shuddered to a halt as her body responded to another climax. She opened her eyes and looked down at me, there was so much need hidden in their depths.
I rolled her over onto her back without disconnecting. As I looked down at her, she wrapped her legs round me locking her ankles. Her hands were resting on the back of my neck.
She whispered, "Please, fuck me until you cum." She pulled my head down and we kissed, a long almost desperate kiss that left us both panting.
I began thrusting hard and fast. I wasn't going to last a long time, but that did-n't look like it was going to be as issue. Within seconds Sally was shaking and moaning as the first in a continuous sequence of orgasms washed over her. I don't know how many she had, as one ran down, the next was on the horizon. All concepts of time disappeared; I kept pausing as the peak of each orgasm hit her. I think that was what enabled me to last as long as I did.
Finally, I reached my tipping point and I joined her in a mutual orgasm, shuddering as my jism flooded her cervix.
We rolled onto our sides facing each other, our chests heaving as we struggled to get our breath back. I ran the back of a finger down the side of her face, and kissed her lips.
I said, "This is different, very nice but very different from our usual bedtime games."
She looked at me struggling with her thoughts. "I think it's because this is the first time I've accepted that I am truly in love with you. I knew I loved you and I wanted to look after you. But this is different, now I love you." And she buried her head into my chest and I felt tears splash onto me.
I thought about the evening and the way I felt about her. I realised that this evening was the culmination of the changes in our relationship that I had been aware of but hadn't wanted to acknowledge. I loved her too! Christ, what were we going to do? I was leaving the country in seven days.
I wasn't sure what to say I was so far out of my comfort zone. "Sally, I love you too - maybe more than words can convey. What do we do now?"
She replied, "I don't know. I think I still love Clive, I'm so confused."
"Do you want to leave Clive?"
"No...yes...oh god I don't know. All I know is that I love you and you're leaving me." And she started sobbing.
I held her tight for a couple of minutes as she cried herself out. Then I handed her the Tee-shirt she had claimed as her own long ago. I slipped my boxers on and led her downstairs to the kitchen. I put a pan of milk on to warm and found the chocolate powder and made us some hot chocolate. As I was making the drinks she stood behind me and wrapped her arms round me. We sat at the kitchen table sipping our drinks. She was sitting on my lap and I had an arm round her. I could feel her breasts against my shoulder through the thin mate-rial of the t-shirt.
I sighed, "If I had understood how we both felt earlier, I wouldn't have agreed to the next two years. But I'm committed to it now. Oh, God ... I do love you."
Sally whispered, "I don't think I really realised how I felt. I think I still love Clive but my feelings for you have been growing and changing. Is it possible to love two people at the same time?"
"I don't see why not, it's just not something I've ever considered."
She rested her head back on my shoulder. "So what do we do?"
"There's not much we can do at the moment. Tomorrow you need to go back to Clive and I need to get on the plane next Saturday."
I said, "You need to find out what your feelings for Clive are. The only thing I can suggest is that we meet up in six months and see if we both still feel the same. I will leave you a ticket and you can fly over and celebrate the New Year with me."
"Six months," she wailed.
I pulled her round so she faced me. "Sally, darling, what else can we do? Do you want to leave Clive?"
She looked at me biting her lips, "I don't know. No, I don't think so, at least not at the moment. I want both of you for now."
My emotions were all twisted. Half of me wanted her to say that she would leave him and come to the States with me. But I knew deep down if she did, she would spend the rest of her life regretting the decision.
I couldn't imagine Clive ever agreeing to share Sally's love. Their understanding over me was based on her compassion, not love. Love was a new dynamic that could destroy them.
She stood up, "Boss, whatever we decide tomorrow, for the rest of the night you're mine. Please take me back to bed ... and make love to me all night long."
We went back to the bedroom and continued to make love until the sky through the bedroom windows had that pre-dawn glow. We fell asleep in each other's arms.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~

The next morning:
I woke as the sun crested the trees and shone into the bedroom. Sally was still asleep and her red tresses glowed in the sunlight framing her cute adorable face. We had kicked the sheet down so it only covered our legs. I propped my-self up on my elbow and watched her gently breathing. It was as though I was seeing her for the first time.
Her breasts were tipped with large rose coloured nipples and I traced my finger gently round them. They crinkled and firmed and she gave a quiet moan in her sleep. Her eyes opened and she smiled as she saw me looking down at her. I bent down and kissed her.
She asked, "What time is it?"
I glanced at the clock, "Almost eight, we've got hours before the caterers arrive."
"Good, that means I've got you for the rest of the morning. If this is our last time for two years then I'm only leaving this bed sore and bowlegged."
I smiled at her enthusiasm. She pushed me on my back and rolled on top of me kicking the sheet off the bed. I ran my hands down her back and stroked her buttocks. We could both feel my cock swelling and firming between us. She wriggled her hips and grinned as I moaned in response. She slid down me to lie between my legs and took me in her mouth. We both knew I was still coated in our love juices from the night before when we fell asleep after a mammoth pair of orgasms with my cock embedded deep inside her.
I hardened in her mouth and she had both hands wrapped round the shaft. Her tongue flicked over the purple mushroom, and she looked at me over the top. I ran my fingers through her soft locks. She crawled up my body, kissing me as she worked her way up. When she was poised above me, I grasped my shaft and rubbed it along her wet pussy lips. She moaned and tried to push back and engulf me between the lips of her labia. I pulled her up and she groaned in frustration.
"You bastard, don't tease me. I need every inch of you deep inside me again."
I returned to rubbing my cock along her wet slit, and after a few moments she was panting and then gasping as an orgasm swept over her.
Sally pushed my hand away and took control of my cock with her own hand. She sank down on me engulfing my cock within the velvety walls of her cunt. She was riding me with her mouth open in a big O, and groaning from the back of her throat. Her movements were becoming more aggressive. My hands were caressing her breasts and gently pinching her nipples.
Sally shuddered and her groans became a cry. "Fuck, I'm cuming."
The muscles in her cunt tightened around me, I felt my balls tensing and my orgasm joined hers. Cum pulsed out filling the deep recesses of her cunt. She eased herself down, lying on top of me. Tightening the muscles of her cunt to hold me inside of her.
As I stroked her back, she nuzzled at my neck, kissing me until she reached my lips. She looked at me with her striking green eyes; there was something in them I don't recall seeing before. There had always been deep friendship, now I saw love and trust.
She shifted her hips and we could feel the mix of our fluids squelching in our groins.
Sally said, "How can you do that, always make me cum when we're having intercourse. Most women can't orgasm that way, but you do it to me almost every time." She hugged me.
"I think it's always been the love I have for you shining through when we were locked together. Right now, I do think a shower is our best bet," I commented. We showered and refreshed ourselves, and I dried her. She had her arms wrapped round me from the back as I shaved and cleaned my teeth, her excited breasts etching memories in my back. When I finished she gave me a smack and ran back into the bedroom and dove onto the bed laughing fiendishly. I chased after her and gathered her into my arms.
We made love for the rest of the morning until hunger and thirst forced us to seek out the kitchen. I'd lost count of the times she had cum, I know I had another four orgasms, an amazing feat I'd never enjoyed prior.
After we had eaten and cleaned up, we showered again and dressed. It was a sunny day so we sat out in the garden.
Sally asked, "Are you going to miss this place?"
"Yes and no, it's a nice place and I have fond memories but it's just too big for me. I'm considering a smaller place in the county with just enough room for occasional visit from the girls and their families."
"Not too far away I hope?"
"Sally, my love; I have one last task for you as your ex-boss. I need you to get me a short list of suitable properties. I'd like to be able to move in when I get back, will you do that for me?"
"Did you really need to ask?" I looked suitably chastised at the adamant way she said that.
"No, I apologise'" and I leant over and kissed her.
She sat there quietly thinking then spoke, "Don't take this the wrong way, but it's only one o'clock and I'm going to go home." I looked at her in surprise, and she answered my unspoken question. "It's just that I want to talk to Clive and it would be nice if we arrived together."
There wasn't much I could say, I got her bag from the bedroom and walked to her car with her.
We kissed and I said, "Try to get here at four; there's a couple of things I want to discuss with the pair of you."
Sally looked worried and I hastily said, "It's nothing about us, it's something completely different." She looked relieved and a bit curious but said nothing as she got in her car and drove off.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~

The party:
There were a few things I wanted to organise before the caterers arrived at three so I got my laptop and began surfing a few sites. I had just completed everything and had printed up the documents I needed when the caterers arrived.
I got them to set up in the kitchen and the patio, and then finally I was able to get a drink and relax.
Promptly at four the doorbell rang and when I opened it Sally and Clive were standing there. Sally was looking stunning in an apple green sun-dress. I greeted Sally with a kiss on the cheek and I shook hands with Clive. I took them in-to my study and we all sat down.
I said, "Clive, Sally I need two pounds from you, one from each of you."
He and Sally looked a bit surprised but he dug into his pocket and handed me two, one-pound coins.
"Good then this is for you two," I said and handed them a bulky envelope.
Clive took it and emptied the contents onto my desk. Two sets of keys, the log book and a bill of sale for my BMW M3 dropped to the desk top.
"What?" He gasped, and Sally looked shocked. "But it's less than a year old," she said.
"It's the least I could do for both you. Clive I've stretched the boundaries of our friendship far beyond anything a normal husband would ever usually accept. And Sally, without you I'm pretty sure I wouldn't be sitting here now; I would have been ploughed under long ago as a drunkard and a worthless bum."
They both looked at me with surprise and indecision written across their faces.
I said, "Look it's all signed so there's nothing to say about it, and I've paid the insurance for the next year."
Clive murmured an agreement and just sat there turning the set of keys over and over in his hand.
I turned to Sally and said, "Sally there is something else I'd like you to do for me."
"Yes?"
"I'm going to store the Porsche at the dealers; there is no way I'm going to sell it. But it needs to be driven every month or so." I handed her a letter, "This is your letter of authorisation."
"You trust me with it?"
"Of course, you are the only person I could trust. I'd much rather it is you than someone from the dealers." I looked at Clive and said, "I'm sorry I know it sounds odd but Sally knows the reason why it has to be her. She can tell you later."
I sat back and contemplated the pair of them, there was one other thing I wanted to do but I didn't want Clive to know about it. It would be up to Sally to tell him when and if she thought it was appropriate.
"Clive do you think you could give us five minutes, there's something I need to tell Sally?"
"No that's fine, I'll go and a look at the car, in fact I'm going to drive it round the block."
He disappeared clutching a set of the keys. Sally looked at me, not sure what to make of my request.
She said, "You've made his day. Thank you; that was very generous of you."
"Was he ok when you got home?"
"I'm not sure, it's almost like he knows something's changed. What was it you wanted to tell me?"
"I've booked you an open date ticket to Denver. I've sent all the details to your hospital email address. All you need to do is call the British Airways reservation office if you decide you want to visit me. I'm going to be back here at Christmas but I will be staying with the girls. I hope there might be a chance we could see one another, but if it's awkward or creates problems, don't feel compelled to honour my invitation."
Sally got a pen from my desk and wrote down an email and Skype address. "I've created these so we can talk, Clive doesn't know about them. It would be wise to send us the occasional 'having a nice time mail' to our old one."
I looked at her, "We've never gone behind his back before! It doesn't feel right and now we are both doing it."
Sally replied, "I know but we've never felt like this about each other before."
"That's true, come on we need to go and check that everything's okay before the first guests arrive."
The caterers had set up a big barbecue on the patio and a bar in the kitchen. The kitchen table was groaning under the weight of the dishes that covered it. I know I'd told Sally to invite a few friends and colleges, but it looked like we were going to feed Napoleon's army.
I said, "My god, how many people did you invite?"
"Boss, you are a very popular man. The only people I invited and aren't coming are those on duty. X-Ray's arranged for agency cover so they could all come."
"I don't recall authorising that?"



She laughed at me and borrowed a pen from one of the waitresses. She wrote a word on a napkin and showed it to me. Crap it was my signature, I signed be-low it. Christ I couldn't tell the difference.
"How... when?" I stuttered.
"Ever since you weren't yourself, how else was I supposed to keep the department running?"
"Sally Fox, you are the most devious and beautiful secretary a man could ever hope to know."
"I know I am." Then she looked at me seriously and said, "I need you to do something, I want you to pay no real attention to me tonight. In fact there are going to be some very pretty women here and I want you to flirt with them. There's one in particular I'm going to introduce you to. I'm going to take Clive home fairly early and make love to him."
I looked surprised at her statement, "But why?" I asked.
"Because I love you and I'm not sure I will be able to hide it from him, and I don't want to hurt him."
It seemed wrong but she was adamant so I agreed. We shared a kiss that was wrapped in love beyond my comprehension.
We heard Clive returning so we weren't able to say anything else. He looked like a cat that had got the cream. We sat down talking waiting for the first guests to arrive. Regardless of my evolving relationship with Sally, the three of us had always got on well, and it was pleasant to talk to them.
At five the first of the guests arrived, and by six at least one hundred people had turned up. The caterers were doing a fine job, which left me free to circulate. When I'd decided to throw this party, as much to say thank you as to say goodbye, I'd really only thought that maybe twenty or thirty would want to come. Sally had shocked me with the numbers after I'd asked her to find out who was coming.
A pair of hands covered my eyes and a female body ground into my back. Lips kissed the back of my neck. I turned and stared into a pair of the bluest eyes.
"Mila?" I managed to get out before her arms were round my neck and her lips were attached to mine. She threw her whole body behind the kiss. She eased back a tad and I was able to get a good look at her. And yes it was Mila the radiographer from the Angio suite, and she was looking beautiful. Her slightly curled chestnut brown hair framed her face and flowed over her shoulders. She'd only worked in the department for the last couple of years; I don't think she could be more the twenty-three or four.
She was wearing a classic LBD that fell to mid-thigh and black tights, or it could be stockings, I couldn't tell.
She looked up at me, "Hi Dr. Fitzpatrick."
"Mila, I think after that magnificent kiss you can call me Mike."
She giggled, "I've worked with you for nearly three years and that's how long I've wanted to do that to you." Then she pulled my head down and whispered in my ear, "and there's a lot more I want to do! Maybe later."
And then she blushed and ran off. I watched her disappear into the middle of a group of radiographers and collect a drink from one of them. She saw me watching her and smiled and blew me a kiss. Several of the other female radiographers smiled at her and me, and at least one also blew me a kiss.
I saw Clive and Sally by the bar, and joined them and collected a glass of wine.
"I've just had the weirdest experience," I told them.
Clive said, "We saw, how do you know our Mila?"
"She's the really cute radiographer from the Angio suite." I replied.
Sally laughed and told her husband, "That's our Mila, she's very pretty." She turned to me and said, "Don't be surprised if it happens to you a lot tonight. You've been the main topic of conversation at work for the past few weeks. There is a lot of unrequited love for you in that department."
I said, "In that case I suppose I better mingle," I winked at Clive, "You never know I might just get lucky tonight."
He laughed but a sad expression fleetingly flitted across Sally's face, before disappearing behind a dark smile. I left them looking like the happy couple they should be. Later, I saw Sally and Mila with their heads close together in deep discussion; Mila was hugging Sally with a happy expression on her face. They stopped talking when I drew near.
I spent the next couple of hours meeting and greeting. I had more women hug and kiss me than I had in the past ten years. It seemed that once the protection of my position had gone I was fair game for every available, and a few unavailable women present.
Every now and again Mila or one of the other female Radiographers would seek me out and give me a hug and a noteworthy kiss then disappear leaving me breathless.
It was about eleven o'clock and Mila was standing beside me with her arm round my waist, when I felt a familiar hand take hold of mine. I turned to face Sally; Clive was standing behind her on the other side of the room.
She whispered in my ear, "We are going to go soon, I told Clive I need twenty minutes to say my goodbyes. Is there somewhere private we can go?"
I gave Mila a kiss on the top of her head and said I'd be back. I led Sally to my study on the first floor, and locked the door behind us. As soon as the door was closed she had her arms round me. I had my head buried in her soft red locks, breathing in her heavenly scent.
"Christ Sally, tonight's been hard. Trying to ignore you and playing up to the rest of them."
She whimpered, "I know I'm sorry, but it was hard for me too. Just hold me for the next few minutes please."
We sat down on the sofa and she tucked her legs up and curled into me. I wrapped my arms round her and gently stroked her hair. Mutually we under-stood that we needed comfort not sex and for the next few minutes we gained strength from our contact.
Finally, she said, "Clive is playing golf tomorrow at twelve so I told him I would come over and help you tidy up."
I kissed her and said, "Thank you."
"We are going to take a taxi home tonight. So he will come with me tomorrow to collect the BMW and my car. He really wants to show it off to his mates at the club."
I had to smile at his boyish enthusiasm.
Then she looked at me, "Thank you for trusting me with the Porsche. I know how much it means to you."
"I've trusted you with my life and my sanity for the past twelve years, why wouldn't I trust you with my car," I said.
She started crying and stood up. "I need to find Clive and go. I'll see you to-morrow."
I unlocked the door for her and walked to the top of the stairs with her. Sally paused at the top and turned back to me saying. "There is something I want you to do tonight. Mila is going to ask you if she can stay the night with you. It's important to me that you say yes to her; you need someone with you to-night and it can't be me."
My mouth opened in surprise, but she stopped me saying anything with a kiss.
She continued, "She knows about us but she promised never to say anything. She's wanted to sleep with you for such a long time but wouldn't do anything in case it upset me. I told her earlier that you were my gift to her this evening. Please let her stay, I think you both need each other tonight, and I'll be much happier knowing you won't be on your own."
She turned away without saying another word and walked downstairs and I had to admit there were tears rolling down my face as I saw her disappear from view. She loved me so much she was willing to share me to keep our secret from Clive. Should I say yes or no, I don't think I have a choice to be honest.
The rest of the party passed in a blur. That tends to the problem when the majority of your guests work in a hospital. You work hard and party even harder, it's been the same for as long as I could remember.
The caterers started to wrap up and they were gone by midnight. By one-thirty most of the guests had left. The last of the hold outs and I settled down in the lounge. I wasn't surprised that Mila was by my side. I selected a Katie Melua album and the sound of her voice was a nice way to round off the evening. Having only sipped at the occasional drink all evening I felt I deserved a real nightcap. I took a bottle of my prized twenty-one year old single malt and poured myself a glass.
Mila was curled up beside me; she'd kicked off her shoes and tucked her legs up. She tilted her head up to me seeking a kiss, she murmured, "I'm yours if you want me." On the other sofa Jane and Pauline, both radiographers I worked with, were curled up against John, Pauline's husband. I detected a threesome in the making.
Mila stole a sip from my glass and spluttered. "God, how can you drink that boss, it tastes like medicine?"
"Best medicine ever," I replied. Then I got a bottle of Grand Marnier and poured the girls a glass each. John happily accepted a glass of the whiskey.
"Try this," I said to Mila and I took a sip of her drink and held it in my mouth. I kissed her and as I did so I squirted the Grand Marnier into her mouth in a deep French kiss. She recoiled slightly in surprise. Then swallowed the mouthful and laughed.
"My God, that was a different kiss. That was fun, can you do it again?"
I took a second sip and kissed her again, and saw her toes curl as the alcohol jetted into her mouth.
She whispered, "That was amazing," and she sighed happily as I put my arm round her, tucking her head into my chest. She whispered to me, "You're making me wet in a most welcome place."
I said, "I've always been intrigued by your name Mila, where did it come from? Is it a family name?"
"I was going to be named after my grandmother, Millicent. But my mother shortened it to Mila. She said it wasn't fair to make anyone go through child-hood with a name like Millicent." She looked somewhat surprised at the question, and she said, "I'd thought that Sally would have told you that story."
Why would Sally have told me I thought, but my attention was distracted by what was happening on the other sofa. John had pulled his wife's dress up to the top of her thighs, and his hand was moving rhythmically between her open legs. His other hand was resting on the top of Jane's dress and was caressing one of her breasts. Both were fully aware of what he was doing to the other woman. As I watched they lent forward and kissed each other passionately. Then Pauline and her husband were kissing passionately. He went to kiss Jane but she shied away from him.
I must have started as Mila turned her head to see what I was looking at.
She grinned and whispered, "Pauline and John got married last year. Jane has been Pauline's friend and lover for a long time and she's recently moved in with them. She's not really into men but she sort of accepts John. Pauline's bi and she's completely in love with John and loves Jane."
"And what about John?" I asked.
"He loves his wife and is happy to share her with Jane if that keeps her happy. The fly in the ointment is that Pauline only lets Jane fuck her if John's there or has given his permission."
I raised my eyebrows in a mute question.
Mila said, "Pauline said it's only fair. Jane won't let John screw her. Sometimes she'll let him touch her and make her cum with his fingers and mouth but never his cock. Pauline loves John too much to risk losing him, so the no sex if John's not included was her solution."
"So how long has it been going on for?"
"Almost a year I think."
"Do you think it's going to last?"
She waggled her hand, "I hope so for all their sakes." She looked up me sadly, "But boss I have my doubts. I'm not sure that Pauline is convinced either. She told me that Jane keeps pushing her for more, wanting to spend time alone with her. She wants them to set a sleeping rota. Pauline loves John too much to agree to that."
I could see the cluster fuck appearing on the horizon and I was grateful that it was no longer my problem. Things were progressing on the other sofa and I thought it was time they took it to bed. I don't think any of them were sober enough to drive.
"Mila, do you want to tell them they can stay the night. In fact I insist they do, they are not driving. The spare bedroom has a nice large bed and a big ensuite bathroom. It's the second door on the left at the top of the stairs."
"I'll tell them; does that mean I can stay too?"
"If you'd like to, of course you can."
She raised her face and whispered, "Can I stay with you please, boss? Sally said she'd spoken to you." She saw me looking at her, "I know you're leaving soon, but I've wanted this for a long time. Please, just for tonight?"
I'm only human; a beautiful young woman wants my old body. Who am I to say no, and as I understood the situation Sally had already gift-wrapped me. "Ok, I'd like that," I whispered.
She kissed me, her tongue teasing mine. She got up and whispered to Pauline who smiled at me and nodded gratefully. The three of them adjusted their clothes and stood up. Pauline and Jane came over and murmured their thanks. Both of them gave me a kiss, they collected John and made their way upstairs.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~

Mila.
Quiet settled on the house. I went around locking up and blowing all the candles out. Mila's eyes followed my every move until I was finished. I held out my hand to her and she came to me and we walked up stairs to my room.
She shivered as she stood at the bottom of my bed, not from the cold but from anticipation and nerves. I wrapped my arms around her, reassuring her. Our lips met in a long sensuous kiss. If this was to be my only time with this angel, I was going to do my damnedest to make it great for both of us.
I let my fingertips slide over her dress, constantly moving, and never lingering in one place too long. Her skin shivered and her kisses became more intense and desperate.
She broke away from me and stood still, her hands on my shoulders, her chest heaving. "Christ, boss, do you know what you're doing to me? I'm so wet my nickers are soaking."
"I'm doing what any red blooded man should do, worshiping the woman he's about to make love to - and you are 'all' the woman I'm going to worship to-night."
"Shit, where have you been all my life; why the fuck didn't I jump your bones earlier." She looked up at me sadly, "Three wasted years, let's not waste any-more, please take me to bed. Sally's a lucky woman." She kissed me again, her tongue playing with mine.
She turned round and asked, "Would you unzip my dress please." I unzipped it and pulling her hair to one side I kissed the back of her neck. I worked my way down her back to her bra strap. She whimpered and shrugged the dress forward so it fell to her waist. I undid her bra and she turned to face me.
Her hands were across her chest holding the bra in place. She took a deep breath and moved her hands, letting the bra fall forward. Her breasts were a perfect C cup, with light brown areole surmounted by full enticing nipples. I bent forward and ran my tongue around her nipple. Sucking it into my mouth and nibbling gently caused her to moan.
I dropped to my knees in front of her as I pulled her dress down over her hips. It pooled at her feet and she stepped out of the black circle in her heels. She stood still inspecting my face of signs of approval or disappointment. She did-n't need to worry. Her shapely legs were encased in silky black, lace topped stay up stockings. I could see the fuzz of her trimmed pussy through the shear fabric of her black lacy knickers. There was the glint of gold at the top of her legs. Her skin was lightly tanned, and I saw no evidence of tan lines.
I whispered, "You are beautiful, Mila." I hooked my fingers in the waistband of her nickers and eased them down her pliant thighs. Her pussy hair was trimmed into a landing strip leading to the top of her slit. There was a small gold hoop piercing through clitoral hood. I leant forward and kissed her pussy and ran my tongue along the edges of her slit. She groaned as my tongue found the hard nub of her clit, and then I gently pulled on the gold hoop with my lips.
She sat down on the end of the bed, and eased her high heels off. She went to roll her stockings down but I stopped her.
"Allow an old man his fantasies will you please?"
"I wore them for you," she whispered as she unbuttoned my shirt and pulled it off. Her fingers caressed the hair on my chest just before she planted several kisses there, including on my nipples.
I stood and she undid my belt and jeans, and pulled them down with my boxers. My cock sprang free from his confines, the head glistening with pre-cum. She licked the glans and swallowed the head, and I gasped.
She looked up at me, but allowed me to pull away. I knelt down again between her thighs and kissed the inside of her legs, and then I looked at her questioningly.
"Yes, ohh God, please kiss me there." I kissed the wet lips of her labia, and she placed her thighs on my shoulders, resting her legs on my back. She obviously wanted to make sure I was as close to her pussy as I could be.
My tongue moved in languid motions across her vulva. I alternated licking with sucking. My tongue roamed from the puckered pink rose of her anus to the tantalising ring in the hood. Her fingers ran through my hair giving me unconscious signals when I was in the right places. I lapped at the trickle of girl juice and pushed my tongue past her lips into her passage seeking the source. Gently I pulled on her clitoral ring making her writhe and groan.
I played with her piercing. I pushed two fingers inside her, seeking and finding her G spot. Her response was immediate and satisfying. She threw her head back with a cry, arching her back as an orgasm washed over her. My fingers and lips didn't stop moving and a few moments later her legs tightened round my head as a second more violent orgasm racked her body. There was a long drawn out cry as she squirted over my hand and face, her legs shaking.
She gasped, "Please, stop for a moment, I'm too sensitive," as she pulled my lips from her clit. She was panting and gasping for air; apparently she'd been holding her breath through her orgasms and some of my cunnilingus.
She scooted up the bed holding her arms out to me. She curled up in my arms, her blue eyes locked on mine. Her tongue came out tentatively at first, licked at her juice streaking my face. I kissed her, tasting the girl cum on her tongue, sweet honey with a hint of spice.
"Christ, Mike, I knew I should have looked for older men sooner, no one's gone down on me like that before - ever."
I laughed, "There's nothing like the taste and aroma of an aroused woman." Then I gasped as she squeezed my turgid cock.
"And there's nothing like a full pussy, and mine's empty," she joked.
"Well we can't allow that, can we?"
I rolled onto my back, and she was lying on me seconds later, sliding her body against mine. We kissed and then she rose up on her knees moving so the head of my cock slid along her slit until it was pushing against her lubricated labia.
She sank down slowly, gasping as I filled her until her ringed clit ground against my pubic bone and my glans touched her cervix.
"Christ, it's full now," she gasped. "I'm not sure anyone's ever been so deep in-side me. You're ... [gasp] ... touching me in a place no one's been."
I wasn't concentrating on her words; I was basking in the sensations as her tight cunt enveloped me. Then the pleasure increased as she started to ride me. As she moved down she would twist her pelvis and both of us would gasp in pleasure. Our movements increased in pace and vigour and soon we were racing to a mutual conclusion. Her grunts were coming fast and loud and her eyes were staring down at me.
I felt my balls tightening and knew I was close. "I'm going to cum do you want me to pull out?"
"Fuck no, don't you dare. I want every drop."



The sense of urgency between us grew and I felt her soft warm passage harden and catch at me as her orgasm hit her. Mine followed hers and with a few hard thrusts my cum spurted into her welcoming cunt. She was shuddering as she shook with the intensity of her orgasm. She collapsed forward onto my chest gasping as she tried to get her breath back. My cock was still twitching and she gasped and groaned as she experienced a second, and then moments later a third orgasm.
Her fist clenched and she hit my shoulder. She looked at me with tears in her eyes and said, "You bastard, now you make love to me and you're leaving in a week. The best lover I've ever had and this is it. Fuck, fuck, fuck! God, I might follow you to the ends of the earth."
I kissed her and flexed my hips, and she tensed her muscles around my cock. "And don't you fucking dare pull out," she cried out.
She relaxed a bit, "Christ boss, I've just come more times in the past thirty minutes than the past year, the best I've ever had is three in an evening and I had to do one of those myself."
I grinned at her as I felt myself hardening at the challenge and filled her again. "So how many more would you like?"
She gasped and wriggled her hips. I rolled us over onto her back while we stayed connected. She wrapped her sweaty legs round my waist and used her heels to urge me into motion. I was thrusting long and hard into her and she was rolling her hips to meet me. Her groans became continuous whimpers of pleasure and I felt her cunt flutter as another orgasm worked its magic on her body.
"Ohh, ohhh, ohhh, Christ," she looked at me with wonder in her eyes, and then hunger as I continued to move, thrusting and twisting.
I don't know how long it took before I felt my balls tightening and the pressure building up. Time was only measured by the passing of Mila's orgasms. It was at least eight O'Mila when my cum filled her again, and I finally collapsed on the bed beside her, still buried deep inside her.
"Mother of God," I gasped. "Please tell me your ALS training is up to date. I think I'm about to have a coronary."
She lay on her back, panting getting her breath back. "Fully trained boss, I passed mouth to mouth top of the class."
"Thank God for that!"
She laughed and wriggled to get comfortable, my cock finally softening and sliding out of her. A large wet spot dominated the centre of the bed and I grabbed a couple of large soft towels to cover it. We curled up together, me spooning behind her. I pulled the covers over us and we drifted off to sleep.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~

Problems in paradise:
A full bladder woke me; the room was still dark so it wasn't morning yet. There was a warm patch in front of me that was getting steadily colder. I assumed Mila had the same problem as me so I got up and padded into the bath-room. It was empty which surprised me but my needs were urgent and I dealt with them.
I hesitated on the landing at the top of the stairs and I could hear voices from downstairs. I slipped my jeans on and went downstairs and found Mila with Jane and Pauline on the sofa. Pauline was crying and Mila was holding her. Jane was looking upset but tight-lipped. The three of them looked at me with various degrees of annoyance and hopefulness.
As I sat down on the chair I asked, "What's the problem?"
Pauline and Jane initially shook their heads not wanting to talk but Mila turned to them and said forcefully. "Damn it; you need to tell him; he knows about your relationship. I've told him all about it."
"Why would you do that?" Jane cried.
"Because he saw the way the three of you were together this evening and guessed that something was happening."
I said, "So do you want to tell me why you're having this case conference in the wee hours of the morning."
Pauline looked at me and said, "I did something really stupid. I told John I needed to spend a few days alone with Jane. We'd just made love and everything felt so wonderful that I thought he would agree."
I looked surprised, "But I thought you loved him and your agreement was that you were always going to involve him in your sexual relationship with Pauline."
"I know that's what we agreed, what I wanted," she cried, "but she kept pushing me to spend some time alone with her, and I finally gave in and decided to ask John to give us some time."
Jane looked defiant and said, "I love you, and I need you just as much as John."
"I take it John isn't happy with the idea?"
Mila snorted, "That's an understatement."
Pauline said, "We had a row, no that's not true it wasn't a row, he was so dis-appointed with me. He said he loved me and always will, but we can't go on like this anymore. Then he gave me an ultimatum, if I did go away with her, he wouldn't be at home when we got back. He said I needed to make a decision. He can't go on sharing me with someone who doesn't care for him."
She turned to Jane and said, "I told you this would happen if I asked him, but no you had to keep pushing me and pushing me."
Jane started crying, "But I love you and I need you, I don't want to share you."
I asked Pauline, "Who's more important to you? John or Jane, because from what I understand you still love your husband, and he loves you enough to be willing to share you with Jane. But while I'm sure she loves you I don't get the impression that Jane wants to share you."
I sat back in the chair and thought for a moment. "Mila love, there are some bottles of water in the fridge, could you please get me one?" She jumped up and I realised that all she had on was one of my old tee-shirts. Christ she looked sexy as she walked to the kitchen. She returned with several bottles of water, which she placed on the table before handing one to me. She sat down on the arm of my chair and draped an arm round my shoulders.
I saw Pauline looking at me hopefully, while Jane looked nervous. I recalled an incident at last year's Christmas party when she and Pauline came over. I'd put my arms around both of them for a kiss under the mistletoe. Pauline had lent in and enjoyed the kiss. Jane on the other hand had shivered as I touched her and just pecked at my lips. In fact now that I think about it, other than last night, I couldn't recall any time I'd seen her close to a man. Even the goodnight kiss earlier had been a peck of the lips.
I said to Jane, "There's more to you just preferring women isn't there? It's not that you don't want to love men, you can't stand them touching you can you?" I paused for a moment, and then as it became clearer to me I continued. "I'm going to go out on a limb here and guess either you've been raped or you were abused when you were younger. Which one was it?"
Jane looked shocked and blustered, "I don't know what you mean."
Pauline snapped at her, "Damn, he's trying to help; you need to tell him the truth or I will!"
Jane shrank back into the corner of the sofa and wrapped her arms around her knees. She said softly as she started sobbing, "It was both, my father and my brother abused me for years until I went to university. Then in my second year I was raped at a party by two men."
Pauline moved to comfort her but I stopped her with a gesture and a shake of my head. I stood up and went over to her. "Can I sit down beside you please?"
Her head rose and after a moment she nodded. I sat down careful to keep a six-inch gap between us.
"Did you ever talk to anyone about this?" I asked softly. She shook her head.
I felt Pauline move closer to us, and she whispered in my ear, "She only told me and made me promise I'd never tell anybody, especially John. I thought that making her part of my love for John would show her that not all men are bastards."
I held out my hand to Jane and after a few moments she tentatively put hers on mine. I was desperately trying to remember all the conversations I'd had with Linda, my late wife. She'd been a psychiatrist who had specialised in treating abused women. She'd never broken patient confidentiality, but she'd often used me as a sounding board to discuss treatment plans. Further, in med school I'd done my rotation through psychiatry but ended up choosing radiology. One thing I did know was that Jane really needed professional help and I knew just the person.
I said softly to her, "I'm going to make a call in the morning to an old friend of mine. She's a psychiatrist who specialises in these types of cases. She used to work with my wife. You need to see her, and I know that she can help you."
Jane sobbed, "I'm not sure about this. You know if I go to an NHS psychiatrist there's a good chance everyone's going to find out about my past.
"Well that's not going to happen as Lucy doesn't see NHS patients; she's in private practice and helps out at a woman's crisis centre. Only the four of us and one other person ever need to know about this."
"Who's the fifth person," she asked.
I gestured around the room and said, "You need to tell John."
She didn't look happy, but finally she nodded and sniffed. Then she looked at me and said, "I can't afford a private psychiatrist."
"You won't need to, as I said she's a very old friend of mine and I promise you she won't charge you."
Pauline tapped me on the shoulder and I relinquished my place beside Jane to her.
I looked at them and said, "The problem isn't going to go away Pauline. You may have to make a choice between them. That is if it's not too late and John has already made it for you."
Pauline hugged Jane and then looked at her sadly, "There is no choice, as much as I love her, I love him even more. If Jane isn't willing to compromise, I can't go on like this anymore."
She addressed Jane as she hugged her, "I love you more than any other woman I've loved, but until you are willing to accept John as an equal partner in this relationship then I'm sorry, no more. I need John."
"Where's John," I asked, "You two really need to talk."
"I don't know," she sighed.
Mila said, "That's the other problem, he wanted an answer and when Pauline couldn't give him one straight away he got dressed and left."
I looked at the clock on the wall and it said it was six o'clock. "How long ago did he leave?"
"Maybe an hour ago."
"Christ, let me go and dressed and I'll see if I can find him. Did he take the car?" She shook her head.
As I stood up to get dressed and get my car keys, a male voice spoke from the hall. "You don't need to, I just needed to take a walk to clear my head. I've been listening to you for the past few minutes."
John walked into the room and Pauline jumped up and ran to him.
As he hugged her, Pauline cried and stuttered out, "I'm sss..orry, I'm sorry, please don't leave me."
"I'm not going to; I was hurt that you wanted to go away with Jane the week-end I'd planned to surprise you with an early anniversary getaway."
"Oh God, I didn't know. I forgot that time was coming."
He smiled, "What part of 'surprise getaway' didn't you understand," and he kissed her, but then looking serious he continued. "But we can't go on like this love; it's not fair on either of us. I love you, and I know you love me, but I can't go on sharing you with a woman who doesn't or can't love me. You know I've tried but it just seems she's trying to steal you away."
Pauline stood there, the tears streaming down her face.
"I've tried," said Jane softly breaking into the conversation, "But it's so hard to let a man touch me. I see the faces of the men who hurt me all the time and it makes me want to run away. It's only when Pauline's holding me that I don't get the nightmares."
He looked at her sadly, "I heard your story and I'm really sorry for you, but not sorry enough that I'd let you take my wife away from me. I wish you had told me about your past earlier."
Turning to his wife he asked, "I know you promised not to tell anybody, but I'm not just anybody, I'm you husband. Why didn't you trust me?"
"I couldn't, it wasn't my story to tell. I did tell her she needed to tell you but she couldn't."
Jane looked at John tearfully and said, "If I go to counselling, can I please stay with you, I love her so much and I do like you. It's just so hard to relax around you or any man. I know that you don't want to hurt me. I want you to touch me but just as I start to enjoy it I see their faces, my stomach goes into knots, and I want to throw up."
John held his arms out to Jane and after a moment she stood and let him hold her. I could see her stiffen then relax as he did nothing but wrap his arms around her. Pauline went to join them but I stopped her.
"Give them a moment," I said and we watched as Jane sobbed her heart out, her head buried in-to his chest. Her arms slowly crept up and around him and John gently caressed her back.
"I will try," she whispered, "I really will try. I promise. I'll go to the therapy and I pray it will help me."
"We will help you," he said and he held his arm out for his wife to join them.
I gathered Mila's hand in mine and we left the three of them as we went back up stairs. As Mila passed through the bedroom door she pulled the tee-shirt off over her head and walked to the bed naked. I stripped off my jeans and joined her on the bed.
"I'm sorry about that boss," she said. "You will call your friend in the morning won't you?"
"I will, don't you worry."
I ran my hand down her body as she curled up on her side against me, her butt pushing into my groin and she shivered. She turned her head and her lips sought mine and we kissed, my tongue playing with mine.
She looked at me and whispered, "Sally's so lucky, she's had you for all this time. I was so happy when she asked me to look after you for her. Do you love her?"
"I do love her. Did she explain why she stays with me, why she looks after me?" I carried on gently running my fingers over her body as I spoke.
She nodded, "I overheard her talking to her husband on the phone not long after I started working in the department. She was telling him how she wouldn't be home that night as she would be at your place. I was so shocked I must have made a noise and she saw me. She swore me to secrecy, and then she told me all about your wife and how you fell to pieces after she died."
"Yes, those were some of the worse days of my life," I whispered. "She came into my life; she kicked my ass back into gear, and comforted the girls."
"Why didn't you two get married? Oh shit, don't stop doing that." She groaned as my finger slipped between her legs, ran up and down her slit a few times, and then found her hard clit as it rose from its hiding place.
"It never came up in the early years. I was still too much in love with Linda to consider it. I kick myself now. When I was ready to think about it, Sally had met Clive, suddenly they were engaged and then married, and I was too late."
"Ohh fuck, that's good. So, Clive knows about you two?"
"Yes, she told him all about me and her commitment to me and my daughters on their first date. She gave him the option to walk away and he's never taken it. Our only agreement was that we would never rub his nose in it, and to be honest up until the last couple of days we've only been together twice this last year, since she got married."
"But something's changed hasn't it," she mused.
My hands stopped moving and she moaned disappointedly. She grasped my hand and pushed it against her clit and groaned again.
"Why do you say that?" I asked.
"It's more what Sally said when she asked me if I would stay with you last night."
"Ohh?" I said posing an unstated question.
"It was the first time she's ever told me she loves you, and she needed me to be with you so you didn't sleep alone."
"She said she loves me?" Mila nodded in reply. Her breath was coming quicker as my fingers slid into her sopping passage.
Then she asked, "What are the two of you going to do. Ohh fuck." And I felt the muscles in her cunt shiver as I found her G-spot with two fingers.
I sighed, "Nothing. I'm flying to the states in seven days and I honestly don't think that she will leave Clive for me."
She was panting now, "I... I think she might sss...surprise you. Ohhh, holy fuck don't you dare stop." Her hips were moving hard against my hand as she rocked back and forth. My erect cock was sliding between her ass cheeks as my fingers sawed back and forth across her sensitive interior.
"Shiiiiit," she cried out as she came, squirting on my fingers a warm coating of her precious girl juice.
As my fingers slid out she turned and faced me, her lips seeking mine. "God that was amazing, cumming and having a conversation at the same time. It actually made it more intense."
I laughed, "It just proves that men can multi-task if they put their mine to it."
She kissed me again happily then turned around and pulled my arms around her, resting my hand on her breast. She reached behind her and grasped my firm cock, easing it between her legs, sliding the head along her wet lips.
"Now fuck me with your cock," she groaned and I pushed myself forward seating Little Mike deep in her waiting passage. She was so warm and wet and for a few moments we didn't move as our bodies drank in all the sensations.
I moved my cock slowly in and out of her love tunnel; there was no need or wish to hurry this moment. We moved together for a long time it seemed. Twice I felt her shudder as her body betrayed her passion, before my own need grew to braking point.
"Christ, I'm close," I gasped into her neck.
"Oh God, come for me lover, come inside me again. I love the feel of you spurting deep within me."
And I did, filling her with the evidence of my passion, and my passion triggered hers again. She lay in the protective cradle of my arms shuddering and whimpering.
I slowly deflated and with a groan she eased off me and turned to face me again. She looked at me and I couldn't read her expression.
"Boss...Mike, if you ever need me, you just need to call and I'll come running." Then she buried her face in my chest and sobbed. After a while she looked up at me with her red rimmed eyes. "Do you think there's any chance Sally would share you with me - other than just tonight?"
"I don't know," I said, "We've only just accepted that we are in love and not best friends, and I don't want to do anything that hurts that." I looked at the naked woman in my arms and realised that there was a degree of hypocrisy in the statement. No, I thought, Mila was here because Sally wanted it.
"She's coming over in the morning, maybe you can talk to her then," I suggested. "I'll be there too if that's appropriate."
She smiled at me and rested her head on my chest, "Sleepy," she murmured.
I kissed the top of her head. "We've got a couple of hours before we need to get up."
"Good," she whispered and her breath slowed as she drifted off to sleep.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~

Thoughts at dawn:
I lay there pondering the changes in my life over the past few days. I know I love Sally and she loved me. Mila was a breath of fresh air but was my escalating relationship with her just an infatuation. Then there was Denver, and looming over everything was Linda, was I betraying her memory or was I sup-posed to put her behind me somehow?
I couldn't sleep so I eased myself out of bed; I paused as Mila stirred but she pulled my pillow to herself and sighed as she sank her head into it never really waking up.
I showered and dressed and headed downstairs. I brewed a pot of coffee and took it and a packet of biscuits out to the patio. I sat sipping the coffee and listened to the birds in the garden. The sun was peeking over the trees at the bot-tom of the garden, bathing the corner of the patio I sat in morning sunlight. I needed to make some decisions. Did I really want to go to Denver, yes but I couldn't have timed it any worse as it was turning out. It was only for two years, but I'd be leaving Sally behind and having just discovered the depth of our love I really didn't want to leave her. Then there was Clive, shit was I really thinking of breaking up their marriage. I sank back in my chair wondering what he would feel or do. Lastly, there was Mila and the potential for that relationship to grow into something significant, perhaps for all of us.



I poured myself another cup of coffee and smiled as the robin who lived in the garden came to say hello. He sat on the back of the chair beside me and was a regular visitor. This particular one was the veteran of three years and we'd come to an understanding. He let me share his garden and I shared my biscuits, I paid him his due and he offered me a chirp in acknowledgement of our places in our relationship.
I thought more about Mila. She's a great girl in so many ways, and I know that Sally likes and trusts her. But do I love her or is it just lust? No, I thought, it's not just lust; that was not fair on the girl. She's beautiful and has a great character, shit who am I trying to kid, she's spectacular in bed, and it would take very little to push me over the love edge with her too.
I don't know how long I sat there contemplating but I was startled by the sound of a chair scraping beside mine. Jane sat down beside me and filled a mug from the coffee pot.
She didn't look at me but just sat beside me sipping her coffee. Finally she said, "Thank you for what you said last night, we had a long talk after you left, then we went back to bed."
She turned to face me with a proud smile on her face, "I had sex with John for the first time!" Then she shook her head and said, "No, I didn't. We made love and Pauline held us while we did it and the feelings were so amazing, but I was still so scared. I trembled the whole time, but John was so patient and gentle with me. I know he cares about me."
She was crying and I held my hand out to her and she came and sat on my lap her head resting on my shoulder. I gently stroked her hair and she used my tee-shirt to dry her eyes.
"Please can you call your friend, I know I need help, and I don't want to hurt either of them anymore. I can't live this way anymore."
I picked up my mobile from the table and found Lucy's number. She picked up after the fifth tone.
"Michael, you know I love you but it's nine on a Sunday morning and Pete was working his kisses down my body and he'd only reached my belly button."
I laughed, "Liar, at nine on a Sunday morning Pete will be standing on the third tee. So who's the lover in your bed as if I didn't know?"
"Damn, you know me to well, Samantha say hi to your uncle Michael."
"Hi Uncle Mike," came the seven year old's voice.
"Hi Sam," I replied.
Lucy asked, "So what can I do for you, or have you finally decided to become my lover."
I heard an indignant 'Mummy' from the background as I laughed. "No, it's a bit more serious than that. I need you to see a friend of mine. She badly needs your professional help."
Lucy's voice went serious. "Just how serious and how urgent is it?"
I put my hand over the phone, and asked Jane, "How much can I say?"
She said, "I've got no secrets anymore."
I spoke back into the phone, "Urgent and serious; it's effecting several friends of mine. She was raped and abused and it's destroying her current relationship. She's never had any counselling about it, and it's eating her alive if I say so myself."
"Is she there, can I talk to her?"
"Yes to both questions, and Lucy, any bills come to me ok."
I offered the mobile to Jane, and she reluctantly took it. She stood up and went to move away but I pointed at the other chair and stood myself.
I said, "I'll be in the kitchen getting some breakfast together. Come and get something when you are ready."
I walked off to the kitchen and put a fresh pot of coffee on and raided the fridge for the food I'd need. I'd guessed that I would have some guests this morning so I'd stocked up on bacon, eggs, and all the other essentials for the great British fry up.
I think the aroma of frying bacon must have crept upstairs and teased the rest of my guests awake, as first John and Pauline appeared, followed fifteen minutes later by a rejuvenated and sexy looking Mila who wore one of my t-shirts again.
Pauline looked around and said, "Have you seen Jane, we woke up and she'd gone."
I nodded and pointed outside, but I put my hand on her shoulder when she went to go. "Wait," I said, "she's talking to Lucy - the therapist I talked about, and she'll come in when she's ready."
Pauline looked worried but she busied herself helping me, while John sat at the kitchen table. When Mila appeared she joined John at the table after she had given me a toe-curling kiss.
A few minutes later a tear streaked Jane walked in from the garden and came straight over to me and wrapped her arms round me in a tight hug. She sobbed in my arms and it took a while for her to calm down enough to realise that Pauline and John were standing beside her too.
She broke away from me with a kiss and looked at them. "Michael called his friend, Lucy and I've been talking to her. I'm going to see her tomorrow evening, can you both come with me, please?"
John held his arms out to her and said, "Of course we can, does she need to talk to us?"
She moved into his arms and Pauline held the pair of them. "Just to say hi this first time, so she knows who I'm talking about. But later she may want to talk to us together. She sounds so nice."
I carried plates of food over to the table and we all settled down for a late breakfast. Jane sat between John and Pauline and every now and again she would reach out and touch first one then the other and smile to herself. I could see she was trying to build her self-confidence about touching and being touched by John. We talked about nothing and everything and about ten o'clock John made their excuses and the trio left in a flurry of hugs and kisses.
Mila helped me clear up the kitchen and we took our coffee out to the patio. I sat down and she plunked herself down on my lap. She'd changed to wearing her LBD from last night but as I quickly discovered, she was going commando.
As my fingers brushed her clitoral piercing she grinned and said, "It's your en-tire fault, my nickers were still soaking from last night. I had to wash them and leave them drying in your shower. If I forget, please keep them as a souvenir the greatest night in my life." She kissed me and settled down in my arms, raising her face to bask in the sunlight.
We stayed like that until we heard a car pull up in the drive. We walked around the front of the house to see a taxi pulling away and Clive and Sally standing there. I'd forgotten that they had taken a taxi home last night so they needed to collect their cars, hers and the BMW I'd given, well sold to them last night. Clive put his golf clubs into the boot of the BMW and we said hello and goodbye. Sally told him she'd see him at home this evening and with a smile a mile wide and a throaty roar he disappeared down the drive. As soon as he'd gone she was in my arms, hugging and kissing me.
Then she turned to Mila and hugged her. "Was he as good as I told you he was?" She asked.
"Even better."
"Oh, I'm jealous."
I asked suspiciously, "Is there something the pair of you would like to tell me?"
Sally smiled and taking my hand, led me back to the kitchen, stifling any questions I tried to ask. They sat me down on a chair at the kitchen table with a view down the garden.
"You stay here, Mila and I need a little talk first, and then we will explain everything."
They went out to the garden and I watched as they sat down at the bench by the pond. Their conversation was quite animated with lots of arm movements, but they seemed very friendly and gave lots of smiles. This was one time I'd love to be able to read lips.
They stood up and hugged and kissed then they returned to me. Sally kissed me then sat down on the chair beside mine. Mila took the one on the other side. By this time I was beginning to get worried, and I was aware that they could see my apprehension mirrored in my face.
Sally started, "First things first," she pointed at Mila, "I know her a lot better that you think, we've even been lovers on a few occasions. We're not lesbians, I think we are just bi-curious."
Mila nodded, "I like pussy but I'm never going to give up a hard cock for it, and definitely not yours."
"Is that all I am to you," I said.
She jumped up and sat on my lap. "Ohhh, God no, you are so more than that, you are everything I've ever wanted." Mila squirmed around giving me her own idea of a sexy lap dance.
Sally reached round and tapped her on the shoulder, "Excuse me, that's my man's lap you are assaulting. If you weren't my niece I'd put you over my knee and smack you."
"Y...our niece," I spluttered.
"I'm afraid so, I know that this is a lot to take in, but her father is my oldest brother. I was the surprise result of my parents twenty-fifth wedding anniversary party, so I'm only eight years older than she is."
"Yep, she's my Aunty Sally, she used to babysit me. That's where she got the habit of smacking me if I was naughty." Mila grinned and poked her tongue out at her.
Mila added, "The sexy stuff came much later and more recently. It's much better than getting swatted ... well, depending ..."
Sally rolled her eyes.
I shook my head in bemused amazement. I lifted Mila off my lap and headed to the lounge via the drinks cabinet where I poured myself a large medicinal single malt. It was plucked out of my hand by Sally.
She stood in front of me, her finger poking me in the chest. "I didn't look after you for the past twelve years for you to use alcohol as a prop again."
"Enough," I said, "You sit there and you there," and I pointed at either end of the sofa. They sat down, they both sat with their knees pressed tight together and their hands clasped together in their laps trying to look all prim and prop-er.
"Now start talking," I said as I sat down in the armchair facing them. I retrieved my glass and sipped the whiskey. Sally looked disappointed in me but I promised it would be my only one.
They looked at each other, and then Sally spoke. "There's a couple of things I need to tell you, and I'd be grateful if you let me finish before you interrupt me."
She turned to Mila and added, "That goes for you too."
I nodded and she continued. "The first thing I need to tell you is that I love you, and that's never going to change. I think I have for as long as I've known you, probably even before Linda died. Clive and I ended up having a long talk last night. He's always known that I have had strong feelings for you. He married me knowing that, but I think he always hoped that I would grow out of them. He saw something last night that made him realise that I never will. We've agreed that we are going to stay together for the rest of the year and see if my feelings change after I've been away from you for the next six months. If they haven't we will separate and I will join you in Denver if you still want me."
"Of course I do," I said with emphasis.
Sally jumped up and sat down on my lap, smothering my face with kisses.
"Ok, that I understand, but what about Mila?" I shook my head in disbelief as I muttered, "Your niece!"
I didn't think we should be casting her aside just be-cause we'd each had feelings for her. My feelings were rather fresh, but I was empathetic to Mila's long-time feelings for me.
"My turn," Mila announced. "I've loved Sally for as long as I can remember. I was an only child and Sally was the big sister I could go to when I had a problem. The summer before I started university I'd just broken up with my boy-friend. Sally and Clive took me away on vacation to the south of France, and I became Sally's lover for the first time. I think we were both curious, and it was a fun way to spend the afternoons while Clive played golf. I've had lots of boy-friends since, but none were serious romances. I would keep coming back to Sally for comfort and reassurance."
She stood up and joined us, she sat on the arm of the chair and I put my arm round her.
"Ok, that's clear enough, but where does last night fit in?" I asked.
"Hmm, confession time I think," Mila said.
"I've known about you and Sally for a lot longer than I told you last night. I overheard a conversation between Sally and Clive on that first holiday, and I confronted her and she told me all about your relationship. I think that's why I slept with her and it's when I first began to fall in love with you."
I could see that this was going to take some time for me to get to the bottom of. So I suggested that we would be a lot more comfortable on the sofa. I sat in the middle and they curled up on either side of me.
"So why did the pair of you hide your relationship from me?"
Sally replied, "We didn't do it intentionally in the beginning. If you remember I used to tell you I had relatives visiting. You never asked who they were so it never came up in conversation. We kept the sex part quiet from everyone, not just you."
"So Clive doesn't know either?"
She nodded, "And we're not going to tell him. When Mila qualified I suggested she apply for a job in the department and to be honest I did pull a couple of strings to help her get it."
Mila looked at me proudly, "I trained at St George's."
I blinked a tear away, I'd trained there and that's where I'd met Linda during my residency.
Mila said, "You know most of the rest. What you don't know is that I've spent the past three years falling in love with you, but I never knew how to tell you, and I didn't want to come between you and her. She would tell me about your time together and I would get jealous and turned on at the same time."
Sally interrupted, "It sort of came to a head between Clive and me yesterday when I got home. He didn't say anything specific but he seemed to know that our Friday night was different. He told me that regardless of how much you may need me, I wasn't to stay with you anymore. Mind you, you completely threw him when you sold us your car for two pounds." Sally shook her head in disbelief at that.
"I knew how my niece felt about you. So if I couldn't keep an eye on you, I thought it was a good time for her to enjoy what I thought was her fantasy, and I didn't want any of those other floozies getting their claws into you."
Mila said, "When she told me she wanted me to sleep with you I flooded my panties in anticipation. It was like all my Christmases and birthdays came at the same time. Thank God I had a spare pair in my bag or everyone would have seen or smelled the evidence of my lust."
I smiled at her, "You were the best present any woman could give a man, and I just hope that this old man didn't disappoint you?"
They both looked at me in surprise. Sally said, "I don't care how old you think you are, you've never disappointed me." She added confirmation by kissing me.
She added, "It wasn't until after I'd made my request of her that Mila confessed to me that she was deeply and madly in love with you. I hadn't realized how she'd come to feel about you."
"And last night was the best sex I've ever had," Mila said, adding, "Not that I've had that much sex."
I grinned but then got serious, "So where does that leave us?" I said as at the two of them.
Sally looked at me seriously, "Basically right where we were before. You are still going to the states for two years, I love you but I'm not going to leave Clive ..." I went to interrupt but she stopped me with a gesture. "I know what you're going to say, so let me add, I'm not going to leave him right now. I promised Clive I'd give our marriage a chance for the next six months and see if my feelings about you change when you are not around. If I feel the same way at Christmas, I will leave him and if you still want me ..." She paused looking at me.
I said, "I've been falling in love with you for the past twelve years, I just wasn't bright enough to realise it that's all. Six months is not going to make me change my mind."
"There is one difference," Mila said, "Now I've found you too. I don't want to lose either of you. Is there enough room for me in your relationship? I want more of both of you."
I balked, "Why would you want to waste your life with me. It's hard enough that Sally's twenty-three years younger than me, you are thirty-two y...OUCH, that hurt."
Mila had punched me on the arm, not a playful tap but a full-blown punch with all her weight behind it. She shouted, "Don't you fucking dare suggest that you are too old for either of us."
She burst into tears and clutched at Sally across my lap. I looked at her in surprise.
"T..ell h..im, you tell him it doesn't matter how old he is. Tell him I...we both love him." Mila sobbed as she lay across me.
Sally said to me, "You are an idiot sometimes." I hung my head and she gently punched my other arm. "At least you're our idiot."
"Sally, I'm confused, I am an old man and I need you to explain things in words of one syllable."
She kissed me, "It's quite simple, you need to buy a second ticket, Mila is going to go to join you to Denver as soon as she can, and keep you safe from all those hungry pretty American girls." Mila looked very happy with the idea, and to be honest I was struggling to see the down side.
Mila recovered and sat up. "One month, it will take me one month. I will put my resignation in on Monday."
"Hang on a minute, do I get any say in this?"
They both looked at me in surprise, and Sally said, "Don't be silly, of course you don't get any choice. You are our man and my niece will look after you when I can't. For the time being, she will be the surrogate me."
They both stood up and took one of my hands and led me upstairs. Sally said, "What you are going to do now is take us both to bed and make love to us until I have to go home."
I stood at the end of the bed as they slowly undressed me, then each other with a familiarity that I was to come to recognise.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~

To be continued
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~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~Part 2
New beginnings
America.
Oh god I was in love, the object of my desire glistened in the sunlight. An Aston Martin Vanquish Volante in metallic silver. The dealer stood beside me holding the keys to my lover. The top was down and the teal blue leather interior glowed.
I held my hand out and he placed the keys into my open palm. He was going on about the options but I had tuned his irritating voice out. For Christ sake I knew what I had bought and the options I had ordered.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~I had flown into the states the day before. Both Sally and Mila had seen me off at Heathrow, it had been a very emotional goodbye. I'd made my travel plans when I'd first been offered the post at the University Of Colorado School Of Medicine. I was going to fly into Miami and pick up the car I'd decided to treat myself to.
I intended to drive up the coast through Georgia and the Carolinas then cut across the country to Denver. I'd given myself a week to make the trip. It was my version of the ultimate road trip.
That was before everything had changed, I'd gone from having a friend and part time lover to two full time ones.
I'd offer to cancel the trip and spend the extra week with them, but they wouldn't let me. So the three of us had driven down to London on my last evening. I'd booked us in to a suite at No.11 Cadogan Gardens in the heart of Knightsbridge. I had stayed there many years ago with Linda and I'd always wanted to go back.
I had booked us a table at the restaurant, the food was amazing but none of us had an appetite. After rearranging our plates for half an hour and drinking a couple of bottles of good French wine I signed the bill and we headed upstairs.
The hotel was in a row of Georgian town houses and the suite was elegantly furnished. There was a lounge and a separate bedroom and an enormous bathroom that featured a large spar bath and a walk in shower. We walked in and for a long moment we held each other in a hug. It was the realisation that this was our last night together for months, as well as an acknowledgment and acceptance of complex relationship that kept us in our lover's arms.
Sally shook her head and pulled away from our embrace. "I want to try out that huge spar bath. I want to remember tonight, and I think a good soak for all of us will be a great start."
Mila grinned and turned her back to me holding up her hair silently asking me to unzip her dress. As the zip slid down towards the dimple in the small of her back, more of her silky soft smooth skin was exposed to my gaze. I kissed the back of her neck and ran my fingertips down the curve of her spine. She hissed in pent up pleasure. She let the dress fall to her feet and she turned to me dressed only in lacy ivory coloured panties and garter belt and white stockings. I gave an involuntary groan in admiration of her beauty.
A tap on my shoulder reminded me, as if I needed reminding, of the presence of my other lover.
"Undress me please," Sally whispered, and then she asked Mila to run the bath water.
She threw her arms around my neck kissing me, allowing me access to the zip on the back of her dress. She clung to me as I lowered it and ran my hands over the soft warm skin of her back.
"I love you," she said and tucked her head into the hollow of my neck. Then she stood back and like our other lover she wore panties, garter belt and stockings, this time in black. We could hear the water running in the bathroom and she walked away with a swing to her hips and joined Mila. I picked up their dresses and folded them over the back of a chair. I called room service and ordered drinks and aperitifs for later. "Five minutes" I was told.
I undressed and put on a towelling robe while I waited. The giggles and splashes told me that they had started without me. Room service arrived and the waiter pushed the trolley into the room. I signed the bill and went to hand it to him. His eyes were locked on the other side of the room looking with desire as a dripping naked Mila stood at the entrance of the bedroom.
"What's keeping you? Ohhhh." And she smiled at the waiter and then grinned as she saw the bulge rising in his trousers. She blew him a kiss and he fumbled for the bill and left.
Mila saw my face and laughed as she walked over to me, "I can't help it if I'm a tease." She plastered her wet soapy against me and whispered, "They can look as much as they like, but only you can touch me."
I fondled her ass running my finger down the crack between her cheeks, and she shivered.
"Hurry up Sally's started without you; she's found the water jets."
I dropped my robe on the floor and followed Mila. Sally had a leg hooked over the edge of the large round bath and the water was bubbling between her legs. She was resting her head and her eyes were closed. We stood and watched as she moaned and pulled on her nipples. Her hips were undulating as she directed the water jet over her pussy and clit. Her moans grew in intensity and she pulled and pinched her nipples.
I had my arm over Mila's shoulder, my finger tracing circles around her hard nipple. Her fingers ran along the underside of my erection. Sally grunted several times as she came, slumping back in the water.
She opened her eyes and smiled when she saw us watching. "Holy fuck that was fun, we've got to get one of these baths."
I grinned at her enthusiasm, "Well that's your responsibility. You know it's your job to find us a new house. If you want a spar bath you need to find us a place with a large enough bathroom. I won't mind some construction before we move in."
"And a bedroom for me, don't forget," Mila said as she pulled me over to the bath.
We joined Sally in the foaming water, it was just hot enough to make your skin tingle.
Sally said to Mila, "You have to try this," and they swapped places. Two beautiful women stepping over my recumbent body. I'm sorry I couldn't help myself. I pulled Sally into my lap with a splash. Mila positioned herself over the pulsating water jet. She lay back with a gasp as the jet found her clit, her head on my shoulder beside Sally's.
"Oh fuck, have we got to get one," she gasped. Her hips moving as she played the water jet over her pussy lips and clit.
Sally wriggled on my lap turning to face me. Her hand went between her legs and grasping my hard cock. Rising up she rubbed the crown of my cock along her slit making me tense and gasp. She found me hard enough and she sank down sheathing her warm tight passage on my rampant cock. Her eyes glazed for a moment as she got used to the sensation as her cunt stretched to fit round me.
I started to rock and she stopped me, "No, wait, I just want to feel you in me as we watch Mila come." She rested her head beside Mila's and stroked her wet hair. I had one hand supporting Sally's ass, the other was caressing Mila's breasts, occasionally pinching one of her breasts in a way I knew would help accelerate her to climax. Sally kept squeezing my cock with the muscles of her cunt to keep me hard.
Mila was rocking back and forth, little moans escaping her lips as the hard finger of water played across her clit. "Ohh God this feels so good, squeeze my nipples harder." Her finger crept down and she rubbed her clit as I pulled and squeezed her nipples.
She cried out as she came, "Yessssss, ohh yessssss." She shook as her orgasm spread out from her core. She slumped back against me whimpering softly.
As Mila came, Sally was moving, rocking and rubbing the hard nub of her clit against the base of my cock. She braced her arms on my chest for support and began riding me. Her breasts swaying in front of my face, drawing my eyes and lips to them. I rolled my hips to meet her movements and her expression changed to one of lust as the tip of my cock rubbed her quickly to an A-spot orgasm.
She came hard, her orgasm surging out from the centre of her being. Her cunt spasming and clutching at me, while her body shook in my arms. I felt my cock pulsating and forced down my need, counting down from a hundred silently. I eased out of her and the three of us lay back and relaxed. Letting the bubbling water ease us as we talked about the future and us.
We were turning into prunes by the time we got out of the bath and fell on the bed. I got the plate of food from the trolley and we ate as we played. The rest of the night became one long and delightfully erotic expression of the love that we felt.
I remember at one point spreading cream cheese on Sally's clit and coating it with slivers of smoked salmon and licking and nibbling her to an orgasm. The taste of her juices mingling with the food intensifying the experience for me.
They wrapped the shaft of my erect cock with Palma ham and smeared cream cheese over the crown. They both worked their way up and down, savouring the flavour. I came as Mila was licking the last of the cheese off. Her mouth covering the head and swallowing my cum, she saved the last drops for Sally.
I don't know what time we fell asleep. I know it felt like only minutes before the alarm went off and our breakfast arrived and we had ordered that for nine o'clock.
The girls hid in the bedroom as I answered the door and breakfast was brought in and set up at the table. I found my lovers in the shower and a ten-minute shower became an hour of fast and furious sex.
Finally after eating a late cold breakfast and getting dressed. We had checked out and driven to the airport. The last thing I did before we left our room was to ask Sally to marry me, she'd looked at me for a few moments, the pause grew so long that I was getting worried.
Then she nodded her head, "I love you and yes I want to be your wife, but I don't want to tell anyone until I talk to Clive." Then she hugged me and Mila. "When I see you next there better be a ring in your hand."
Mila looked at both of us a little uncertainly, and I hurried to reassure her. "Love, there is always going to be a place in my heart and our home for you. This doesn't mean I love you any less. When we can work out how; I want to marry you as well."
Sally nodded and said as she hugged her sapphic lover, "It makes no difference to the three of us, you will always be part of my...our life."
There had been a tearful parting before I had walked through security and in to the departure lounge.
I'd spent my first night in America at an airport hotel recovering from the flight and the night before. At nine the next morning I stood outside of the dealers with my back pack and suitcase at my feet watching as the temporary plates were fixed to my darling new car. I placed the insurance, car papers and my international driving licence in the glove box and locked it. The bags went in the boot, shit I needed to remember they called it a trunk over here. I had treated myself to the bags back home at my local Aston dealer so I knew they would fit.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~I pressed the engine start button and listened as the V12 burbled into life, oh yes life was good. I pulled out of the dealers and headed north.
I had the first part of the trip planned out in my mind. Daytona Beach, then Jacksonville, Savannah and on to Charleston. I thought I'd go as far as Virginia Beach before heading west.
I'd only made fifty miles before I was pull over by a police car, I knew I had been speeding, in my defence there wasn't a lot of traffic and I'm used to driving at eighty-five on the British motorways. Yes, I know the speed limits seventy but who the hell keeps to that. I'd been clocked at ninety in a sixty-five zone. Somehow I managed to get away with a slapped wrist, and fifteen minutes spent with the state trooper admiring the V12 under the bonnet, shit hood.
Seven hours later having almost kept to the speed limit I was approaching Savannah and looking for a place to stay. I had intentionally not booked any hotels. I was going to take potluck and try the motels I'd seen so many times in films.
I saw a sign ahead, The Sands Motel, Bar and Grill and pulled in and parked in front of the office. The clerk behind the counter had smiled at my accent, and laughed as I explained that as far as I was concerned I don't have one, he was the one with the accent.
He took my money and gave me a key to room ten. I parked the Aston outside and raised the roof and locked it up. The room was clean and had a pair of beds and that was it. I took a shower and got dressed in clean clothes. I was feeling hungry so I decided to try the bar and grill. I took my iPad with me, I had promised to Skype call my lovers and I was hoping that they were still awake.
The waitress, a pretty twenty-five year old blond who introduced herself as Julie showed me to a booth. She cooed over my accent, and brought me a menu. I ordered a beer and a steak and smiled at myself over the originality of my order.
When Julie brought my beer over, I pointed at my iPad and asked if they had a Wi-Fi connection. I had a 3G version but I'd forgotten to pick up a replacement SIM card in Miami, another thing I needed to add to my to do list. She smiled at me and wrote down the password on a napkin. For a few minutes we talked and flirted until the barman called her over. She joined him and the other waitress at the end of the bar.
I logged on and slid the headphones on, Sally answered after a few moments. Her head filling the screen as she spoke.
"Hi there, I miss you, how is it going?"
"It's good, I managed four hundred and fifty miles today, but it's very lonely on my own, I miss you and Mila."
"What are you doing?
"I've just ordered a meal, and you?"
"Getting ready for bed," and she pointed the camera lower and her naked chest appeared on the screen.
"Crap Sally, that's not fair, the best I can offer you is the inside of a bar." I angled the iPad to show her the room and I hear her laugh and then gasp as she realised I was showing the room her naked breasts. Although I noticed when I turn it back to me she hadn't covered them.
We talked for a few minutes longer until I saw Julie heading in my direction with my steak. I signed off promising to call her tomorrow.
I cut in to my juicy steak and I was surprised how good it was and set to demolishing it. I was just starting the apple pie I couldn't resist when the iPad buzzed.
Mila's face peered out at me and I blew her a kiss.
"Hi gorgeous," I said, "I just spoke to Sally and she showed me her boobs."
She laughed and held the camera out so I could see her. She was wearing scrubs and I could see the X-Ray coffee room in the background.
"No such luck with me, I'm on call."
"Spoilsport."
She grinned and spoke to someone in the room with her. "Simon close your eyes, no peeking or I'll tell your girlfriend you were groping me." I heard a male voice laugh. She propped her phone up and pulled her scrub top up and showed me her breasts almost covered by her lacy bra. Her nipples were clearly visible through the shear fabric.
"Does this make you miss me?" she said as she pulled her top down.
"I didn't need to see the girls to make me miss you."
"I've got some interesting news, HR have asked me to rescind my notice."
"What's that?"
"They want me to take a year's unpaid leave instead, they say they can hold my job for me. Apparently someone wrote a glowing letter of recommendation and suggested that option to them, any idea who that could have been boss?"
"Not a clue," I lied. "Try asking your lover, she signs my signature better than I do."
"Is that so? I need to have a word with my devious aunt."
I heard a call in the background, "Shit I need to go, head trauma for a CT, bloody motorcyclists, and I'll try and call you later." And the screen went blank as I said 'I love you'.
I took my beer and moved to the bar and sat down on a stool there. I felt a bit lonely after talking to Sally and Mila and I didn't want to hide in a dark booth.
I talked to the bartender, another Mike. The bar wasn't busy as it was quite early so Julie was able to sit and talk as well. We chuckled over us having the same name. I told them all about my road trip and the job in Denver. Julie was his girlfriend, and I admitted to leaving mine back in the UK.
Mike asked, "Have you split up?"
"Nope, Mila's flying over to join me in a few weeks."
Julie looked a bit confused, "I swear I heard you call her Sally earlier?"
I wasn't sure how much I should say, the whole idea was still novel to me, let alone strangers. Oh what the hell I'd be gone in the morning "You did, Mila is my girlfriend, Sally is her aunt and is also my fiancé."
Mike looked hard at me, "Crap, how do you keep them separate?"
I laughed, "I don't need to, they both know about each other, they've been lovers for years and Sally and I have been together for even longer."
Julie said, "Two lovers, how old are they, have you got photos?"
"Sally's thirty-one and Mila's twenty-four, and this is them."
I passed my iPad over to her, opening the photo folder.
"Wow they are beautiful, you are a lucky man. How did you meet them?" Julia passed the iPad to her boyfriend and he made appreciative noises.
Julie looked at me inquisitively so I asked for a second beer and told my story in short bursts between her serving other patrons.
Mike laughed, "It just proves to me I have no clue about people, I'd guessed that you were a salesman and you turn out to be a MD, a Professor no less."
He and I discovered we had a mutual appreciation of high performance cars. He spent a happy twenty minutes enthusing about the different Mustangs. He pulled a couple of well-thumbed car magazines from behind the bar to show me his dream model. I admit it's not a car I knew much about.
He finished by asking me about the car of my dreams. It was just too good an opportunity. I fished in my pocket and tossed him my keys.
He turned them over in his hands, "Holy fuck you've got an Aston, which one?"
"A Vanquish Volante, the V12, it's parked outside."
He was halfway across the room, heading for the door before he paused and asked, "Is it ok if I look?"
"No problem." I saw the happy grin settle on his face and thought 'what the hell why not' and added, "Want to take her for a quick spin?" I nodded at Julie, "and take Julie with you."
"Err...I can't leave the bar unmanned," he said.
I stood up and walked behind the bar counter. "It won't be the first time I've help out behind a bar, and there's the other waitress if I need help" I said.
He hesitated for just a moment, and then he grinned and swung his girlfriend around and was out the door in in seconds. The throaty roar of the V12 could easily be heard over the song playing softly on the jukebox.
There was a cough and a guy at the end of the bar asked for a beer. I turned and kept up my side of the bargain.
Mike and Julie were back ten minutes later and the bar was still standing. His face said it all, "That one beautiful car, thank you."
I returned to my side of the bar and he poured us both a whisky.
He raised his glass to me and said, "I should hate you. All my adult life I've been fantasising about a Mustang. Now I know I want an Aston."



I grinned and sat back on my stool. Mike flipped the channels on the TV behind the bar and settled on a baseball game. Now I'm British and proud of it. I can understand the passion for American football, I almost get ice hockey and basketball. But for the life of me I don't understand why a grown man would want to watch a game of glorified rounder's. Give me Test Cricket any day, it's the best excuse I know to laze around and drink for five straight days.
I made the mistake of voicing my opinion, I blame my stupidity on the lack of sleep from the night before.
Mike made it his mission to bring me back to the straight and narrow, his words not mine. Multiple diagrams on numerous napkins left me just as confused and I admitted defeat. Double plays, triple plays, loading the bases, my head was spinning. Why couldn't it be as simple as fielding at silly mid-off or backwards short leg, or bowling a googly.
All in all I was having a great night. I sat back on my stool and took in the rest of the bar. It was still early and there were only a handful of customers. The music was low and the sound on the TV was muted which is probably why the heated conversation in the booth behind me stood out.
He was good looking in that clean cut all American style, I knew from watching US shows on the Google box. He was probably in his early thirties. She was younger, in her early twenties, small with elfin features and short black hair. They had been sitting there for some time from the look of the empty beer bottles in front of him. I noticed he had a wedding ring on his finger, but hers that were pressed hard around her glass were unadorned.
Ok I know I was being nosey, but other than Julie who was so in love with Mike, elfin girl was the prettiest girl in the bar. His voice grew more intrusive and I could see Mike glancing over in their direction. I looked over at them and asked him if he could tone it down a bit. He just looked up quickly then ignored me and carried on talking at her.
Suddenly there was a slap and the man pushed her out of the booth and onto the floor
He spat at her rubbing the side of his face, "You cock teasing cunt. Why the fuck did you think I paid for your ticket if not to get in your pants."
She shuffled backward on the floor struggling to get to her feet, as he stood up. I was on my feet and Mike was moving round the bar. Before we could get to them she was rushing for the door and he was right behind her. They reached the door together and he pushed her violently into it. There was a crash of breaking glass and she screamed.
Everyone froze for a second, then Mike launched himself at the guy, who spun and raced out of the bar. I scrambled to the girls side, grasping at her red soaked arm as she pulled it back through the broken glass panel.
"Julie! I need a clean towel now," I called as I applied pressure above the six-inch gash. In the background I heard a car start up and race out of the parking lot.
Elfin girl slowly sank to her knees wailing softly. I picked her up with my other arm and sat her down on the chair that someone pulled out for me.
Mike came storming back into the bar, "The fucker got away....oh shit that's a lot of blood. Someone call 911."
Julie dropped a large first aid kit on the table and wrenched it open. I pointed at a large dressing pack.
"Open that and another one if you can find it and pass them to me. I need to keep pressure on her artery."
"Fuck, fuck, fuck," I heard the other waitress say. "There's a big pile up the other side of town, the EMT's say they will be at least forty minutes."
"Too long," I muttered to myself. The dressing packs were passed to me and I placed them on the wound and wrapped a crape bandage tight around her arm. The bleeding slowed but didn't stop.
"Mike, squeeze her arm where I am. I need to see what's in the kit?"
He took over from me and I rummaged through the case. Crap there was nothing of use in it.
"How far to the closest hospital," I asked, taking over from Mike again.
Mike said, "It's the other side of town, a good twenty-five minutes away, but if there was a pile up, it's going to be busy."
Julie interrupted, "There's that clinic ten minutes in the other direction."
"That all have to do. Mike take my keys, you are driving. I need to hold this arm. She can sit on my lap." I picked her up and we went straight to my car. Mike got behind the wheel and lowered the roof as I slid into the passenger seat with elfin girl on my lap. She was groaning and although I was controlling the bleeding for the moment, she'd lost a fair amount of blood.
Mike gunned the engine and we swung out of the parking lot. A patrol car, lights blazing pulled in as we reached the exit. Mike spoke quickly to the driver who swung around us, shouting "Follow me." And he headed back down the road, lights and siren going, with us in close behind.
Elfin girl spoke above the road noise, "How bad is it?"
"Not good, but not fatal," I said into her ear. "What's your name?"
"Zoe, my name's Zoe," she said.
"Zoe can you move your fingers for me," I watched as her fingers waggled. Good at least there wasn't any nerve or ligament damage.
"Who are you?" Zoe asked.
"He's Mike and I'm Michael, also known as Mike to my friends, and it's your lucky day because I'm a doctor."
The muscles in my arm were getting painful so I turned to Mike, "How much longer?"
"Just a couple of minutes."
She whispered just loud enough for me to hear, "I'm a fifth year medical student, you can tell me the truth."
"If I'm right you've nicked your radial artery, that's why there is so much blood. That and a nasty gash is it. Any competent doctor can sow it up, if I'd had the right materials I'd have done it in the bar."
She wriggled back against me and muttered, "Safe, feel safe now."
We lurched to a halt outside of a harshly lit two-story building. Mike helped me out of the car and I carried Zoe in. Another continent, same old sights and smells. There was an orderly and a receptionist in a glass walled reception desk.
I called out, "I need a trolley, and she lost a lot of blood." The orderly saw the bloody state of both of us and disappeared through a set of doors. I went to follow him but the receptionist, a middle-aged woman stood in front of me.
"I need her insurance details first."
Crap I'd forgotten that medicine was a cash business in the states. "Not a clue love," I said.
Mike said, "Don't worry. I'll sort it out."
"Take my wallet, if you need a card there a platinum Amex in there."
"I'll deal with it, go," and he pointed at the trolley the orderly had brought. I placed Zoe on it and we wheeled her into the treatment area. The place looked fairly packed but the orderly wheeled us into an empty bay at the far end of the room.
A stressed looking nurse stuck her head in and said, "The doctor will be with you as soon as he can," and went to go.
"Don't you fucking dare disappear, she got a bleeding radial artery, I haven't just ruined the interior of a two hundred thousand dollar car just so you lot can let her lose her arm." Yes I know I was laying it on a bit thick, but if thirty-five years in the NHS had taught me anything, it was how to take command of a situation.
"Shit, shit, he really can't come. He's on his own and the patient he's with can't be left."
Ok, I thought, let's see if I can remember basic suturing 101. I said, "Ok this is your lucky day, I'm a doctor, I can deal with this. I need an arterial suture kit and some gloves. She needs an IV started."
The nurse looked at me sceptically, and I saw Mike and the police officer standing behind her.
"Mike in my wallet is my hospital ID and my medical card, get it out for me please."
Zoe said, "I trust him, let him do it please."
The nurse looked at my documents and gasped. She turned on her heel and was gone. Moments later she reappeared pushing a dressing trolley with a second nurse.
I was impressed with the way they took over from me. An IV was quickly in place and dextrose saline running. The arm was prepped and I was able to strip off my ruined shirt, wash the blood off my arms and get a scrub top on.
"I'm Dee by the way Professor Fitzpatrick," the nurse said.
"Call me Mike," I said wondering how she knew my name, of course the documents.
I scrubbed and slid into the gown that Dee held out. "What size gloves? She asked
"Nines please," I said and she opened them for me.
It took me about half an hour to repair the damage to the artery. I used a brachial block instead of lots of local. Dee was a damm good nurse, most of the time she anticipated my next request. All the time I was aware of a pair of hazel eyes following my every move.
I was so much in the zone I failed to notice the ER doctor appear and start complaining.
I did hear Dee's reply. "Shut up Jose, watch this and you might learn something."
A couple of minutes later a second pair of gloved hands took over from Dee and he deftly helped me close the wound, sewing the muscle layers together. I fussed over the skin layer, I didn't want elfin girl to have a nasty scar.
"I've got this," he said as I tied off the last knot.
I rocked back on the stool flexing my tired shoulders and looked around the bay. Crap I had an audience.
"What are you a professor of?" One of the nurses asked.
"Radiology, but I did some combat trauma surgery in the Falklands when I was younger."
"It shows," Jose said. Then he said, "Do you think you could take a look at some scans for me. The radiology attending says they are clean but there's something not right with the patient."
"Sure, I don't suppose there's a chance of a coffee is there?"
Zoe looked at me and said, "I was lucky you were there wasn't I?" I shrugged and bent down and gave her a kiss on the cheek. Well that was my intention, she moved her face and met my lips with her open ones. When our lips parted, she whispered, "Thank you."
I'd spent most of the time waiting for Zoe to recover from the treatment with Jose reviewing scans and chastising the incompetent radiology attending. The idiot had missed a bleed, and that wasn't his only mistake of the night. He made the mistake of compounding his error by complaining to his boss. Peter, the head of his department, who I had met before. We'd chaired several panels at conferences. I think half the department heard the dressing down he got after Peter drove in from home to deal with the interloper and saw me grinning at him over a mug of very nice coffee.
The police officer had taken my statement. There wasn't much I could add to Mike and Zoe's statements other than a detailed description of the injuries.
A couple of hours or so later, I walked to the entrance with Dee pushing Zoe in a wheelchair beside me. Dee had found her a Tee-shirt and a set of scrubs to wear and her arm was in a sling. They had wanted her to stay the night but she didn't want to. I'd offered to look after her and Jose was happy with the idea.
I found my car where Mike had parked it. He'd taken the time to wipe down any blood that had splattered the interior. It wasn't as much as I'd feared, I'd done a reasonable job of controlling the bleeding. I pulled it up to the ER entrance and helped Zoe in.
We had talked while the wound had been dressed to Dee's extracting standards. Zoe was a final year medical student and had been invited to a small medical conference in Savannah as the guest of her companion. He to my disgust was her medical supervisor. Very beneficial for her training he told her, he'd cover the costs, and not to worry it was all very platonic. Of course, when they had arrived there was a mistake with the reservation. There was only one room, and the hotel was booked out.
The room had two beds; it wouldn't be an issue he assured her. It had just gone downhill from there. She'd made a fuss and he'd brought her to the bar to explain everything. Well we all knew how that had ended.
All her stuff was still in the hotel room. She hadn't thought that they were going to leave the hotel earlier so her clothes and her purse were all there. I swung past the hotel she was staying at, and we found that dick head had checked out, surprise, surprise! I got the front desk to check the room out, it hadn't been cleaned yet. We found her bag and clothes trashed. God knows what he'd taken to them but nothing was salvageable. Her phone was smashed and scattered around the room. Her purse with her money, cards and ID was missing. I found the phones SIM card and picked it up. All she had left was the clothes she was wearing and those were borrowed underwear and a scrub suit. Her own blood soaked clothes were in a bag in the car, and they were only good for the bin. She stood there looking devastated and I put my arm around her. She clutched me wincing as I pressed against her arm.
"We will get this sorted out," I told her as I led her back to the car.
We ended up back at the bar where it had all started. Mike had given me his cell number before he taken a cab back to the bar. I'd called him and he'd got her a room at the motel. It was close to midnight by the time we got there.
Julie had taken one look at her and wrapped her in her arms, and for the first time that night Zoe had burst in to uncontrollable sobs.
She sobbed, "I don't know what I'm going to do. I can't get home; he'll have cancelled my flight. I've no ID or money, and no clothes."
"Clothes we can sort out," Julie said. She turned to us and said, "Give me your spare cash, there's a Target open 24/7 a mile down the road and I can get the basics now"
She looked at Zoe with a practiced eye, "I'm guessing small, 26 inch waist, and 32 A..no B." Zoe nodded. "God I'm good," Julie said and high five'd Mike.
I handed her my wallet and she rifled through it and found the five hundred dollars I'd tucked in the back.
"This will do nicely, I'll be back in thirty minutes honey." And she was gone.
Zoe came and sat down beside me. She took my hand and said, "Thank you. Dee said it was the best repair she'd ever seen."
There wasn't much I could say so I changed the subject. "We need to get you home, I can book you a flight tomorrow."
She shook her head, "It won't work even if I would let you buy the ticket, I can't fly I've no ID."
"Fuck." I shook my head in disgust. "Ok where do you need to be?"
"Denver."
Mike and I just looked at each other and laughed.
I miss quoted Boggy, "All the bars in the world, and you had to walk in to this one."
Zoe kept saying, "What's so funny?"
"Madam, your carriage awaits you, I'm driving to Denver. Would you do me the honour of joining me?"
She just kept looking back and forth between Mike and myself. "You're not shitting me are you?"
"Nope, I'm taking up a position at the university hospital. Say hello to the new Professor Emeritus for radiology. I'm over here for the next two years."
It was her turn to laugh, "That's where I'm training. Oh fuck, lover boys going to crap himself. He's a radiology resident in the same department!"
And that's how Julie found us when she returned from the store. The three of us giggling and laughing. We'd calm down then one of us would catch another's eye and we would start all over again.
Mike said to Zoe, "You've got to promise me that you will video his face when he gets introduced to Michael."
He and Julie were looking exhausted. Zoe wasn't much better. We locked the bar up and said our goodbyes. I promised to stay an extra day and see them tomorrow. They got into Mike's truck and drove off. Mike had got the room next to mine for Zoe, and I stuck my head into reception and paid for her room and extended the stay for an extra night. She opened her door and I carried the bags in for her. She looked scared and I noticed a connecting door between the rooms.
I said, "I'll unlock it from my side, you can keep your side locked. If you need anything you can come and get me."
I rummaged in the bags and found the rolls of plastic wrap and tape I'd asked Julie to buy.
I told her, "If you wrap this round your arm and tape the ends you can shower without getting the dressing wet."
"Can you show me how, I really need a shower."
I wrapped and taped her arm up. She stood on her tiptoes and pulled my head down to her. She kissed me, her tongue making a quick dart into my mouth. Then she stepped back and said, "I think you need to go. I need a shower desperately. Thank you for everything."
I retreated to my room and had a shower as well, I needed one for more than one reason. My unruly friend needed controlling. I threw my blood stained clothes into the tub to soak; with luck I wasn't going to have to chuck them out.
I'd fallen asleep with just a towel wrapped around my waist. I had pulled the covers over myself and dropped off as soon as my head hit the pillow. I woke early the morning and there was a small warm body tucked in behind me. Her uninjured arm was around my waist. She was holding my morning woody in her small hand. I rolled over carefully and looked at her cute face framed by her blond hair. She opened an eye and looked at me.
"I got scared and you were asleep so I curled up behind you, I hope you don't mind?"
"Mind a beautiful girl in my bed holding my cock, are you crazy?"
"No, but I think I'm falling in love with you." Her fingers traced the throbbing vein on the underside of my rampant cock.
"That is probably a good definition of crazy."
She looked at me and pointed at the wedding ring I wore on a gold chain around my neck and then my iPad propped up on the bedside cabinet.
She asked, "Are you married or something?"
I have an app on the iPad that I use as an alarm clock, the reason I like it is that it's also a photo frame app. I'd loaded it with the best of the shots I'd taken of Sally and Mila in varying states of dress. There were a few of me with them. The photos were scrolling in a loop and that's what Zoe had seen.
"No, not anymore; my wife died thirteen years ago. The two in the pictures are the special people in my life, Sally, my fiancée and Mila, my lover"
I lay back and thought about my situation. I'd decided that, as unusual as it was I was never going to deny what the girls meant to me.
So I continued, "It's rather complicated, and I need you to listen before you make any snap decisions."
She looked piercingly in to my eyes, she must have liked what she saw as she nodded and kept hold of my cock.
"Sally, that's the red head has been my lover for the past twelve years. Mila is her niece and they are lovers. Mila's been my lover for the last ten days."
Zoe's eyes just grew wider and wider.
"Mila is flying out to join me in a couple of weeks, she's one of the best radiographers I've worked with."
Zoe asked timidly, "How old are you?"
"I'm fifty-five, and Sally's thirty-one and Mila twenty-four."
"And you all live together?"
I shook my head, "That even more complicated, and it's mostly my fault. I miss read the situation. Sally went and got married to someone else because she thought I couldn't or wouldn't commit to her. She and her husband, Clive, have come to an agreement and she's leaving him and she's going to join us in the New Year."
"Ohh, what did he do when he found out about you?"
"I told you it's complicated, he's always known about me. Sally would only marry him if he agreed to us continuing to meet."
Now she did look surprised, "That sounds really weird. He agreed to that?"
"Shit I suppose it does doesn't it. That's not what happened. I was in a very bad place after Linda died, Sally took care of me and the twins, and did I say I've got twin girls?" She shook her head.
"Oh, well I do, both married now. Where was I, oh yes? It wasn't Sally's job, she was my secretary. If I were down, she'd come and stay and drag me out of my funk. If that meant she needed to make love to me that's what she did. We...."



I paused for a moment realising I was rambling.
"I was going to say we fell in love but that's not true. Sally did, but I thought I just needed her. I didn't realise I was falling in love too. She met Clive and he offered her everything I didn't, so she married him. But she couldn't abandon us, on their first date she told him all about me and that she wouldn't stop. She gave him the choice, agree or walk away, and he decided to stay."
Zoe sat up in the bed and I realised all she was wearing was a pair of skimpy pink cotton panties. Her breasts were small but perfectly proportioned for her pixie-like body. Conical peaks surmounted with coffee coloured areole and exquisite nipples. Her skin was lightly tanned and I could see no tan lines.
She turned towards me and sat cross-legged facing me and my heart almost stopped. I'd called her my elfin girl and that what she was. My eye was drawn to the waist of her panties and the tiny curl of dark hair nestling above the elastic.
Unaware of what she was doing to me she asked, "So what changed?"
"I got my head out of my ass about a month ago and realised I didn't just like her, I loved her. That was all it took. I think Clive has always expected it; they have no children. I've asked her to marry me when she gets everything sorted out with Clive."
"I still don't understand where Mila fits in this, you said she's only been your lover for ten days."
Christ why couldn't I have a straightforward relationship. "If you'd asked me that question a couple of weeks ago I would have said, 'Nice pretty girl and fun to work with.'"
"And now?"
"An amazing friend and lover. She and Sally have been lovers for over five years. Sally asked her to look after me at my leaving party; she couldn't stay with me because of Clive, and she knew Mila loved me. It turns out I fell in love with her too."
"So you love two people."
"No, I love many people but there are just two who love me back in the same way." I looked at her eyes and saw she was staring hard at my face. "Ok your turn. Why all the questions?"
"I needed to know as much as I could about you before I decided if I was going to share your bed for this trip."
I sat up in the bed thinking I knew where this came from, "No, there were no conditions to my offer, other than it would make on old man happy to have some company while he drives."
She smiled at me and said, "Oh, I think you can take it as given that I'm going to sleep with you. Last night in the car, while I was sitting on your lap, all I could think about was am I going to die. Then you spoke to me and I knew it was going to be alright. I'd never felt safer and more loved in all my life. This morning proves that there is something about you that I really like!"
She slowly leant forward and kissed me, "What I really need to know now is, do you have enough love left for me as well as them?"
"Why don't we ask them?" I said.
For the first time I saw her flustered, "Why do we need to ask them? It's your love I want."
"Oh you have that! But I'm not interested in a quick affair. I need to know that the girls are willing to share my love with you, and you need to know them as more that pictures on my iPad."
Now she did look scared. "What if they don't like me?"
"Hey, Elfin girl, you can see what you are doing to me, you are beautiful and sexy and almost nude in my bed. I know they will love you as well. They keep telling me that I have impeccable taste." I looked at the time, add the five hours and it was one o'clock in the UK. If they kept the same schedule then they would both be in Sally's office eating lunch.
She hesitated then nodded her head. "Ok let's do it, but I'm getting dressed first so say goodbye to these." She placed her hands over breasts.
I caressed the side of her breast with the back of my outstretched finger. "Never goodbye, just au revoir," I quipped.
I struggled out of the bed in time to see her cute pink panty covered butt disappear through the connecting door. And was that a tattoo on her butt cheek I saw peeking out above the panties?
After a quick wash I got dressed and set up the Skype call. I settled down and the girls were on screen. They gave me all their news and I gave them a quick heads up on my busy evening sans Zoe while I waited for her to appear. When she did she stood to one side and I motioned for her to keep quiet. I knew how I wanted to introduce her.
I said, "By the way I found this in the ER and it followed me home. Can I keep it pleeeese, pretty please," and I pulled Zoe onto my lap and she waved.
There was a bubble of comments. I heard, "Holy fuck you've only been there two days," and "Shit boss she's beautiful, can I play with her when I get there."
"Zoe, meet the two loves of my life, girls meet Zoe who is applying for the position as number three." Zoe smacked me over the back of the head."
Zoe said, "I thought I was interviewing two women and a man for the vacant positions in my love life," and giggled seductively.
Sally said, "It sounds like a partnership application to me and I think the chairman should report back to the rest of the partners daily. We will take a final vote when the junior partner interviews the applicant in person."
Mila said, "Do you want to tell him the other news?"
"What news?"
"After you called last night, Clive and I had a long talk. We've agreed that there is no point in us waiting to Christmas to make a decision. We both feel that the spark has gone. We are going to see our solicitor to sort out the details of the divorce. So by Christmas I will be a free woman."
I honestly didn't know if I should say I was happy or sad for her. I think she could tell as she blew me a kiss through the screen.
She looked at me with a wistful expression and said, "So chairman can I apply to become a full partner please?"
"When can you come over," I asked
"Not for a couple of months."
I felt Zoe stirring uncomfortably on my lab and I turned her to face me.
"This doesn't make any difference Zoe, you are welcome to join our life until you decide it's time to go. I was always going to be with Sally, I just needed her to tell me. Mila has come into my life, and she needed to tell me. Now you want to, I'm beginning to see a trend here." I held up my arms, "I don't always know what's best for me, but once I get the hint I'm damn good.
I felt her settle down and relax. I left her talking to the girls, telling her to join me for breakfast when she was finished. I knew Mila and Sally only had another fifteen minutes left on their lunch break so I knew she wouldn't be long.
I went over to the grill and ordered eggs, bacon and hash browns, plus a large plate of blueberry pancakes. I sat sipping coffee as I waited for the food and Zoe.
On my walk across I'd checked out the car, it wasn't as bad as I'd thought it was going to be. Mike had done a good job wiping the leather down. There were just a few marks left and that metallic tang that blood always gives out. Maybe there was somewhere local that could do something, I decided to ask in the grill.
The waitress knew a cousin with a mobile car valeting service and she gave them a call for me. They had a free slot that morning and would come over. Also Zoe needed to go back to the clinic to change her dressing and I wanted to pick up extra dressings enough to cover the trip.
I had started on the eggs, and the pancakes appeared as Zoe sat down.
"Are these for me?" She asked. I nodded not able to speak with a full mouth. She asked for some syrup and coffee and stole a piece of bacon off my plate. I looked to see if there was any expression on her face that would indicate my future, but it was blank.
I had to wait until she'd finished her pancakes before I saw a glimmer of a smile.
She said, "Sally told me you hate to be kept waiting, I'm going to so enjoy teasing you. They send their love and said I was to give you a kiss from each of them." She leant across the table and gave me two kisses, then a third longer one. "The last one is from me." She lowered her voice, "When the girls get home and comfortable they are going to call us and I'm going to make love to you three times, while they watch and join in."
She said it in such a matter of factual way that for a few moments I failed to take in what she had just said. Then it hit me between the eyes, "Oh....OHH."

She laughed at my discomfort, "They said you would say something like that. Sally worked out the time difference as it looks like you are going to get a lot of late afternoon sex in this time zone."
I had to ask although I had a suspicion what the answer would be. "Why three times, why not two or four?"
Zoe smiled when I said four. She held up her hand and raised a finger, "Sally," a second finger, "Mila," and a third finger, "and me. They tell me how they want you, and I do it for them. I get to pick my own position."
Fuck, sex by remote control. I had an evil pair of girlfriends. No strike that, I have an evil trio of girlfriends. My plans for revenge were interrupted by the waitress. She told me that the car valeting service was here and they needed access to the car.
I followed her outside and unlocked the Aston and lowered the top. I think the guy almost cried, especially when I told him the car was only two days old.
He promised they would do their best. Zoe came over and promised him a kiss if he could get her blood out of the leather. I told him we would either be in the grill or our room if he needed me.
We sat back down at the grill and over a coffee and Zoe began to tell me her story

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~Zoe
I'll make this quick and only cover the salient points. My name is Zoe Hansson. I was born and grew up in the small town of Big Bend in Wisconsin. I was the youngest of three girls. My father works for the planning department in Milwaukee and my mother is a nurse. There was nothing unusual in my formative years. I didn't have a drunken mother or an abusive father. I had a normal health family, loving parents and my older sisters looked out for me. We went to church every Sunday, but I can't say I was very religious. And yes I'm a cheese head, Packer green through and through. Sunday afternoons in season in the family room with my father were the highlight of my week.
I was always in the top five percent academically in high school. I wasn't the most popular girl at school, unlike my sisters. But because of them I had a trouble free time. They were beautiful, tall and elegant like my father. I took after my mother. She was a five-two pocket dynamite from Finland, who dad met at college. I was a couple of inches shorter. My sisters think I am the prettiest of us, I never have. I had a boyfriend in high school and for a while I couldn't think of a life without him. I lost my virginity to him on prom night in a messy five-minute fumble in the back of his parent's Ford.
I've always wanted to be a doctor. And although it was half way across the country my parents supported my decision to go to medical school in Denver. My boyfriend wanted me to go to community college with him. His last words to me when I told him of my decision were "You fucking cock tease, I'm going to find a proper girlfriend." It hurt but not as much as he did after I kneed him in the family jewels.
I started in the fall, my family turned the trip into a family vacation as we drove across the country, towing the U haul trailer with all the things I need for the next five years in it.
I went from being the top in my high school class to being Miss Average. They always tell you the first year is the hardest. It's not true, they all are. I worked hard and by the end of the fourth year I was in the top ten percent. In my last year I got a placement in radiology. My supervisor was a second year resident called Tony. I thought he was nice. Half way through my rotation, he came up with this offer of a weekend conference and workshop that one of the device companies was sponsoring in Savannah, Georgia. It sounded very interesting and what the hell, it was a free all expenses paid weekend and I'd learn something. I may have been a bit naïve and over enthusiastic with my thanks, well obviously I was, as the events of the weekend confirmed.
I should have guessed when we arrived and there was only one room booked for us. An unfortunate mistake the organiser told me, I found out later he was Tony's frat brother. But he was very sorry there were no other rooms. Tony convinced me that there were two beds and he would be the perfect gentleman. That was until he got into my bed by 'mistake' after a late night visit to the bathroom.
The weekend just went downhill from there. I spent all my time trying to avoid has advances. On Saturday night I ended up sleeping in the lobby. Sunday evening after another incident in the bar, I forced him to take me somewhere quiet so we could talk. We drove ten minutes down the road and he pulled in at a bar and grill and you know the rest. This wonderful British doctor came riding to my rescue and he called me his elfin girl. I think I've fallen in love with him and his two British girlfriends.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~Michael
I sat nursing my coffee as Zoe finished, she looked up after her admission and smiled at me, "Sally told me, I'm to tell you I've formally applied for the vacant position of junior partner."
I laughed and muttered something along the lines of I was always the last to know about any vacancies. I paid our bill and we headed out to check on the car. Zoe stopped me at the door and put her good arm around my neck and standing on tiptoes reached up and kissed me. She whispered, "I can't wait to meet Mila, when does she get here?"
"In a couple of weeks or so." I stopped moving as an important thought crossed my mind. "Crap, the university is putting me up in a hotel for the first couple of weeks." I looked at Zoe, and she shook her head.
She said, "I live in the graduate residence hall, and I share with another girl."
I said, "We are going to have to get a place as soon as we can. We need to get to Denver fairly soon. Are you ok if we start tomorrow morning?"
She nodded and we walked over to the Aston. They'd done a brilliant job, you couldn't see the stains and the rest of the car gleamed. I paid them and gave them a hundred dollar tip, Zoe paid up on her promised kiss. The young man who'd worked on the car glowed after Zoe's kiss and hug.
I drove us to the local mall enjoying the sensual power of the Aston and the beautiful girl sitting beside me. Zoe enjoyed herself spending more of my money. After the first store I gave her one of my credit cards and PIN number and told her to enjoy herself. There was a bookstore with a comfy seating area and I retreated there and sat reading a book I'd bought. She would return with every now and again and deposit bags at my feet. I did nip out and make a quick purchase for her, a replacement phone the same as the smashed one and I put her old SIM card that I'd picked up from the floor of her hotel room. She did take me to the lingerie store, where I had to approve all her choices. Finally I think she was shopped out and we left. I stopped by a store selling luggage and bought a case for her that would fit in the Aston's limited boot. We squeezed the bags in the car and headed off.
The next stop was the clinic. Dee redressed Zoe's arm while I had a talk with Jose. It was amazing that today the receptionist was out of her cubical as soon as we walked through the door, and we were escorted to the treatment bay. I managed to acquire more than enough dressings to cover the trip. Zoe and Dee had a quiet word and later I saw Dee hand her a bag with several pill packets in it. I recognised one as birth control pills, of course hers were probably in her missing purse. Dam that triggered another thought, she needed to cancel all her cards. I reminded her and she used my phone to call her banks and cancel and reorder new ones.
She looked at me and said, "At least I didn't bring my laptop with me, he'd have smashed it like my phone. Shit I only got it last month." I smiled and pulled out her replacement from my pocket. I had intended to give it to her this afternoon, but now seemed right. I think the look of gratitude that spread across her face the moment she switched it on and found all her contacts she'd saved on the SIM card were there will stay with me forever.
We headed back to the motel and dropped our purchases off in the room. We went over to the bar and grill. I took my iPad with us. I needed to re-plan the route to Denver. I didn't think we had the time to go as far up the coast as the north Carolinas as I had originally planned.
Mike and Julie were behind the bar when we walked through the door. We pulled up stools at the bar and sat down. Zoe knelt on her stool and stretched over and kissed both of them.
She said, "Thank you for everything you did last night," as she sat down.
Julie looked at the bandage on Zoe's arm, "That looked so bad last night."
Zoe took my hand, "He put me back together. I'm a medical student and what I saw was a master class in suturing. I don't even think I'm going to have much of a scar."
"Well don't think about suing me if you do get one," I laughed, "I don't think I'm even licensed to practice in this state."
Then I looked at her seriously, "I will get the best plastic surgeon to fix it if there is a scar. I am so going to make that moron who pushed you suffer when we get to Denver. One of my responsibilities is to supervise all the students and residents." I put on a diabolical grin.
Zoe looked at me in horror, "Oh shit I hadn't thought about that."
Mike asked, "Why is that a problem Zoe?"
"It means that for the rest of my radiology rotation he's my boss."
I grinned at her, "And what's the problem? I have been known to be a good boss, ask Sally and Mila.
"No, you idiot, all medical students and the teaching staff have a morals clause in our contracts. No cohabitation between students and faculty." She looked distraught.
"Are you sure?" I asked, "Because there's nothing in mine." I found the copy of my contract on my iPad and browsed through the document.
"What's the title of the section?" I asked.
"In mine it was under the section Expected Behaviour & Grounds for Discipline and Termination."
I found the section but there were only sections on drinking, drugs and surprisingly theft of intellectual property.
"Nope, I can be as amoral as I like. It could be because this is an international contract and I don't think you can enforce a morals clause in that case."
She peered at the contract, "This doesn't look anything like mine. Holy fuck they are paying you that much and you get eight weeks holiday a year."
I tapped my nose, "Remember, me professor emeritus, you medical student. They definitely need me more than I need them. As for you moving in with me, I can just claim that you were a pre-existing condition; that should get you off the hook. You were just waiting for me to get to Denver to join you."
I sipped the beer Mike had placed in front of me. Gazing into space and thinking of additional solutions.
Julie asked, "Why is this such a big deal to you two?" Then she looked back and forth between us, her eyes opening wider. "Ohhhh."
I said, "Yes, ohhhh. For some unknown reason known best to her. This one has decided that she's moving in with me and Mila."
"Do the other two know about this?" Julie asked.
Zoe smirked, "It was their idea."
"Hey don't worry about me, I thought it was bad enough with two women in my life, now I've got three." I quipped and winced as both Zoe and Julie hit me.



"So what are your plans doc?"
"Prof." The two women corrected him. Mike held his hands up in apology.
I shrugged it off and said, "We are going to leave in the morning. I'm thinking we could go up the coast a bit and then cut across the country and head for Denver. I'd like to stay off the interstate highways if I can.
I opened goggle maps in the iPad and Mike and Zoe plotted a route for me. I'd enter it into the sat nav in the car later.
Zoe looked at the time on her phone, "Michael, we've got to take that call soon, we need to go back to the room!"
Oh yes the call. I did wonder if she was pulling my leg.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~Shit, no, she wasn't.
"Hi darling are you ready for our evening of fun," came Sally's voice from the conference speaker set that Zoe had attached to my iPad. Obviously, a purchase from earlier in the day. She'd positioned the iPad so the camera covered the bed.
Sally and Mila had set theirs up to cover the bed at Mila's flat. They were sitting on the bed dressed only in their panties. Zoe was sat on our bed dressed in only her panties, and she'd stripped me down to my boxers.
"Are we seriously going to try this?" I asked.
Mila replied, "Oh yes, you are going to interview our prospective junior partner, and we've brought some friends to help us at our end." She held up a selection of vibrators and dildos for me to see.
She must have seen the look of surprise on my face because I could hear them laughing.
Mila announced, "As senior partner Sally gets the first choice, I get the second and Zoe as the partner candidate goes third."
"Hey, as the chairman do I get any say in this?"
Zoe said, "No, of course not; now shut up and take this," and she handed me a blue pill. Oh, so that's what she got from Dee along with her replacement birth control pills.
There was no point in suggesting I didn't need it. Based on my estimation of their plans I was going to need all the help I could get. I swallowed and lay back listening to the girls chatter and admiring the elfin beauty that shared my bed.
Zoe was sat crossed legged on the bed facing the camera and I was behind her. I traced the curve of her back with my fingertips and watched the skin shiver in response.
"Ohh, I think he's interested girls," Zoe said and she turned to me and stroked my growing erection through my boxers. She pulled them down and my steel hard cock sprang forth. Her head darted down and she kissed the throbbing head, running her tongue around the grove. I groaned and reached out for her pulling her up to me. We kissed and I pulled her panties off and slid down kissing my way down to the dark curls of her pussy. Oh and yes she did have a tattoo, the design was a small sand dollar on her ass cheek, I must ask her about it later.
From the speaker came, "Ohh, isn't her pussy so sweet, lick it boss."
I buried my head between her thighs and ran my tongue from her puckered button to the hard nub of her clitoris.
Zoe whimpered and I told them, "You are going to love her taste, she's like heather honey." I looked over to the screen and could see Mila's head bobbing between Sally's thighs. Sally saw me looking and she pulled Mila's head up and they both blew me a kiss.
I went back to my pleasurable task and my tongue moved in languid motion across the honey flavoured lips of her vulva. I ran my fingertips down her body. Her nipples hardened as I rolled them gently squeezing and pinching them. Her fingers curled around the back of my head pulling me in closer.
Her whimpers grew louder, and I could hear Sally's moans from the speaker. I pushed my tongue between her lips and into her juicy cunt. My fingers continued their downward trajectory until they found the hard nub of her clit. She squealed as I pressed on it, rolling it with my fingertips. I slid two fingers into her tight wet passage curling them up to find her G-spot, that oh so sensitive secret spot. Her hips convulsed and she rose up on one elbow to watch me.
She said, "Fuck you were right, he is sooo good?"
Sally said hesitantly, "He...gets...better. Ohh fuck I'm coming, Sweetie keep sucking."
My lips found Zoe's clit and that was the last straw. She cried out as she came. Her orgasm washing over her, a gush of juice flowing over my fingers. Her hips rocking as the sensations spread out of her core. She collapsed back on the bed in a puddle of sweat.
Mila's voice came over the speaker, "We told you it gets better, wait until you feel him inside you. Christ you are making me horny. Sal use the bigger one, I want feel what she's going to feel."
Sally said, "Zoe honey. I want you to get on top of him, can you move around a bit. We want to see him entering you as you ride him."
"Like this?" she said looking at them, as she posed over me, rubbing the ultra-hard crown of my cock along her pussy lips. They nodded but I think Mila was more interested in the silver vibrator that Sally was pushing into her. There was something very surrealistic about making love to three women, two of who were separated from me by five time zones.
Zoe licked her lips, "Sally, he's bigger than any other man I've fucked."
"Take your time, he's good at this, he won't hurt you."
I looked up at her, "Slowly does it darling, just a couple of inches to start with."
She nodded and pushed down so my head slipped past her lips and into her tight wet cunt. She hissed in a mix of pain and pleasure and rose up slightly before sinking lower. Slowly descending my shaft until her clit touched my pubis.
She looked at me with smile like a cat that got the cream, "Oh God, Sally he's in me all the way. I've never felt so full." I twitched my cock. She gasped, "Oh God he's doing things to me with his cock."
Sally said over Mila's growing moans, "Ride him for me Zoe, and tell me what it feels like."
She started riding me, slowly at first, but soon she was moving faster. "Oh Sally he's touching all of me. I can't describe the feeling as his head slides up and down rubbing against my walls. Ohhhhhh.....ohhh shit, I just had a little orgasm. As I go down on him, the tip of his cock rubs against a part of me I didn't know existed – it's so sensual. Oooooooh."
Her head dropped forward onto her chest. Her cunt fluttered against me and a trickle of pussy juice oozed out of her, onto my pubic hair. I began rolling my hips pushing up into her.
"He's moving in me, it feels amazing, he kisses my cervix each time."
"Roll your pelvis when he's all the way in. He'll rub against your clit as well if you do, and it feels so hot. The tip of his cock is rubbing against you're A-spot." Came the advice from Sally. It was difficult to hear her as Mila was getting very vocal.
"I am. Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck, I'm coming again."
This one was a bit harder and she shuddered to a halt, panting and looking at me in shock.
"Salleee, it feels so good." She leant all the way forward and kissed me crushing my lips with hers.
"He hasn't begun yet, Michael it's time to flip her on to her back and fuck her. I want you to cum in her."
"Whaaat," she said as I gathered her in my arms and did as I was told. I flipped Zoe onto her back staying deep inside her. She wrapped her legs around my waist and moaned as I pushed deep into her. In the background I heard Mila hitting her peak as her orgasm rolled over her.
I was thrusting deep inside Zoe, and she was rolling her pelvis to meet me. She was grunting with the effort and her fingernails were digging into my shoulders. I felt a third orgasm pull her along but I didn't stop, thrusting away as I felt my orgasm building up deep inside my balls. My thrusting kept her on the edge of another orgasm and she was going frantic. Kicking at my thighs with her heels, biting my shoulder.
I felt the floodgates open and my cum surged out on thick ropes coating the walls of her cunt. The feeling of my hot cum inside her pushed her hard over the edge. It felt like she almost passed out, her cries of pleasure tailing off into little moans. I rolled us on our sides and held her tight while she recovered. She kept shaking as the aftermath of her orgasm washed over her.
She opened her eyes and looked at me, and then at the iPad. The screen showed Sally and Mila lying on their bellies side by side. Their heads propped up on their hands as they watched us.
Sally said, "Was that as intense as it looked?"
Zoe nodded, "I've never had an orgasm like that before, I'm not sure I will be able to last the night if there are any more like that!"
Sally asked me, "Are you ready for another round?"
I pulled out of Zoe, the magic pill was working its miracle, and I was still hard. "It looks like I am, but give us a few minutes before you decide what's next?"
I got up and got a wet cloth from the bathroom and a dry towel. Back at the bed I took a large swallow from one of water bottles I'd placed by the bed and handed it to Zoe, she finished it with a grateful smile. I sat down beside her and gently washed the mix of cum and her juices from her pussy and patted her dry. She took the cloth and wiped the mess off my groin. She licked the shaft and gave the head a quick suck.
She smiled at me and said, "Just checking I got everything."
I wriggled down beside her and she rolled on top of me trapping my cock between our bellies. I tenderly stroked her back as we kissed, her fingers running through my hair. My little elfin girl sighed contentedly and rose up slightly to look at my face.
She murmured, "Have I passed the first part of my interview for partnership, because I really want the job?" She rolled her hips and a surge of pleasure came from my trapped cock.
"I felt that it went very well, I was impressed with your staying power and enthusiasm."
Mila spoke from the speaker and said, "We agree, but we would like to see how the candidate can deal with another position."
"And what position would that be?" I asked.
Mila said, "We'd like to see how she can cope on her hands and knees with you behind her."
"Oh yes, I've never tried doggy style with a good lover," Zoe said as she wriggled off me. She pulled the pillows into a pile for support.
Thank god for the Viagra, I was still hard and ready for her. She got comfortable on her hands and knees.
"God she's so beautiful and small boss, you better be careful with her," Mila said. "Don't you dare scare her away before I get to play with her?"
Zoe looked at her, "He couldn't ever scare me away, I am scared he will get bored with me and won't want me anymore," and she looked at me with anxious expression.
I pulled her back into my arms and hugged her tight. She kissed me seeking reassurance. "Don't be daft, I could never get bored with my little Elfin girl," I said. "We can stop if you want, we can just cuddle for the rest of the night if you would like?"
She shook her head and stroked my back as she curled up on my lap. "Please Michael I don't want you to stop loving me ever. I want to feel you deep inside of me, filling me with your cum. Please fuck me."
She got off my lap and knelt on the bed in front me, "Come and fuck me, this is Mila's fantasy."
I got behind her and again I couldn't resist tasting her. I ran my tongue up her slit. The honey of her juice now with hints of male spice was sweet on my tongue. The delicate folds around her anus responded to the tip of my tongue with a little flutter and an "oh fuck" and a giggle from another continent.
I saw Mila on the screen mirroring Zoe's position and Sally with a strap on around her waist and a slim vibrator in her hand moving into place behind her.
Mila saw me watching and smiled at me, "It's one of my favourite positions too."
I was rubbing the head of my cock along Zoe's pussy lips, while I caressed her back with my other hand. She was still wet from earlier as there was almost no resistance this time as I pushed between her plump pussy lips and into her velvet-soft tight vagina.
"Fuck, he feels bigger than before," Zoe moaned but that didn't stop her pushing her hips back at me in an effort to force me all the way in.
I kept thrusting into her and our thighs were slapping together as we met. On the monitor Sally was doing the same to Mila and we could both hear Mila urging her to greater efforts.
"Oh God you are so tight," I moaned as Zoe's cunt clutched at me.
She moaned and whimpered under me. I reached forward and round her and caught hold of her swaying breast. I fondled the breast and pinched her nipple. Her hand went between her legs and she rubbed at her clit. We rocked together in a symphony of sex and passion.
Her moans grew louder and more insistent and I could feel the flutters building up in her thighs. "Yesss, oh God yesss, just there, please don't stop I'm so close."
Over the speaker came Mila's howls as Sally's dildo and the slim vibrator in her ass did their work, and she came with that intensity I'd grown to love.
In front of me Zoe started gasping as her orgasm hovered just out of her reach. I ran my finger around her slick asshole and pushed the tip past the tight anal sphincter. That was all it took. She came hard and fast, falling forward onto her elbows.
Zoe stayed still for a couple of moments, and then she slid forward off my still hard cock. She wriggle out from under me and turned to the girls on the screen.
"It's my turn now, please can I have him to myself?"
Sally said, "Have fun, tell us all the details tomorrow, we love you both," and they both blew us a kiss.
I told them that I loved and missed them and I closed the iPad.
Zoe looked at me and said, "That was one of the most amazing experiences that ever happened to me. I can't wait to share you with them in person."
I pulled her down beside me and she shivered in my arms. I kissed her lips and the curve of her neck, and I could taste the salt on her skin as I licked her breasts.
I returned to her lips and for a long moment our tongues touched.
I whispered, "You are a beautiful woman, and I'm falling in love with you. Zoe I can't offer you a marriage in the normal sense. Sally is going to be my wife, but I don't want to lose you. What I can offer you is to become part of our life, together for as long as you want. Sally, Mila, you and me together."
She looked at me with her hazel eyes and smiled, "I've never felt so certain in all my life that this is right and I want to be part of your family."
She took my hand, kissed my fingers and placed it on her left breast. I could feel her heart beating under my fingers. She smiled and nibbled my ear, whispering, "Does that mean I've got the job?"
I grinned and squeezed her nipple as an answer.
"Ohh fuck, yesssss," she gasped and pushed me onto my back and grasped my still hard cock in her hand. "For the rest of tonight this is mine and I'm not going to share with anyone else..."
Elfin girl had turned into elfin warrior queen, demanding my body as her tribute. She swung her leg over me and seated my sword into her scabbard. She rode me as though she was charging into battle.
Battle was joined and with a mighty war cry she bled me dry. My essence flooding her warrior womb until she collapsed exhausted.
She lay asleep in my arms, her leg draped over mine, and her head resting on my shoulder. Her breaths slow and measured, with a little sigh at the end of each one. Our bodies were sticky with our drying sweat, juice and cum. I was close to joining her in the arms of Morpheus with my hand clutching her cute ass.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~Hunger woke us up an hour or so later, Zoe's stomach rumbled and we crawled out of bed and into the shower. Feeling slightly refreshed we made our way over to the bar for a mug of strong coffee, and warm welcome from Mike and Julie. I was surprised how full the place was until I saw the equipment set up on the small stage. The group were just walking back to the stage after a short break.
We'd made it before the kitchen closed and we both ordered steaks with baked potatoes. Julie had kept a booth free for us to sit down at. I nursed my coffee and Zoe curled up beside me as the music started. They played country and western. Not my favourite style of music but they sounded good and Zoe perked up. I hadn't noticed as we'd walked in but a lot of the audience were wearing western style dress. There were people dancing in front of the stage, not something I was used to see at my local pub. Morris dancers on a Sunday afternoon was the best I could recall.
The dancers were moving in complex patterns that had Zoe twitching on her seat. She looked at me with a hopeful expression.
I said, "I haven't been out dancing since Linda died. We used to enjoy ballroom dancing but I'm sorry I don't recognise these steps."
She kissed me and said, "Don't worry there will be some nice slow numbers later we can dance to."
She turned in her seat watching the dancers and tapping her feet. A young man about her age left the bar and came over to her and asked her to dance. She looked at him for a long moment, and then she turned to me and asked, "Would you mind if I have one dance with him darling?"
I smiled at her and nodded, she dipped her head and kissed me. I watched as he led her out the floor laughing at something Zoe said. They whirled around the floor, in time with the other dancers. Julie appeared with our food and a couple of bottles of beer.
She said, "Don't you line dance?" So that was what it was, I heard about it but I'd never seen it before. I shook my head in reply.
Julie paused by Zoe on her way back to the bar. Zoe looked in my direction and the food on the table and said something to her partner. He said something back as he glanced in my direction, and then looked at Zoe with a shocked expression when she spoke again.
She gave him a quick peck on the cheek and came and sat down with me. She was laughing quietly to herself.
"That poor boy," she said, "he just invited me to dump the old fart and have some fun with him and his friends." I turned to look at him standing at the bar with a couple of sidekicks looking at me with a pensive, almost angry expression.
She smiled at me, "Don't worry, I told laughing boy the old fart had just fucked me and his two other lovers senseless, and was going to do the same again to us when we get back to our room."
"You are an evil woman," I told her.
"I know, but I'm your evil girlfriend and only yours." She cut into her steak and pop a piece into her mouth and chewed. We ate in silence, comfortable in our closeness.
I pushed my empty plate away from me with a satisfied sigh and watched in amusement as Zoe wiped her plate clean with a piece of bread. She saw me watching and said, "What do you expect, I'm a poor medical student with a mountain of debt. I always finish my plate."
I asked, "How much is a mountain?"
She replied, "I've been lucky, my parents have been very good to me, but I've still got a twenty-five thousand student loan, it will probably grow another five by the time I'm finished."
"Zoe I'd like to help you. I'm not mega rich, but I am what they call well off. I've just sold my old house for one and a half million, pounds not dollars that is. With insurance pay-outs after Linda death, and other investments I've got over four million in the bank."
She shook her head, "No, I'm not going to take your money. There's two other people who need to be considered first."
I nodded, but I was going the help her out regardless, I knew Sally and Mila would agree. What's the sense of being well off if you can't have some fun and do some good with your money once in a while.
The music changed tempo and Zoe grabbed my hand and pulled me onto the dance floor. She snuggle close and pulled my arms around her. We moved in sync while the band announced they were playing their last three slow songs. There was a tap on my shoulder and I turned my head to see laughing boy and his two friends standing behind me.



He said, "I think old man, you need to sit down and let a real man take this young lady for a spin. If she's good we'll bring her back in the morning."
Zoe hung onto my arm and looked scared. I looked at the three of them and smiled. "When I see a real man I might consider it, but as I don't why don't you just piss off."
No, I'm not a martial arts champion nor was I a member of the SAS. What I did have was a pair of eyes and I could see Mike and a couple of bouncers closing in behind them.
Laughing boy moved closer to me and poked me with his finger. And again no I wasn't a martial arts expert, but I did get basic self-defence training before I went to the Falklands and of course years of experience with the human anatomy. I grasped his finger and bent it back forcing him to his knees. His two friends stepped forward but were stopped by the bouncers. Mike took him by the arm and the three of them were escorted out of the bar.
Mike came over, "I'm sorry about that, he gets a few beers under his belt and he thinks he's god's gift to women. That not the first time I've had to throw him out but it will be the last."
It had been so quick I don't think many people had noticed anything happening. I kept my arm around Zoe and suggested that it was probably a good time to go back to our rooms. I paid our bill, refusing Mike's offer to forget it. We said our goodbyes to him and Julie. We exchanged contact details, and the girls hugged and cried and promised to keep in touch.
I think that we were both too tired to do anything but fall in to bed when we got back to the room. Zoe curled up, half on me and was asleep within minutes. I lay there for quite a while, my mind still processing all the changes in my life. Less than a month ago I was a single man, with a dear friend who kept me sane, and was in love with me, but I was too blind to realise. Now in a way that I don't fully comprehend I am deeply in love with my secretary of thirteen years and have asked her to marry me. I am also with the full approval of my fiancée, having sex with two other women, both of whom I want to live with as well. Funny how life changes when you least expect it.
I lay back and I could feel the warmth of Zoe's breath on my chest as she slept. I was looking forward to the next few days traveling with her and the opportunity get to know her. Then there was the anticipation of seeing Mila in a couple of weeks, and the knowledge that by the end of the year all three of my lovers would be with me.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~To be continued
Oh and please vote. I enjoy reading your comments and e-mails; I'll try to respond to them. Many thanks for reading.
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*******************

Simone whispered, "We came to see if you wanted any company, we both missed our lovers."
I answered by drawing back the covers and they slipped into bed with us. Simone curled up behind me, and Kirsten behind her girlfriend. They were both naked.
I shivered as Simone nuzzled the back of my neck and my daughter reached out and caressed the curve of my jaw.
"Thank you darling, I love you," I heard Simone whisper, and my daughter mumbled, "I love you dad."

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~

Reflexion.
As the TGV flashed through the countryside at 300 kph and approached the Paris suburbs, I sat back in my first class seat next to Simone holding her hand and reflected on the events of the past week.
The fall out of Bernard's assault on us in the restaurant seemed to be resolved. He'd been committed for a psychiatric evaluation at the local hospital, and the police didn't think he was ever going to stand trial. It was looking like he'd suffered a complete mental breakdown. The good news was that under the circumstances the courts were expediting Simone's divorce and it would be final in a couple of weeks.
We'd had an emotional goodbye with Lisette as she headed up to Paris to start her second year at the Sorbonne. She'd quickly settled into her new flat and she had called us every evening; the upside was that there had been a lot of phone and video sex.
Simone and I had spent a wonderful couple of days alone, while Kirsten and Chrissy had visited friends in Nice. They'd got back just in time to join us at the children's school on the Friday afternoon for Michael's football match. He scored a goal making his mother and me the proudest parents there. And yes I did mean parents as the children have asked us if I would adopt them when Simone and I get married. They want to change their names to Laurent-Morton. I got a lump in my throat when they asked us that question. Kirsten was looking extra beautiful that afternoon and Michael scored some major points with his team mates when he introduced her as his big sister.
That next weekend had been quite emotional, Chrissy and I hadn't repeated our night together. But it was obvious to all of us that sometime in the future we would. Chrissy and my daughter were closer than ever to each other, as well as to me and Simone, both of them flirting outrageously with us.
Simone and I were closer than we'd ever been, we'd spent a fair amount of the time at the chateau monitoring the work being done on our new home. I think the reality of our new life together as a family came to the fore as we started to order furnishings. The garden and the patio were finished, all that was left was to fill the koi pond with water and run the filters.
The girls saw us off this morning, they had decided to stay a few extra days, so I'd left the keys to Rosie with them and told them to enjoy themselves. Chrissy had given me a hug and promised that we would enjoy a rematch the next time we met.
She'd looked at me as I was about to go and said, "It is true, just as Kirsty said, I do want you to make love to me again; promise you will save me a night over Christmas."
I nodded and agreed.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~

The train pulled into the Gare de Lyon in Paris. Simone and I collected our luggage and we stepped down to the platform. The clock above the platform said it was five past twelve; I just love how fast the French trains are. I stood still for a moment trying to get my bearings. A moment later I was almost knocked to the floor as a bundle of primeval energy launched herself at me from a distance of five feet: her arms around my neck and her legs around my waist.
"Oh god I've missed you," Lisette cried. She kissed me and nuzzled my neck. "I love the smell of you. Your aftershave sends shivers down my legs right to my kitty." Then she rushed to Simone hugging and kissing her. The descending passengers parted around us like water around a rock in the stream.
We had three suitcases and my backpack at my feet, and I looked around and spied a trolley a few yards away. I claimed it and stacked the bags on it. I don't even think the girls had seen me move they were so busy talking. We headed for the platform exit and found the taxi rank. Lise gave the driver the address of the flat. We all crammed into the rear of the taxi, Lise sliding in between us.
I took stock of our young lover, she was wearing a short denim skirt and a tee-shirt and she looked beautiful. I still didn't understand what she saw in us but I thanked our lucky stars every time I saw her. She hugged me, her face raised for a kiss, which I happily gave her. She turned to Simone and stole a kiss from her. I grinned to myself as I saw the drivers eyebrows rise in the rear view mirror.
It was twenty minutes before we pulled up outside the flats. She'd taken my hand and placed it between her thighs, and draped Simone's arm around her shoulders pulling a hand to her breast. I paid the driver adding a generous tip although I think he should have paid us for the floor show that Lise put on.
We took the bags up to the flat. It's the first time I'd seen this flat. It was on the fourth floor, and really was very spacious, with a large lounge and three bedrooms. Lise dragged our bags into the master bedroom, the one she had chosen for herself. There was a large bed in the centre and the view from the windows looked over the Bassin de l'Arsenal.
She looked at us and said without a hint of embarrassment, and a big grin, "I haven't made up the other bedrooms so we will all have to sleep in here."
Simone laughed, and said, "It will be a hardship, but I suppose we could rough it."
Lise put her hands on my chest and standing on her tiptoes reached up to kiss me. She looked at Simone as she tapped my chest then pointed at the bed. "I've been a good girl since I last saw you, can I have him pleeeeease. I've not been fucked for nine days." She looked just like a school girl that wanted to play with her favourite toy.
Simone smiled as she looked at me and said, "It's your own fault, you made her the way she is. Personally I'd just give in to her. You know she's going to get what she wants, and I have an appointment at the dress shop in two hours."
"You are just as much to blame as I am." I pointed out.
Lise stood on one leg as she pulled her panties off and kicked them across the room looking pleadingly back and forth between Simone and me. I looked at Simone and she laughed at my predicament. She nodded, and Lise took that as a yes. She undid the belt and the zip of my jeans, pulling them down over my hips.
Simone slipped out of the room calling back to us, "You have an hour, don't waste any time. Lise darling remember he's my old man. Don't kill him, I need him later just the way you do."
Lise stood in front of me licking her lips, she pushed me backwards until the edge of the bed forced me to sit down. She pounced on the crown of my cock with her lips. She kept sucking it in and letting it pop out just like a child with an ice pop.
"Christ, Lise," I gasped. "I'm not going to last long if you carry on like this." All that did was spur her on to greater efforts, rolling her tongue round the head as she sucked. My hips were bucking as I tried to keep pace with her and my hand grasped at her hair in a vain attempt to control her.
With a force that surprised me, I came. I uttered a long growl of animalistic pleasure. The volume of cum caught Lise by surprise and she swallowed hard. I lay back on the bed focusing on the now, amazed at the difference from the timid young woman we'd first met to now.
With a final suck and swallow she raised her head and looked up along my body at me. A small trickle of cum had escaped her mouth and run down her chin. She had a look of satisfaction plastered across her face as she projected her complete dominance of my body.
She stood up and pulled the denim skirt that had bunched up around her waist down and off her legs. The tee-shirt disappeared in the next second and she stood still for a couple of moments as my eyes feasted on her.
And that's when I saw it. Her pussy was hairless but not unadorned. Three small interlinked hearts formed a vertical line where her landing strip had been. The lowest heart surmounting her slit. The tattoo artist had used colours to match the stones set in her pendent.
"Oh you naughty girl," I teased. "Go and show Simi how bad you've been."
"I know, I've been very naughty," she whispered, and she crawled up beside me and gave me a cum laced kiss. She rolled off the bed and went off to find Simone. I sat up and untangled my foot from my jeans and pulled my shirt off.
There was a scream from the back of the flat. I guess Lise had found Simone. I got myself comfortable on the bed and waited to see what happened. I must admit I was a bit surprised by the sight that appeared at the bedroom door.
Simone had taken her dress and bra off and was wearing only her panties. She walked in holding a silver chain attached to a collar around the naked Lisa's neck. They walked over to the end of the bed. Simone came and sat on the side of the bed beside me and she handed me the chain. Lise knelt down at the end of the bed and looked down at the floor.
Simone said with an expectant grin, "Master this one has been a bad slave. She didn't ask her master's permission for the tattoo. She needs to be punished."
Hmm, the slave and master game again, I was beginning to like this in a fun way. I wonder where they'd got the collar and chain from.
I pulled on the chain and Lise crawled on to the bed and up to me. God she was amazing. Her head down, her hair cascading down partially obscuring her swaying breasts. She was a feral cat stalking her prey. My cock returned to its former glory, a healthy ten on the Romantic1 scale.
She sat upright, back on her heels wilt her head bent down and whispered, "I'm sorry Master; I did something to myself without your permission. Mistress says I need to be punished."
So it seems that they had worked out their hierarchy in our relationship. I had been wondering how long that was going to take. I took a closer look at the collar and realised that it wasn't a cheap toy, it was a proper piece of jewellery. It was in the style of a Victorian velvet choker. Deep almost black purple, with an elegant gold chain running along the centre. In front a small pendent hung down. When I looked closely I saw it was a simple gold disk in the shape of the three entwined hearts and her name through them, on the reverse was Andy's.
I ran the tip of my finger down her back and she shivered. Simone whispered in my ear, "Whatever you decide to do to her, don't forget the appointment at the dressmakers," and she went to leave the bed.
"Oh no you don't," I said. "It was your idea, so I think it's your turn to punish her."
"Can I master?" And she licked her lips in anticipation. I could see Lisette's eyes flitting back and forth from me and Simone, an anxious expression settling on her face. I nodded and Simi smiled.
Simone pulled a stool over from the dressing table to the side of the bed and padded it with a couple of pillows to raise Lise ass to the right height. She made Lise lie down over the padded stool and we both caressed the soft flesh of her ass cheeks. I let my fingertips run down the crack and slide over the soft wet lips of her inner love.
"No Master," Simone said, "Not yet, she has to be punished first! Can I give her six please?" I nodded and she brought her hand down hard on Lisette's buttock. The cheek shook with the impact and Lise hissed in surprise.
Simone said, "Bad girl, you didn't count that one so it won't count."
Her hand descended again and Lise gasped out, "One. May I have another please."
I took her hand and she clutched it gratefully, turning her head and smiling at me.
Simone stroked and caressed her between each smack. Lise gasped and moaned each time, but she didn't fail to count each one. A damp patch on the pillow below her pussy grew, an indication of her arousal to each blow.
"All done," Simone said and she bent forward to kiss each red cheek. "You were a good girl, maybe Master will reward you?"
Lise didn't move but she whispered, "Thank you mistress. Please Master I need to be fucked by you. Be kind to your unworthy slave - your sex slave."
God I was so turned on by her words, and from the look of Simone's flushed features, so was she.
I knelt behind Lise, forcing her legs apart with my knees. She moaned in anticipation, as I grasped her hips pulling her back to my turgid throbbing cock. My crown pushed past her swollen lips. She whimpered in her need, pushing her hips back at me desperate to feel me inside her.
"Ohh god Andy, please fuck me."
I thrust hard into her wet welcoming cunt, sheathing myself fully. She cried out in satisfaction and she moaned as I thrust in and out. Our thighs slapping together at the peak of my penetration. She arched her back seeking more and I was more than willing to give it to her.
I was rubbing my thumb along her cleft and felt her rosebud pucker and twitch.
"Fuuuck yesss, fuck my ass."
I pushed two fingers past her tight sphincter and she howled in pleasure and came, trapping my fingers in place.
I kept thrusting and after a few moments she relaxed enough for me to continue finger fucking her ass. She was so worked up that it took no time before she was bucking and shaking as a second hard orgasm washed over her. It was a good job the stool was there as she would have collapsed to the floor otherwise.
I pulled out and she was so far gone she didn't notice.
Simi looked at me from the bed and I saw her panties on the floor beside her. She saw my still hard cock standing proud from my groin. She stopped rubbing her clit and held her hand out to me, pulling me on top of her. We merged with the experience that time had given us. I sank into her warm passage and for a few moment we didn't move.
"You didn't cum," she said.
"Between you this morning and her blow job earlier I was able to hold on, but I'm not gonna last long this time."
She gave me a satisfied grin, "Good I want to feel your cum fill me." She rolled her hips urging me to move.
I was thrusting away as soon as she stopped talking. We both grunted with the effort. True to my words it wasn't long before I felt the heaviness building in my balls.
"It's going to be soon," I warned her.
"Don't stop," and her fingers found her clit and she was rubbing away frantically as I reach my barrier.
A last few hard deep thrusts and I was groaning as I came. That wonderful ache burst over my groin and I pumped my cum into her, coating the walls of her cunt. Her fingers flashed and she groaned in fulfilment, her orgasm rocking her. She wrapped her arms and legs around me and we relaxed content in our love.
A few moments later I felt a hand gently caress my back, the gentlest of touches that drifted down the length of my body. Lips butterfly kissed the back of my neck. I raised my arm and Lise gratefully curled up beside us. Pressing the flesh of her sinuous young body tight against ours.
I kissed her and whispered, "I love your tattoo, young one," she kissed the tip of my nose in reply.
Simone stirred beneath me and I rolled to one side. Lise quickly claimed my place, their breasts touching, almost merging in my imagination. Lise's kisses flitted from Simi to me and back again.
She said tearfully, "I missed you so much, I'm going to grow back the hair to hide the tattoo, and so only you two know it's there. It'll be my secret declaration of our love."
Simi caressed her back and with a feather touch traced the hand marks on her buttocks. "We missed you too, lover. Our bed has been a big place with an empty berth without you." She reached over and removed Lise collar and handed it to me.
She said, "This is yours Master, I have one too but only you can take it off me. Both of us can take Lise off, that's the way she wants it. It's our way of telling you we are yours. We've decided that we will always wear them when we are sleeping with the family." There wasn't much I could say that I didn't say with a long kiss with each of them.
A look at the clock got us all moving. We all needed showers, the shower in Lise bathroom was a tight squeeze for the three of us but we made it work.
We just made the appointment at the wedding dress store. The session in the shower almost got out of hand. But with a hell of a lot of willpower and Simone threatening us with bodily harm if we were late, we made it.
Lise and I watched in stunned amazement as the shop owner and staff fawned all over Simone. It was 'Contessa this and Contessa that'. She and Lise were whisked away into the depths of the store leaving me nursing a glass of champagne. After a few minutes an assistant showed me to a seating area and made me comfortable.
It was half an hour before Lise appeared with an assistant who gave me a knowing grin. By this time I was on my second glass of champagne. Lisette was wearing a light blue just above the knee strapless sundress style dress. The fabric seemed to be a very fine lace that was almost but not quite sheer.
She stood in front of me and said as she slowly spun around, "What do you think of my bridesmaids dress?"
"It's beautiful love," I replied.
She came and stood in front of me with her back to the assistant. She flipped up the front hem so I could see her shaven pussy and tattoo.
She bent over as she lowered the dress and whispered in my ear, "I'm going to wear it just like this. The assistant thinks my tattoo is very cute." She giggled, "I told her it was your mark, claiming me as your property." I spluttered over the glass of champagne, and I could feel the tips of my ears turning red. Now I understood the look I got from the pretty assistant.
"I think I'm going to have to put you in your collar tonight," I said, she gave me a happy grin.
"They are making bridesmaid dresses for Kirsten and Chrissy. This one needs a couple of small alterations. I will bring them in for their fittings when they come and stay with me next week."
She perched on the arm of my chair and said, "Simone reminded me, I need to ask you. Can I sleep with them please? Can we make love?" She gave me such a hopeful look.
"They are family darling, you don't really need to ask me. I've already given you permission, but thank you for asking."
She kissed me and jumped up, "I need to get changed, and I'll be right back. I absolutely can't stand to be away from you for more than a minute." She followed the assistant out of the room.
It was another hour before they both appeared, I wasn't allowed to see Simone's dress, but she had a very happy smile plastered across her face.
"It's beautiful Andy, but what are you going wear?"
Christ, I hadn't even thought about that. "Err ... We are going to be on a beach, I was thinking light or white chinos and a white linen open neck shirt." I said dragging my eyes quickly off the beach wedding photo on the wall behind her.
"Yes, that could work."
Lise punched me gently on the arm, she'd seen where I'd been looking. "We've got time for an early supper before we go back to the apartment. There's a nice place in the building next door to apartment. I've invited some of my friends around later to meet you."



Simone passed a knowing look at me; we'd guessed that Lise would want to show us off. We hailed a taxi and headed back towards the apartment. It was a family restaurant and not a tourist trap. Lise seemed to be well known, "It's so convenient for the apartment, I've eaten here several times," she told us.
The young waiter seated us and said to Lise. "Salut Lisette, il est bon de vous revoir. C'est ton père?"
Lise and Simone laughed and I said, "Non, je ne suis pas son père, je suis son amant."
Simone said, "That's not true, you are my lover as well." The waiter looked at me with an expression of sorrow and pure envy.
I sort of felt sorry for him, I think he had a crush on her. Well not that sorry; I wasn't going to tease him. Lise had sat down beside me so I stroked her arm and she curled into me for a kiss that left her panting. The waiter noticed the tender kiss.
Simone kicked me under the table, "You can be an evil bastard when you try, and you've just broken that poor boy's heart."
Lise chuckled, "It's going to take days before he will talk to me again."
I let Simone order our food, steak, frites and a green salad for all of us. I decided on a beer and the girls stuck to water. While we were waiting Lisette's phone bleeped with a text message. She replied and for a minute or so messag-es bounced back and forth. We could see she was anxious as she was biting her lip.
She looked up at us and said, "I have a problem, my best friend Naomi wants to bring my ex-boyfriend tonight. Apparently they hooked up over the summer."
I asked, "Do you want her to be there?" She nodded.
"So, I don't see the problem, we will be there with you. He's no longer of any importance to you. You don't want to spoil your friendship because of this do you?"
She shook her head and said, "Thank you, I was worried you would be upset."
Our food arrived and for a while we were quiet as we ate. Both of them were playing footsie with me like little children and giggling at the most inane things. We finished with a coffee for me and tea for the girls.
"My friends will be there at seven-thirty, we want to get ready for them, so can we go please?"
"Of course," I gave her a kiss and we paid and walked next door. I held Lise's hand, just to show the waiter one last time how possessive I could be.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~

I asked, "Good god, how many have you invited?" I wondered out aloud as I looked at the plates of food in the fridge.
"Twenty-five or so, but they are all poor students, we are always hungry." Lise said from behind me.
I turned to look at her. She looked beautiful in a denim mini skirt and a blue silk blouse, the fabric was so shear the outline of her breasts were visible. I held my arms out to her and we hugged. Her nipples hardened as they pressed into me. Her head was resting on my shoulder and she whispered, "Have I told you I love you. Does it worry you that I love her as much as I love you?"
"No, it would worry me if you didn't."
Her response was to nibble my lip then kiss me. She took my hand and pulled me into the lounge. Simone stood there looking stunning in a white leather mini dress that came to her mid-thigh. Her top was a cream camisole.
She held out their collars to me. "We want to wear these tonight Master, we want everyone to know that we are yours."
I took them but before I put them on them I sat down and indicated that I wanted them to sit down beside me. There was something I needed to say to them. "I love this game, and I love the trust you give me. But you know I could never own you, I love both of you too much to do that."
They looked at each other and Simone replied for both of them. "We know you do, and that's why we do this to show you how much we love you. The collars don't mean you own us, they mean we've given ourselves body and soul to you. They are the physical evidence of that love." She handed me a box and I opened it, inside was a gold chain with a key attached.
"It's the key to the locks," and she showed me the lock at the rear of the collar. She smiled, "There is a secret catch so we can take them off if you are not around. But when you are with us the only way they come off is with the key."
They both knelt at my feet and held out their collars. One at a time I locked their collars around their necks and hung the key around mine. Both collars had the small gold charm saying their name on one side and 'Andy's' on the other.
They curled up beside me and we waited for Lise's friends to arrive.
Her friends were fashionably late, but not that late. They were students after all and there was an offer of free food and drink. By eight most of them had arrived. Music was playing and plates of food were being emptied. They were all so young. I was the oldest person in the room and felt like a grandfather figure. Simone stayed by my side and Lise flitted about greeting and talking to people. All her friends came with gifts for her. I kicked myself, I'd forgotten that this was her birthday party as she would be with us in Dubai for her real one.
"We should have brought her a present," I said to Simone.
"Idiot, you did, I used your money to buy the collars. That was you birthday present to her, just watch her carefully. Every time someone gives her a present, she touches her collar and looks at you."
I squeezed her hand, "She asked me earlier if it worried me that she loved you as much as she love me."'
"What did you tell her?"
"That it would worry me if she didn't."
She moved closer and stretched up to kiss me. "I love the feel of her hands and lips on my body. I enjoy it even more when you are with us. I do love her but it's you I love the most. I know what you are thinking when you look at me. I can feel your hands on me when I'm on the other side of the room. I know that you are a dirty old man, and that you are thinking about fucking me. That's good."
I pulled her up into a long deep loving kiss. "I love you; she's an ethereal creature that's entered our lives and I do love her too. I just don't think that we will be able to hold on to her for the rest of our lives. She'll eventually flit away like a happy butterfly."
Simone looked at me and nodded with a sad expression on her face. Then she smiled and said, "But for as long as we do I'm going to enjoy every second."
She kissed my cheek and went over to our lover and pulled her into a long kiss. I smiled at both of them and went over and joined them. Lise tucked her-self under my arm, and I set about getting to know her friends better. Lise insisted that they all use English, for which I was grateful. My French is so-so at best and with the music and speed of the conversations I was struggling to understand them. For the most part all of them were friendly and very intrigued with the relationship that the three of us had. Some hadn't realized that Lise was part of a threesome until that party.
She launched into one man who kept trying to talk to her in French. From the looks I was getting from him it wasn't hard to guess that this was the ex-boyfriend.
I left Simone supporting her, and went looking for a drink in the kitchen. A dark haired girl Lisette's age came over to talk, she introduced herself as Michelle and said. "So you are the mysterious Andy. Lisette's been telling us all about you since she got back."
"I hope she was nice about me."
"Based on what she's told us, half the women in the other room hope that you will sleep with them."
"Only half?"
"The other half are hoping that they can get into your fiancée's panties."
Christ what had Lise been telling them?
I asked Michelle, "Who's the guy talking to Lisette?"
She turned to look through the door at who I was talking about.
"Ah him, he's not a nice character. Leon's her old boyfriend."
"I sort of guessed he might be."
She looked at me with a concerned expression on her face, "I think you need to know that he's been telling everybody that he's going to get her back."
"Has he, I thought he was going out with Naomi?"
She dropped her voice, "He is, but we think it's just a ploy to get close to Lisette. Naomi's besotted with him so she can't or won't see it, although we've tried to tell her that a heartbreak is in store for her."
I stood there watching him for a few moments. He was standing between Lise and Naomi. He was a lot closer to Lise than I think she was comfortable with. I noticed Simi trying to distract him but he was only playing lip service to her.
I was going to have to do something about this. I felt in the pocket of my jacket and found the items that Simone had given me earlier.
I collected a couple of glasses of wine from the kitchen counter and walked over to the small group. I handed Simone a glass and then offered the second to Lise which made her turn her back to Leon. I smiled at her and wrapped my arm around her waist. She smiled back and gave me a kiss. Simone stood in front of us and kissed first Lise and then me.
I pulled one of the items out of my pocket keeping it hidden in my fist. I briefly showed it to Simone and pointed with my eyes at Lise, Simone smiled and nodded. I held my hand out to Lise and let her see what was hidden in it. Her eyes widened and a grin shot across her features.
"Do you want this? I asked.
She whispered, "Yes, please, Master."
I handed her the silver chain I was holding and she deftly attached it to her collar. She offered me the end but I shook my head and said, "I trust you to hold your own leash ... for now."
She smiled gratefully, and I saw the look of shock on Leon's face. Naomi took Lise by the hand and pulled her off to the side so they could talk. I watched as Lise pointed at her collar and lead, and then at Simone's collar and finally at me. All the while she was talking to Naomi, Leon stood beside them and it was obvious from his body posture that he didn't like what he was hearing.
Simone smiled as she said, "That was cruel of you. You just completely dashed his hopes that you were a summer fling and there was a chance he could win her back."
There was the sound of a slap and the room instantly went silent. Lise pulled Naomi away from Leon, and they walked back in our direction.
I said, "And from to look it, Naomi's just realised he's been using her to get to Lise."
Leon stood still for a moment like a deer in the headlights, with everyone's eyes on him. He gathered his belongings and slunk out of the flat.
"And good riddance to bad rubbish," Simone said in a disgusted tone.
Lise stood in front of me and again offered me the end of her silver leash. This time I took it and she came and stood at my side. I moved to an arm chair and sat down, Lise sat down on the floor at my feet and Simone sat on the arm of the chair.
We looked at the expressions on the faces of Lise's friends and the three of us burst out laughing. I used my key to unlock the collars and they took them off. Lise came and sat on my lap and I wrapped my arm around Simone.
"Well, that was interesting." I said aloud, then I stood and cleared my throat to attract everyone's attention, not that I needed to.
I raised my glass and said, "Joyeux anniversaire, Lise, tu es une belle femme, et que nous aimons tous tu." And we all toasted her health.
I turned and kissed Lise and then Simone kissed her. Then she disappeared into a big huddle of her friends. For some reason the mode in the room was so much lighter now that Leon had gone. He had been a dark force.
After a while I found myself talking to Naomi with Lise.
Naomi said, "I can't believe I fell for his line, I really thought he loved me."
Lise hugged her and said, "That's what he's good at, making you feel that you are the most important person in his world, while he manipulates you to get what he wants."
She sighed and looked at me, "That's what he did to me. He made me feel that I was the most important person in his life. And I'm ashamed to admit that I felt offering him my virginity was the least I could do. Well you know what happened next, as soon as I slept with him he got bored and was off chasing the next conquest."
She looked at both of us and laughed. "And as I've found out," she caressed my face as she spoke, "he was a crap lover."
Naomi put her arm around Lise and asked me, "There is something I need to understand. Lise and I were occasional lovers before the summer. But when I asked if I could sleep with her last week she refused, saying she would but only if she had yours and Simone's permission first, and then only if I had a blood test. What is that all about?"
I didn't want to discuss the 'family' with Naomi so I adapted my answer, Lise was smart enough to know why I was doing it.
"Well, I suppose it's because over the summer the three of us entered into a proper relationship. We have a degree of openness, but only with the prior approval of the other partners. One of our rules is that we never put our part-ners at risk. That means we practice safe sex outside our group. Lise may love you but she will never put Simone or me at risk."
"Ohh that makes sense. So you still love me then," and she kissed Lise, who returned the kiss with interest.
Lise turned to me and hugged me. I whispered, "Thank you."
She said, "I love you too much to risk anything. Do I have your permission when it's safe?"
"Yes, young one. Remember you need Simone's permission as well."
She grinned and said, "I'll ask her later." I could see the wheels of an idea churning around in Lise's head.
The rest of the evening seemed to pass in a blur of people and conversations. About eleven o'clock I realised that Lise was winding the evening up. She was telling her friends that it was time to go, and that Simone and me had an early flight and we needed the rest.
I cornered her and said, "The limousine is not coming until ten and we are all packed."
"You will be tired by the time we get finished with you, so just say goodnight to my friends."
I looked from her to Simone and the looks on their faces so I shut up and helped them tidy up. It didn't take long to clean up and put away the remains of the food and stack the dishwasher.
The best part was discovering the couple who had decided to test out the springs on the bed in one of the spare bedrooms. I don't know if they liked the round of applause they received, but we enjoyed their performance. Hey at least we waited for both of them to come to an earth shattering conclusion be-fore we disturbed them. Watching the couple make love gave me a hard on, so I knew I wanted to put it to use in an identical activity.
Lise commented, "I'd give them seven out of ten; technique wasn't that good but they scored bonus points for enthusiasm."
I pondered the question, "Are you sure? I thought the fact he waited for her to cum before he did, is worth at least an eight."
Simone simply laughed and pushed us out of the doorway to give the couple some privacy as they dressed. The girl was quite pretty and sexy. She even gave me a coy and inviting look.
The girl, Sylvia sat down and had a quick drink with us before leaving, her rather red faced male companion had shot out of the flat. Sylvia was in several of Lise classes and had a nice healthy attitude to sex. She wanted to know why we'd only given them a seven out of ten.
"Too basic a position, and he was a bit wooden for my liking," Lise said. "Who was he, by the way?"
"I met him at a party last week. I don't think I'm going to keep him. I suspect he's married or something."
"Oh Sylvia, you are so bad."
"I can't help it, I enjoy sex, and he may not have been perfect, but God was he enthusiastic."
I said, "I gave you an extra mark for that."
"Thank you," she laughed, "but I don't understand; how do you keep these two looking so happy?"
I wasn't sure how to answer that but Simone did! "Because he has years of experience understanding just what women want. When he makes love to you, you know that you are the most important person in his world."
"But there are two of you. How does it work when you are both in bed with him?"
Lise replied, "It doesn't make any difference, you still get that amazing warm glow that tells your body that he loves you from his very core. He gets responses from us that I didn't think were possible. And the fact that there is another person in the bed with me who is feeling the same thing, one who also loves me as much as I love her, just magnifies everything."
Sylvia stood up ready to go and said, "So it looks like I need to find an older experienced lover and another woman who also loves me; wish me luck."
She kissed the three of us as she left, finally leaving us alone. I took my two lovers by their hands and led them to the bedroom.
"So warm glow, anybody?" I asked.
Simone turned to me and kissed me, "Doofus, you always give us a warm glow." She held her arms up to me, "Undress me please?"
I did so and pulled her top off over her head, and her skirt slipped down her body. She stood there statuesque and beautiful in just her cream lace panties and stockings. She took my breath away. Lise came and stood beside me, I unbuttoned her blouse and ran the back of my finger down the curve of her breast. Her nipple grew and hardened and she gave a sweet little whimper. She unzipped her denim skirt and it slid down her long legs leaving her wearing a black thong. The girls turned to me and they slowly undressed me.
As they pulled my briefs down over my hips, my unruly cock sprung out and Simone fell to her knees and swallowed the swelling head. She looked up at me with a smile and kissed the tip of my cock. She stood up and went to the bed and lay down. I took Lise hand and we joined her on the bed.
There is something about three lovers who are in tune with each other. We caressed each other. I knew my way around their bodies like I knew my own and don't forget I used to be a physiotherapist.
I ran my hands down their sides, removing their panties amidst a flurry of giggles and watched as Lise slid between Simone's thighs, her mouth and tongue enjoying a freedom with Simone's kitty lips and clitoris, drawing moans of pleasure from her lips. Simone held out her arms to me and we kissed and I caressed her breasts.
Simone moaned, "Her tongue is so sweet. Please Andy I want to taste her too."
Simone wriggled down the bed and tucked a pillow under her head. She drew Lisette above her in a glorious sixty-nine. Lisette gasped as Simi's tongue ran up and down the length of her slit. I lay beside the pair slowly stroking my erection.
Simone groaned as Lise renewed her assault on her clit, and it wasn't long before the groans grew more strident and urgent. She came with a shudder and a trickle of kitty juice.
Simi's eyes sought mine and she whispered, "Help me with her please." I went to use my fingers but she shook her head, and whispered, "No, you need to fuck her."
I knelt behind Lise, my hard cock poised above Simone's face, and slid deep inside her in one motion.
Her head shot up from between Simone's thighs, and she cried out, "Oh, holy fuck, yessssss," before she went back to sucking the clit below her.
I kept thrusting into her tight wet passage, while Simone used the tip of her tongue against the hard nub of her clit. Her muffled moans grew more urgent and it didn't take long for me to sense the onset of an orgasm. She started shaking and her movements grew less coordinated. Lisette came with a long drawn out moan and a short burst of pussy juice that ran down my balls and onto Simi's face.
I pulled out and lay on my back beside them, my still hard cock pointing skyward. They both untangled themselves and it was Simi who took advantage of my vulnerability and seated herself on my cock. She leant forward and I licked Lisette's heavenly juice off her face. She caught my lip between her teeth, then she kissed me.



She looked deep into my eyes and murmured, "You are all mine, and I love you so much it almost hurts. Fuck me and make me feel better. I rolled my hips and pushed up into her and she gasped and sat upright and rode me in counterpoint. My cock grew even harder as the silky flesh caressed and cocooned me.
Lise said with a hint of desperation as she knelt above my face, "Please Andy, lick my pussy, make me cum again."
I grasped her thighs and maneuvered her above my eager tongue. I licked her swollen pussy lips tasting a hint of my pre cum in her honey sweetness. She hissed in pleasure and then gasped as my tongue pushed between her lips and into the entrance of her cunt.
Simone had one hand on Lise shoulder, supporting herself, as she rose and fell. With her other she reached out and around Lisette to caress her breast. I looked up past the soft curve of Lise belly to watch as Simi rolled and squeezed the nipple. My eyes following a bead of sweat as it slowly ran down her belly and over the glistening tattoo. It rolled over her hairless mons before hesitating on the edge of her clitoral hood. My tongue snaked out to gather it in before returning to run around the hard nub that poked out shyly from the safety of its hiding place.
Lisette bucked and ground her clit against my mouth. She leaned back slightly and her hand joined Simi's on her breasts. Simi was groaning as she rolled her hips rubbing the crown of my cock against her pleasure spot.
The sensation of pressure began to grow in my cock and balls and I slowed down wanting it to last for ever. Lisette was panting in pleasure and I slid two fingers inside her to help her over the edge. I located her spot and a few sec-onds later a gush of pussy juice announced the start of her orgasm
"Ohhhh shit, fuck yesssssss," she gasped out and she sank down on my face almost suffocating me.
The constant stimulation of her A-spot was too much for Simone and she came. The walls of her cunt rippling before squeezing tight against my ridged cock. I relaxed my floodgates and came with her. Jets of hot cum coating the walls of her cunt before mingling with her juice. She was whimpering with the intense pleasure, leaning forward and resting against Lise.
After a few moments we all curled up together, me in my favourite place between them. Their heads resting on my shoulders, a leg each over one of mine. Their breasts pressing against my chest and their soft breath warm against the few hairs on my chest. The glow we'd laughed about earlier seemed to infuse us with its warmth.
Lise sighed contentedly. "Does it get any better than this?" she mused.
Simone said, "I don't think so, I've never felt so loved in all my life."
Their heads swivelled to look at me. Simone whispered, "Hey old man, are you happy?"
How could I put my feelings into words? "I thought I was going to live out the rest of my life as a lonely old man. Then I met you and everything changed for the better, and then we met Lisette and it got better even more. You both found and filled that empty void in my life."
I kissed the top of Simone's head and then Lisette's. "And you young one, if it hadn't been for her, I would never have considered you as a lover. You were just too beautiful and young, what would you see in me? She opened my eyes to you and now we feel complete."
Lise smiled and said softly, "Do you know how many women look at us with envy and longing when we are with you. Do you understand what you did to me when I first saw you? I was weak at the knees and I had to wear a pad in my panties I was so wet just thinking about you. I'm surprised you couldn't smell how aroused I was."
"I could tell," Simone said. "I watched you that first day as you hovered around him. It's what first made me look at him properly and realise that Andy's so much more than a dirty old lecherous man."
"Hey I'll have you know I spent a lot of time and effort to create that persona."
Simone smiled, "We know, and it's taken us weeks to bury it and make you our sexy, lecherous, dirty old man." Her fingers traced a path around my chest as she spoke.
I kissed her fingers and she shut her eyes, I heard a whispered "I love you" before her breathing slowed and she drifted off.
Lisette shifted slightly and she settled down, her hand drifting down and clos-ing around my softening cock. "Mine," she cooed as she also closed her eyes. We both relaxed and were soon asleep.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~

I was woken the next morning to the sensation of warmth. A mouth swallowing my morning erection. I moaned in pleasure and opened my eyes to see Lisette's head slowly bobbing up and down on my rapidly hardening cock. My moans woke Simone and she smiled at me.
She said, "She's making up for lost time, and it's her way of showing you how much she loves you."
I hissed, "Yessss, she can show me she loves me anytime she wants."
Simone laughed and curled up as close as she could to me. She sought my lips and I drew her into a long deep sensual kiss.
Lise's mouth and tongue were exquisite on my cock and she could feel my need growing as my balls tensed as she cradled and fondled them in her hand.
"Shit, Lise I'm going to cum love," I groaned.
Her eyes flicked up at mine then back down at my cock, her mouth covering the crown as I erupted. Streams of hot jism filled her mouth; she swallowed some and held the rest in her mouth as she sucked the last drop off the tip. She crawled up my body and shared my sperm with Simone as they kissed. They both offered me a taste which I accepted.
A smiling Lise curled up beside me. "I love the taste of your cum," she said. "It's so masculine, and raw, and it reminds me of how much I love you. I can never get enough."
I ran my fingers down her back and she shivered under my touch.
I said, "Beautiful, you can wake me up like that every morning if you like."
Simone asked, "What time is the car getting here?"
"It's picking us up at ten o'clock."
"Good that means we've got an hour and a half to get ready. I need a shower, does anyone want to join me?"
"Please," said both of us.
We all managed to squeeze into the shower and I mean it was tight squeeze, but that made it all the more fun with soapy, slippery bodies sliding against one another, and kisses growing ever more intimate. Deft sensual caresses masquerading as legitimate moves brought passion came to the fore. Two soapy hands stroked the length of my erection, while I made sure my lovers were clean inside and out.
I wriggled out of the shower, closing the door behind me. I wanted to give my two lovers the time they needed alone. I dried myself and got dressed in comfortable clothes suitable for the flight. Dark blue chinos and a loose blue check shirt.
In the kitchen I found the coffee maker and finally found the coffee hiding in a cupboard. I put a pot on to brew. Lisette with damp hair and dressed in jeans and Tee-shirt rushed past me and headed out of the apartment. She was back in five minutes clutching a bag from which drifted the wonderful aroma of fresh croissants. She got butter and fruit preserves out of the fridge and put the croissants on a plate. I poured us both a coffee and she sat down beside me. We ate in silence as we waited for Simone to appear. Lise kept touching me as though she was looking for a confirmation of our closeness.
I said, "We will see you on Friday evening, you have all the flight details don't you?" She nodded in reply. "Angie and Pete are looking forward to seeing you again, and I think Fiona and Steve are going to be there as well."
She said, "I think I've seen their photos on the page, isn't she a red head like Angie?"
"That's right, they are both Australian and were part of the original Saudi
Family."
Simone joined us at the table and I poured her a cup of coffee. Like me she was wearing comfortable clothes. In her case it was an attractive mid-calf wrap around patterned skirt and a green silk blouse. She wore soft black boots with a three inch heel and a cream linen jacket was draped over her shoulders.
She broke a croissant open and spread some cherry preserve on it and took a mouthful. "Hmm nice croissants."
Lise said to Simone, "I'd like to sleep with Naomi when she gets the all clear, may I please?"
Simone nodded and said, "Of course you can, have you asked Andy?"
"She has and I said it was ok."
Lise said, "Naomi's been a good friend to me and I really like her. I don't think I love her and I'm pretty sure she feels the same about me, but we had a lot of fun together in the past."
She was quiet for a moment then she said, "I think it will be so much less complicated if I only consider female lovers for when you aren't with me."
I said, "That reminds me, this is for you." And I pulled out a credit card from my wallet and handed it to her. "We hope you will want to be with us every weekend. We should be moving into our new home very soon and there is an empty room waiting for you plus a spot in our bed. I want you to use this buy your tickets as often as you can join us."
"You don't need to worry, every spare day I get I want to spend with you - making love with both of you."
Simone added, "And we will come and visit you as often as we can."
I asked Simone, "Is everything packed away?" She nodded, so I got our bags and stacked them by the door.
I took my coffee and sat down in the lounge on the sofa and after a few minutes they both came and sat down beside me.
"There's something we both need to say to you," Simone said.
I looked from one to the other and said, "Ok, and what's that?"
Simone replied, "We both want to have your baby." I went to say something, but she put her finger to my mouth and stopped me. She carried on, "I know I've already told you this, but now I'm warning you that I intend to be pregnant when I'm standing beside you getting married in three months."
Lise grinned, and said, "And I'm going to throw my pills away the second I finish my last exam. I'm going to do an Angie on you and demand all your little swimmers until I'm 'well and truly up the duff'."
I had to laugh at her term of phrase.
"Your daughter taught me that quaint little saying," she said. "And I spoke to one of the lecturers in the school of law about us and the solution is rather simple and elegant.
I raised my eyes brows questioningly, and Simone looked intrigued.
"You two get married."
"Ok, we know that bit." I said
"Ah but the next bit is that then you and I enter into a civil partnership, and I can do the same with Simone." She concluded with a happy content expression and a kiss to both of us.
I asked, "And this is legal?"
"Yes."
Simone asked her, "And when do you want to do it?"
""I don't want to do anything that takes the gloss away from your wedding. So I thought maybe next summer?" Her voice tailed off as she looked at us anxiously.
I looked at Simone and winked, "Well, what do you think, should we do it?" I teased.
Simone hit me gently on the shoulder. "Don't be cruel, you know you want to, and so do I. But where will we do it?"
There really was only one option especially if she was serious about her pregnancy. "The château, I'd like to have the ceremonies there in July. Plus..." And I made a show of counting my fingers. "If I can count, someone I know should be almost term by then!"
Simone grinned and said, "I better be, doofus."
Lisette looked back and forth between us, "So, that's a yes?" She asked.
We both nodded and she squealed in delight.
I said, "We can ask Pete to check with his French legal team and they can get everything sorted out with all the right papers."
The next moment I had a wriggling Lise on my lap as she tried to kiss both of us at the same time. "Thank you, thank you."
We stayed like that for the next few minutes. All curled up together, until the doorbell rang and it was the limo driver.
He took the bags down to the limo while we said our goodbyes. Lise had a class in an hour so we wouldn't let her come to the airport. The girls did get rather emotional, oh what the hell I had tears as well. She came down to the limo with us and with a last kiss saw us off on our way.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~

I love travelling first class, and travelling with a Contessa was an eye opener. An Air France representative met us as the limo pulled up. The hold luggage was whisked away and a porter carried our carry-ons to the check in office, yes an office not counter.
We were introduced to our personal hostess who escorted us through security and to the lounge. I'd used the Air France lounges before but I hadn't realised that there was a separate first class one.
They served us champagne and canapés until it was time to board. I called Pete at the office while we waited. We weren't going to arrive until late that evening and we agreed that they would join us for breakfast before we went to the office to wrap up the family paperwork. Angie wanted to take Simone shopping and I could see her eyes light up at the prospect. I discussed Lise's proposals on the options to legalize the relationship between the three of use with Peter.
"Hmm, sounds promising, but it may only be an option under French law. I'll get our legal team working on it immediately."
They called our flight and I think we were amongst the last to board as the door was closed almost immediately after we were seated. There were only eight seats in the first class cabin and only two others were occupied. They looked like executives and were occupying the two window seats in the front row. We were in the two centre seats in the rear row and we lowered the privacy screen between the two seats.
The flight was expected to take about six and a half hours and we took off on time. Like every flight I've ever been on it was boring. At least the food and drink were excellent, much better that the usual fare I would have got at the rear of the plane. We chatted for a bit and then she dosed off for a bit, I think she was still tired from last night.
I must have fallen asleep as well as we were woken about halfway through the flight with a light snack.
Simone disappeared off to the bathroom and came back looking rather disappointed. She sat down and giggled at me, "I had thought about dragging you into the bathroom and ravishing you."
"Why you little minx, have you got aspirations of joining the five mile high club?"
She went red and nodded.
"So what's the problem with that then?"
"It's too small," and she laughed.
I crooked my finger at her and she came around and sat on my lap and put her arm around my neck. The executive in the row in front turned to see what we were doing and Simone blew him a kiss.
The lights in the cabin were dimmed and Simone dragged a blanket over us. I undid several buttons on her blouse and she shivered as my fingers slid under the silk of her bra. Her nipple firmed as I caressed it
She whispered, "I feel like a school girl on her first date."
I think she felt me stiffen under her buttock as a visual snapshot as Simone dressed as a school girl from a St. Trinians film imprinted itself in my mind.
We both knew that there was no real chance that we were going to be able consummate our play. So she made herself comfortable on me and I gently caressed her until the stewardess asked her to return to her seat for landing.
Again the nice thing about travelling in first class is that you are first off the plane. It took us less than half an hour to clear immigration and customs. There was a driver waiting for us outside the arrivals gate and within minutes we were driving along the highway to the hotel.
We could see the distinctive shape of the Burj al Arab Jumeirah well before we drove onto the causeway. A ball of burning gas launched skyward from the caldron as we drove past.
Check in went smoothly and we were soon shown to our suite on the twentieth floor. There was a large lounge and two elegant bedrooms. It was well past midnight before we stowed the luggage and relaxed in the master bedroom. I sat on the chaise long in the window and took my shoes and socks off, it felt like sacrilege not to be walking bare foot on the thick pile of the carpet.
Simone finished her inspection of the suite and said, "This is amazing, completely over the top but still incredible." She went over to the floor to ceiling windows and looked at the view along the coastline and the bright lights of the city. She spun around and wrapped her arms around me and kissed me.
She pushed her body against mine and murmured, "That was a long and frustrating flight. I need you now!"
I grinned at her and she moaned and pull my shirt off over my head. Then fumbled with the belt on my chinos. Undoing it, she popped the button and lowered the zip, tugging them and my briefs over my hips. She fell to her knees and grasped the shaft of my expanding cock. She licked her lips and then she ran the tip of her tongue around the swelling head. I moaned and then gasped as she swallowed the head.
Too much and too soon I though as I pulled her to her feet. I undid the buttons of her blouse and she shrugged it off with a twitch of her shoulders. Her nipples and areola were clearly visible through the shear silk of her bra. I kissed and sucked them through the silk and it was her turn to moan.
My fingers searched for the catch on her back and she laughed and undid the clip between her breasts. They sprang free and her hard nipples pressed into my chest.
It was my turn to fumble as I worked the tie at the side of her skirt loose, which allowed me to unwrap her. She stood in front of me wearing only a lacy thong, stockings and her black boots. She was breathtaking against the twinkling lights of the city. I made her stay there while I got my camera and she was happy to pose for me. We talked as I asked her to move from one position to the next. Half way through she removed her thong and the fine golden hair of the landing strip between her thighs glistened in the lights. The last few photos were clearly pornographic because they revealed so much, yet they were unavoidably artistic because of how Simone posed.
Finally, I lowered the camera and really looked at the woman of my dreams. She was panting slightly and the evidence of her arousal could be seen in the shiny patches of moisture at the top of her thighs.
I held my arms out to her and she was wrapped around me seconds later.
She groaned at me, "You will fuck me now." She pulled me over to the sofa in the window of the lounge and bent over the back of it looking out over the city.
There was no need for foreplay, we were both aroused and ready. In one motion I was deep inside her, both of us groaning in pleasure and anticipation. I was thrusting hard and deep into her, so hard the sofa was rocking under us. The slap of our flesh was almost drowned out by my groans and her vocal cries of encouragement.
"Oh god yes, just like that. Ohhhhhhh fuck yes harder. Shit noooo," as I pulled almost all the way out and paused with my throbbing crown nestled between her swollen kitty lips.
She pushed back at me trying to impale herself on me again. "Pleeeese," she whimpered desperately as she looked back at me. Then she screamed as I thrust back into her in one hard swift motion. I could see her face reflected in the glass of the window. It was difficult to imagine I wasn't watching a woman in pain but I knew from the sound of her cry's and the way she was rolling her pelvis it was all pure pleasure. I could feel her orgasm building up in her, her legs were shaking and there were little ripples in her channel that grew in in-tensity.
Simone was drawing me along with her as she grew close to her release. She was moving to meet my thrusts. I grew close to my own release, my hands holding her hips pulling her into me.



Simone gasped as she came. Her orgasm hit her hard and long, her cunt clamping down on me. That was all I needed to push me over the edge. I grunted as I came, pumping my hot cum into her waiting passage. She collapsed onto the back of the sofa, sliding off me with an audible pop. Our juices mixing and trickling down her legs as it oozed from between her puffy lips. I stood hunched over her,supporting myself on the back of the sofa, seemingly protecting her.
She recovered enough to push herself upright, turning to sit on the back of the sofa. I slid between her open thighs and wrapped my arms around her and she rested her forehead on my chest.
I needed a bit of reassurance that I'd not overdone it. "Are you ok?" I almost said 'was that alright for you' but I resisted the temptation.
She lifted her head off me and looked up at me. She whispered, "That was so intense love, I felt powerless under you. You used me for your pleasure and I loved it." She stretched up putting her arms around my neck. Her mouth connecting with mine, and her tongue penetrating me.
I picked her up and carried her to the bed. I took her boots and stocking off. I climbed in beside her and drew the covers over our entwined bodies. The sticky mess in our groins matting our pubic hair together as we fell asleep.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~

To be continued
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She lifted her head off me and looked up at me. She whispered, "That was so intense love, I felt powerless under you. You used me for your pleasure and I loved it." She stretched up putting her arms around my neck. Her mouth connecting with mine, and her tongue penetrating me.
I picked her up and carried her to the bed. I took her boots and stockings off. I climbed in beside her and drew the covers over our entwined bodies, the sticky mess in our groins matting our pubic hair together as we fell asleep.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~

The next morning I had left Simone in the bathroom drying her hair after our shower while I got dressed. I had just poured myself a cup of coffee from the pot that had been delivered earlier when the door bell had rung. I opened the door and was immediately attacked by a red haired fireball.
"Love you, love you, Christ we've missed you," Angie cried out as she wrapped her arms around me. Plastering her body against mine. Her lips hunted out mine and took no prisoners. I looked over her shoulder and saw a grinning Pete standing at the door.
"Think yourself lucky," he said. "If she'd got her own way we'd have been here hours ago."
She wouldn't let me go, "Where's Simone?" she asked.
"In the bathroom drying her hair," I said.
Pete looked at me questioningly and I nodded. He walked to the bathroom and after a few moments we heard a happy squeal. They appeared a few moments later and they both had a happy grin on their faces.
Simone said, "Look what I found, can I keep him?"
"Do you promise to feed him and make sure he gets lots of exercise," I joked. She laughed and nodded. Angie let go of me and she and Simone hugged and kissed. I watched as Simone placed her hand on Angie's abdomen, and Angie could barely contain the look of happiness that plastered itself across her face.
Pete asked me, "Are you ready for your visit to the office, we have a lot of the family paper work to get through. At least with Angie being pregnant she won't be monopolizing all your time this visit."
I heard Angie mutter, "That's what you think."
I sat down on the sofa and Angie came and sat down on my lap. She took my hand and placed it on her belly.
She said, "We had it double checked and I'm really pregnant." Simone came and sat down beside us. Angie wriggled off my lap and curled up between us. Pete called room service and ordered breakfast for six people.
"Six?" I asked.
"Yep, Fi and Steve are on their way up, we left them checking in, as someone I know couldn't wait to see you." Pete said.
I said, "I thought we were all sharing this suite."
Angie said between kisses, "We are, but we thought you might want a bit of privacy when Lisette is here. So we reserved a second suite on this floor."
The doorbell went again and Pete answered it and Fiona and Steve walked in followed by a porter who brought in three bags and a couple of carry-ons. The last time I'd seen them was at Ros's funeral but other than Steve having a few more grey hairs, they looked the same.
Steve was in his early fifties, a trim six foot tall man with light brown hair going grey at the temples. Fiona was still the stunning red head she had always been. Her hair was cut shorter than I remembered and she'd put a few pounds on but all they'd done was make her more attractive. Fi and I had worked together for several years in Saudi and for a period she and Steve had live in our little compound in Riyadh. They were both original members of the family.
Steve came over and we hugged and he said hallo in his Australian accent. Fiona stood a couple of feet away from me looking me up and down. "You are looking so much better than the last time we saw you. Julia said you look amazing and she wasn't kidding."
"Well it wasn't the best time of my life." I said.
She stepped close and hugged me and whispered in my ear, "Remember what I said to you all those years ago - anytime, anywhere." Memories of Saudi flooded into my mind and I had to shake my head to clear them. Pete and Angie had introduced Steve to Simone. So I took Fi's hand and led her over to Simone and introduced them. I know Simone finds it difficult sometimes, I have such an involved history with all the older members of the family that I'm sure occasionally she feels excluded.
I put my arm around her and pull her into a kiss. I whispered, "You know that you are the one I love," and she responded with a second kiss.
For a short while we stood around catching up on the news. Fi was telling me when breakfast arrived that her daughter Pauline had broken up with her boyfriend, The two waiters quickly laid the table and set out the food and drinks for us.
The table was round and I sat between Simone and Fiona holding Simone's hand. Fiona continued telling me about Pauline's breakup
She said, "Apparently he proposed at her birthday party and then she had the family talk with him. He couldn't accept that she wanted to carry on with the relationships she had with other family members after they were married. He wanted her to be his exclusively. I suppose it's because his family is rather conservative. Well to cut a long story short, after a month he asked for his ring back and she hasn't seen him since."
I listened to the tale of Pauline's wows with only one ear as they say. I've always liked Fiona and Steve, but for as long as I remember Pauline has been a spoilt brat. She must have known what the boyfriend was like. But it was just like her to think she could manipulate him. The whole point about the family was that to become part of it, you really needed to be evolved both physically and emotionally for it was to work for you. And if you have a partner both of you need to be as fully committed as the other.
I made a mental note that I needed to talk to Julia about Pauline. I suspect she saw the family as a convenient source of safe sex partners, and that had never been what we were about.
I squeezed Simone's hand and she looked at me gratefully. Then she concentrated on what Angie was saying to her, as they planned their day. They were off shopping with Fiona and Steve. While I was going to the office with Pete. We were all going to meet up in the bar by the pool at four o'clock for drinks before we all headed out for dinner.
I asked Angie, "What plans did you decide on for Lisette's birthday?" I was intrigued as Angie had convinced us to let her organise everything.
"I have a great day planed," she insisted. "A friend has offered us the use of his yacht. We are going to spend the day cruising out to one of the islands and have a barbecue on the beach."
"Errr..." I interrupted, "You do remember she's going to be twenty and she'll want to party."
"I may be pregnant but I've not forgotten what's it's like to be that young. The yacht trip is just for the family and we will be back before it gets dark. We have a dinner reservation and then afterwards I've reserved us several tables at Boudoir, it's one of the better nightclubs. I hope you don't mind but I invited a few of our younger employees and their friends, as well as some of our younger friends to join us there so it's not just us oldies with her."
"It sounds perfect, thank you."
Simone said, "I'd like to come in to the office before we go shopping. When we last spoke I promised to give a proper kiss to David, your chief financial investigator for all the work he did for me."
I laughed, I'd forgotten she'd made that promise.
We finished up breakfast and headed on out of the hotel. The valet brought around Angie and Pete's car, a Mercedes S500 and somehow we all managed to squeeze in. The office of A & R finance were on the top two floors of a downtown office building overlooking Dubai mall and the construction site for the Burj Khalifa.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~

The whispers started almost the second we exited the lift and entered the reception on the top floor.
The receptionist said, "Good morning Mr. Moore, good morning Mrs. Moore," then she gasped and looked at the large framed photograph of me hanging on the wall, then back at me. She said, "G...good morning Chairman, sir."
I checked the name plate on her desk and replied, "Good morning Hanna." Then I decided it was time to enjoy myself. I turned to Pete and growled, "I thought I told you to take that damn photo down. If you can't obey a simple order we need to have a serious talk!"
The effect I was going for was somewhat dented by Simone and Angie giggling like schoolgirls. So I turned to them and hissed, "Remember what happens to naughty girls." They both instinctively rubbed their bottoms whilst trying to look innocent.
I snapped my fingers and pointed at the three of them, "My office now!" And turned on my heels and started walking. Of course it would have helped if I knew where my bloody office was. Angie had to run to catch up with me and direct me to my rather nice corner office.
I walked past the empty assistant's desk and into the office. I collapsed onto the leather chair behind the desk. Angie only just made it to the sofa that stood against the far wall.
She was laughing so much I could barely understand what she was saying. "Oh God, oh god, you actually went and did it. You know that Hanna's on the phone right now telling the whole office that the chairman's here and he's just given Pete a dressing down."
Pete was standing there speechless, his mouth open. I grinned at him and said, "I told you that day I would get my own back, revenge is definitely a dish best served cold."
Simone came and perched herself on the corner of my desk as a rather hesitant Steve and Fi poked their head through the door. I gestured for them to come in.
They came in just in time to hear Pete state, "In hindsight I sorta wish you had spanked me at the same time as you spanked Angie. I think it would have been rather less embarrassing than that."
Fiona kept looking back and forth between Pete and me with a look of confusion on her face. "Err... would one of you please explain what just happened?"
Angie stood up and came and sat next to Simone. She said, "We sort of made Andy the chairman of the company without asking him. He found out about it when we were staying with him. I got smacked." She smiled at the memory then continued, "He warned Pete that he hadn't forgotten his punishment, you've just seen the start of it."
Fi just said, "He smacked you?"
"Yesss, one of the most erotic experiences I've ever had!"
Before anybody could say anymore there was a knock on the door and a young woman entered the office.
She said, "Good morning Mr. Chairman. I'm Karen and I'm your personal assistant."
"Holy fuck Pete, I've got a personal assistant, what the hell were you thinking?"
"Do you know how many people call and want to speak to you?" He pointed out.
"Why would anyone want to talk to me," I asked.
Karen said, "You get about ten calls a day from people who want financial advice."
I asked, "So what do you tell them?"
"Is this a trick question? As per your standing instructions I tell them that you are travelling and refer the caller to Mr. Moore."
I needed to know, "So what do you do when you are not answering my calls?"
"I'm Angie's... I mean Mrs. Moore's assistant. They combined the posts."
I gave Angie a quick glance and pointed at my knees, she flushed and wriggled on the edge of my desk. She looked up and said to Karen, "This is just an informal visit. There is a file on my desk marked Family. We will need it in fifteen minutes, could you bring it in then please, and could you ask David to join us."
Karen nodded, smiled and left the room, closing the door behind her. As soon as it was closed Angie stood up and pulling her skirt up around her waist, bent over my knees. I gently stroked her ass cheeks through her silky panties and then gave each cheek a sharp smack. Then I pulled her skirt down and she sat on my lap and kissed me.
Angie's face was all flushed and she said, "You will finish that later, I was very naughty, I deserve sooo many more than that Master."
Master... I looked up at Simone, she smirked at me and reaching into her handbag pulled out her collar and held it up for me to see. Pete and Steve looked intrigued at her action whilst Angie and Fiona looked... well to be honest they smirked in such a way that had my cock twitching. Hmm something was going on that I needed to investigate.
"Just what have you been saying?" I asked Simone and to my surprise all three of the women in the room blushed. What was going on? Why of course the women-only pages on the website. I really am going to have to insist that Kirsten gives me access.
There was a knock of the door and David entered the office. He looked around the room and said to Angie, "You wanted to see me?"
Simone said, "No I did, I promised you this when I first spoke to you." She stood up and walked over to him and wrapped her arms ground him. She gave him a long kiss and then said, "Thank you for all your help, it helped give me back my family."
The poor man blushed and stammered, "You're welcome." I went over and thanked him as well.
Angie looked around the room and said, "Ok I think we can leave Andy and Pete to deal with the paperwork while the rest of us go shopping, we'll see you back at the hotel later this afternoon." The girls said their goodbyes and they left with Steve in tow.
Karen appeared with the documentation I needed to go over for the family. Sorting that and the bank details out took the next few hours. The family finances were looking quite rosy. We had over fifteen million dollars in investments plus a healthy cash balance. We had always had a small investment portfolio since the early days of the family. But I think the best we'd ever had before Pete had taken it over full time was a couple of hundred thousand.
We opened the family website to check the status of wedding plans. I confirmed the payments for all the accommodation and the catering and checked that all the flights were booked and paid for. I noticed that the guest lists had grown slightly. There were twenty-six adults and ten children. There was a note from Kirsten to tell me that Marylou wanted to join us in France a couple of days earlier and travel with us to the Maldives. She wanted to know if that was ok and should she confirm the travel arrangements. I typed 'Yes' and sent the reply.
I was pleased to find that my own account, the one I'd discovered that Ros had opened years ago was also doing nicely. Pete had shocked me earlier in the year when he had told me about the account. Ros had started it with the money she had inherited from her mother. Pete had invested it and had been adding to it ever since, with my so called salary as the company chairman. There was well in excess of one and a half million pounds in it now.
Pete took me down to the trading floor and I was introduced to his team. It was a touch surreal as the murmurs raced around ahead of us. Heads would appear in doorways and above monitors and quickly check me out before disappearing again.
We had lunch with the senior staff. I was shocked to discover that the company was currently controlling over half a billion in investors' funds in addition to another hundred million of company assets.
"Christ Pete, I never realised how much you are worth," I whispered to him.
He said, "I own sixty percent of the company, Angie twenty. Each of the five senior managers has two percent."
I added up the numbers and came up ten percent short. When I mentioned this Pete looked at me in exasperation. "I told you that we've been giving you shares each year. The missing ten percent are yours."
"Why for Christ sake?"
"Because without you, Angie and I wouldn't have made it. Because you are the closest thing to a brother I've ever had. Because I loved Ros and because when I needed you, you were there." His voice tailed off and then he said, "I'm going to be a father again and for that I'd give you the whole damn thing."
He stood up and I followed him to his office and he poured us both a whiskey from his private stock. We sat down and sipped our drinks, it was obvious that Pete wanted to say something so I sat silently waiting for him to start.
Finally he put his glass down and ran his fingers through his hair. "Andy, there was a brief moment in time I hated you. You walked in and took Ros from me, and you still had Julia. But then I realised Ros still loved me and just how right the pair of you were together. There wasn't a jealous bone in your body. Hate turned to respect and then love. Julia and Mike became part of my life and I fell in love with Ann and she fitted in with us so well and we became part of the family."
He paused to take a sip of his whisky and then continued. "Every time there has been a crisis in my life you've been there to solve it. My divorce from Ann, as friendly as it was tore me apart and you two put me back together. When I met Angie, you and Ros were there to help smooth out the rocky road. You know she would have left me if you hadn't stepped in. And when we needed it you gave us the gift of a new life. I promised Ros I'd look after your money and that what I'm doing, and I'm going to carry on doing." He fell silent and the tense expression on his face relaxed and his eyes turned to the view from the full length windows in his office.
For a while we sat there in silence. There wasn't anything I could say that wouldn't trivialise his words as I kept quiet. I suppose we sat there for twenty minutes or so enjoying the view of the Persian gulf through the window of his office. Watching the wakes of the small craft as they skittered about on the surface, cutting fancy arcs. The bright sunlight speckled the azure blue of the sea.
At last Pete seemed to mentally shake himself and stirred in his seat. He looked at his watch, "Christ mate where has the day gone, we need to move if we are not going to be late meeting the others."
He had a few words with his assistant and then he drove us back to the Burj. We headed up to the suite and I changed into something more comfortable than the suit I'd worn to the office. It was gone four before we sat down at the terrace bar and it was a good thirty minutes before the rest arrived.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~

The girls looked flushed with excitement and Steve just collapsed in a chair in exhaustion muttering, "Never again, I've seen things no man should see."
He grabbed at the bottle of beer Pete offered him and drained it in one motion. "Just a nice quiet shopping trip they said. Do you want to know how many shoe shops there are in that mall? Twenty-two that's how many and do you want to guess how many we went into? Every bloody one, that how many!"
Pete and I cringed in sympathy and I passed him a second bottle.
Fi said, "You wuss, you were having a ball with three women fawning over you."
"I've seen more lingerie than was good for me," he moaned.
"I didn't think that was possible," I quipped.
We called for another round of drinks, cocktails for the girls and more beers for us. We chatted and watched as the sun drew closer to the horizon, a red path stretching out across the still waters of the gulf. Until it finally dipped below the horizon and the thoughts of food reared its ugly head.



The women wanted to change for dinner so we all headed up to the suite. I'd forgotten how sticky you could feel with the temperature and humidity in the gulf so I headed for the shower. The bathroom featured an oversized walk in rain shower, as well as a huge tub big enough for at least four people. In the corner was a wide leather curved sun bed style chair which had me thinking. I stood in the shower and the sensation of the warm water on my skin was pleasure in its self.
Simone came up behind me wrapping her arms around my waist. Pressing her breasts with their hard nipples into my back. Her hands slid lower and found my cock firming and rising to meet her. I closed my eyes and lost myself to the gentle touch of her finger tips along my sensitive flesh. Her lips feather kissed the back of my neck.
I stiffened as I felt a second pair of hands on my body. I turned to see Fiona standing beside us with a hopeful look.
I asked, "Are you alone or is Steve joining us?"
She shook her head and said, "Angie invited us to join her and Pete in the other shower. Steve's always had a thing for her so he said yes. I preferred to be with you if you don't mind?"
Simone answered her question by wrapped her arms around Fiona and drawing her into a three way caress.
I could picture the scene in the other shower. Angie had once told me that the sensation of hot water thrumming on her back as one cock took her from behind and she sucked on a second was one of her all time fantasy's. Pete and I had played out her fantasy on several memorable occasions. I felt my cock jump and grow even harder at the thought.
I took a cloth and the shower gel and began the very enjoyable task of washing the two beautiful women with me. My memories of Fiona hadn't failed me. She was still had the slim, trim and toned body that I remember. Her freckles were more pronounced than Angie's. She still had her glorious soft red curls at the junction of her legs. She would trim and keep it tidy but she would never shape it. She use to describe it as her crowning glory.
I let my fingertips toy with her curls and heard her whimper as I grazed her clit in passing. Simone took the cloth from me and started washing my back.
Fi slid her still soapy body up against me whispering, "It's been a long time since we showered together." She blushed and said, "Do you recall the time in Saudi when we almost got caught by the cleaners after I dragged you into the shower in the changing room. I almost swallowed the cloth I was biting down on so she wouldn't hear me scream as I came. It took me days to get the taste of soap out of my mouth." I smiled at the recollection and nodded.
Fi sank down onto her knees and looked to Simone for permission. Seeing the smile, she licked the crown of my erect cock, running the tip of her tongue around the groove. Then she swallowed the crown into the silky warmth of her mouth. Her head bobbed as she sucked. Beads of pre-cum formed at the tip and she swallowed them without hesitation.
Simone ran her fingers down my back and I did the same to her. Caressing the perfect curves of her arse cheeks, made even smoother by the soap suds. My finger slid lower and she sighed and opened her legs to give me better access. I found the entrance to her kitty slick with the water and her own juices. She pushed against my fingers, eager to be penetrated. Two fingers granted her wish and I gave her the bonus of my thumb on her clit.
She gasped and slumped against me. She whimpered, "Please Andy, make me come," as she wrapped her arms around my neck for support.
Fi looked up and grinned at me around her mouthful. She paused to say, "I love the taste of you in my mouth."
I groaned, "And I love the feel of your mouth on my cock." I groped for the shower controls and slowed the tropical rainstorm to a light drizzle.
Simone writhed as my fingers moved inside her, stroking her G-spot while my thumb rubbed the hard nub that was her clit. She buried her face into my neck whimpering in pleasure as she nibbled my flesh. I felt her legs shaking and the walls of her cunt shivered as her eagerly sought after orgasm built up in deep inside her.
After a few minutes Simone came with a final long drawn out cry. Clutching tight against me for support as her knees buckled. I held her up as she regained her composure, I let my own pleasure from Fi's mouth control my actions. Fiona was caressing my shaft as she suck the head deep into her mouth. I rolled my hips eager for her to suck me in deeper and she obliged. She placed her hands on my hips to control my movements. Each time she swallowed more until her face was resting against me. Her throat muscles massage my cock and it was too much for me to resist.
I gasped, "Fuck I'm going to cum."
Fi pulled back so my cock crown filled her mouth as my first spurt of milky cum appeared. Simone dropped to her knees beside her and after the second pulse of cum she took Fiona's place and milked the last of my cum from me.
I leant back against the tiled wall of the shower for support. Fi and Simi stood and they both showed me my frothy cum in their mouths before they kissed and swallowed. When they broke apart I pulled first Fiona then Simone to me and kissed and tasted their mouths.
For just a few moments we all hugged, then I looked at Fi and said softly, "Your turn I think."
She looked at us gratefully and said just one word, "Pleeeease."
Simone and I led her to the sun bed in the corner, grabbing towels as we passed the rack. Fi lay down on her back and Simone curled up beside her, kissing her lips and caressing her breasts. Fi let her knees fall apart inviting me to admire the beauty of her pussy lips and the crowning glory of her soft red curls. I leant forward to taste the beads honey juice forming on her lips. I slowly licked up from the pink puckered rose to the hard nub of her clit as it emerged from its hiding place. Her hand stroked my hair as she whimpered. Her other hand pulled Simone's head to her breast and her whimpers grew louder as Simone suckled on her nipples.
I lapped at her pussy lips, letting my tongue dart between them and she wriggled in pleasure. Her whimpers became moans and then a groan as I pushed my fingers into her wet silky passage, finding her G-spot. I sucked and nibbled on her clit and she jumped, pushing herself hard against my mouth.
"Oh shit," she gasped, "that feels fucking wonderful."
I kept caressing her G-spot, feeling the walls of her cunt ripple in response. She grew wetter and moved rested her legs on my back. Each time she grew close to coming I'd stop and blow on her clit and she would groan in frustration.
Simone said, "Stop teasing her, she needs to cum."
I smiled and nodded. I shuffled up the bed until the tip of my erect cock pushed at the entrance to her cunt. With my hands on her hips I pulled her to me sliding deep into her wet, silky passage.
"Fuck, yessss, fuck me you bastard," Fiona cried out.
I thrust into her, quickly gaining my rhythm. She rolled her hips meeting my thrusts, moans forced out of her each time I slammed into her.
"Harder," she gasped shaking her head from side to side. "I'm close." Then she came shuddering on my cock. "Ohh fuck yesssssss."
I wasn't done so I kept plunging in and out while her orgasm kept washing over her. She was having a second orgasm as I felt my balls tightening as the pre cum ache built up. Then I came, hot cum filling her cunt as I pumped into her spilling my seed. She had her head resting on Simone's lap as she came down from her high. Her cunt kept clutching at me, reluctant to let me go, but as I softened I pulled out with an audible pop. Trickles of cum and pussy juice ran down her arse pooling on the leather.
Fi sat up and wrapped her arms around me, "Christ I missed you." Then she turned to Simone and held her arms out. They hugged and kissed.
Fiona said to her, "I'm so happy that you came into his life. We were all so worried about him after Ros died." She stood up and smiled as she looked at the mess trickling down the insides of her thighs. "Bugger, I need another shower."
I looked at sticky mess in my groin and decided to join her. Again we stood and let the water cascade over us. This time we resisted the temptation of the flesh. Simone sat at the vanity unit with a towel wrapped around her waist. She was using a hair dryer to dry her hair and she smiled as she watched us chastely wash each other. I got out first and held a large bath towel out to Fi as she stepped out of the shower. She wrapped it round herself and then headed off to the other bedroom to find her case. She reappeared a couple of minutes later with her makeup case laughing to herself.
"I would have had to set a bomb off in there to be noticed," she joked.
"Angie's really going to town. She's got Pete in her arse and my husband fucking her pussy. I'm surprised you can't hear them in here!"
Simone switched off the hair dryer and sure enough we could hear the cries of passion and pleasure coming from the other room. The sounds rose to a crescendo and then faded away.
Simone returned to drying her hair and Fi sat down beside her and began applying her makeup. I sat down on the edge of the bath to watch them. I love watching beautiful women. The anticipation you experience as you watch a woman slowly shedding her clothes knowing you are going to experience that perfection is amazing. But that in my opinion is capped by the relaxed enormity, of watching a woman take the blank canvas that is her body and create a work of art.
Simone smiled at me in the mirror, she knew what I was thinking. She asked, "How formal is the restaurant?"
I replied, "It says semi-formal in the hotel guide, why?"
"I just wanted to know if I should dress up or down for tonight?"
I laughed, "You don't know how to dress down, and you could make a sack elegant." I stood up and walked over to them. I kissed the back of her neck and she turned her head to receive the next one on her lips.
She gently tapped me on my arse and said, "Go and get dressed. As much as I love seeing you naked, you are distracting me."
I paused by Fiona to kissed the back of her neck, running my hands over her shoulders and cupping her breasts.
"Go," she giggled, "you are too distracting."

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~

It only took me a few minutes to dress. I chose a smart pair of dark blue chinos and a pure white soft cotton shirt. I picked up my camera and sat down in a chair with a view through the window of Dubai spread out below me.
Ten minutes later my two beauties appeared. I'd placed Fi's case on the long stool at the bottom of the bed and opened it for her. She smiled at me in thanks and found a gossamer pair of emerald green panties to step into. She put a matching bra on. Seeing that I was watching she put her hands on the top of her head and gave me a slow twirl, her pink nipples and red curls were clearly visible through the shear fabric. I raised the camera and looked at her for permission. She smiled and nodded and spun again while I photographed her.
Simone was sitting on the side of the bed wearing black lacy panties, pulling on black stockings. She was watching us and I turned the camera on her. She blew me a kiss which I captured for eternity.
Fi shook out a classic LBD she'd pulled out of her case. Only in her case it was in emerald green. She pulled it on, her red hair enhancing the rich green of the dress. She pull an emerald neckless from her bag and I called her over to me. She came and sat on my lap. She handed me the neckless and bent her head forward to let me secure it. She settled back and we watched as Simone finished dressing. She re clasped her heart anklet around her ankle and stood up to slip her dark blue silk dress on over her head. She did that little shimmy to settle it in to place, the hem falling a few inches above her knees.
She walked over to us and sat down on the arm of the chair and held out her collar to me.
I held it in my hand and asked, "Are you sure you want to wear this?"
"With all my heart darling." She bent her head and I fastened it round her neck.
We stood and wandered out to the sitting room. I found a nice bottle of red wine on the bar and after opening it, I poured three glasses. Simone came over to me and she had her silver chain leash in her hands.
"Will you hold this for me please," she said. I took it and went to put it in my pocket. Then I decided to wrap it around her waist as a belt. It went round three time and I threaded the clip through the loop and clipped back on itself. She looked at me happily as she settled it on her waist.
I sat down in the middle of the sofa. Fi and Simone curled up on either side of me, and we sipped our wine while we waited for the others.
When they appeared Fi was in the middle of telling Simone about working for me in Saudi, and reminding me of the several times we almost got caught in my office.
"So there I was sat on the edge of his desk, his cock deep inside me. I'd stuffed my panties into my mouth to muffle my cries. I was moments away from coming when there a loud knock at the door. We were going to ignore it until we realised it was one of the senior orthopaedic surgeons. Andy called out that he was just getting changed and pulled up his trousers. I grabbed my uniform trousers and hid under his desk. This bastard sat there talking to the surgeon for at least twenty minutes while I cowered between his legs."
"It's was only ten minutes," I said.
"Bollocks it was! When he finally got up to go, he bent down and picked up my panties that I must dropped in the panic. He handed them to Andy and said 'I think your girlfriend might need these when she gets out from under your desk' and walk out of the office. Andy locked the door after him as I crawled out shaking in shock. And then what did he do? He picked me up and sat me back down on his desk again and was undoing his trousers as he said, 'where were we' before he slid back inside of me."
"And," I said.
She grinned and said, "It's was one of the most amazing orgasms of my life."
I got three extra glasses and poured a wine for Angie, Pete and Steve. As I handed the glass to Angie I said, "Couldn't you wait, we could hear the three of you in the other room."
She smiled and blushed, "You know what I'm like, I got carried away in the shower and I couldn't resist taking both of them. I think the pregnancy making me over sexed." She smiled hopefully at me, "I've asked Pete and Simone earlier if I could have you to myself for tonight and they said yes."
I glanced over at Simone in surprise and she came over and put her arm around me and rested her head on my shoulder.
I asked, "Are you sure about this."
She nodded, "Angie wants to thank you and Pete's asked if I would curl up with him tonight." She looked into my eyes, "I told him I'd be happy to sleep with him tonight, but no sex."
"And he's ok with this?"
Angie said, "He is."
I put my arms around both of them and we touched foreheads. "I love both of you."
"I'll come and join you in the morning," Simone said.
We headed out and took the lift up to the top floor and the restaurant. The spectacular views were matched by the quality of the food and drinks. The evening passed swiftly as we were all enjoying ourselves and it was gone eleven by the time we were finishing our coffee and brandy.
Pete signed the check and we made our way down to the suite. At the door Fi and Steve kissed and hugged us and headed off to the second suite. We all arraigned to meet for breakfast at the poolside restaurant at nine the next morning.
The four of us sat down on the enormous sofa in the sitting room. I sat at one end and Pete at the other. Simone lay down with her head on my lap. Angie was curled up beside Pete with Simone's feet on her lap. I was stroking Simone's hair and she was smiling contentedly up at me. Some of the things that Fi had reminded me about had triggered other memories and I asked Pete if he recalled them.
"Do you remember Oliver?"
"Christ who could forget that damn cat," he smiled and stood up and pulled his trousers down so we could see his buttock. Across it were a number of faint parallel scars. "I've still got the scars as a reminder." I burst out laughing as I recalled the incident. Of course Simone and Angie wanted to know the story behind Pete's war wounds. He pull up his trousers and sat down and insisted that I tell the story.
"Oliver, how do I describe him?"
"A fucking daemon with claws," Pete interrupted.
"Shut up," I replied. "Ros found Oliver when we moved into the villa. He was cowering in the bottom of the empty pool. He could only have been a couple of weeks old and something'd had had a go at him. Ros nursed him back to health and I think he thought she was his mother. He turned out to be classic example of the wild Saudi cats. Long legs, a sandy coloured back with a white belly. A Siamese type face and his ears were large. He was very intelligent and learnt how to open any door in the villa. He was also very protective of Ros and that was Pete's downfall."
Angie grinned at Pete and said, "I've a suspicion I know where this is going."
Simone laughed and I continued, "As I recall it was a Friday afternoon and we'd been lazing around the pool playing around." I turned to Pete, "I know that you and Ann were there, and I think Jeff and Gill, anybody else?"
He thought for a moment, "I know Fi was there but I think Steve was working, and weren't there a couple of physio's and their boyfriends."
"Probably, they were always hanging around. As I recall I was making out with Ann and Gill on one of the sun beds, and you and Ros were having a heavy petting session in the pool."
I said to Simone, "You have to remember at this time we were still playing with the concept of the family. The villa had become a place to let your hair down and we were all experimenting with open relationships."
I carried on, "I remember that you and Ros headed indoors but I wasn't paying much attention to you to be honest. It was very hot afternoon and a bit later I went in to get some cold drinks for the girls. I was standing in the kitchen when I heard this horrendous scream. I shot into lounge and found you naked and stumbling around with Oliver firmly attached to your arse and Ros lying naked on the sofa laughing hysterical."
Pete winced at the memory and took up the tale. "Ros and I had decided to go in where it was a bit cooler as the A/C was running. We'd settled down on the sofa and got comfortable. Well I guess you can picture it, I'd got very comfortable between her thighs and we were both enjoying ourselves. Ros was getting quite vocal and I can only imagine Oliver thought I was attacking her. The next thing I knew was Ros was cuming, and I was just about to cum and then it felt like someone had stuck a red hot poker up my arse and you know the rest."
"It took both of us to get Oliver's claws out of his arse. His front claws were logged in the flesh of Pete's arse and where he'd been scrambling for purchase he'd managed to badly scratch the back of Pete's thighs. He was lucky that Oliver hadn't caught his scrotum."
Angie winced in sympathy, "Christ is that where those scars come from."
"He was lucky that Ros was able to patch him up with our first aid kit. The poor sod had to have a tetanus shot and antibiotics and sleep on his front for a couple of weeks. The funniest thing was that for the next few months ever time Pete got close to Ros, Oliver would be there with his hackles raised rubbing up against her."
Simone got up and gave me a kiss and whispered, "I'll see you in the morning." Then she took Pete's hand and pulled him up. "Come on you can show me all you scars and I can kiss them better." She gave Angie a goodnight kiss and they went off to the other bedroom.



I stood and Angie came over to me and hugged me. She said, "Take me to bed please, and make love to me. I need to feel you. I want to sleep with your arms around me." I held her tight against me.
We walked into the bedroom and we helped each other undress. We both need to use the bathroom. I stood at the toilet and went to pee. Angie put her arm around me and grasped my semi erect cock.
"Can I hold you while you pee?" she asked. I nodded and starting peeing while she aimed me at the bowl.
"Oh that feels funny," she said, "I can feel it throbbing." When I finished she got a cloth and cleaned me. Then she sat to pee herself, and when she finished I used the cloth to clean her.
She pulled the bedding back and climbed into the bed, I joined her and pulled the covers back over us. I lay on my back and Angie curled up beside me, she nuzzled my neck and kissed me. I captured her mouth with mine and she whimpered.
I looked at her and asked, "Are you ok love, you sounded a little upset earlier."
"I went a bit over board earlier. You know how Pete and Steve can get sometimes. They egged each other on and I got carried away with their enthusiasm. Before I knew it Pete was buried deep in my arse and Steve was fucking my cunt. It wasn't like when you and Pete take me, you take your time and think about me. They were just a tad too enthusiastic for me to really enjoy it."
"Do you want me to say something to them?"
"No I had a word earlier with them. Now I just want some nice Andy loving please."
I gently sucked on her nipple in reply and she hissed in pleasure. I spent the next few minutes letting my fingers and mouth get reacquainted with the curves and bumps of Angie's sensuous body. I had pulled the covers back a bit and in the soft glow of the bedside lamp her skin took on a rosy glow. Angie had been running her fingertips along the shaft of my cock, and by now he was a good ten and pointing skyward.
When I let my fingers finally slide between her legs, Angie was as wet as I could ever recall. She gasped as my fingers entered her.
She whispered, "Can I be in charge, I want to do all the work, and ride you long and slowly."
I kissed her and helped her guide my cock to her entrance as she positioned herself above me. She slowly slid down me, millimetre by millimetre. I didn't time it but it was at least a full minute before our pubic bones touched and my cock crown was touching her cervix.
"Oh god that's amazing, shit I'm so close," she gasped.
I rolled my hips a couple of times, letting my cock head rub against her cervix and the area immediate in front of it, and she shuddered in pleasure.
"Fuck Andy I'm coming," and she looked down at me in shock.
She paused for a couple of moments to get her breath back. Then she was off, moving slowly and methodically, riding my cock in a long precise motion. Her eyes were closed and her neck and chest stained with a coital blush. She kept the rhythm and didn't vary the pace. I push up slightly at the end of each stroke to meet her.
Again she came, shuddering in her release, but she didn't stop moving. Her slick velvety passage sliding over the ridged flesh of my cock.
I let my fingertips drift across her breasts, running around her nipples as I whispered. "You are beautiful darling, you feel amazing round my cock. I love you."
"Do you really?" She asked quietly.
"I have since the first time I met you and I always will."
She stopped moving and lay down on me, her lips seeking mine. She kept clenching the muscles in the walls of her passage to hold me in place.
"Andy, I love Pete, but if I didn't have you as well I'm not sure we'd still be together. You are the one person I can trust will love me the way I need, not the way I want. You give me that spark of purpose, and now I'm carrying our baby."
"It's going to be his baby."
"I know it is, it's our baby, his, mine and yours. If we could put two fathers names on the birth certificate we would."
She rose up on her elbows and looked deep into my eyes. "Now I need you to love me the way I need," and she smiled and stroked my beard.
I rolled her onto her back and she smiled up at me happily and wrapped her legs around my thighs. I began ploughing her fertile body with long slow deliberate strokes that left her gasping. I felt like I could go on for ever. I enjoyed the feeling of her coming on my hard cock, twice, no three times!
We were both moaning incoherently by the time I reached the point of no return. My orgasm burnt through my cock, spraying her cunt with ropes of my milky cum. She'd been hovering on the edge of another orgasm and my hot jizm pushed her hard over the edge. She cried out as she came, shuddering and whimpering. Her fingers clenched down and her fingernails tried to imitate Oliver's claws on my arse cheeks.
We rolled onto our sides and I stayed buried inside her. She ran her fingers down my chest and I played my favourite game with her freckles, joining the dots.
She kept tensing her cunt to hold me in place, but finally I softened too much and I slid out with an accompanying trickle of cum.
She sighed happily and whispered, "That's why I love you so much. You know instinctively how I need to be fucked every time we make love."
I kissed her and caressed her back. She pushed me to my back and wrapped herself around and over me. Her head was tucked under my chin and she stifled a yawn.
I whispered, "Sleep now darling."
And she replied, "Yes please."
I felt her body slowly relax and her breathing slowed and I was aware of the moment she fell asleep. I listened to that cute little wheeze she gave at the end of each breath. I had the feeling that there was more to her need to be with me tonight, than she was admitting. Thinking about it I did recalls few occasions in the past when she had turned up unannounced to spend a few days with me and Ros. She would arrive looking a bit down and leave with a spring in her step.
The room was quiet, the only sound her breath and the faint whirr of the air conditioning. I settled back and let sleep take me.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~

Simone woke me as she slid into the bed beside me. Dawn was breaking and through the window I could see a rosy glow to the horizon. Angie stirred briefly but didn't wake up. She hadn't moved and was still draped over me.
I whispered, "Did you have a good night's sleep?"
She nodded and whispered, "But I missed you, Pete's nice but he's not you and he got a bit too familiar in his sleep. I think he was dreaming about Ros as her muttered her name a couple of times."
"He and Ros were always very close. It took him quite a few months to get over the point that Ros preferred me to him and even longer to get his head around the fact we were ok if they slept together occasionally. He took her death almost as badly as I did."
Simone placed her hand on Angie's as it lay on my chest, "And how was she?"
"Quiet, and needing some gentle loving. Something's not right, do you think you could have a word with her later." Simone nodded and settled against me and soon we drifted back to sleep again.
It was a couple of hours later that a full bladder woke me again. With difficulty I managed to slide out of the bed without waking either of them. Emptying my bladder, and then washing my face and cleaning my teeth made me feel better. I toyed with the idea of a shower, but put it on hold until Simone could join me.
Easing back into the bed was even harder and I thought I'd made it when Angie opened her eyes. She looked at me with a happy smile, and then winced.
"Christ I need to pee," and she rolled out of the bed and ran to the bathroom.
Simone sat up, "God I need to go as well." And followed her into the bathroom.
I heard the toilet flush and water running in the hand basin. Angie walked back and dived into the bed pulling the covers up. She curled up against me and gave me a toothpaste flavoured kiss.
"I used your toothbrush," she said, "I hope you don't mind."
"A heinous crime young lady, expect to be punished later."
She wriggled so she was lying across me and placed my hand on her arse cheek and looked at me hopefully. I gave her a playful tap and pulled her up to me. I swear she was pouting in disappointment. Simone gracefully slid into the bed on my other side.
I wrapped an arm around each of them and we settled back for those precious few moments every one like to steal before they have to get up and face the day.
Angie and Simone were talking softly but I tuned them out to enjoy the feel of their soft skin as it moved against mine as they made little movements as they talked.
I realised they had fallen both quiet and still and I emerged from my fugue state to see them both watching me.
Simone said, "You didn't hear the question did you?"
"What question?" I said.
"Angie want to know if she could come back with us for a few days when we leave."
"Both of you?" I asked.
Angie shook her head, "No, he has to meet with a couple of new clients next week, and I could do with a break."
"It's ok by me. You know I love having you around, and I guess Simone is ok with the idea as well?"
She nodded and a big grin spread across Angie's face. She leant over me to kiss Simone and caught me on her way back. I lay back again and listened to them discussing staying at Lisette's apartment for a day so they could go shopping. As I did so something I'd thought about earlier when I had mentioned Ros and Pete to Simone, resurfaced.
I said to Angie, "When Ros died she left me a list of things she wanted me to do. One, was to return a bundle of letters from Pete to him. She specifically asked me not to read them so I didn't. I just stuck them in an envelope and posted them back to him. Did you ever see them or did he discuss them with you?"
She looked at me blankly, "No, sorry I've never seen them and he's never mentioned them to me."
"Ok. It's not an issue; I was just curious." I pursed my lips in thought, and then I mentally shook myself. If I felt the time was right I'd ask him about it.
The girls returned to planning their rape of the shops in Paris. While I did what any red blooded English man would do, I played with their breasts. They tried to make it look like I wasn't effecting them, but four plump erect hard nipples discounted the lie. I intend to find out how aroused they really were. My hands were sliding down their backs when Pete stuck his head round the door.
He smiled at us and said, "I hate to disturb you but we are supposed meet Steve and Fi in twenty minutes for breakfast." I noted that he was already dressed and ready for the day.
"Crap it was just getting interesting," Simone moaned as she rolled out of the bed and headed for the bathroom. Angie and I were right behind her. I paused and told Pete to head on down and hold the fort. We'd get there as soon as we could.
Simone and Angie were in the shower and I dived in behind them. I told them that Pete was going to go on down and we'd join them as soon as we could.
Simone said happily, "Good that means you can finish what you started."
She reached out to grasp my semi erect cock, and she smiled as it grew in her hand. She turned to face away from me placing her arms on the wall for support. She spread her legs invitingly and I accepted the invite. Moving behind her I guided my cock head between her kitty lips and into the entrance of her cunt. She pushed back and I thrust forward and we were joined.
I let a sigh of pleasure at the way her cunt enclosed my cock. Her head drooped and she gasped at the sensations coming from her full passage. Angie wrapped her arms around me and rubbed her slick front against my back. This was not a time to be slow and sensual, we were both looking for a fast release.
I was grunting as I thrust hard and fast into Simone, our thighs slapping together rhythmically. She was moaning and she was frantically rubbing her clit with her fingers. We weren't trying to last, we were both hunting down our orgasms. She was gasping and shaking, almost there, when I came. One, two, three long shuddering thrusts as I ejaculated deep inside her. The sensation of my hot cum and the last few rubs of her clit pushing her over the edge and she came with a loud groan.
"Fuck," I gasped as I slid out of her. A trickle of cum running down her thigh, mingling with the water running off her back. Angie was there on her knees waiting to swallow my cock and suck me clean. She stood and shared a kiss and my cum with Simone, and then with me.
We were only ten minutes late as we sat down for breakfast. Fiona and Steve had found us a nice outside table by the pool. It was set in the cool of the shade of a canopy. I sat next to Fi with Simone on my other side. I decided on a fruit plate with fresh Greek yogurt and honey, and of course coffee.
Angie and Simone had been plotting while I got dressed, and I soon found out what they had worked out.
Simone said to Pete, "You know I've asked Angie to be my matron of honour?" He nodded. "Well I need her to be fitted for the dress and we will need to accommodate the bump. I can get her a fitting at the dress makers next week, so I need her in Paris then."
Angie said, "Pete, I'll get the office to book me a seat on the same flight Andy and Simone. I can stay at the flat with Lisette, and spend a few days shopping."
Pete shrugged, "I've got those investor meetings next week so I can't come with you." He smiled, "Just don't buy up every set of baby clothes you see."
As we all settled down to eat I caught Simone's eye and she whispered in my ear. "Sorry I should have warned you, but she does need a fitting and this seemed the simplest way to explain why she wanted to come back with us."
"Do you have any idea why she wants to come over?" I whispered back.
"I've an idea I'll tell you later."
I sat back enjoying my coffee, which was one of the nicest I'd tasted in some time.
Fi saw my smile as I sipped and said, "I remembered how much you love your coffee and when I saw this one on the menu I knew we needed to order it for you."
I sipped again and then smiled happily as I recognised it, "Oh yes, Jamaican Blue Mountain. You remembered!" I gave her a thank you kiss, which she accepted with open lips and a hint of tongue.
Angie asked, "What are our plans for today?"
I said, "To be honest I'd be happy to have a lazy day, we've got a little fireball arriving this evening and I guess we won't get much sleep tonight." Angie and Pete laughed.
Simone agreed with me, "A nice lazy day would be nice but don't forget we need to pick up a birthday present for our young lady."
"Nope, I got that already, it's in my bag already wrapped." She looked surprised, so I told her that I picked up a pair of iPhones for her and Lisette and had added them to my contract.
"I wanted to get you one, then I decided it would be nice to get her one as well. I added an iTunes voucher to hers so she can download some music. I was going to give them to both of you tomorrow, but if you ask me nicely I might let you have yours today."
Angie said, "Well if that's solved then we could go to the beach club. It's got a nice private beach and pool, and they serve pretty good food. Plus it's the only semi-public place you can go topless in Dubai."
I think the last part of her statement sold the idea to the rest of us. With breakfast over we headed upstairs to collect our beach bags and costumes. I delved into the bottom of my bag and found the two boxes with iPhones in them.
I gave the silver wrapped one to Simone, and she ripped it open like a child at Christmas. I'd already set it up and preloaded a couple of dozen albums I knew she liked.
She sat playing with it in the hotel limousine as we drove the 20 kilometres to the beach club. It was set on an isolated section of the coast between two rocky headlands. The gravel track off the highway wound past several protecting sand dunes before it reached a gate set in a high white wall.
The limo pulled up in a parking lot set to one side of the gate house. Pete stepped out and signed us all in. We had to leave the limo there, but there was a rank of golf carts just inside the gate for us to use. The driveway now Tarmac continued on towards the sea, winding through a golf course. The club house, more a mansion was a low two story white building that sat between the golf course and the sand of the beach.
As we drove up to the entrance, Pete said. "This place used to be owned by one of the big American corporations that went bust in the late 90's. It got bought by a group of businessmen a couple of years later and it's been updated since then."
He smiled at me, "We bought a company membership almost ten years ago and we've been buying shares in the club ever since. As of last month we now own five percent, its one of the best investments we ever made, and we've been offered another two percent that we are going to take up."
We were greeted by the club secretary as we walked into the lobby. He seemed pleased to see Pete and Angie. Pete introduced Fiona and Steve as old friends on a visit. The club secretary, an American who Pete called Kevin, said he'd leave their names at the gate if they wanted to come again during their stay. I glanced at his name tag and saw his full name was K. HUTCHINSON.
Then Pete introduced Simone and me concluding, "...and he is my boss, he's the company chairman."
Kevin said, "Then you are already a member Mr. Morton, I'll make sure you and your fiancée get your club cards before you leave today. Have you got your passports with you for the club records? I just need to make a copy of them."
I handed him both of them and murmured to Simone, "Just wait until he sees your titles."
We could tell the moment he read Simone's passport as he froze, then slowly turned around to look at her again with his mouth open. He copied the passports on the photocopier behind the reception desk and brought them back to us.
Kevin said to Simone, "Contessa, I will make sure that all the staff know how to address you."
They all looked at her in surprise, Angie saying what they thought, "Contessa? Simone you are a Contessa and you didn't tell us."
Simone shrugged and said, "I don't use the title." She smiled as she remembered, "Andy spanked me when he found out; I hadn't told him either."
Angie laughed and rubbed her bottom, she said, "As I know to my cost, he doesn't like surprises."
Angie turned to Kevin and said, "We will need lockers for everyone."
"That not a problem, I can let you use one of the private changing rooms for your party." He got a key card from a drawer and asked us to follow him. He led us down a corridor to a door with a gold six on it and opened it for us. The room inside was set up like a lounge, there were two shower rooms on one side and a full bathroom on the other. A door on the far wall opened out to a patio that led out to the pool.
Pete commented that this was very nice, he sounded surprised that he'd never been offered the use of one of these rooms before.
Kevin said, "I'm afraid that these rooms are usually allocated to the owners. Anyone that owns over five percent gets one permanently allocated."
Pete grinned at him and said, "I think you need to check your records Kevin as we own five percent and have agreed to purchase another two."
Kevin replied, "I apologise, it seems our records are out of date. We will allocate one of the permanent rooms to you, this is one we keep for VIP guests. The permanent rooms are a bit larger and have a bedroom as well." He turned to leave.
At the door he paused and said, "If you check when you leave I will be able to tell which room has been allocated, and your membership card will open the door."



He turned to me and Simone, "Contessa, sir, I'll have your cards brought to you."
He closed the door behind him and there was a collective sigh as we all let our breath out.
Fi said, "Holy fuck, I had a Contessa sucking my tits last night," and burst out laughing.
I grinned and said, "Yep, and she gives great head as well...shit that hurt!" As Simone punched me.
"It looks like we've finally made it," Pete said as he looked around the room. "We've been in a few of these rooms before but I could never find out how they were allocated. Andy and Simone's...sorry the Contesssa's first time and they offer us the use of one."
Simone stood in the centre of the room with an upset look on her face. "If anyone here calls me Contessa again, I will...I will..." She looked around at us for inspiration before her gaze settled on me. "I'll make Andy smack you in public."
"You know she means it," I said.
The room went quiet for a moment then Angie said, "Come on I want a swim and a drink." She pulled her dress up over her head and stood to let us admire her bikini and the slight bulge that portended our baby.
Fi went to use one of the shower rooms to change, then she gave a little shrug. She undid the buttons at the front of her dress and shrugged it off her shoulders. She let it slide down her body and stepped out of the circle of fabric. Her bra and panties quickly followed. By this time we were all changing but I know I paused to admire her beautiful body and I wasn't the only one. Simone like Angie was already wearing her bikini under her clothes. The three men all had to strip down for our ladies enjoyment.
We headed out via the other door to the pool, burdened with towels, sunscreen, and the other necessities of sun worship. One of the pool boys met us and led us to an area were six sun beds had been placed by the shade of a large umbrella. A table with cold drinks on it stood in the shade.
Kevin came over, "Contessa, I hope you will enjoy your stay. If there is anything we can do please let me or any member of the staff know." Simone nodded and he left.
Angie said, "It's not fair, he can call you Contessa..."
I grabbed her and gave her a gentle smack on her butt. "I'm damned if I'm going to smack him, you on the other hand."
She laughed and pulling out of my grip, hurried to the side of the pool and dived in. She surfaced and called out, "You've got to catch me first."
I dived in after her and after a few moments I managed to corner her. She wrapped her arms around my neck and gave me a kiss. I felt another pair of arms encircle me and I turned to receive a kiss from Simone.
Pete swam over to us and said, "This isn't the main pool, it looks like Kevin's letting us use one of the private pools." I hadn't noticed before, but now that Pete mentioned it, I realise we were the only ones by this pool.
I pulled myself out of the water and walked over to the table to get a drink. Fi was sitting on one of the sun beds, she'd taken her top off and was rubbing sun screen on her breasts.
"Can you do my back please?" She asked, handing me the bottle. I sat down beside her and she turned away. I covered her back generously, recalling that with her fair skin she burnt easily.
We started talking as she lay down on her front, and I sat on the edge of the next sun bed. I had wondered why she and Steve were here as they lived in Perth, so I asked her.
"We both have the long vacation option every ten years, so when we heard about the wedding we took up the option. This is our first stop, in a couple of weeks we are going to Italy then on to the UK to meet up with some of Steve's relatives."
She rolled over onto her back and asked, "Could we come and stay with you before we go to Italy?" I was mesmerised by the beauty of her pert breasts and she had to poke me to get my attention. "Did you hear my question?"
"Errr, yes."
She snorted, "Yes you heard me, or yes we can come and stay."
"Both of course. Do you want to stay on the boat or at the chateau?"
"The boat would be nice, but I want to see the chateau, of course."
"Then that's what we will do," I said. She smiled and lifted her face for a kiss. I let the back of my finger caress the soft curve of her breast. I stood up and responded to Simone's calls from the pool and brought her a cold drink over. I sat down on the pools edge and let my feet dangle in the cool water. She tucked her arms over my thighs and I cradled her between my legs.
"This is nice," she said and I caressed her cheek. She sought my finger out and sucked it. We watched as the others got out of the pool and settled down on the sun beds. Angie had taken her bikini top off and when Simone climbed out she handed me hers. We settled down on the two remaining sun beds to top up our suntans.
I intended to read the book I'd started on the plane. But after a few pages the events of the last couple of days caught up with me and I fell asleep. Hunger and the sensation of a finger gently caressing my face woke me up. Simone was asleep on the bed next to mine and Angie had curled up beside me. She was propped up on her elbow looking down at me, and her nipple was tickling my chest. I smiled up at Angie and she gave me a quick kiss. Fiona and Steve had found a hammock on the far side of the pool in the shade of a pair of palm trees and were quietly talking, and Pete seemed to have disappeared.
Angie saw me looking around and said, "He's gone off to play a quick round of golf. He saw a couple of our investors earlier and they needed a fourth, he should be back in a couple of hours or so. Are you hungry?"
I nodded. "What time is it?" I asked.
"Two o'clock, they do a nice buffet here if you're interested." I said yes and sat up and stretched. Angie went over to Fiona and Steve while I woke Simone by teasing her nipples
"Bastard," she muttered as she knocked my hands away. Then she stretched and I bent down and gave her a kiss right on the end of each nip.
"We are going to get something to eat, do you want to come?"
She sat up and put her bikini top back on and pulled a wrap out of her bag and tied it around her like a sarong. The others came round to us and Fi slipped a cotton sundress over her bikini bottoms. Angie pulled a tee-shirt and a pair of shorts on. Steve and I just put tee-shirts on over our trunks.
Angie led the way past the main pool. She stopped briefly to say hi to some friends and quickly introduce us. We followed her onto the long veranda which was dotted with tables and comfy chairs.
A club steward hurried over when he saw us, and said rather too loudly for comfort, "Contessa, ladies, Gentleman if you would follow me." He turned and led us to a set for six.
Simone winced and looked at me and the others apologetically as we sat down. "I'm sorry, this is why I don't use my title."
"Hey, don't knock it. This is the best service I've ever had here," Angie said.
The steward appeared with a bottle of champagne, "Contessa, with the complements of the club." He opened the bottle and poured us each a glass and we toasted Simone. It was supposed to be a buffet but in our case sampler plates were brought to the table by the staff.
We'd just about finished when Pete appeared and sat down.
Angie told him, "You missed all the fun, Kevin's gone overboard. He's completely Contessa struck. He wouldn't let Simone go up to the buffet, he had the food brought to the table instead. Poor Simone is getting upset with all the attention."
"Damn, then I'm not going to help," Pete said with a smirk. "I mentioned to the investors during the round of golf that Andy was here with his fiancée. They said, insisted really, that they'd like to meet the pair of you. They are about to invest a hundred and fifty million with us, so if you could I'd be very grateful."
"Damn it Pete, you shouldn't put them on the spot," Angie complained.
He replied, "I know, but I forgot that when I said Andy was visiting, they already knew he's the chairman. And then I let slip he's here with his fiancée and I'd just found out that she was a Contessa. You know how some Americans like titles. The next thing I know they are insisting we meet for drinks tonight with their wives."
Simone and I looked at each other and silently groaned, she grimaced but gave me a slight nod.
"When do they want to meet," I asked Pete.
"They want to meet for drinks at seven. When I told them you were staying at the Burj, they want to meet us there. I think they are angling for an invite for dinner."
Simone looked at him, "Drinks only Pete; we've got to meet Lisette's flight and she'll be in by ten."
Angie looked at Pete and shook her head. "Tell them we will meet them for drinks, then you and I will take them to dinner. You are just going to have to tell them that Andy and Simone need to meet the Paris flight so they won't be able to join us for dinner."
Fi said, "Is there anything we can do to help?"
Simone said, "Come and give us moral support when we meet up for the drinks."
Steve said, "Fi, if you want to go to the airport with them, I can stay with Pete and Angie."
"How about we all meet up in the bar on the top floor when we get back," I suggested. "We should be back from the airport by eleven."
Pete looked relived, "That's a plan then, I'll let them know what's going on." He stood up and walked off back into the club. He appeared to be all business.
Angie looked at Simone and me and there were tears in her eyes. "He's been like this a lot recently; he's so wrapped up in the business and he loses himself. Ever since we came back and there was the chance I was pregnant, he's been working all hours of the day and night. It's not like we need the money, he could retire tomorrow and we'd still have more money than we could ever spend."
I looked at my watch, it was almost four o'clock. "I suggest that we pack up and get the car back to the hotel." Everyone agreed and I saw Kevin by the door and waved him over.
"Could you call the car for us please, we need to get back to the hotel."
"Of course, I'll get the gate guards to let the limo in, it will be waiting for you at the front entrance."
I thanked him and asked him to let Pete know we were leaving. I followed the other back to the changing room. We got changed and as we were about to leave Pete hurried in. He said he'd meet us in the lobby in a couple of minutes.
Kevin was waiting for us in the lobby. He gave Simone and me our membership cards and then escorted us to the limo. Pete rushed up and we headed back to the hotel.
Back at the Burj we all hit the bathrooms, Simone discovered the joy of the whirlpool bath and I couldn't resist joining her in the hot bubbling water. As we lay there enjoying the soothing waters Simone said, "I think we know why Angie wants to spend a few days with us."
"It looks that way," I agreed, "The question is do we let them work it out or should I talk to Pete?"
"I don't know," she said. "You've known them for so much longer that I have. What do you usually do?"
"I used to let Ros kick his arse when he was being a pain in the neck. She used to shout at him then take him to bed. It seemed to work every time, he seems to respond to a strong woman."
"Well that's not going to work with me," Simone said, "I just don't know him well enough!"
"Crap, the only other person I know who really understands him is Julia; I think I need to give her a call." Then I had another thought, "I'll have a word with Fi as well, I think she understood how Ros handled him."
"I'm surprised that you aren't keen to talk to him?"
"Because subconsciously I don't think he's completely forgiven me for, as he sees it, stealing Ros away from him."
She settled back in the bath against me and seemed to be absorbing what I'd said. I wrapped my arms round her and enclosed her breasts with my hands.
"Have I told you I love you," I murmured and nuzzled her neck. She shivered slightly and place her hands on top of mine.
"All the time," she whispered.
I repeated, "I love you," ten times or so times, and she asked me what I was doing.
"I'm banking a few for a rainy day!" She laughed that gorgeous sultry laugh and turned over to face me.
She did the same repeating, "I love you," alternating them with kisses, then she said, "and those are my bankers."
Angie appeared in the doorway in a robe and said, "That looks fun, is there room for me?"
Simone blew her a kiss and said yes. Angie undid her gown and let it drop to the floor. She was naked underneath it in all her glory and she quickly stepped over and into the bath and settled down beside us in the oversize tub.
She sighed as the hot water started to turn her skin pink. "Oh this is nice," she moaned, and gasped as I stretched out a hand to caress her breasts.
She said, "I'm really sorry about tonight, Pete can be so thoughtless some times. I so wanted us all to meet Lise at the airport, and now I'm going to have to pretend I'm interested in the investor's conversations."
Simone suggested, "You can always use the pregnancy trump card, if it gets too much for you." Unconsciously Angie's hand moved protectively over her abdomen. Simone placed hers over Angie's and they both smiled at each other.
The water sloshed over the edge of the bath as Simone sat up. She looked at the clock and said, "We've still got some time before we need to get ready. What do you want to do, where's Pete?"
"He's asleep, I said I'd wake him at six-thirty." She looked at us with the tips of her breasts rising from the foamy surface of the bath like tropical islands. "I know what I want to do," she said coyly. "Please take me to bed and hold me, I need to feel loved!"
We helped each other out of the bath and quickly dried ourselves before sliding under the covers. Angie lay between us and Simone and I cuddled up against her. We both gently caressed her and she sighed in contentment.
She spoke softly and said to Simone, "I used to love this when I visited Andy and Ros. I'd arrive all upset and they'd take me to bed and hold me between them. They would hold me all night and I would feel so loved it almost hurt."
She buried her head into my shoulder and whispered sadly, "Andy, I miss her so much, she was my big sister and my lover. I knew her for ten years and you two were more of a family than my own ever were." She kissed me and then Simone before stretching and making cute little whimpers as our hands continued to roam over her body.
Simone whispered in my ear, "She needs to feel loved, hold her while I make love to her,"
I wrapped my arms around Angie as Simone kissed her way down to her little tuft of red pussy hair. Angie sighed happily, settling back against me and letting her thighs fall open inviting attention from Simone's tongue. I caressed the silky soft skin of her breasts, letting my fingertip trace the puckered circles of her areoles.
Simone settled between Angie's thighs and ran her tongue in a long slow deliberate sweep from the pink rosette of her anus to the nub of her clit. Angie groaned and her nipples firmed under my fingers.
I could look down the sweep of her body and see Simone's lips circling Angie's clit as she sucked and teased it with the tip of her tongue.
Angie tilted her head and looked at me panting as she said, "Oh God, I love both of you." Then she threw her head back and moaned from the back of her throat as Simone slid two and then a third finger inside her. She rolled her hips seeking to match the motion of Simone's fingers
Her head rolled from side to side as her orgasm drew close. She moaned matching the rhythm of her hips, "Ohhh... Ohhh... Ohhh... Ohhh... Ohhhhh God." And she came, her body shuddering and her fingers digging into my arms.
Simone crawled up beside me, we kissed and I could taste Angie's spicy honey sweetness on her lips. Angie rolled over to face us, "I do love you," she whispered. "You make me feel so good."
We hugged and then it was time for Angie to wake Pete up. She wrapped her robe around herself and went off to get dressed and rouse Pete. We got out of the bed as well.
Simone said, "I guess we need to dress up a bit, are you going to wear a jacket?"
"I think so, what are you thinking of wearing?"
"I've got that nice red silk cocktail dress I wore when I first met Angie and Pete." I smiled in recollection and agreed it would be a nice choice.
She sat down at the dressing table and I watched as she quickly styled her hair into a French braid. She had a lovely antique silver clip she used stop the end of the braid unravelling.
She sat on the bed and pulled on a pair of black stockings and smiled at me when I passed her the black lace panties and matching garter belt. She shook her head when I held up the bra. I found a pair of tan chinos and a light blue shirt, and my old comfy linen jacket.
"Can you do up my zip please," Simone asked as she pulled the dress up and settled it on her shoulders. I zipped her up and kissed the back of her neck. She turned and handed me her collar and smiled happily as I fastened it around her neck.
"Thank you Master," she whispered. She bent down and refastened her heart anklet, before putting her heels on.
She gave me a twirl, and I said, "You are beautiful."
"And you are not bad for all that you are my dirty old man," she joked.
The others were waiting for us in the sitting room and we headed down to the bar in the lobby to meet up with Pete's American investors and their wives.
We had only just settled down and ordered our first drinks when they arrived. Pete jumped up and performed the introductions. There was an older couple, around my age, Brad and his wife Caitlin. And two other couples in their early 40's. Doug and Jennifer, and Bryan and his girlfriend Diane. I had to smile as I saw the look of confusion that flitted across their faces as Pete finished introducing us. He'd forgotten and introduced Simone as just Simone.
I took pity on them and put them out of their misery by adding. "Simone is the Contessa Simone Helena Rachael Laurent-Duval." Hey I don't care; I am proud of her!
Angie told them that they had a table booked for eight-thirty, so they had plenty of time to relax and have a drink.
Simone apologised saying, "I'm so sorry that Andy and I can't join you but we have to meet a relative who's arriving on the Paris flight tonight."
Oh no, we were told, that is fine. We fully understand, family comes first. Out of the corner of my eye I saw Angie smiling to herself and mouthing 'Comes first' at Simone. Simone had to hide her grin by turning to me and giving me a kiss.
She whispered, "Lise will like that; she has to come first later." Now it was my turn to try and hide my amusement.
We sat down and while their partners discussed investments and golf with Pete and Steve, the women wanted to know all about Simone and me. For the next hour or so we kept Pete's guests entertained until it was time for them to go to the restaurant. I noticed that Angie and Diane seemed to get on very well and she kept glancing at the rest of us.
Fiona decided she was coming to the airport with Simone and me, while Steve agreed to joined Pete and Angie and the Americans for dinner.
The three of us sat down after the others had left.
Fi let out a sigh and said, "That was hard work. I don't know how Pete does it?"
Simone asked, "When do we need to go to the airport?"
I went over and checked with the concierge who said he would check to make sure the flight was on time and would ensure there was a limo for us.
He came over a few minutes late and told us that the flight was on time and the limousine would be outside in forty-five minutes.



"Do you want to get changed?" I asked Fi and Simone. They decided not to, so we ordered another drink and some snacks while we waited. We found a quiet corner of the bar with a sofa and a comfy chair. Simone curled up beside me tucking her feet up under her. Fi sat on the chair and stretched out resting her legs on my lap. Fi and Simone talked about the wedding plans and I just relaxed and enjoyed the company.
Finally, it was time to go and meet Lisette. The limo drove us to the arrivals entrance. The Burj had its own parking zone and the limo was going to wait for us there. The electronic arrivals board indicated that her flight had landed twenty minutes ago and we waited for her to walk out of the customs hall. Hers wasn't the only flight so there was a constant stream of passengers exiting the hall.
She appeared after ten minutes pushing a trolley before her, her long golden hair shining like a beacon to our eyes. She looked tired but her face lit up when she saw us. She hurried over and threw herself into my arms and then Simones.
"Missed you both," she gasped, "Come on, I need you to take me to bed."
Fiona laughed and said, "I can see why you love her, she's amazing ... and horny."
Lise smiled tentatively at Fi, so I introduced her. She smiled happily and gave Fi a hug and a kiss.
"I'm sorry I should have recognised you from your photos on the family's web page; Andy said you'd be here."
We made our way back to the limo and it seemed no time before we were back at the Burj. Lise spent the trip bouncing from one side to the other of the car, peering at the sights while she kept up a running commentary about her flight and life in Paris.
We checked her in and got her bags sent up to the suite. She stood in the lobby turning round and peering up at the atrium.
She asked, "What do we do now?"
"Now, we meet the others in the bar," Simone told her.
She looked down at her jeans and tee-shirt, and said, "I need to get changed first."
Simone said, "I can take her up, we will meet you in the bar in fifteen minutes."
I nodded and we all got onto the lift. Simone and Lise got out at our floor while Fi and I carried on to the top floor and the bar. We were the first to arrive and we found a nice spot with a view over the city. The bar wasn't crowded and the waiter came over to take our orders. I don't know why but I felt like having an Irish coffee and Fi decided to have one as well.
We were sipping them when we saw Pete, Angie and Steve walk in, followed damn it by one of the American couples, Bryan and Diane. Angie hurried over when she saw us.
"I'm sorry, the others were happy to leave after the meal, but these two wanted to stay. They are very interesting though."
"And how are you going to explain Lise to them? You know she's going to be all over us."
"I don't think it's going to be an issue; I said they were interesting. It seems that Diane's a member of a polyamorous marriage and Bryan is about to join her pod. She told me in confidence after she picked up on our group dynamics. She asked if me if we were all in a polyamorous relationship. I haven't said much but I think you would like to talk to her."
This sounded interesting so I said ok, and they came over. Diane sat down beside me and I took the opportunity to find out about her. She was a bit younger than I'd originally thought. She was thirty-seven, a brunette with shoulder length hair, she was about five-nine with a nice trim figure and a soft southern accent. She was a lawyer from New Orleans. I was just about to ask her about her polyamorous marriage when Simone and Lise arrived and I was assaulted by my young lover.
She bounced onto my lap and wrapped her arms round me pulling my face to hers for a kiss. She'd changed into a LBD that clung to her curves and had every male pulse in the room racing.
I calmed her down and introduced Diane properly to her. Simone looked intrigued at Diane's revelation and sat down on the other side of her. Lise curled up on my other side and started sipping my Irish coffee.
"You are in a group marriage, how many are there in the group?" Simone asked.
"There's two husbands and three wives at present, and when Bryan joins us there will be six of us and two children. We've been together for almost ten years. We bought a big old mansion on the outskirts of New Orleans. It was damaged in Katerina and we are slowly renovating it."
She looked at me, "Yours isn't a polyamorous group is it?"
"No, we call ourselves the family. We are a much looser group than yours sounds like. I suppose the closest analogy I can think of is we are a financial and emotional cooperative. We have our own small close family relationships and a broader group dynamic. Most of us have been part of the family for over twenty-five years since our early days working in Saudi Arabia. Now we even have second generation members, my two children have joined as have Pete's. I suppose the biggest difference is that we live all over the world."
She took this in and then asked, "So do you all have sex with each other?"
I shook my head, "That's not how we interact. In the very early days I suppose we could have been thought of as a group of married friends who were swingers, but we realised early on that casual sex wasn't enough to keep us together."
I realised that the rest of the group had settled down around us and were listening to us.
"Pete, Fi, Steve you were all there in those days, what happened?"
Fi responded, "It's simple, the sex on its own wasn't enough. What we wanted, needed even, was the close relationships and the financial security we were building within the group. Yes, the sex became an integral part of it, but we all set our own relationship boundaries and nobody oversteps them. Steve and I were swingers when we joined, but the family is so much more fulfilling." She looked at Steve and he smiled and nodded in agreement.
Pete added, "We are all equal, but Andy and Ros, his late wife, were always our foundation. When she was ill I know that everyone of us would have taken her place if we could."
Diane smiled and nodded in Lisette's direction and said, "I'd love to learn more but I think you need to take your young lover to bed."
I looked down at Lise and realised she'd fallen asleep against me.
Angie said, "You two take her to bed, we can use the other suite tonight. We will all meet up for breakfast at the same time tomorrow if that's ok."
"Sounds good, see you in the morning," Simone said.
I gently shook her awake and she looked at me with blurry eyes.
"Oh, did I fall asleep?"
"Yes, time for bed young one."
We said our good nights and got as far as the lift before she demanded I carry her. Simone laughed as I picked Lise up. She wrapped her arms around my neck, tucking her head against my shoulder and smiled up at me happily.
"You are just taking advantage of my good nature aren't you," I said to her.
She grinned and said yes.
We entered the lift to the amusement of the other guests waiting and Simone pressed the button for our floor. Soon I was standing by the side of the bed and I unceremoniously dropped her on it.
She screamed and then looked up at me seductively. She said, "I didn't fly all this way just to sleep, I want you to fuck me just like Simi did earlier."
I looked at Simone who had the good grace to blush, "She was flaunting her bald pussy earlier and I couldn't resist a quick taste," she admitted.
"And of course one taste wasn't enough!" I guessed.
"No, she tastes so nice and moans so seductively when you lick her pussy. She had a screaming orgasm, I'm just glad these rooms are soundproofed."
The person under discussion looked up at us from beside the pile of clothes she'd taken off and asked. "Are you two going to discuss my orgasm or are you going to give me one," she paused dramatically and then batted her eye lashes and said, "Pleeeeese, I need your hard cock."
"Jesus Christ, we've created a monster," I moaned.
We bowed to the inevitable and getting undress we joined our lover on the bed. As soon as I lay down, Lise pounced on my rapidly growing cock, she wrapped her hands around the shaft and sucked the head into her mouth. I groaned as she swirled her tongue around the head.
"She's getting better," I gasped. I stroked her hair and Simone caressed her body, running her fingers along the expanse of her back and down between curves of her buttocks. Lise whimpered as Simone's fingers trailed across her pussy lips.
Simi brought her wet fingers up to my mouth and I could taste our young lovers need on her fingers. I pulled her to me, positioning her above my cock. She grasped the shaft and fed me past her guarding lips and into the vault of her velvet soft vagina. Lise cried out in pleasure as I sank my full length into her. My crown touching her cervix and her clit rubbing against the base of my cock. She swayed and used one hand on my chest to support herself. She was rocking back and forth, rolling her hips to maximise the movement of the tip of my cock on her A-spot. Little moans escaping her lips, and her other hand was pressed against her mons, the fingers rubbing her clit.
Simone looked flushed watching us, her fingers were working on her kitty and clit. I offered my tongue and she smiled in thanks. She knelt above my face and supported herself on the ornate bed head. She sank down until my tongue could lash her wet kitty lips. She groaned as I found her hard clit with my tongue.
Lise rocked herself to her first orgasm, the walls of her vagina fluttering in sympathy with her release. She paused then started rocking again, this time faster and harder. Her moans equally growing louder and longer.
Simone rocked her pelvis, rubbing her kitty against my face. I ran a finger around the puckered ring at the entrance of her arse, her juices lubricating my finger. She shuddered and gasped as I pushed my finger past the tight muscular ring, and sucked hard on her clit.
"Fuck yes," she gasped, "push another finger in."
A second finger joined the first, moving round, rubbing the soft wall.
"Oh god... Oh god... I'm coming," she groaned. I sucked harder and she came. A gush of her sweet juice covering my face. She sank down and then rolled to the side. She kissed me, licking her juice from my face.
Lise was still rocking and I began rolling my hips to meet her movements. She whimpered and looked down at my sticky face. I was groaning trying to concentrate on not coming. Her fingers were still moving on her clit
"Ohh, Fuck yes, just like that," she said, as I pushed harder into her. I caught hold of her swaying breast and squeezed the nipple. She howled and came, her orgasm exploding in her cunt. She fell forward as I kept rolling my hips to keep my cock moving. Her eyes clenched tight and her mouth opened wide in a silent scream as I kept her orgasm going for several long moments, triggering new spasms every few seconds.
"Ohh god, enough," she finally gasped, "no more, please no more." And she collapsed on me.
Simone looked at her in concern, but after a moment Lise eyes fluttered and she took a long breath. She rolled off me and curled up on her side. Simone curled up behind her, hugging her to her. I lay there on my back with my still hard cock standing proud.
Lise turned to face Simone and panting said, "Is it my imagination or is he getting better. I don't think I've ever cum like that."
Simone grinned, "He's been practicing on me, and I've been enjoying every moment. And Fi and Angie have been benefiting as well."
"Ahem," I coughed and pointed at my abandoned cock. "I seem to be missing something."
"Oh yes, and what's that," Simone asked with a smirk.
"A nice warm wet place to hide that poor innocent piece of my anatomy in, otherwise he's going to sulk"
"Well we can't have that, we need to find him a home don't we."
Simone crawled over to me, then on to me before turning round. She slid down my body until her mouth hovered over my throbbing cock. The glisten lips of her kitty were poised in front my face. The heady aroma of her sex assault my nose. I gasped as she licked the shaft then swallowed the crown of my cock. I licked her kitty lips, savouring the honey spice, then I pushed my tongue past her lips and into her cunt.
A second mouth joined Simone's as Lise settled between my thighs and sucked my balls gently into her mouth.
"Ohh, God," I moaned as two tongues licked my cock. They alternated licking and sucking. My cock jumped and twitched.
I kept licking Simone then I used my fingers and quickly found her G-spot. She gasped and then renewed her efforts, pursing her lips and sucking the crown of my cock.
I kept moaning as I felt my balls tighten warning me that I was close to losing control. Lise felt the change and warned Simone. She brought her head close to Simone's and wrapped her hands round the base of my cock.
When she felt the first surge through her fingers she pushed against Simone's face and they both opened their mouths to receive my gift. Jism jetted from my cock and was caught by their mouths. I groaned as they pumped the shaft, milking every last drop from me, to be savoured then swallowed with sighs of pleasure.
Simone groaned as my fingers kept their pressure on her centre of pleasure, humping her hips to maximise the sensations. As my cock slowly deflated she came, crying and squirting in response to the waves of pleasure that started in the pit of her stomach and spread all over her.
We all curled up, me in my favourite position between them. Two heads settled down on my chest and legs and arms draped themselves over me.
I glance at the clock and whispered, "Happy birthday, Darling."

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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***************************Simone groaned as my fingers kept their pressure on her centre of pleasure, humping her hips to maximise the sensations. As my cock slowly deflated she came, crying and squirting in response to the waves of pleasure that started in the pit of her stomach and spread all over her.
We all curled up, me in my favourite position between them. Two heads settled down on my chest and legs and arms draped themselves over me.
I glanced at the clock and whispered, "Happy birthday darling."

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~I woke up to a bouncing bed and a demonic naked young woman jumping up and down singing, "It's my birthday and I wanna part," over and over again.
I groaned and rolled over burying my head under the pillows. I wasn't allowed to hide there for very long. The covers were dragged off me and the pillows quickly followed. Her face peered down at mine from a distance of mere inches.
She kissed me and said, "I love you and Simone says you've got a present for me."
"You are a mercenary young woman. It's in my bag." She shot over to the bag and scrabbled inside for her present. She found it and held it up triumphantly and went to open it.
"No," I said, "You need to wait for Simone before you open it, where is she?"
She pouted at me and then said, "She's out on the balcony with Angie. She wanted to talk to both of you but Simi wouldn't let her wake you up. That was half an hour ago."
I glanced at the alarm clock on the bedside table and saw it was nearly eight o'clock. Lisette came close enough for me to snag her and pull her down to me. She gave a happy cry and wrapped herself around me.
"I'm sorry," she said, "But I'm just so happy to be here with you on my birthday. Angie says she's got the whole day planed for us."
"Did she say why she wanted to talk to me?"
"No, but she didn't look upset or anything."
"Ok." I said as I got up. I could smell myself so I dived into the shower to quickly wash the sweat and the dried evidence of last night's fun off me. Lise followed me into the shower and although we rubbed up against each other, we didn't hang about. I wanted to find out what was so important to Angie, and Lise wanted to open her present.
I quickly rubbed a towel over me to get the worst of the water off me before pulling a tee-shirt and a pair of shorts on. I left Lise trying on bikinis from a selection that Simone had bought for her and went to find my fiancée and the mother of my unborn child.
I found them sitting on the balcony with a pot of tea on the table in front of them. They were both in shorts and tee-shirts and when they saw me, both smiled and raised their faces for a morning kiss.
I said, "Is everything alright?" And Simone asked, "Where's Lisette?" at the same time.
I answered her question first, "She trying on those bikinis you bought for her and we've probably got a few minutes until she remembers her present."
I looked at Angie for an answer to my question. She said, "It's nothing really. I woke up early and couldn't get back to sleep. Pete was snoring and Fi and Steve were out cold. So I came in here to see if you were awake. I thought I'd try and explain why I wanted to come and stay with you. You were dead to the world but Simi was awake and Lise woke up as she got out of bed."
"So are you ok?" I asked as I sat down across the table from them.
"I am now that I've had a talk with Simone!"
"Do you want to tell me about it?" I asked
She nodded and said, "Do you remember how I'd just turn up on your doorstep every now and again?"
I nodded and she continued. "It was usually because every now and again, Pete would get himself so wrapped up in the business I would start to feel neglected. And when I was feeling neglected I became a ripe target for all the single guys, or supposedly single men who infest this place. Hell, I get hit on all the time and when he's with me it never worries me. In fact Pete and I find it rather funny."
She paused to take a sip from her tea cup and then held her hand out to me. I gave it a quick squeeze and then kept hold of it.
She smiled and carried on with her explanation. "Andy, you know the story, I slept my way round the world until I found Pete. I like sex, I always have. Since I met Pete, he and the occasional family visitors keep me very happy. The problem is when Pete gets distracted he seems to forget that sex exists and the vultures seem to pick up on it and increase their efforts. Hey I enjoy flirting but I don't let it go beyond that. I've never slept with one of them, but there's been the odd close call. And when it happened I'd come to you my safe haven, and I could feel loved without any risk to my marriage."
"This last few weeks have been extra hard. The whole, am I pregnant or not, in addition this push at work left me feeling vulnerable. We were supposed to go together to a dinner party last week, but Pete had to cancel at the last minute and I ended up going alone. For the first time ever I came close to making the mistake that could have destroyed my marriage."
"Christ you didn't!"
"Of course I didn't, but I'm going to say it was close call. That's why I was so glad to see you two, and it's why I want to come and stay with you until he finishes this push at the office. I love him even more than ever, but my body has this tendency to be a slave to my sexual tensions. Look what happened that first evening, I had no intention to sleep with anyone but you or Pete. A few caresses and the right words and I'm in the middle of a three way with Pete and Steve."
She looked at me with tears in her eyes, "I don't understand it, if I go to bed with someone, anyone, even Pete, I feel I need to have sex to make the experience complete. But with you, I can lie in your arms all night and I feel amazing. I don't need the sex with you to feel great."
I think she thought she'd hurt my feeling as she jumped up and came round the table to sit on my lap. "Shit, Andy that doesn't mean I don't like sex with you. You are the best lover I've ever had; Christ, I'm wet just thinking about it." She undid her shorts and placed my hand under her panties to the wet patch between her legs.
"See what I mean! But when you hold me in your arms, I feel just like I imagine our baby feels inside my womb. Warm, happy, content and ever so loved. I used to come to see you to recharge my batteries."
She settled back in my arms and sighed contentedly closing her legs to trap my fingers.
She said pointed at Simone and Lise. "They know exactly what I mean about sleeping with you." I hadn't seen Lise appear, she was standing in the door way and it looked as though she'd been there for a fair amount of Angie's confession.
I looked at both of them and they both nodded agreeing with Angie.
"So," she said, "That why I've been a bit off and why I want to stay with you because I know if he finds out that I'm being subjected to more than an innocent flirt he'll go after the guys and while I don't care about them, I do care about him."
"You know you are always welcome to visit anytime."
"Thanks, because I made a promise to Pete that I would never sleep with anyone he didn't know about and more importantly approve of, regardless if they were members of the family or not." She looked at me happily, just like a cat that had found the cream, "And he's always told me you are the one person I don't need to ask for approval."
We all had a laugh at the expression on her face as she made the last statement.
"There's one other thing I wanted to tell you. You know you asked me about those letters. Well, it got me thinking. This probably means nothing and doesn't directly relate to the letters but I've noticed over the years he has this tendency to compare me to Ros when he's under pressure."
I looked up at her in surprise and she saw, "Not in a bad way," she hastened to add, "More in a 'that's nice, Ros did it that way too' kind of way." Interesting, I thought.
Simone asked, "Are we all ready for breakfast?" We all nodded.
Angie added, "That's great as we need to be at the marina by ten-thirty for the first part of Lisette's special day."
We started to get up but Lise stopped us. "Wait! I haven't opened my present yet." She sat down and pulled the wrapped present from behind her back. She tore the paper from the box and gasped as she saw the Apple logo appear.
"It's an iPhone and...." She peered in the box, "Ohh cool its white and it's the new 3G version with the camera. I love both of you."
Simone put hers on the table and said, "Snap, he bought me one too, and he's put us on a plan that lets us call each other for almost nothing."
I handed her the birthday card and she opened it and found the iTunes card I'd slipped inside.
"That's a 250 euro voucher for you to download music and apps, I didn't know your favourites or I would have pre-loaded it for you. I did upload a couple of my favourites to get you started."
She pulled Simone into a long kiss, then as I stood she came round and hugged me.
As we walked to the lift to go down to breakfast Angie said to me, "I know we said the boat trip was just for the family. But I was so interested in Diane's story last night and she in ours that I've asked her and her boyfriend to join us. I hope you don't mind."
I wasn't that happy, I stopped and she turned to face me. "No, I do mind, I'm sorry it's supposed to be Lisette's day. I really don't think it's right that they join us on the boat."
A flash of concern shot across her face so I continued. "Look, I agree it was interesting, so why don't you invite them to join us at the nightclub later tonight. Hell, it might save me from having to make a fool of myself on the dance floor all night."
Angie looked upset, then she grinned at me and slowly nodded in agreement. "I'm sorry you're right, I'll give them a call and explain the situation and invite them for tonight."
We hurried after the others who were holding the lift for us and stepped inside. At the restaurant we were shown to our reserved table by the pool. We were the first to arrive and the four of us settled down. I ordered coffee, the blue mountain blend. Lisette and Simone were playing with their phones while Angie made a quick call on her mobile.
She leant over to me as she rang off, "I explained the situation to them and they understand. They are looking forward to seeing us tonight. I'm sorry I wasn't thinking when I invited them, I was just so interested in her description of her polyamorous marriage I wanted to hear more. And she's really intrigued by our way of life."
As we spoke the other three appeared and after a quick round of greetings sat down. We ordered breakfast and after it was served Pete passed a small gift box to Angie and she offered it to Lise.
"Happy birthday darling, it's just a small token," she said.
Lise opened the box and showed us the lovely pair of sapphire drop earrings it contained.
"Ohh, they are beautiful," she exclaimed. Then she went and kissed the pair of them.
Angie said, "The blue matches your eyes."
As she sat back down Simone offered to put them in for her and she removed the studs Lise had in and replaced them with the birthday sapphires.
How do they look in?" Lise asked.
Simone used the camera on her phone and showed her the photo.
Then Fi passed her a small gift wrapped box, "We weren't sure what to get you, so when we saw this in a little jewellery store in Perth we thought you might like this little bit of Australia."
Lisette opened the present and pulled out an opal teardrop pendent on a fine gold chain. The depth of colour in the opal was amazing and shone in the sunlight as it slowly spun as it dangled from her fingers.
"It's beautiful," she whispered as she held it up in front of her face. "Thank you."
She held it out to me and turned her back, holding up her hair with one hand. I fastened it around her neck and the chain was just long enough that the pendent sat just above her cleavage, a location that excited all of us.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~After we finished breakfast we headed up to the rooms to get our bags. We met back in the lobby and we took a pair of taxis over to the yacht club marina. Pete and Angie led us along the pier towards a sixteen-meter catamaran, the name on the transom was the 'The Lady R'.
I looked at Pete questioningly, "The Lady R, a suspiciously familiar name?"
"Not that surprising when you consider she's named for Ros," he replied. "And before you ask the next question she's part owned by the company. We use her to entertain our clients."
Angie said, "There's usually a crew but between us we have more than enough experience to sail her and that means there will be no strangers on board, just family." She came over to me and whispered, "You were right, inviting Diane and Bryan was a mistake. We would never have been able to relax completely."
I tousled her hair and gave her a playful slap across her backside as we boarded the boat. There were a couple of crew members who stayed on board to help us stow our gear and give those of us who were new to the boat a quick tour. The catamaran was a beautiful fully-equipped boat. There was a wide central cabin that spanned the hulls. With a lounge and a galley. Steps on either side led down to the hulls and three double cabins, bathrooms and store rooms. A full width cockpit sat behind the cabin. Then they went ashore and stood by the mooring lines while Pete started the auxiliary motors. As he guided us away from the mooring they cast off and tossed the lines back on board. Steve and I coiled and stowed the lines.
Pete said, "First order of business, Andy you are our captain, I'm the navigator and the rest of us are your crew. As soon as we get out of the marina we can raise the sails and it's about an hour-and-a-half's sail to the island."
I looked at my crew and said, "Ladies, as soon as we are out of sight I expect you to present yourselves to me in your official crew uniform." Only Fi looked confused so Simone whispered in her ear. She laughed and smiled at me, and whispered something to Simone that had her laughing.
Between us only Simone and Lise were new to sailing, so they kept out of the way as we got ready to make the transition from mechanical power to the elegance of wind power. The Lady R had powered roller-reefing, which made raising the sails an easy task. Quickly we were under sail and Pete had the course plotted out on the mariners sat nav. It had been a few years since I'd sailed a boat as large as this one so I was happy to leave the steering to Pete and Steve.
The ladies had disappeared below decks and I had stripped off my tee-shirt. I fetched three beers and as we reefed to sail down the coastline we shared the beers and toasted the baby.
There was a gentle cough and I turned to see the ladies lined up for uniform inspection. I had to look twice as the bikini bottoms were so small and made of different coloured semi translucent fabric that I wasn't quite sure why they'd bothered
Simone said, "First mate Kitty and crew, ready for your inspection Captain."
Angie said, "Fi brought us these gorgeous bikinis from Australia."
I had a closer look at hers, not an odious task, and saw the familiar Wicked Weasel logo on the tag. They were the same brand that Kirsten and Christina had worn on the boat in France.
I walked around them, their skin glistening with sun cream. I reached out and untwisted a strap on Lise butt. "Take a note Mate Kitty, ships boy Lise uniform is worn incorrectly." I tapped her on the butt and she gave a little jump.
"I'm sorry, sir," and she gave me the cutest grin, "I promise I'll make it up to you." Hers was a translucent white fabric triangle and the outline of her tattoo was clearly visible through the cloth.
"You are a beautiful crew," I said and gave each of them a gentle tap on the butt. "And you are dismissed."
Pete sat down at the wheel and the rest of us got comfortable on the padded benches that ran around the edge of the shaded cockpit. Angie and Simone passed around cool drinks from a cool box in the corner. I was happy to accept an ice cold beer from Angie.
I gently ran my finger over the almost imperceptible bulge above the waist line of her bikini. "What are you hoping for," I asked.
She sat down beside me and placed her hand over mine, "I'd like it to be a boy for Pete but it isn't important so long as it's healthy."
"So when are you due?"
"Last week in May, so you better be here then."
"We wouldn't miss it for the world," I told her.
She lay her head on my shoulder and I wrapped my arm around her. She said, "I know I joked about it, but I was serious when I asked you to father our second child. We want them both to have the same father."
"Pete's going to be their father," I reminded her.
"I know he is, and he's going to a damn good one, but we both want you to be the genetic father to both of them."
She stood up and kissed me then collecting a beer from the cooler, she went over to Pete and gave it to him. She stood behind him and wrapped her arms around him, kissing the top of his head. I could hear her murmur, 'I love you' to him, and saw the smile light up his face.
As I watched them, I saw from the corner of my eye Steve, Fi and Lise pick up drinks and towels and head to the bow of the boat to sunbathe. Simone came over to me and lay down on her back beside me and rested her head on my legs.
She said, "This is so nice," and smiled up at me. I could see my face reflected in her sunglasses.
I said in mock horror, "You think this is nicer than Rosie?"
"You idiot, of course not. This is holiday nice, I miss Rosie, and I feel so loved when I'm on board her." She blew me a kiss and I smiled down at her. "I love the convenience of our new house, but Rosie's our home," she said.
I sipped at my beer, enjoying the cool liquid as it slid down my throat. The breeze kept me reasonably cool. I watched the gentle rise and fall of her chest, and the beads of sweat that formed and left trails down the sides of her breasts. I followed one trail with my finger back to the nipple. Her areole crinkled and the nipple firmed.
"I love it when you do that," she whispered as my finger traced around her nipple. "I get little jolts of pleasure that rush to my womb."
My hand drifted down and slid under the yellow triangle at her bikini bottoms, and she rolled her hips up to push her mons against my fingers. My fingertips caressed the soft hair of her kitty and she gave a little moan. My fingertip found the hard nub of her clit rising from its protective cover. I rolled it from side to side and her moan became a gasp. She pushed up against my fingers seeking more pressure. Her fingers went to her nipples and she squeezed and tugged on them. I slid my fingers into her and she groaned and rolled her hips even harder as I finger fucked her to a happy climax. She squeezed her thighs together trapping my finger inside of her, and sighed contentedly.
She looked up at me, "Andy, I want to have our baby, I've stopped getting the contraceptive injection. I was due one a couple of weeks ago but the doctor believes it will be at least a few months before I regain my fertility. But just in case I've left a post on the front page of the website that I'm off limits to everyone except you."



I'd seen these notices before, in the early days they would have been in the monthly newsletter that was first mailed then faxed and finally emailed around. They were always the same, a polite note that a couple were trying for a child and until further notice would everyone please observe the no bareback rule. Not once was that request not honoured. I hadn't seen it but I guess that Angie had placed a similar post. As soon as the pregnancy was confirmed a thank you notice would appear, it was our unofficial way of announcing a pregnancy to the family.
I gave her a kiss and she lay back contentedly. We were surrounded by the sounds of the sea and the boat. The continuous slap of the water against the hulls, the flap and snap of the sail, the creak of the rigging. By the wheel Pete and Angie were quietly talking, they both look happier that I'd seen over the past few days. Pete's no fool, I know he can get fixated on his work; he's done it before. But I think he also knew why Angie would take her little trips to see Ros and me, and I sensed he was happy she was coming back with us. She'd be safe and he could wrap up whatever it was that he was working on.
Angie glanced at me and saw me looking at her, I blew her a kiss and she smiled happily back at me. Steve stepped down into the cockpit, the sweat dripping off him.
"Shit, it's hot, water anyone?" He asked. I think we all said yes and he grabbed an armful from the cool box and handed them out, draining his before taking the last couple forward to Fi and Lise. A few moments later he reappeared followed by the girls.
Fi gasped, "Its cooler here, how much longer to the island Pete? I want to go swimming."
"Another thirty minutes or so." He pointed out a recess by the side of the cockpit. "That's a fresh water shower if you want to cool down?"
"Oh, God, yes please," and she stood under the shower and let the cool water cascade over her. Her nipples hardening in response to the cool water. Lise pushed her way beside her and stood there with a happy expression on her face. Simone stirred and when they stepped out, she stepped under the water for a few moments.
Lise sat down beside me, leaning back against me, and pressing her wet body against mine. The wet fabric of the front triangle of her bikini bottoms was almost completely transparent and her tattoo was clearly visible. Pete whistled in appreciation when he saw it.
"That really nice Lise," he said.
She grinned at him and said, "It's my gift to the two of them, its proof of my commitment."
Simone stood by the rear of the cockpit allowing the breeze to dry and cool her. She turned to Fi and asked, "How did you all survive the heat when you were in Saudi, this is nice for a few days, but not for years?"
Fi said, "It was a dry heat, there was almost no humidity. For some reason you didn't feel the heat as much."
"It's true," Pete said, he glanced at the thermometer and continued. "It's 34 degrees but the humidity is 98%. We often saw temperatures ten degrees hotter in Riyadh but there was no humidity so it felt a lot cooler."
Twenty minutes later saw us scurrying around as we lowered the sails and anchored The Lady R about fifty meters off shore. Pete and I lowered the yachts' tender into the water and stowed the food and the rest of gear we'd need.
Pete and Angie took the tender to the shore. The rest of us dived off the stage at the stern and had a race to the beach. Lise and Steve were the first on shore, closely followed by Fi and myself. Simone took her time as she'd decided to use a face mask and a snorkel.
By the time she walked out of the sea doing a remarkable impression of Ursula Andress, we had erected the sun shade and were setting up the barbecue. She was like a child as she described the coral and fish she'd seen.
As I'd learnt many years earlier the combination of the direct sunlight in addition to the reflections from the white sand and the sea could be deadly. I noticed that Simone's back looked a touch red.
I suggested, "I'd wear a tee-shirt if you want to do any more snorkelling, the rest of us will be." Lise came over and I gave her the same warning.
Fi heard me and agreed then she said, "Do you remember when I ended up in hospital after I fell asleep on an air mattress at the villa?"
God yes, I'd got back to the villa early for once and seen Fi asleep, floating on her front on a Lillo in the pool. Her back had been bright red and starting to blister, I made her stand under a cold shower until Ros got back. She took one look at her back and we were on the way to staff health. Fi spent the next three days on the burns ward and it was a further two weeks before she could lie on her back.
"Yes," I said, "you gave us all some sleepless nights over that."
"I gave myself more than a few," she said. "I've had three pre-cancerous moles removed over the last few years. I have to get routine check-up's every couple of months all because of that day."
"Fi, why didn't you tell me?" I said, and I held my arms out to her.
She came and folded herself into my arms. "Because I didn't want to worry you," she said, and then just so I could hear, "because of Ros."
I looked at Steve and he grimaced and said, "I've memorised every part of her body, if I even think there's been a change I make her go to the clinic."
"Hey it's not as bad as it sounds," Fi said. "I've only ever had pre-cancerous moles, and I'm careful to use a waterproof complete UV sun block when I'm out in the sun."
We sat down in the shade to enjoy the chilled champagne Pete had opened to toast Lisette's birthday.
The short time we spent on the island encapsulated everything I'd grown to love about the family. We all recognised the freedom that comes from totally trusting the others in the group. We all knew and respected the boundaries we had set. It was an absolute pleasure to lie with my head cocooned in Fi's lap as Simone and Lise teased Pete. They'd ganged up on him after he'd chased them for pouring ice cold water on him. They'd pinned him down, not that he'd struggled that hard. They pulled his trunks down and gave him a 'thank you for the boat trip' blow job, which had left him gasping in pleasure. They had gone to Angie and shared the fruits of their labours with her.
We don't do orgies in the family, nor sex for the sake of sex, I don't think we ever have. But as the family we have always been happy to share our love both physically and emotionally. Did watching my lovers play with Pete turn me on, hell yes! Did it make me jealous, definitely not! I know Fi was aroused, she watched their game with a grin, her nipples hardened and the heavenly aroma of a sexually aroused woman caressed my nostrils. I saw Angie and Steve share a kiss and a caress as they prepared the food. Sex and physical pleasure was never the goal of our get-togethers, it was a happy by-product.
Fi wriggled and one hand caressed my face while the fingers of the other slid under her bikini bottom gently rubbing her clit.
She bent down to kiss me and I raised a hand to her breast, rolling her nipple between my fingers, extracting a gasp of pleasure.
Pete stood pulling his trunks up and grabbed Lise and tossed her over his shoulder and walked into the sea with her kicking and screaming. He threw her into the water and she disappeared below the surface before reappearing spluttering and vowing unspeakable vengeance. Simone saw Pete moving in her direction and ran over to me and threw herself on to my lap.
"Save me Master," she begged, kissing me as Pete towered over her.
"Sorry mate," I said, "She's playing the master-slave card. She knows I'd have to save her, but....." And then I grinned up at him. "That also means she has to accept any punishment I decide upon or who I decide should administer it." Her contented smile suddenly disappeared and she looked at me in mock horror.
"Please Master, don't let him punish me."
"What do you think Pete, how many smacks?" He grinned and raised two fingers and I nodded.
I said, "Sorry darling, off you go to accept your punishment from Pete."
He sat down on one of the coolers and she smiled and gave me a kiss before going over to Pete and stretched out over his knees. Two sharp cracks and two yelps then she stood up. Pete gave her a hug and she hugged and kissed him back. Then she came over to me and presented her butt for my inspection. Two red hand prints were forming and she gave me her sad-eyed face. I pulled her down beside me and she curled into me, leaning across me to give Fi a kiss.
Then she sought my lips and whispered, "I love you, Master." Then she smiled and placed my hand on her breast. "I can't believe how much my life has changed and that I would be this happy." I hugged her in reply.
Angie called out, announcing that the food was ready and we all gathered around for hotdogs and salad. We had chilled watermelon to finish and refresh ourselves.
After lunch Pete and Steve went back to the boat and returned with an assortment of snorkelling and scuba gear. Of the seven of us only Simone and Lise had not dived before. Pete, Steve, Fi and myself had been diving since our early Saudi days. Julia and I had gone on holiday to the Maldives just to learn to dive. Pete had taught Angie when he first met her.
Pete and I had both passed our PADI dive master and open water courses. We decided that as the water inside the coral reef was only twenty foot at its deepest, if we each took responsibility for one of our novices it would be safe for all of us to dive.
We gave Simone and Lise a twenty minute masterclass, while the others kitted up and headed out to the reef. Then Pete took Lise and I took Simone and we carefully followed the others into the water. After a last check we adjusted their buoyancy jackets and we sank below the surface.
We only went down a couple of feet to start with, and I kept hold of Simone's hand. In front of us Pete was doing the same with Lise. The water was crystal clear and below us the sandy bottom danced with the refracted sun beams. We made our way over to the others who were clustered around a large coral head waiting for us.
The coral head was teaming with small reef fish and was set in about ten feet of water so I felt safe to let go of Simone's hand and let her explore on her own.
I remember the magic of my first dives, even the smallest plainest creature was a unique experience. So I could imagine just what Simone and Lise were experiencing. I spotted a large purple tinged anemone with a resident pair of clown fish and brought both of them over to see. It was fun to see the joy in their eyes as the two tiny clown fish would aggressively attack an outstretched finger. Pete reached into a plastic bag and brought out a handful of bread the quickly dispersed into a cloud of small particles. We were immediately surrounded by a school of black and white Damsel fish that darted every each way.
I checked Simone's air gauge, there was still comfortably enough air for another forty minutes. Pete checked Lise gauge and gave me the sign for forty. I gave him the ok and then pointed in the direction of the reef. At no point was I intending to let the girls go below fifteen feet so a slow gradual accent would cover any risk of decompression issues. We escorted our novices the hundred meters or so out to the edge of the reef
They were like kids in a candy store darting from here to there as something new would catch their eyes. I saw that Steve had his camera with him and I made sure he got a few shots of the girls. All too soon it was time to slowly ascend. We probably didn't need a decompression stop but we did one in any case. It was lucky we did because the girls got to see their first reef shark. It was just a baby, no more than three feet from nose to tail. He circled around us for a minute or so before with a casual flick of his tail he disappeared off along the edge of the reef. We were never at any risk from him, he was only curious as to what had invaded his territory.
When we reached the surface Lise spat out her regulator and gasped, "Did you see that huge shark, I was so scared, it was this big." And she held her arms outstretched.
Pete laughed and held his finger and thumb apart and said, "Don't you mean this big, he was tiny."
I said, "He was only a youngster, he was probably more scared of you than you were of him."
We swam back to the boat and Pete and I helped the girls to take off their scuba gear. We stowed it on the boat and then we swam to the shore. We spent the rest of the afternoon lazing about until it was time to pack up. We had a table booked for seven that evening and the ladies had already given us poor mortal men strict instructions that they needed to be back at the hotel by no later than five-thirty to give them time to get ready.
So just before four we were hoisting the sails and heading back to the marina. Simone and Lise were checking out the photos that Steve had been taking on the dive. Lise grinned when she saw the close-ups of her and Simone. The tee-shirts they'd worn were transparent in the water as were the bikini bottoms.
Lise came and jumped on top of me and looked around at every one, "I want to say thank you to all of you for such a wonderful birthday. Thank you for accepting me as part the family." She gave me a kiss and then stood up and gave one to everyone else.
She came back and pulled Simone and me into a hug. She whispered to us, "Thank you for sharing your love with me." Then she laughed and cried out, "Best birthday ever!"

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~We made it back to the hotel in one piece and reasonably on time and not too dishevelled. Getting ready for the rest of the evening seemed to be the girls' priority. I had my orders and ran the water into the large tub. While Simone and Lisette soaked, I trimmed my beard, and Simone watched my every move with interest. She made me sit on the edge of the bath and she took my beard trimmer and tided up my pubic hair. She and Lise carefully checked out the results with their mouths that left me gasping. Then they sent me off to have a quick shower.
We had all agreed that we would dress up for the evening, so I had decided to wear my Saville Road suit. It had been bought for me by Ros just before we found out her illness. We'd gone up to London for my birthday and she'd taken me to Davies and Son. The suit had cost her over £2000, and the first time I wore it was to take her out for her birthday two months before she died. I wore it again at her funeral even though it's a charcoal grey with lighter grey pin stripes and not black.
I dressed in the suit and a light blue shirt and then decided on a dark blue checked tie. In my pocket was the special present that Simone and I had bought for Lise. We'd walked past the shop and seen it in the window and we had both agreed it was perfect for her. We had debated as to when to give it to her and had agreed tonight was the perfect time.
Simone walked out of the bathroom in a silk robe and stood still and looked at me.
"Mon chéri I've never seen you look so handsome." She came over and hugged me. "I'm so lucky to have found you," she whispered. She shivered in my arms as we kissed. Then she pushed me out of the bedroom.
"Go and wait in the other room for us, we want to surprise you."
Pete and Steve were already relaxing with a drink and I poured myself one and joined them. Like me they'd made an effort and were smartly dressed. I slid my jacket off and we moved out to the balcony. We sat down watching as the last of the light in the sky faded through dark orange to black. The lights of the city flickered below us.
Pete raised his glass to us and said, "To us, who'd of thought we'd still all be together after all these years. To friendships that never die." We drank to that.
Steve looked at me and he could see the tear in the corner of my eye. "To absent friends," he said.
"Ros," we all said and sipped from our glasses. This time tears really did come to my eyes, and I had a real struggle to hold them in.
For a few minutes we sat quietly, then Pete turned to me and asked, "After Lisette flies back, do you want to stay here or would you prefer staying at the villa with Angie and me. Steve and Fi want to."
I thought about it for a few seconds and nodded, I replied, "Well she flies tomorrow night so we could check out Monday. That will give us some time to relax before our flight on Thursday. Hey, did Angie get a seat on the same flight?"
"She did, she's in first with you two," he said. He paused before saying, "Andy I know why she really wants to stay with you. I always knew why she would suddenly up sticks and head for you and Ros. You two kept her from doing something stupid when I couldn't, and you would send her back to me when the crisis was over. Mate, please let her stay as long as she needs. Just call me when she's ready to come back, and I'll fly over to get her."
"Pete she loves you," I said, "and she always will. You know Simone and I will look after her for you. Our door will always be open for you or any of the family that needs us."
"I know mate, you and Ros were our rocks, and it looks like Simone is more than happy to fill that role as well."
Pete and I hugged. I've never wanted to make love to a man but within the family Pete and Mike were the closest I'd ever got to having brothers and lovers. I'd never felt uncomfortable seeing them naked or touching them in a manly way.
We heard a call from the sitting room and Pete called back letting them where we were sitting. Fi and Angie came out to join us. Both of them were wearing designer knee-length cocktail dresses in different shades of green to set off their red hair.
Fi and Angie greeted their husbands with big kisses before coming over to me for a hug and a kiss. We all went back into the sitting room to wait for Simone and Lise. Simone appeared first, she stood in the doorway in a stunning light blue silk sheath dress. It came to her knees and had a side slit almost to the top of her thigh.
Lisette was right behind her and was in a body-hugging LBD that came to mid-thigh, thus leaving her fabulous legs exposed to view. A whisper from Angie told me that it was a Christian Dior. Both she and Simone were wearing their collars and had wrapped the silver chain leashes around their waists in place of a belt, a sign of the pleasure they'd promised for later.
I coughed to get everyone's attention, "Lisette, Simone and I have one last gift for you, it's not a birthday present, and it's something that is far more important to the three of us. This is not something we are doing lightly, we were going to wait until the wedding and do it then. But we decided that this is a more appropriate time." I handed the special item to Simone.
She gestured for Lise to come closer and said, "Lise, darling will you commit yourself to Andy and me, to be our wife and lover?" She held out the ring we'd found, a heart shaped diamond flanked by two smaller heart shaped emeralds to her.
Lisette stood there looking stunned. Then she squealed, the words running into each other, "Ohgodyes, yes please; whenwillwehavetheceremony? Oh, this is so exciting. I've dreamed of this. We can't do it at Christmas, that's special for you and him."
"Take a breath sweetheart," I said. "No, not at Christmas, we thought next summer. You will get your own ceremony."
She thought for a moment then she said, "Can we have it on Rosie please. We can moor her at the chateau, and have the ceremony on the deck." She held her hand out to Simone as she spoke.
As Simone placed the ring on Lisette's finger, the quiet in the room was broken by the cries of congratulations from the rest of the family. Lise stood there looking back and forth from us to the ring on her fingers and back to us again. Then she enthusiastically threw herself into my arms, dragging Simone with her.



After kissing us and murmuring sentiments of love, she said seriously. "I know I play the fool some of the time, but this means the world to me. I have never loved anyone the way I love both of you. I didn't put this ring on because it's a pretty piece of jewellery, it is beautiful by the way! I put it on because I know what it means to both of you and what it symbolises."
Simone and I hugged her, then we relaxed and opened our little huddle to let the others come in close as they offered their congratulations in a more physical manner.
Before we left my fiancées had each placed one of my hands on their arse. Simone whispered, "We're not wearing any lingerie tonight. It's our present to our master, and a promise of our love tonight in a very physical way." I caressed their arse cheeks and could only feel the smooth skin under the fabric of the dresses.
The restaurant Angie had picked was in the same building as the club. We took a couple of hotel limos to the restaurant and the lift to the top floor. We were shown to a dimly lit circular booth off to one side. Simone and Lisette sat on either side of me, but for the fun of it we had decided that we would all change places for every course. Lise kept holding her hand out so the light caught the stone on the ring, and then she would blush self-consciously and try and hide it.
I let my fingers slide up Lise's thigh and she happily parted them granting me access to the soft skin of her mons and the plump wet lips of her pussy. She groaned and rested her head on my shoulder as I pushed my fingers between her lips and into the silky warmth of her cunt. She slid down the seat slightly, pushing herself against my fingers, pulling her dress up around her waist. Simone must have heard the little gasp and turned from her conversation with Fi. She looked past me at Lise and grinned when she saw what I was doing.
She reached over and placed Lise's napkin over her lap and whispered in my ear, "Another birthday present is it? Is she being a good slave, Master?"
"Very good," I replied, "Would my other slave like to join her, I have another hand?"
She laughed and kissed me, "This slave would prefer to wait until her Master can enjoy her more fully, but the Master should know this slave is desirous, wet and ready for him."
She slid her hand under her dress then withdrew it with the fingertips glistening with her kitty juices. I grasped her hand and raised her fingers to my mouth so I could taste her unique flavour.
Lisette's eyes were closed and her mouth was open and she softly panted as my fingertips caressed her G-spot. One of her hands was tightly squeezing my leg and the other, the fabric of the beach seat. Pete was sitting on her other side and took her hand in his and her knuckles were white as she squeezed his hand.
She was gently rocking her hips pushing herself against my fingers, her first course sitting ignored in front of her.
She moaned, "Ohh....ohh....ohh," and then as she came. She gave a long groan that she muffled with my napkin she snatched from the table.
"Ohhhhhhhh fuck." And my hand was wet with her juices as her cunt fluttered against my fingers. Simultaneously, the aroma of her sex filled the area around our table.
She sank back in the seat and I eased my finger from her. She grasped my hand and sucked my fingers licking all the evidence of her passion from them.
She looked up and saw the rest of the table watching her. She smiled through slitted eyes and said, "My master is very kind to his poor unworthy slave; he let her cum, and enjoy the taste of herself." She kissed me and I could taste her on her lips.
She laughed and we all laughed with her. She used her napkin to clean herself up and then went to the ladies room to complete the job. As usual the rest of the women went with her. It's a mystery to me why women go to the bathroom in groups, and I will probably still not understand when I die.
When they returned I found myself sitting between Fi and Angie, both of them took one of my hands and placed it in their laps. 'We both want what you gave Lise a little later,' they told me; my poor cock firmed up again. I'd just got comfortable after the erection Lise had given me subsided.
The meal was pleasant, but not spectacular, nothing stood out in any of the three courses. Angie admitted to me during the dessert that she'd picked it more for its convenient location than the food. As the ladies moved around the table the conversation ebbed and flowed until Angie announced it was time to move.
We paid and took the lift down to the lobby and the entrance to the nightclub. Angie had reserved a whole VIP section for us and the rest of the guests she'd invited. The owner, a grey-haired man in his sixty's came over to us as we arrived. Angie greeted him by name, "Christophe, Mon ami, these are my friends I told you about."
He turned to look at us and I saw him frown when his gaze passed over Simone, then he said in English with a heavy French accent, "Any friend of this one is a friend of mine. Angela, mon chéri, some of your other guests have arrived, I had them shown to your tables. So who's the birthday girl?"
Lise said shyly, "C'est moi."
Christophe looked at her and said, "Vous êtes une fille d'anniversaire belle, si seulement j'étais plus jeune." He walked over to her and gave her a kiss on each cheek.
Lisette blushed and flirted with the older man, "Merci beaucoup, but it's not true, you're not too old."
As we walked through the club, skirting the already busy dance floor. Angie introduced the rest of us. When she got to Simone he stopped and looked at her closely.
He shook his head and said sadly, "I knew your mother, she was so beautiful. When I first saw you I thought you reminded me of someone, I couldn't think who right then. We were all devastated when she died so young. Your father, is he still working with his grapes?"
"He is, this year's crop looks like it's going to be a good vintage." She mused for a moment, "Christophe....Christophe Combes, I remember you. You used to visit when mama was alive."
"And you were the beautiful young girl who used to sit on my knee, and look at you now; it's just like Helene was standing in front of me again. Later, you must tell me all about George. Let me get you settled down."
He took us over to the reserved section and shook his head dismissively, "Non," he said, "This is not good enough for fille de la belle Helene. Come follow me." He walked over to another roped off area and ushered us inside. He called over an assistant who'd been hovering nearby.
"Bring the rest of Madame Angela's guests over here. I want a security guard now and send a couple of our best waitresses over. I want them to look after my guests."
One had to walk up several steps to enter the area. A large, very plush alcove, that could seat thirty people comfortably, may be forty at a pinch. Groups of comfortable sofas and chairs were set around several low tables.
While we waited for the other guests to be brought over, Christophe, Simone and Lise were happily talking to each other in French. I stood talking to Angie and Pete as we looked out over the dance floor. The acoustics of the area were superb, the dance music was a pleasant background throb and yet you could carry on a conversation comfortably with having to raise your voice.
Simone waved at me, wanting me to join them. She switched to English as I got there.
"Christophe, this is Andrew, my fiancée." We greeted each other and he congratulated us both.
When is the wedding?"
She replied, "On New Year's Eve in the Maldives, but today is also very special to both of us, as our young lover has agreed to get engaged to both of us." And she gave Lisette a hug.
Christophe regarded me and said, "You are a very lucky man my friend, two of the most beautiful women in the room and both of them in love with you."
Angie and Fi had walked over and heard his last comment.
Angie laughed and said, "No, you're wrong, it's three." And she wrapped her arms around me.
"No, it's four," Fi added as she put her arms around me from my other side.
He looked at them, and then me. "Are you sure you are not French," he asked. I said no and he shook his head regretfully.
"I have other guests I must attend to, but with your permission I'd like to join you later if I may?" Please, I told him.
We settled down and Angie started to introduce us to the people she'd invited. Most of them were either the younger employees from the company and their friends. There were a few of Angie's friends in their late 30's and early 40's. It was a nice friendly crowd and they quickly made us feel welcome, some had even brought small presents for Lisette. The waitresses brought us champagne and canapés courtesy of Christophe and they opened up a small bar to one side of the room.
Lise pulled me on to the dance floor, where I stood swaying to the music while she bounced around me. She kept wrapping herself around me rubbing her body against mine. Simone came over to us and she joined in and for the next fifteen minutes the three of us danced close together.
Lise shouted over the music, "I love both of you."
We kissed her back and I pointed in the direction of our seats and gestured that I was going back there. The girls nodded but carried on dancing together. The security guard waved me past and I climbed the steps into an oasis of peace and quiet.
About half of the group were sitting down, the rest were probably on the dance floor with Lise and Simi. One of the waitresses gave me a glass of champagne and I sat down next to Angie. Pete and Steve had their heads together in conversation, and Fi was nowhere to be seen. Angie bent her head to mine and said, "Fi went off dancing, and Steve's trying to convince Pete to employ Pauline."
"And will he?" I asked.
"She's family, so of course he will, but he's enjoying making Steve work for it."
The security guard came over and pointed at the top of the steps, "They say they've been invited but they don't have an invitation." Bryan and Diane waved at us and we waved them over.
"Sorry about that," I said, "but Angie and Simone know the owner and he's somewhat protective of his friends."
"It's no problem," Bryan said. "This is impressive," he said as he gestured around. The waitress brought them over a glass of champagne each.
"Where's the birthday girl?" Diane asked.
I replied, "She's out there somewhere with Simone dancing."
Diane asked, "Can we have a word with you and Angie please?"
I nodded, and Angie and I moved over to an empty table and sat down.
"What did you want to say?" I asked. Bryan gestured to Diane to start.
Diane said, "I'll come right to the point. Bryan and I were wondering if there was any way we could join the family." That was the last thing I expected them to say, we looked at them in surprise.
Diane continued, "We are in love, and Bryan was willing to join our extended group in order to be with me. Until we spoke to you and Angie we didn't realise there was an alternative."
Angie said, "I don't understand I thought you were very happy in your group marriage?"
"I was, but I've been feeling a bit like the fifth wheel for the past couple of years. I suppose that's why I was happy when Bryan proposed and said he'd be happy to join the pod. It made me feel that I'd have someone special in the group."
Diane continued, "The trouble is that recently I've got the impression that the others in my marriage wanted to share Bryan more that I felt was necessary."
Bryan said, "It's Diane I love, I like the rest of them. But it was for Diane that I was willing to join her family."
I said, "I know that this may sound silly, but why don't you two just get married to each other and live separately from the rest of them?"
"I've thought about it but I grew up in a polyamorous family and I married into one. I'm used to the companionship and the lifestyle. I just didn't realise that there was an alternative until I spoke to you."
I commented, "The problem is as far as I am aware there are no family members living in the states at the moment. So if we did this, you'd be on your own and I thought that's not what you wanted?"
Diane said, "Bryan's an investment banker and I practice international commercial law so we can work anywhere in the world. We thought we'd settle down where there were some other family members."
I sat back to think and look at them. They were a pleasant looking couple, they were both intelligent and to be honest I was pretty sure that they would fit in easily. But we hadn't brought anyone into the family who wasn't a family member or was marrying a family member in ages. Christ, I actually couldn't remember the last time.
I waved Pete and Steve over, "Can you remember the last time we brought someone into the family who wasn't related to a current member?" I asked them.
Steve said, "Don't you remember, it must be twenty years ago. Tony and Carol Peters, at the time they were friends of Jeff and Gillian."
"God, yes that's right," Pete said, "I keep forgetting that they weren't in Saudi with us. Why do you want to know?"
I pointed at Diane and Bryan. "These two have just asked to join, that's why!"
They both looked surprised, and Pete said, "Diane you understand that the family is very different from the life you have in your polyamorous marriage. We don't live in one big house all together."
"We understand that, and we believe it's what we want. We want to live as a couple knowing that when we desire the support and companionship, the family would be there to support us. After talking to Angie we don't believe that the love we have as a couple will endure if Bryan marries into the pod."
Diane took a sip of her drink and looked at me. She said, "I suppose it's only fair to give you some background so you can understand why we are serious about this."
"That might make our decision easier," I agreed.
"The two couples who started my group marriage, were into the swinging scene. It's where they met, became friends and then lovers. All four of them are bi, and for them buying the house and living together was a logical decision. I met James at a conference where he swept me off my feet and into his bed, and we stayed there for the whole three days. I was a young lawyer working all the hours that God sent and starved of love. James offered me everything that was missing in my life and the fact he wanted me to marry not just him but the whole group was just like being the main character in an erotic novel. The trouble is life doesn't always imitate fiction, and I've always felt like the fifth person in the group -- odd man out, if you will."
Bryan said, "When I met Diane it was love at first sight. She was on a business trip to my home town and we met in a restaurant. I was invited along to make up the numbers by my sister."
Diane added, "We started a long distance love affair, but it wasn't until Bryan managed to get himself transferred to my home town that I had to admit to my polyamorous marriage."
Bryan said, "I must admit I was taken aback a bit, I didn't even realise that those types of marriages existed. But I love her so I was willing to accept the idea of joining the pod to be with her."
I could see that Simone and Lise were about to return so I needed to wrap this up.
"Lisette flies back to Paris tomorrow night, and for the rest of the trip we will be staying at Pete and Angie's. I'm going to suggest that you stay there with us so we can discuss this further."
Pete nodded in agreement and said, "You're welcome to join us. We will all be at the villa Monday afternoon so why don't you come over then. There's a lot we need to explain."
Diane looked happy and Bryan relieved, and then they greeted Simone and the birthday girl as they came over to us. Lise went over to the bar and Simone sat down next to us.
Simone whispered to me, "What was that all about, I could see you were in a deep discussion with Diane so I kept Lise dancing, not that she needs a lot of persuading."
I whispered back, "You remember Diane said she's part of a polyamorous marriage?" She nodded.
"She and Bryan want to get married and Bryan's willing to marry into the pod just to be with her. But they are not convinced their love will survive inside the group marriage. I think Diane's also scared that she won't be happy outside a group scenario, so they've asked us if they could join the family!"
"What did you say?"
"That we needed to discuss it, we've invited them to stay with us at Pete and Angie's for the rest of the trip."
She nodded in agreement and curled up against me. Lise came over with a couple of bottles of water and curled up on my other side. She handed one to Simone and drank the other down. I gave her a kiss which she extended into a long deep passionate kiss, her tongue seeking mine.
We settled down enjoyed ourselves for the rest of the evening. Christophe came back and joined us. He started to tell Simone stories about her mother. They were speaking in French and Lise was happy to listen in. I could only understand a bit of what he was saying, but as Simone seemed so happy to hear new tales about her mother I let them get on with it.
The music slowed down and Fi dragged me onto the dance floor and wrapped herself around me as we swayed to the music. She lay her head on my shoulder and hummed the tune as we moved around the floor. She ran her hand down my back and I caressed her firm arse cheeks.
She raised her face and kissed me and said, "You know I have always loved you."
"I know," I said.
"We've decided," She said, "Now that Mike and Julia are leaving Australia, we will be the last of the family living there. We are going to move here. Pete's offered Steve a job and I can set up a physio clinic."
We kept dancing or at least I was swaying to the music. I asked, "What's Pauline going to do?"
"She's got a job in the Paris office of the company, so she's going to move over there in the New Year."
It was interesting, that after years of being spread out all over the world it looked like the family was growing closer. England, France and Dubai, Pete and I had even discussed relocating the head office to London in a few years.
The song ended and we kissed and separated. We walked back towards our seats and met Simone, Steve, Diane and Bryan coming on the floor to join us.
I went to Simone and she gave me a kiss. "Come and dance with me," I said.
"I will do," she said, "But you need to dance with Diane first."
I held my hand out to Diane and she took it. The music was slow and sensual and she pressed her body against mine. Beside us Simone was dancing with Bryan. I noticed she was happy for him to have his hand rest on her buttocks.
I let my hand caress Diane's back and she shivered and pressed herself closer to me.
She asked quietly, "Does everyone in the family sleep with everyone else?"
"No, it's a personal preference. It's a decision that each person and couple make. We call them our boundaries, we'll show you all that at the villa because we make it explicit and post our boundaries on our family website. By the way, if we do agree, what are you going to say to your marriage partners?"
As I talked my fingers traced their way down the soft skin of Diane's back before running down the silky waterfall of her dress, softly caressing her ass. Little Andy was doing his best to distract me and as she moved against me she could feel his interest.
She whimpered softly before answering, "I'm in a civil partnership, I'm not legally married to any of them. That's why Bryan and I can get married. I'm a lawyer, I will get the civil partnership dissolved. I'll keep my 401k and..."



"What the hell is a 401k?" I asked. 
"It's my pension. For the rest I'll ask for a share of our joint savings and for the equity I've put into the house." 
She moved against me, her fingers clutching my arse cheek as she pushed her belly against my hard cock. "Oh, God, yes," she whispered. 
"Bryan's an investment banker isn't he, so I suspect Pete can offer him a job if he can't transfer with his current bank. And I'm sure we need lawyers." 
She raised her face for a kiss. "Are you really the chairman?" 
I laughed, "Apparently so, although I'm more of a figurehead, it seems I own ten percent of the company." 
She laughed, "Lucky you." Then she said more seriously, "I know I've only known you a couple of days but I completely understand what Angie was telling me about you. Other than Bryan, you are the only other person I've been so comfortable with in years. Are you really the father of her baby; she said you were but I wasn't sure she meant it?"
Over her shoulder I saw Bryan looking at me, I smiled and gestured offering to swap partners. He smiled back and shook his head and pointed at Fi. I heard him say as they moved past, "I've promised the next one to Fi." 
Diane looked at me expectantly, "I agreed to help them conceive a baby," I said. "They asked and I couldn't say no." 
"Please, God, I hope you say yes to us," she said. "I really want to be part of this amazing group. The way you all think is so much what I've been looking for and exactly the way I think."
"I think the pair of you will fit in with us," I said. "But for now, let's just enjoy ourselves and we can talk more at the villa. There's more you should know." 
She smiled happily and again reached up to kiss me, only this time I met her lips and sucked her in to a deep sensual kiss that had her panting when we parted. 
I felt a tap on my shoulder and pulled away from Diane slightly to see who it was. Lise burrowed her way into our pairing and wrapped her arms around both of us. 
Lise said, "It's my best birthday party ever, thank you, thank you for bringing me." Then she turned to Diane and said, "The birthday girl, that's me, would like a kiss please." She opened her mouth and they kissed. Lise raised her hand and caressed Diane's breast and I felt Diane stiffen at the sudden move, but then relax into the kiss. I caresses Diane's other breast and could feel her hard nipple through the single layer of fabric. A quiet moan escaped her lips. 
The music morphed into another slow tune and Diane stepped back, Lise slid into her place. Bryan wrapped Diane into his arms and they moved slowly to the music. 
Lise pressed her lithe body tight against me and groaned when she felt the bulge in my pants press against her abdomen. 
"Fuck, do you know how wet feeling that bulge makes me?" She deftly slid a finger under her dress and brought the glistening finger up to my face. I sucked it into my mouth, again tasting that sweet honey spice that was Lisette. We moulded our bodies together until the music faded away. She murmured, "I love the two of you." 
"Where is our lover," I asked. 
"She was dancing with Christophe a little while ago." She looked around the dance floor. "There she is," and she pointed at the steps. Simone was standing next to Angie watching us and she smiled when she saw us looking. 
She walked over to us and said, "The others are ready to leave, they're going back to the villa for the night. We are all to meet up in the afternoon at the beach club." I looked at my watch and realised it was gone two in the morning. 
"What about you two?" I asked. 
They looked at each other and Lise said, "We want to take our Master to bed and please him until he makes us beg for mercy." 
I laughed and then smiled as they both undid their silver chain belts and hooked them to their collars. They handed me the leads and stood demurely by my side. 
"In that case, it's time to go I think!" I said. 
We said our goodbyes, the collars and leads resulted in a few raised eyebrows. 
As we kissed good night Diane whispered to me, "Do we all get one of those?" 
"Would you like one?" 
She hesitated then said in a shy tone, "I think I might." 
The drive back was memorable for the sight of Lise gently sucking on Simone's nipples. She'd peeled Simi's dress down to her waist and had licked her breasts and then nuzzled at her nipples. Simone had relaxed back against me and had taken my hand and placed it on her unoccupied breast.
"I saw you two caressing Diane's breasts," she whispered. "Were they nice?" 
"They felt very nice," I said as I kissed the back of her neck.
She asked, "Do you want to sleep with her?"
I mused, "I'm not sure, I think we need to get to know them a bit better before we make any decisions. She's very attractive, but the family rules apply. Before any of us sleep with either of them we would all need to agree?"
Lise raised her head from Simi's breast, "I like them and I'm sure they are going to become part of the family. I'm happy for both of you to sleep with them. I think you need to welcome her to the family and I'm pretty sure Fi's interested in welcoming Bryan." 
Simone smiled and said, "Yes I saw the two of them re-enacting that scene from dirty dancing. I like the two of them and I'd be happy to share you with her. I might like to be shared with Bryan too; I thought he was nice." 
The limo driver buzzed from behind the privacy screen to warn us that we were about to pull up in front of the hotel lobby. Simone straightened her dress as we pulled up to a halt. 
The walk across the lobby was interesting as the girls insisted I lead them by their leashes and collars to the lift. They strutted across the lobby past the last customers in the lobby bar. They stared at us, me holding the girls leashes and them following me a couple of pace behind me. We attracted a fair degree of interest and by the time the doors closed both of them were flushed and from the aroma that wafting from them both highly aroused. 
Lise slumped against the rear of the elevator car and gasped, "That was so intense, I'm dripping." She raised the hem of her dress and we could see the sheen of pussy juice on the inside of her thighs. 
"And you?" I asked Simone. She nodded and pulled her dress up to show us the same evidence of her arousal running down her thighs. The ding of the elevators doors opening on our floor caused us all to start. 
I closed the door to our suite behind us and tugged them into me. 
"Stand still," I commanded. They froze looking at me, I unzipped their dresses and told them to take them off. They complied, letting them slide to the floor. I unclipped their leads and they relaxed. They pushed close to me and gasped in concert as I cupped both of their hot mons and slid a finger into each of their wet channels
"What was it you said to me, oh yes, 'We want to take our Master to bed and please him until he makes us beg for mercy'; that's right, isn't it?" 
They both shuddered as my fingers twitched emphasising my words then they smirked at me. They held my hands against themselves and my naked goddesses led me to the bedroom. They had my clothes off my body in seconds and moments later we pulled the covers off the bed and I was the jam in a girl sandwich. 
My cock was throbbing in anticipation and stood hard and upright as they pushed me onto my back. My cock head was enveloped by Simi's warm soft mouth causing me to raise up off the bed and gasp in pleasure. She sucked the head, then she licked down the shaft and sucked my balls into her mouth. Lise straddled my head and her wet succulent pussy hovered tantalisingly above my lips. I pulled her down and lashed my tongue along her plump pussy lips. She groaned and wriggled as my tongue swept back and forth across her lips, pushing between them and tasting her inner delight from the source. 
I groaned, "I need to be inside of one of you, pleeeese!" 
Simone lifted her head, "Is that your command master?" 
"God yes."
She laughed and rose up and straddled my hips. She grasped my cock and rubbed the head along her slit. She moaned and then gave a long groan as she lowered herself down the throbbing length of my cock. Her wet velvet soft passage tightened around my manhood as she tensed her pelvic muscles making me groan. "Fuck that feels good." 
I heard her laugh and then she started to ride the cock horse to Banbury cross. She would roll her hips each time I reached full penetration to flick tip of my cock across the pleasure zone by her cervix. She was panting and quietly moaning. 
Lise was pushing against my face with a greater degree of urgency. Her blood engorged labial lips quivered as I alternated running my tongue and then blowing over them. Her clit had had risen from the protection of its bed and I used a fingertip to rock it from side to side. 
Her response was immediate, "Mon Dieu, mon Dieu, yessss." And my face was slippery with the flood of juice as she came. She began to relax and then gasped and straightened as my fingers entered her and found her G-spot. She moaned and rolled her pelvis to ride my fingers. It didn't take her long to reach her second orgasm, this time she came with a long low guttural cry. Her channel clamped down on my invading fingers and she squirted on my face. The sweet juice drips into my mouth and the taste was sublime 
She was still shaking as she curled up next to my head. She lifted my head up and placed it on her thigh right next to her vagina. She stroked my matted hair and we both watched Simone as she rode my cock. 
Simone had her eyes closed and her mouth open as she sucked air into her lungs. I was rising up to meet her as she sank down. I'd felt her shudder as her body betrayed her with small orgasms, but she was striving for the big one. She looked as though it was close and I was struggling not to come. Simone's sweat-streaked breasts swayed as she moved up and down. I stretched out and caught her moving breast and pinched and rolled her nipple between my fingers. She cried out and then screamed as Lise's fingers found her clit, pushing her hard over the edge into a massive A-spot orgasm. She shook and jumped as her orgasm expanded from her clit to her cunt and on to encompass her whole body. She squirted, her juices spreading over my belly. 
I'd reached my own tipping point and I pumped hot jism into her welcoming channel. "Ohh fuck, Ohh fuck," I groaned as she whimpered incoherently, before collapsing semi-conscious onto my chest. 
Lise stroked my head before she pulled Simone's hair off her face and caressed her cheek. She reached down and pulled the covers over us as she curled up at my side and lay her head on my shoulder. She whispered, "I love you," and stretched up her face to kiss me and then Simone. 
Simone kept shuddering as the aftershocks of her intense orgasm washed over her, causing my still hard cock to twitch inside her. She opened her eyes and gave out a long sigh. Her eyes focused on mine and she whispered, "My God that was fun; told you we'd get you to beg for mercy." 
"You did, I surrender!" I said weakly.
"I accept your surrender," she whispered. Her eyes closed and her breathing slowed as she fell asleep on top of me still impaled on my cock. 
Lisette wriggled, getting herself comfortable. Her fingers traced their way down the arm I'd wrapped around her. She took my hand and placed it on her breast with her own hand on top of mine. We both relaxed and were soon asleep. 

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ <> ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~To be continued 
Oh and please vote. I enjoy reading your comments and e-mails; I'll try to respond to them. Many thanks for reading.
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On the road.
The weather had been kind to us as we left the town of Cherokee and I had the Aston's top down. The road was cutting through the hills and valleys. Before winding its way through the Great Smoky Mountains National Park in the Southern Appalachian Mountains. This was just what the Aston was built for, and she purred around the bends and growled along the straights.
We'd stopped south of Cherokee for a late breakfast at a little family diner. We sat side by side in a booth, and ordered the breakfast special. They had a Wi-Fi connection so we'd made a call on the iPad to Mila and Sally.
Mila was bouncing around the screen with her news. The hospital had agreed to let her start her year of unpaid leave at the end of the week. She was going to book a flight to Denver for the middle of the following week.
"I just can't wait to see both of you, I want the pair of you to fuck me senseless" she said. Thank god we were using head phones to talk. I really don't think that the rest of the diners at Terry's Diner needed to know about our girlfriend's sexual need. Zoe choked on her drink and I patted her on the back.
She whispered to me, "Is she always as blunt as that?" I nodded.
I got her travel plans from Mila and then spoke to Sally, "How long do you think it will be before you can join us?"
There was an anxious look on her face when she replied, "Things are going reasonably smoothly with Clive. We should have the paper work signed and submitted to the courts by the end of next week. The solicitor expects that we should get the decree nisi after a couple of weeks. Clive is applying on the grounds of desertion, and I've moved out of the house and into Mila's flat. Then we need to wait six weeks before he can apply for the decree absolute. I don't need to be here for the decree absolute."
"So what's the issue, there's something you are not happy about?" I asked her.
"It's not the divorce, that going as smoothly as I could hope. I'd hoped that the hospital would give me a leave of absence the same as Mila, but they are saying no. I'm going to have to resign and that makes me sad. This is the only job I've ever had and I'm really going to miss it."
There were tears trickling down her cheeks and I tried to wipe them away on the screen. She held out her fingers to touch the screen and mirror my action, and we both had tears.
She took a deep breath and said, "I have set a date to be with you, in six weeks I will be by your side. Can I put my stuff in storage with yours please?"
"Of course, so can Mila."
"Oh by the way I've sent you some house details by email. There's one in Buckinghamshire I really like, I know it's a long way from here but I think I've fallen in love with it."
"Where in Buckinghamshire?" I asked.
"Hang on let me get the papers...it's on the outskirts of a village called Brill. It's to the east of Oxford"
I thought for a moment, "I think I know it, Linda and I had a few holidays in that part of the country before the twins were born. Let me have a look and I'll get back to you."
"Please do, I love you and I can't wait to see you."
"I love you too, and you Mila," I said as Mila's head appeared beside Sally's. They both blew me kisses and said goodbye to Zoe, then we signed off.
I opened my email and found the links Sally had sent me. I opened a couple before I found the one she was talking about. It was a lovely place set in two acres of mature gardens. The details said it had been built in the 20's and had been fully modernised ten years ago by the present owners. There were enough bedrooms for all of us and a guest suite, it even had its own tennis court and swimming pool. I showed it to Zoe and she poured over the details.
She said, "It's lovely, where is it?
"It's near Oxford in England. I think it's where I'd like us to live when we go back to England after my two years are up."
"We, does that include me?" She said softly.
"Of course you, that's if you want to. All of us, you, me, Sally, and Mila."
"But what about my MD, can I practice in the UK? I don't want to waste all the time and effort I've put in."
"I'd never ask you to. It should be possible. I think you'd need to take some exams when we get there, I can check for you. In any case we are not talking about moving for at least two years."
"I need to think about this, but it doesn't mean I'm not interested. It would be a very big step for me. I know I love you and I'm sure you feel the same way about me. But until we are all together I'm not sure of my place."
"I'm sorry, and you are an idiot. Your place is with us for as long as you want."
Zoe looked at me then a smile flitted across her face. "Kiss!" She demanded, holding her face up and parting her lips. I couldn't resist my little elfin girl and my mouth joined hers in a sensual kiss that had the hairs on the back of my neck standing up.
I needed to make a call to the UK so I got up and walked outside. I found the number I needed and called it. It was fifteen minutes before I rang off and walked back inside. Zoe looked at me questioningly so I told her I'd been talking to my family solicitor.
~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
The dappled sunlight flowed across the car and us as we drove along the winding road as it descended through stands of tall pines. It had taken us almost two hours to reach the highest point.
Zoe sat beside me, the little gusts of wind that crept around the windshield tousled her hair, moulding her tee-shirt to her bra-less breasts. Her shoeless feet were propped up on the dashboard. I kept glancing down at the junction of her tanned legs and hint of her white panties visible below the raised hem of her denim mini skirt. Her sunglasses clad face was resting against the back of her seat enjoying the sunlight and breeze.
The radio was tuned to an oldies rock station. I was contemplating the depressing fact that I'd seen almost all the bands they were playing in my youth. Pink Floyd at Wembley, Genesis at the Dury Lane theatre and the Eagles to mention a few. I recalled that it was a similar warm sunny day that I'd seen Queen in Hyde Park. Who was the girl I'd gone with, Jackie, Jane, no Jo, that was it pretty Jo. We'd both been drunk and got sunburnt that afternoon.
I was brought back to reality by the fingers of her left hand tracing lazy circles on the flesh of my leg below the confines of my shorts. The opening bars of Joe Cocker's 'You Can Leave Your Hat On' started playing, and I started to sing along with the Sheffield growler. Zoe grinned at me and pulled her top off. She stole the baseball cap I was wearing and put it on.
She said, "Am I the girl in the song?" And she arched her back pushing her breasts forward. The wind caused her nipples to harden. I almost drove off the side of the road as I couldn't take my eyes off her perky breasts. I had to pull up at the side of the road and she turned to face me.
I said, "I think this song could have been written for you." She leant over and kissed me. She started at the sound of a trucks horn and we looked up to see a trucker waving from his cab as he passed us heading back in the direction of Cherokee. Zoe blushed a wonderful shade of red and hurriedly pull her top back on. I laughed at her embarrassment and she playfully punched my arm. She gasped as I ran my fingertip around her curve of her breast and pulled her in for another kiss.
She looked at me and said, "I understand just what Mila means when she says that your touch is electric. You touch me and I'm wet." She took my hand and pressed it to the crotch of her panties and I could feel the dampness.
There was a sign for a rest area a couple of hundred yards up the road so I pulled back onto the road and turned into the rest area. There were a few tables scattered about under the trees. Only one was occupied by two couples who looked a few years younger than me. A pair of gleaming Harley Softail classics stood near them. I pulled up near a table about fifty yards from them, and we acknowledge their greetings. The four stood up and wandered over in our direction.
The first held his hand out and said, "Hey I'm Steve and that is a beautiful car, what model is it?"
"Thank you, it's an Aston Martin Vanquish Volante. I'm Michael and this is Zoe." I saw their eyebrows rise as they heard my accent.
I shook his hand and that of his companion who introduced himself as David. Their wives moved around their husbands and we were introduced. Their names were Jacqueline (but call me Jackie) and Petra, and they were all in their early forties. We were invited to join them to eat so I pulled the car up closer as they all walked back to the table they'd occupied.
I got the insulated bag with the food and drink we'd picked up at the diner from the boot and we sat down. I opened a bottle of white wine I'd picked up the night before and offered everyone a glass. We sat sipping the wine. Steve and David waxed lyrically about their bikes. They were on vacation, taking a road trip. They were both architects, partners at the same firm and the four of them had been close friends since college.
Jackie said, "You sound like you're a long way from home Michael, are you here on vacation?"
I shook my head, "No, not really, we're on our way to Denver so I can take up a new post."
Petra asked, "Are the two of you married?' I shook my head. I didn't think now would be a good time to explain the rather convoluted relationships that existed.
Zoe smiled at me and said, "I'm working on him, but at the moment he's my knight in shining armour who looks after me and put me back together when I'm hurt." She held her bandaged arm up momentarily.
"Oh, are you a doctor?" Jackie said.
Zoe said proudly, "Michael is the professor emeritus for radiology at the university hospital in Denver."
"But it doesn't sound like you are American, are you Australian?" David pointed out.
"Nope, I'm British, but I've taught over here before, and this is just a two-year guest teaching post when you boil it down."
Zoe lent back against me sipping her wine and enjoying the sun on her face. I wrapped my arm around her and she sighed contentedly.
Jackie and Petra looked at us and wanted to know how we met. So as they snacked on the food, Zoe gave them a quick synopsis on how we met. While she was talking I took the opportunity to have a look at the bikes.
I'd ridden a few bikes when I was much younger but nothing as powerful as these. I was sort of thinking it might be nice to own one. Zoe saw the gleam in my eyes and turned to Jackie and Petra.
"What's the betting he's the proud owner of one of these in a couple of months," she said.
"So where are you guys heading to?" I asked.
Steve said, "East for another day, maybe as far as Charlotte. Then a loop to the south and back home to New Orleans. What about you two?"
"We are heading west, I'm hoping to find somewhere to stay around Nashville.
Petra said, "Then we know the perfect place for you to stay at. We were there last night. It's called The Inn at Fontanel, it's just north of the city. Dave honey have you still got their number?"
He did and I called them and as luck would have it, they had a suite available for tonight so I gave them my name and credit card details and reserved it.
I checked and it looked like it would take about three to four hours to get there so we needed to get back on the road. We said our goodbyes and the girls exchanged numbers. As we were packing the bags away the guys were getting their bikes ready and I noticed that they weren't wearing helmets.
I walked over to them and said, "I know it's not really my business, but do you know what all emergency departments call bikes and their riders? Donors and donor machines. Do me, your families and yourselves a favour, please wear a helmet."
They looked at me for a few moments, then they shrugged their shoulders and put their helmets on.
As I walked back the car Jackie ran over to me and gave me a kiss on the cheek. "Thank you, we've been asking them to wear the damn things the whole trip."
Back at the car, we pulled out of the rest area and headed off in the direction of Nashville
~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
A little over three hours later we were pulling into the entrance of the Inn. If it hadn't been for the signs I would have sworn I was driving up to the front of someone's house. A group of small one and two storied buildings were set around the main two storied colonial style house. The whole place looked so peaceful and relaxing. I parked in one of the designated spaces and we were met by a porter who took our bags through to the reception.
The receptionist greeted us with a warm smile, "Welcome to the Inn at Fontanel Professor Fitzpatrick, my name is Ann and I hope you will enjoy your stay." I raised my eyes at the use of my name and title. The receptionist saw my surprise and said, "You are the last of our guests to check in, so it had to be you. We only have the six suites here. You are in the Grand Southern suite, you were lucky we had a last minute cancelation." She looked at me speculatively, "The original reservation was for two nights, will you be only staying the one night?"
I looked at Zoe and she looked hopefully at me. "Tell you what, lets extend the stay for the extra night," I said. "We should be able to make Denver in two days if we push it." The receptionist nodded in agreement
"This place is amazing," I said as I looked around the entrance hall. I registered us and Ann didn't even flicker at our different surnames. Very professional I thought and made a mental note to increase the gratuities I was contemplating.
"Would you like us to reserve a table for you for dinner," she asked. I glanced at Zoe and she nodded.
I checked my watch and it was five-thirty, "Yes that would be nice, say seven-thirty?"
"That will be fine, the restaurant is in the building through those doors. Simon will take your bags to your room if you would like to follow him."
We followed Simon through the building to a private entrance to the suite. There was a sitting room that looked like a library and a separate bedroom with a four post bed.
Simon set our bags down and said, "If you let me have your keys, I'll move the car to the secure parking and raise the roof. We get the odd shower during the evening and I'd hate to see all that leather damaged. I will leave the keys at reception for you."
I gave him the keys and tipped him generously. Then I followed the squeals and the discarded clothes to find Zoe in the bathroom looking at large white freestanding bath tub.
She started running the water and said, "It's big enough for both of us, will you join me?" I answered her question by undressing.
I slid into the hot water and Zoe got in and sat in front of me. Resting back against me, her head on my chest and the tips of her breasts just breaking the surface of the water. Her arm with the waterproof dressing lay along the rim of the tub. My firming cock pressed against her back. I wrapped my arms around her and she sighed contentedly.
She murmured, "This feels sooo nice." She wriggled back against me and continued, "I can't believe that I've only known you for five days. I completely understand what the girls mean when they said that it took them no time to know that they loved you. I'm the same."
She turned over to face me, her face peering up at me. My poor hard cock was trapped between us, and I gave a little groan as she wriggled her bottom against me.
She asked, "How is it that you can love all of us? And it's no good denying it because we know you do."
"I never could deny it. It's because you are all different, but at the same time you are part of the whole."
She laughed, "God help you when you try to explain that to my parents." Then she looked serious and said, "Michael what are we going to tell them? I won't be able to hide our relationship from them."
I ran my fingertips down the soft wet skin of her back as I replied. "Are you ashamed of me?"
"God no," she interrupted.
I quietened her with a finger to her lips. "I'm probably not what they were hoping that you'd bring home to them as a boyfriend." I did a quick calculation, "You're Twenty-four, that makes..."
"Twenty-five!"
"Ok twenty-five, that still means I'm thirty years older than you."
She shook her head, "It's not the age difference that's going to be the big issue, it's the religion. Or rather in your case your lack of it!"
Ahhh, I thought, I'd wondered if that was going to be an issue when she'd told me how religious her parents are the day before. It had started innocently, I had wondered aloud to her about the small sand dollar tattoo on her left ass cheek.
~ ~ ~ ~ ~
So she told me the story behind the tattoo. "When I was much younger, my grandmother gave me a sand dollar and a post card with the legend of the sand dollar."
I wasn't sure what legend she meant, so she looked it up on line for me and this is one of the versions we found.

The Sand Dollar LegendUpon this odd-shaped seashell a legend grand is told,
about the life of Jesus, that wondrous tale of old.
At its center you will see, there seems to be a star,
like the one that led the shepherds and wise men from afar.
Around its surface are the marks of nails and thorns and spear,
suffered by Christ upon the cross; the wounds show plainly here.
But there is also an Easter lily, clear for us to see,
the symbol of Christ's resurrection for all eternity.
Anonymous
She said, "I loved my grandmother, and her life revolved around our local Methodist church. When she died I decided I wanted to get a tattoo to honour her. It was a no brainer when I needed to choose a design, the sand dollar was the obvious chose."
I asked, "That explains it but I'm intrigued, why did you get it where you did?"
"My parents are quite conservative and rather religious, it's one of the reasons I came to Denver. I wanted to get a bit of freedom. They wouldn't have approved of me getting the tattoo. So I chose my fanny cheek as it is probably the last place they'd ever see on me."
"So... are you religious?" I asked.
"Yes...well I believe and I like to go to church on a Sunday. But I'm not a fanatic like my parents. Religion makes me feel warm and comfortable inside. What about you?"
"I was baptised into the Church of England and yes I believe in a higher being. But I suppose I'm like a lot of my friends in that if I attend church it's on 'high days and holidays'. But I have to say I believe in evolution and not in creationism or intelligent design."
She laughed and said, "Well that tells me you believe in something, at least that's a start."
I gave her a mock shocked look, "Of course I believe in something, and it's called SEX!"
~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
Zoe stretched up to kiss me and the water sloshed over the brim of the bath. "Well," she said, "I suppose we will have to deal with that when we have to. But right now I think we need to worship at your 'God' and have a quick fuck before dinner. My pussy needs to be filled by that hard thing that's been poking me since I got in this bath,"



"Hey you can't blame me, he's worshiping the naked goddess who's lying on him."
She sat up and repositioned herself above my proud cock, two thirds of which broke the surface of the water like a periscope. The sensations rippled through me as she slowly lowered herself down, encasing me in the soft silky wet flesh of her vagina. Her muscles clutched at me in protest as I filled her, the crown of my cock caressing the entrance of her womb.
She raised her bowed head to look at me, "Ohh, mother, I love you," she gasped and then groaned as she started rocking. I rolled my hips to meet her every move. Water rose and fell, splashing over the brim. Her eyes were unfocused and her mouth open as she grunted rhythmically in tune with our movements. I whispered words of encouragement and she reacted, her movements becoming more aggressive grinding her pelvis against mine.
We came within seconds of each other, her first, followed by me pumping my jism inside her as she sucked me dry. She collapsed onto my chest regaining her breath. Then her lips sought mine. She shivered and I realised that the water had grown cold. We climbed out and I wrapped her in a large fluffy white towel and hugged her to me. She looked up at me with her elfin features moulded into such an expression of love that it physically struck me with its intensity.
What did I do to deserve her love? And that of Sally and Mila! My stomach clenched with the uncertainty of the future. Then I relaxed and realised I just needed to go with the flow. Maybe going with the flow was the true religion of all mankind - allowing one's spirituality to shine through.
I looked at the ornate clock on the sideboard and saw that it was seven o'clock. We got dressed and made our way over to the restaurant. It was larger than I'd expected as it was open to non-residential guests.
We were shown to a nice secluded table that stood by a large open window. We sat down on one side of the table rather than across it. The grounds spread out in front of us were dotted with pools of light from the flickering flames of torches set on poles, giving an almost fairy-tale aspect to the view.
The waiter came over with the menus and Zoe asked me to order for her. I was intrigued to see that they offered a six course tasting menu with selected wines, so that's what I choose for us. The waiter server the first course and its accompanying wine. As I ate I was aware of the glances that almost all the men and some of the women were giving Zoe. And she deserved every last one.
She was wearing the classic little black dress that seems to be the staple of every woman's wardrobe. Hers had a plunging neck line and a scalloped back. The hem came to her mid thighs and she wore lace top stockings, and as she had happy to show me as we'd left our room, no underwear.
As I finish my first course and sipped my glass of wine, I watched the delicate way that Zoe eat, I'm used to dinners using both their knife and fork at the same time. Zoe on the other hand would cut her food up then use just the fork to eat.
I let my hand rest on the top of her thigh and slide up and between them. The silk of her stockings changed to the silky skin under my fingers. She paused in mid chew to swallow to slide her hips forward to push her pussy against my fingertips. Then she looked at me with a needful expression flitting across her face.
She licked her lips seductively, "Please tell me that means I'm part of the menu tonight," she whispered to me.
I replied, "You will be the crowning course."
She finished the last mouthful on her plate and slumped lower in her seat and opened her thighs to allow me full access to her pussy.
She slightly turned to me then said, "My skin tingles where you touch it, Mila said you do the same to her. It's what made her understand how much she loves you."
She saw the waiter approaching and sat up straight. He removed the empty plates, and topped up our wine glasses.
The courses came and went, the glasses were kept topped up. We discussed Zoe's training and I drifted into my Professor role. She had to present a case study in a couple of weeks as part of her radiology course work. I said I'd offer her advice, but I wouldn't do the work for her. What I would be able to do was of course, ensure she picked the best type of case to present. She was surprised when I described the type of case that would be best for her.
I told her, "Never go for the unusual or rare condition, find an interesting but common case and work it to death, cover every aspect. If you go for the unusual case you tend to rely on the uniqueness of the case and don't research the basics of the case properly."
She was surprised, "We're always told to find an unusual case."
"You can do that but it's the complete case that the assessors are looking for and it's much easier to find the right case if you don't limit yourself to only unusual cases."
I could see her pondering this as the meal proceeded and as we finished the crème caramel desert she sat up straight.
"I know just the case, it's a patient that I saw during my first week on rotation. Cancer of the stomach but presented with slightly unusual symptoms, I've followed her through to her successful surgery."
"Sound ideal, you can show me the case next week."
As we finished the meal we were offered coffee and liquors. We decided to take them into the garden and enjoy the rest of the warm evening on a wooden swinging bench under a vine covered pergola. I sat down and Zoe lay down with her head on my lap. I kept us gently rocking as she looked up at me, her face highlighted by the yellow flickering flames of the torches set in brackets on the pergola. In the background was the tinkling sound of water from the nearby fountain. The air was heavy with the scent of the flowered and the tang of the citronella oil from the torches.
Lying in my lap with her feet up, Zoe's skirt dropped down her thighs revealing her sweet pussy. Also, in her relaxed position the top of her dress relaxed affording me easy access to her breasts. I took advantage of both her erogenous zones, smoothing her breasts and occasionally running a finger or two through her moist slit.
I ran the back of my finger along her cheek and down the curve of her neck, amazed by the level on my feelings for the woman on my lap. I'd only known her for five days, yet I couldn't imagine a life that did not include her. I was aware that she must feel something along the same lines as she kept touching me as though to prove to herself I was real.
She confirmed my suspicions by whispering softly, "I keep wanting to pinch myself to prove that this is not a dream."
I bent down and she raised her head and we kissed, and she sighed contentedly.
"How urgently do you need to get back to Denver?" I asked.
"I'm ok for a few days, I informed the medical school I had a family emergency and I needed to take the week off. Why do you want to know?"
"I was thinking we should stay the extra night. The receptionist says she can get tickets for the 'The Grand Ole Opry' for tomorrow night, Emily Lou Harris is playing."
She sat up, "I'd love to go, and I grew up listening to my father playing her records."
"Well that's good because I already told her we'd take the tickets."
She playfully punched my arm, "Thank you darling, I love you." She lay down again this time on her side facing me, with her head on my thighs. With her fingers she traced the growing bulge in my trousers.
She smiled up at me, "Someone's happy we are staying."
"Someone's in shock that a beautiful young lady likes to play with an old thing like him."
She shuffled her head closer and planted a kiss on the bulge. "I love him, I love the way he responds to me. He fits in me perfectly and leaves me feeling all wet and warm."
She undid the top of my trousers and slid the zip down, freeing my rod from the confines of my boxers.
"Oh goody he wants to come out to play," she murmured as she kissed the hardening crown and licked the drop of pre-cum off. She sucked the head gently and rhythmically like a baby with a pacifier, supporting the shaft with her hand. I rested back against the cushions looking up at the sky through the grape vines and the stars twinkling in the velvet black of the night sky and lost myself to the mastery of her mouth. My hand again slid down the front of the dress and I cupped her breast.
She swallowed as she sucked my cum from my inner self. Then sat up to give me a long sensual cum-flavoured kiss.
She said, "I think that was the best tasting part of the meal, you're spicy and slightly salty and I love it."
She lay back down and said, "Take me to bed please."
~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
The wind tousled her hair as she sang along to the Emily Lou Harris CD playing on the audio system in the car. We were driving along the I-70 and the signposts said 'Denver 160 miles' and I was lazing back in the passenger seat. We had been driving for the past two days after leaving Nashville.
We'd had a great second day in Nashville that culminated in an amazing night at The Grand Ole Opry. It had been a fairly long day driving yesterday and we'd found a motel on the outskirts of Amarillo to spend the night. Zoe had looked at me with doe eyes as she asked if she could drive the Aston, and finally I'd buckled.
After a couple of hours driving we had pulled into a service station to fill up the tank, use the rest rooms and get coffees for ourselves. As we walked back to the car I handed her the keys and she'd wrapped her arms around my neck and kissed me. Then she'd almost run to the car and adjusted the seat. I watched as she eased herself behind the wheel. She grinned at me as she slid her short skirt up her thighs until I could see a hint of her blue panties. I'd leant across and kissed her, letting my fingers slide up her thigh and feel the damp crotch. I'd settled back in the passenger seat as she pulled back onto the road, reclining it and shutting my eyes and thought about last night.
It had started out innocently enough with a Skype video call to Susie and Mila as we were getting cleaned up after the long days travelling. The girls were tucked up in bed. I was sat on ours wrapped in a towel after my shower, while Zoe had her shower. The thing was so small you would have needed a shoehorn to squeeze us both in.
The girls were teasing me as they sat up in their bed, propped up by a pile of pillows. The sheet had slid down around their waists leaving their delectable breasts exposed to my voyeuristic gaze. They started by caressing their own breasts, teasing their nipples all the time grinning at me. They were amused to see that my cock had poked out of the flap in my towel and was happily giving them the big thumbs up.
Zoe came and sat beside me, she had a towel wrapped around her waist and was using a second to dry her hair. She said hallo to the girls and then laughed when she saw what they were doing.
She said to them, "Ohhh, please tell me I'm going to be your surrogate again today."
"Would you please, it was so much fun last time," Sally said.
"Do you really want to do that again, it didn't weird you out," I asked.
Zoe smiled at me, "I love it when you make love to me. But when they are in charge of my actions I feel like another woman. And I think you see me as another woman."
In a way she was right. That last time when I shut my eyes and I heard Sally or Mila describe how they wanted Zoe to act, it was like I was fucking them not Zoe. In my imagination the body I was holding morphed into that of the voice I could hear.
"Ok then which of my three lovely ladies do I satisfy first?" I asked. And damn it if Mila and Sally didn't start playing 'rock, paper, scissors' to see who was going to control Zoe first.
Zoe handed me one of my little blue pills. "I think you are going to need this to keep up with us tonight." And she gave me a smirk that made me shiver all the way down to the tip of turgid cock
"Yes, I win," came Sally's voice. "I want some good fashion luvin' Michael." Then she looked at the camera and my image on her screen. "I miss you so much, this is the longest time I've not been able to touch you." She was right I'd never taken more than a couple of weeks at a time off from the department. And even then she would have dropped round with papers I needed to sign. If there was one big regret in my life after losing Sarah. It was the time I'd wasted not realising how much Sally had meant to me.
Zoe spoke drawing my attention back to the present, she asked, "So how do you want him?"
Sally said, "Can you set it up so I can watch his face. I love your body but I do so miss watching his face as he cums, and you need to tell me what he does."
Zoe replied, "That's easy, if I'm on top you'll be able to see his face all the time."
I took hold of her and pushed her onto her back. I pulled the towel off her body and threw it on the floor. "First though I get to taste Sally," I growled.
Zoe gasped as I buried my face between her legs and she spread them as wide as she could. Opening herself to me, the soft dark curls of pussy leading down to the open flower of her womanhood. There was a hint of soap that was quickly overpowered by the heavenly scent of aroused woman, and the first drops of honey dew glistened on her pussy lips. Like a hummingbird I was drawn in and I sipped the sweet nectar.
Zoe twitched and wriggled as my tongue swept over her labia and flicked off her growing clit. She reached down and entwined her fingers in my hair holding my tongue over her clit.
She turned her head to the camera and sighed, "Oh holy fuck Sally he's doing it again. He's licking my clit and my cunt is dripping."
I raised my head and she looked down her body at me. "Zoe love, this isn't your body anymore, it's Sally's. This is her clit I'm sucking, her cunt my fingers are sliding into."
An expression of surprise flitted across her face to be replaced by comprehension. "Yesss, fuck me, fuck Sally," she growled then moaned as my fingertips caressed her G-spot.
I rolled onto my back and Zoe/Sally slid up my body. Her lips seeking mine, my hard cock trapped between us. I heard Sally's voice and I looked across at the screen on the laptop.
She was staring at the camera and licking her lower lip. "Make love to me Michael, cum for me please. Make my body sing for you. Oh, fuck."
The iPad she was using moved and the view changed. Suddenly, I caught a glimpse of Mila's hand by Sally's pussy. Two fingers were obviously inserted in her cunt, and the surrounding moisture was hard to miss.
Sally's tone changed to a more demanding one. "Body, I want you to suck his cock, lick his balls and taste him for me."
Zoe/Sally wriggled down and her mouth opened to swallow the throbbing mushroom crown of my cock.
Zoe managed to say around her full mouth, "Mind, your mouth loves the feel of his cock, the way he throbs and twitches and the salty earthiness of his pre-cum
On the screen I could see Sally lying back against Mila. Her hands were caressing Sally's breasts, but they were both watching us. I smiled inwardly as I groaned, "Sally, your mouth feels fucking amazing; ohh fuck your tongue..."
Zoe was licking around my glans and the sulcus and it was sending waves of pleasure down my shaft. A wicked grin was mirrored in her eyes as she watched my face. She knew I was talking to her but she understood my need to call her Sally.
Sally...I looked at her and her eyes were fixed on mine. Mila was kissing the side of her neck as she pulled and teased Sally's nipples. She also held a little pink bullet vibrator in her hand and was playing it over Sally's clit. I could hear her panting and moaning and Mila's words of encouragement.
There was a growing ache in my groin and I was desperate to feel the warmth of Zoe's cunt surrounding my cock. "Ride me Sally," I told her and she laughed and gave my cock a final kiss before she rose up, grasping it in her hand. She poised herself above my shaft and fed the crown past her labia lips and into the entrance of her velvet-soft vagina. We both gasped as she slowly slid down my Viagra-enhanced shaft until I filled every millimetre of my elfin girl's slick quim.
She leant forward using her hands to support herself on my chest. She turned her head to face the camera, "Mind, he's so big and hard in us, he's touching every part of our cunt," she moaned.
She rose up, her pussy lips clinging at my shaft until just my crown was still nestled in her cunt. I positioned the iPad to capture that scene. Then she dropped down and began to ride me. She looked down at me and her face twisted into a mask of lust as the sensations spread out from her cunt.
I lay there watching her move to her own rhythm, basking in the pleasure she willingly gave me. Her fingers clutched at my chest and her eyes focused on mine.
"Does...Sally's...cunt...feel...good," she gasped out.
I looked up at her and blew her a kiss before focusing on Sally's image again. Mila's fingers were still slowly circling her clit as she watched us. The flush on her chest and the shivers that still rolled over her abdomen told me she had just climaxed.
Sally grinned at us and said, "Michael, fuck me har.."
AHH-OOOOOOOG-GAH
I started awake at the horn from a truck. I sat up in my seat blinking the sleep from my eyes and looked around. Zoe was pulling in front of a truck and she looked over at me.
"Hey sleepy head," she said.
"What was that?"
"I think the truck driver was enjoying the view," and she looked down at herself. The top four buttons of her blouse were undone and the shadow of her breasts were clearly visible. She'd hiked up her skirt even higher and pulled the crotch of her blue panties to the side. Her pussy could be clearly seen.
I grinned at her and she smiled back. "So how long did he get to ogle you," I asked?
She laughed, "Just a couple of minutes, but are you sure it was me he was looking at. She may have been checking my hunky boyfriend out." I laughed at the unlikely possibility.
"How long was I out for," I asked?
"About an hour, I think we wore you out last night?"
I stroked her thigh, my fingertips brushing her pussy. "You can wear me out like that any time you want. She placed her hand on mine holding it in place.
I glanced at the sat-nav display and it said that we would reach our destination in an hour. Off in the distance we could see through the haze the mountains to the west of Denver. We were also seeing more and more hints of suburban landscape.
Time to take the bull by the horns I thought. We'd been skirting around some important decisions the last few days.
I said, "Zoe, have you made your mind up, do I drop you off at your dorm. Or are you going to come with me to discover the apartment the university allocated to me?"
She thought then replied, "I do need to pick up my things from my room. Can you drop me off there? I'll pack the essentials for the next few days and drive over to your place."
"Our place!" I corrected her.
She shook her head, "No it's always going to be the university's, I won't feel comfortable moving in with you there."
"Then the sooner we find a place for all of us the better. I asked the girls to do a search for us. I told them to look for a furnished place for let within an hour's commute. I get a $5000 monthly accommodation allowance, so we might as well use it."
"You don't mind if I keep my room in the dorm do you? It's so useful when I'm working shifts."
I flashed back to my own med student days and remember the pleasure of being able to fall into a bed at the end of a long shift.
"You'd be mad not to," I said and she looked at me gratefully. I thought on and then said, "I'm going to make sure that our new place has enough bedrooms for each of you to have your own. We are all going to need our own space at some time."



She laughed, "You just don't want to be hen pecked all the time."
"Probably true," I admitted.
We lapsed into silence as Zoe navigated the last few miles into Denver. It was early afternoon when she pulled up in front of her dormitory block in the grounds of the university. The rasp of the exhaust echoing back off the brick buildings attracting the attention of the few people in the vicinity. One girl in particular looked closely at us for a moment. Then as we got out of the car she looked at Zoe again and a big smile light up her face and she ran over to her.
She cried out, "Zoe," and the next moment they were hugging. She was a couple of inches taller than Zoe with light brown hair and a nice trim body.
"Where have you been?" she asked. "It was only supposed to be the weekend and you've been missing all week. All I get is a cryptic text saying you were driving back."
She pulled back and looked at Zoe closely and gasped. "What happened to your arm?"
I stood a few feet away and she turned to me and said, "What did you do to her you old pervert?"
I open my mouth to proclaim my innocence but Zoe got there first. "Brianna, it's not his fault. This is Michael and he's been looking after me for the last week."
I held out my hand and said, "Nice to meet you Brianna."
"Oh you're British," Brianna said, as she took my hand.
"So being British makes it ok to be an old pervert," I quipped.
Brianna face went bright red and Zoe laughed as she came over and wrapped her arm around my waist.
"At least you're my old pervert," Zoe said.
"That's professor pervert to you."
Brianna looked at us, "Is there something you haven't told me girlfriend."
Zoe gave Brianna a conspiratorial smile and said, "Michael, can I meet you at your place in a couple of hours. I need to explain everything to Brianna and it'll be a lot easier if I'm not distracted by you."
"No problem, you've got the address?" She nodded and gave me a long kiss. I got back into the car and I followed the GPS voice to my destination.
There was a set of keys and a welcome package waiting for me at the apartment block. I unpacked the Aston and checked out the apartment. It was a reasonable size, three bedrooms, two bathrooms, and a large open-plan lounge-dinner with a kitchen off to the side. The university had stocked the fridge and there were a couple of bottles of wine as a welcome gift.
I put the bags in the bedroom, then I went over my welcome package while I waited for Zoe. I found my temporary university ID and the details of my orientation. My first day was going to start with an eight o'clock meeting with the university president and at nine o'clock the senior radiology staff.
I pulled out my lap top and logged into the Wi-Fi using the password I'd found in the notes. I uncorked a bottle and poured myself a glass of the Napa valley red. Sally had sent me a batch of letting agency links with her comments. I'm no fool, I started with the one she liked.
It was a two story log cabin with four bedrooms. It was set in the hills just above a small lake on the outskirts of a town called Evergreen to the southwest of Denver. I saved the details and checked out some of the others but none of them seemed as nice as the first one. I decided to give the realtor a call. The property was available for a two year furnished let as the owners were in the midst of a divorce and the wife had just taken a post in Japan. I arranged to meet the realtor the next day, and she said there were a couple of other properties in the area that I might like.
I was feeling quite pleased with myself and I sipped at the wine. My phone rang and it was the university's dean's assistant. A pleasant female voice welcomed me to the university and told me that I was invited to a welcome dinner tomorrow night. I muttered my acceptance and said I might have a guest. She sounded a little surprised but noted it down.
After she rang off I sat back and closed my eyes, dozing until the laptop chimed and announced that I had a Skype call.
Mila looked out of the screen and her smiling face raised my heart rate.
"Hi," she said shyly. "I miss you, I was lonely and I wanted to hear your voice."
"Hi to you," I said. "Are you on your own?"
She nodded and said, "Sal's out for drinks with the rest of the department secretaries, it's Judy's birthday."
"Michael, you know I said I was going to get a flight on Tuesday." I nodded. "I've had to delay it to Friday."
Damn I missed her, "Is there a problem," I asked.
"No not really, it's just taking a bit longer than I thought to get everything sorted out that all. I get into Denver at four-thirty. Will you be able to meet me?"
"Of course I can. Do you want me to bring Zoe if she's not working?"
"Please, I want to be able to hug your elfin girl." I grinned at her using my description of Zoe.
"I think we will be able to arrange that. Tell Sally that I'm going to have a look at a place for us tomorrow, this apartment is nice but it's not us."
"Which one?"
"The first one on the list."
She laughed, "Wise choice boss."
I said peevishly, "If that's the one she wants, why send me the other links?"
"Silly man, it's so you think you have a choice." I rolled my eyes in exasperation and she laughed again.
"I'm surprised she hasn't signed the contract." Mila's face went red. "Christ, she hasn't has she?"
"No, but she thought about it!" I groaned and she smiled.
We carried on chatting for another twenty minutes until my phone chimed and I saw I had a text from Zoe. She'd be over in half an hour and Brianna was coming with her. I needed a shower so I said goodnight to Mila.
I'd showered and changed into a comfortable pair of chinos and a Sea Island cotton shirt, by the time the door intercom sounded. I buzzed them in and opened the door and stood in the hallway watching the lift doors.
A ping announced the arrival of the lift and the doors opened. Zoe and Brianna staggered out, each pulling a large suitcase. Zoe had a heavy looking back strapped to herself. I hurried over and relieved them of the suitcases and led them into the apartment.
I took the suitcases through to the main bedroom and walked back to the lounge. Zoe hugged and kissed me.
"Michael, I didn't get the chance to introduce you properly to Brianna, she's my best friend and roommate and she wants to apologise for calling you a pervert - don't you!"
"Old pervert," I reminded her. Brianna went red and I put my arms round her and kissed her on the cheeks.
I said, "Hi, Zoe's girlfriend, I'm Michael her boyfriend." She giggled and raised her lips to mine and gave me a kiss.
"Hey, Zoe's boyfriend, I'm sorry I called you an old pervert. She had told me all about you and what you did for her."
I sat down beside Zoe and Brianna sat down in the chair opposite. Brianna was a final year med student like Zoe. She was on a surgery rotation at the moment.
"Mila called, she arriving on Friday," I told Zoe.
She looked surprised, "I thought she was coming on Tuesday."
"She was but she can't get everything wrapped up in time. I said I'd meet her at the airport, do you want to be there?"
"I'd love to, what time?"
"Half four, can you make it?"
"I think so let me check my schedule." She pulled out her phone and checked the calendar app. She laughed, "I'm scheduled for a tutorial from my new tutor at four, I'll ask him nicely and maybe he will let me go."
She stood up and faced me looking coy, "Professor Fitzpatrick I need to reschedule my tutorial on Friday, and I need to go to the airport with my boyfriend. I'll do anything you want if you let me go."
I tried to put an evil leer into my voice, "Anything, Miss Hansson?"
"Anything, Sir. Just be gentile with me, I'm a virgin." I could hear Brianna snorting in the background.
I pulled Zoe onto my lap and she covered my face with kisses.
"Professor, I promise I'll be a good little girl," Zoe giggled.
"Hmm, I'm not sure I'm looking for a good girl, I was hoping for a very naughty one." She laughed and stroked my face.
Brianna said, "I understand what you see in him Zoe, but I still don't understand where the other women fit in to the picture?"
Zoe opened my laptop and sitting next to Brianna she opened the photo folder. While she showed her the photos of Sally, Mila and the rest of my family and explained the relationships. I busied myself unpacking my bags and getting a load of laundry going. I'd been living out of my bags for a week and I was running short of essentials. I'd shipped several large boxes of my stuff a couple of weeks ago but I didn't want to get them delivered until I knew where I was going to be staying for the two years.
That reminded me. I interrupted Zoe's conversation. "I've made an appointment to view a property tomorrow at noon. It's near a place called Evergreen, do you want to come?"
"Yes please, can Bree come as well?"
Brianna looked hopeful, so I said, "There's not much room in the back of the Aston but if you don't mind the squeeze you are welcome to join us."
"I'll breathe in," Brianna said. I grinned as I looked at her body. There was no fat on the girl. The only thing out of proportion were her breasts. I guess she was a D cup. She ran her hands down her body and squashed her tits together as she took a deep breath.
I couldn't resist it, "Well if you sit sideways they won't be a problem."
"Hey, don't you talk about the girls like that, they have their feelings you know!" And she lifted her top so I could admire her perfect 'girls' in their black lacy bra.
"Bree you hussy," Zoe spluttered with a laugh.
"What, he's a doctor, he'll have seen thousands of tits over the years."
Zoe said, "Yes, but not yours, put them away or I'll start to get an inferiority complex."
Brianna pulled her top down with a laugh, "You and your perfect titties, I'm the one with the inferiority complex."
The growl from Zoe's stomach saved me from any further talk about breasts. We realised that it was six o'clock and we'd only had breakfast today.
I said, "I think we need to feed the starving waif. This is your town girls any suggestions?"
They looked at each other and said, 'The Tavern.'
Zoe said, "It's a bar with a great atmosphere that serves really good food. It's near the hospital so it's popular with the staff. We go there at least once a week."
I asked, "Is it far?"
"It's a good three or four miles from here."
I grinned at them, "Well let's see if we can all squeeze into the Aston."
~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
Brianna was able to squeeze in behind Zoe's seat and I followed her directions to the bar and parked in a space out front.
The place was bouncing but then it was a Friday night. The girls groaned and indicated a large group of thirty year olds at the bar.
Zoe said, "Crap it looks like half the residents are here."
A waitress recognised Zoe and Brianna and she found us a booth. Zoe slid in beside me and Brianna took my other side. She took our drink orders and left us a menu.
"Michael, you've got to try the cheese burger, they serve the best in Denver," Brianna said.
I was fine with that so when the drinks arrived we ordered three cheeseburgers. There was the usual confusion as I asked for chips with mine. Why is it that Americans call chips, fries and crisps, potato chips? Honestly America, the rest of the world can't be wrong.
Zoe whispered to me, "Mike, there are several people from radiology here, and they are looking in our direction. Do you want me to introduce you if they come over?"
I thought about it for a moment, "Just say I'm an old family friend, I don't want to get into any office politics tonight. Which reminds me, I'm invited to dinner tomorrow night and you can come as my guest."
"Dinner with who?" She asked suspiciously.
"Just some of the senior university staff, the president, the dean and so on," I said dismissively.
She looked at me in horror, "Morals clause," she gasped.
"Not relevant as my contract doesn't officially start until Monday." I said.
She asked, "Can I think about it please?"
"Of course."
Brianna started as she saw someone approaching our table. Her face went pale and she said, "Heads up, here come doc perfect."
"What," I said
Zoe replied, "He's a surgery resident who thinks he's god's gift to women!"
"I thought that was me."
Zoe put her hand on my thigh, dragging her nails up my leg to the bulge in my pants. "You are, he just thinks it. But he has been giving Bree a hard time recently."
A six foot two all American hunk sat down next to Brianna without asking. He totally ignored me and started talking to the girls about a case and telling them he was going to present it at the grand rounds on Monday afternoon. The girls responded in monosyllables but he didn't notice.
Finally he saw me looking at him and he must have mistaken my look of annoyance as one of bemusement. He said condescendingly, "Oh I'm sorry if you don't understand any of this, I wanted to discuss an interesting surgery case I'll be presenting with these medical students."
I could sense Zoe tensing up beside me and I gently kicked her foot and shook my head.
"That fine, "I said, "Way above this old man's pay grade." Zoe and Bree smiled. "I'm just an old friend of Zoe's parents passing through Denver."
He held his hand out and I shook it ignoring the tight squeeze, "I'm Neil," he said.
"Michael," I replied.
Neil stood up and waved to get the waitresses attention and while he was distracted I whispered to Zoe. "Guess who's going to be at his case presentation!" She burst out laughing.
"Really," she whispered back.
I passed her my phone and showed her the agenda the university had emailed me. 13:00-14:30 review panel surgery case presentation.
Neil sat down again and went to put his arm around Bree. I saw her flinch away, moving to the back of the booth closer to me.
I said softly, "Remind me Neil, just when did we invite you to join us?"
"Cool it old man, Bree and I go a long way back." And again he tried to put his arm around her.
"Bree do you want him here?" I asked. She shook her head. "Then I think is time you left," I continued.
He stared at me and I stared back.
He stood up then he bent down and said to Bree, "Fine I'm going, but just remember who's doing your evaluation!" He smiled at me and then walked away.
Zoe slid out and went around the table and put her arms around Bree. They both looked at me with a worried expression on their faces.
I smiled reassuringly and said, "When is your evaluation due?"
"The end of next month, do you think he can cause a problem?" Brianna said.
I shook my head. "Nope, not after threatening you like that in front of witnesses." Bree relaxed a bit.
"I am intrigued though, both of you have had issues with supervising residents. Is there a general problem going on here or are these very specific to you?"
Zoe said, "It's not endemic, Tony was my first experience of it and as far as I know Neil being a dickhead is Bree's first time."
Bree agreed, "It is, he's been a bit handsy the last few weeks that's all. But I've heard the odd rumour in the past. Female students being offered better grades for favours."
Our food arrived then so we settled down to eat. I hadn't forgotten about Tony, there was still the issue of the missing purse. We'd decided not to get the police involved. There was only $20 cash in it and we'd been able to cancel her credit and ATM cards. The biggest issue still was the missing ID and driving license. I was sort of hoping that he'd taken it by mistake and she'd get them back.
The food was very good and yes it was the best cheeseburger I'd ever eaten. The large group of residents at the bar left and the atmosphere immediately lightened. Several of Zoe and Brianna's friends arrived and we moved to a larger table. I was definitely the odd one out by almost thirty years, and I kept getting glances from around the table. To Zoe's amusement I would field the 'What do you do?' questions by telling them I was a teacher - well I would be, so it wasn't a big fat lie.
I also got a lot of the 'Gee, I love your accent' comments to which I'd reply, "But I don't have an accent - you do!" I could see that there was a lot of speculation from her friends about my relationship with Zoe. I'd told her earlier that I would take my lead from her. I knew she was nervous, not so much about what her friends would think, but more rather how the university administrators would react.
As the evening drew on Zoe grew much more relaxed, and she went from just holding my hand and little kisses to hugs and big passionate kisses. The story of how we met got told and you could see the change in her friends. When we left we dropped Bree off at the university on our way back to the apartment. We arranged to pick her up next morning.
In the lift she wrapped her arms around my neck and buried her face into my chest and sighed sleepily. When we got back to the apartment Zoe sat down and she looked so cute. She could barely keep her eyes open she was so tired. She looked up at me and held her arms out to me. I picked her up and carried her to the bedroom.
Before I could put her down on the bed, she murmured, "I need to pee, bathroom please." I carried her to the bathroom and set her down carefully by the toilet.
In as little girls voice she said, "Help me, don't leave me alone please."
I knelt down and fumbled with the button on her jeans and then unzipped them. She bent forward and kissed the top of my head
She whispered, "Oh Michael, I love you so much. I wanted to stand on the table and announce it to the whole room, but I was too much of a coward. Will you ever forgive me?"
"Forgive you for what, for being in love with me or not wanting to announce it to the world."
She pulled my head up. "I will never apologise for falling in love with you, I'm just scared what the University could do to me...us when they find out."
"It will be alright," I promised her, and I heard a little sob.
Her hands pushed her jeans down her legs, "I still need to pee," she said.
I undid her sandals and she kicked them off and I pulled her jeans off completely. I hooked my fingers in the waist of her panties and slowly eased them down, stealing a kiss from her pussy as I did so.
"Stop it," she giggled sleepily, "or I'm going to pee myself." She sat down and I heard the tinkle of her urine striking the water. I took a wash cloth and cleaned her up before carrying her to the bed.
She lifted her arms and I pulled her camisole top off. We slid under the covers and she curled up on her side and I curled up behind her. She pushed back against me and sighed as I wrapped my arm around her, my hand holding her breasts. I could feel her trying to respond but almost immediately I felt her relax as she fell asleep. I lay there listening to her breath, her scent intoxicating. Again I wondered about the changes in my life, just a few weeks ago I'd been contemplating the move to the States alone. Now there were three women who wanted to be a part of my life. I kept wondering what I'd done to deserve my good fortune. My eyes started to droop and as my fingers stroked the silky soft skin, I joined Zoe in her sleep.
A sensation of warmth and pleasure woke me up the next morning. Zoe was riding up and down my morning woody, her fingers rubbing the nub of her clit. She saw me looking up at her and she smiled and bent down to kiss me.
"Ohh goody, I'm glad you decided to join me. It was just too good to waste," she panted.
"How long," I gasped as the sensations caused me to curl my toes.
"Long enough that I'm close love, I want you cum with me."



I began thrusting up to meet her and she gasped and cried out, calling my name.
"Ohh Michael I love you so much." And her eyes started to lose focus.
Her nipples were hard points that bounced in front of my eyes and I caught one between my fingers and squeezed and pulled it.
"Fuuucckk," she screamed, and I felt the slick walls of her sensual passage tighten around me as she came. She came to a shuddering halt, her chin bent down touching her chest. Her free hand pressing my chest, supporting her weight. Tears ran freely down her cheeks. Tears of joy. Tears of pain. Tears of love.
My cock throbbed inside her looking for release and I gave a couple of tentative thrusts.
"Nooo," she gasped, "Please don't move for a moment, I feel so full."
I took a couple of deep breaths, forcing myself to relax. She lay down on me, my turgid cock still deep inside her.
She looked at me reproachfully, "You didn't cum did you."
I kissed the end of her nose and replied, "Not yet but there's still hope for this old body."
She gave a little cry and lightly hit my chest with a clenched fist. "You aren't old. Three lovers can't all be wrong, you're well preserved."
I laughed which made her bounce on me which in turn made her move around my cock. With a growl I rolled her on to her back. "My turn," I grunted, "I'll show you 'well fucking preserved.'"
"Fuck yesss," she cried as she wrapped her legs around the back of my thighs.
I plunged into her with short fast strokes and she rose to meet each push.
"Love me, fill me," she chanted as she dug her heels into my thighs urging me deeper and harder.
The ache in my groin grew and I felt my cock swell and my balls tighten as I grew ever closer to fulfilment. I was grunting with each thrust and Zoe's words dissolved into meaningless moans. She orgasmed, her finger nails biting into the flesh of my shoulders. Her silken passage clutched at my shaft drawing my orgasm out of me.
I came with a unintelligible grunt, cum squirting, coating the inside of her cunt as I thrust into her the last couple of times before rolling us to the side still connected to her.
As we regained our breath we looked at each other, my cock twitching in sympathy as her cunt gave little post orgasmic spasms.
"So do you still think I'm well preserved," I asked?
She raised her lips to mine before murmuring, "I love how your well preserved cock feels inside me." She carried on by licking and nibbling at my nipples which made my shaft swell again. She gave a quiet moan as I began to stretch the walls of her vagina.
"Christ yessss," she whispered as she rocked back and forth. She pushed me onto my back again, riding me as she did. She took her weight on her arms and looked down at me.
"I don't care how old you are, you make me feel things no other lover has ever done before."
As she spoke I was running my fingers down her back until I was grasping the soft globes of her arse. The crack between them was slick with the mix of our orgasmic juices. She shuddered as I kept up a slow steady cycle of thrust and withdraw, and she moaned as I rubbed her rosy bud. Her mouth found mine in a long deep kiss, our tongues duelling for supremacy. Zoe cried out into my mouth as I slid a slick finger into her anal passage and rolled it around. She whimpered as a second finger joined the first. I felt both passages tighten as a mild orgasm washed over her and she collapsed against my chest as she could no longer support her weight on her arms. Her orgasm kept coming and growing as I kept moving my cock and fingers.
"Ohh fuck," she moaned into my neck, "Ohh fuck...Ohh fuck...OHH FUUUCCKK." She screamed as the sensations built up and the orgasm really hit her. Her breath coming in fast gasps and her skin slick with sweat.
I relaxed my grip on her arse and she moaned in loss as my fingers stopped violating her anus. I slid out of her cunt and she looked at me disappointedly.
"You gorgeous man, you didn't come?"
"I did earlier, I don't need to cum each time. I love the feeling of you surrendering your body to me."
"My body is always going to be yours, I want you to fill me with your sperm." She looked at me shyly, "I want to have your babies when I finish my training."
"That's a big commitment, are you sure? I don't want you to commit to something you may regret in the future, your career has to come first."
She rolled off me and sat up with her knees bent and her arms wrapped around them.
"I know that I love you," she said, "and it's not a passing fad. I'm in this for the long hall. I don't care if you're older than me." She looked at me over her knees and continued, "The three of us have discussed this you know, and each of us want to have a child with you. I want more than one though."
I sat up and put my arms around her and she leant into me. I said, "You three are the most important things in my life. I love each of you in your own unique way. I'd be honoured to be the father of our children."
She stretched over and we kissed and then she pushed me away. "We promised to pick up Bree in an hour and I don't want to smell of sex when we do." She stood up and held her hand out to me. "You smell as well, join me in the shower please."
How could I refuse her, I followed her into the bathroom and we cleaned ourselves up. I told her that for a cute little elfin girl she does clean up well and for some unknown reason she hit me. I shaved and cleaned my teeth and then beat a hasty retreat. I was downloading all the property details onto my iPad when she appeared in the doorway. She stood five-six in her two inch heels, the skin that I could see, and there was quite a bit, glowed with that 'I've just been fucked' look. She wore a tight pair of white shorts that sat low on her hips and a blue camisole style top.
"Well do I pass muster, senior partner," she asked?
It took me a few moments to answer as I drank in the picture in front of me. I shook my head in bemusement that such a beautiful woman wanted anything to do with me. She began to look anxious at the delay as I put her out of her misery.
I said, "You are one of the most beautiful women it has been my privilege to know. I can't believe that you have chosen to be with me."
She ran over to me and buried her face in my chest. "You better believe it," I heard her say. "You're mine and I'm never letting you go."
~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
I was introduced to the spectacle of the drive-through breakfast at a place called Taco Bell on our way to pick up Brianna. It's not something I would ever repeat, the coffee tasted like dishwater, and pray God what the hell is a breakfast burrito? I'm sorry but even a British rail bacon sandwich is better and that's pushing the bounds of credibility.
Bree was waiting for us when we pulled up. She was dressed in a light green sundress and a shawl. She gave us both a kiss and got herself comfortable in the narrow rear seats. Fortunately it was a lovely sunny day and we all enjoyed the breeze as we headed out of town. I followed the directions the nice GPS lady gave me and about an hour later we were passing through the town of Evergreen and taking the road up to the surrounding hills. The letting agent's directions were quite precise and we pulled up outside the house fifteen minutes later.
The agent, a woman in her forties was waiting by the side of her BMW. She introduced herself as Gloria and she let us into the property. She called it a cabin, I called it a mansion. A huge open plan ground floor dominated by full height windows with a view over the lake. There was a master bedroom off to one side and a study off the other. Upstairs there were three more bedrooms each with their own en-suite. It seemed perfect and as soon as I walked out onto the deck I knew Sally would be happy here.
Gloria pointed out a property on the far shore of the lake "That's your closest neighbour, he's British as well. He's an author, and he lives there with his wife Mia and their two children." She smiled, "My youngest goes to kindergarten with their daughter."
The one downside was the furniture was all pretty old and battered and two of the bedrooms upstairs were completely empty.
While Zoe and Bree walked around outside I sat down with Gloria to work out a deal.
It turned out that this was a holiday home for the owners who were in the process of getting divorced. They couldn't agree on a sale price so had decided to rent it out in the meanwhile. The wife just wanted to sell but the husband was insisting on a price that was 20% above the market price.
I excused myself and went outside and made a quick call to Sally, "Love it's perfect, we can rent it but I think we should put an offer in and try and buy it. Have you put an offer in on the house in Brill?"
"I spoke to the estate agent and the owners are willing to accept our offer of £850,000 if it's a quick sale."
"Go for it, get the solicitors to close the deal as soon as possible. He's got my power of attorney so he can draw from my account."
I heard her squeal in joy, "It really is perfect for all of us Mike."
I said, "Sally I love you, go and buy a home for us while I try and buy one for us here."
We said our goodbyes and I returned to Gloria. "How much are they asking?" I asked her.
"It's $3.500 a month plus utilities."
"No, not to rent, to buy," I said.
Gloria looked at me, "You know I said the husband is insisting more than the market price." I nodded. She looked surprised and said, "He wants $1.4 million."
That was less than a million pounds. "Do you think he'll take 1.3 if it's a quick cash deal?"
"He might I'll give him a call." She pulled out her phone and walked to the other side of the room. She was back in ten minutes with a counter offer. "1.35 and you would need to close in thirty days."
I thought for a moment, "Ok, but only if we can move in by the end of next week, I'll pay the rent but I need to move in as quickly as possible."
She looked really surprised at that but made a call and then she smiled at me. "You've just bought yourself a home."
We sat down and worked out all the details. It would take me a day or so to transfer the bulk of the funds but I'd already transferred enough to get the ball rolling. To keep things nice and tidy I signed a rental agreement to cover the period until we closed.
We shook hands and Gloria said as I had paid a deposit would I lock up when we were ready to leave and drop the key off at her office in town.
I went outside to find the girls and found them looking across the lake at a property on the other shore.
Brianna said, "Gloria said that's Alexander Peters place, I love his books."
"So are we going to rent this place," Zoe asked?
I shook my head, "Sorry no."
"Damn, I liked this place."
"That all right then, we are moving in next week. We just bought the place."
"What, but I thought you were buying that place in Brill?"
"We are, Sally put the offer in today. We are going to have homes on either side of the pond."
She spun around with her arms out stretched, "We are going to live here," she shrieked with joy.
We headed back up to the house and took a lot of photos and measurements for Sally and Mila before we locked up. I dropped the key off and received a full set in return. It would take a few days for the sale to go through, but with the deposit and the rental agreement signed Gloria was happy for me to have the keys.
We grabbed a bite at a local dinner. Then we returned to Denver. We dropped Bree off at her dorm and Zoe ran in to collect her things for Monday.
I tried to convince Zoe to come with me to the welcome dinner that evening, but she was so nervous we finally agreed I'd go on my own.
I had a shower, it would have been a quick one but I think Zoe felt a bit guilty about not going so she joined me in the shower. Rubbing her soapy sensuous body up against mine was the best apology I've ever had.
The Dean's assistant had emailed the address of the restaurant and the cab dropped me off at the entrance at seven-thirty that evening.
It was an interesting meal. The senior academics, clinicians and their partners were there. In a way I was glad Zoe had decided not to come with me because the questions were quite intrusive and it would have been unfair to put her through the interrogation I got. I managed to escape gracefully at ten and got a taxi back to the apartment.
Zoe had fallen asleep on the sofa with the laptop open on her lap. The screen was still alive and I could see a sleeping Sally and Mila. They must have fallen asleep in the middle of a conversation. I closed the laptop and carried my sleeping elfin princess to our bed. I undressed the pair of us and curled up behind her and joined her in the arms of Morpheus.
~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
Monday morning saw me dropping Zoe off at the hospital at seven-thirty before I made my way to the university president's office for my eight o'clock meeting. Just before nine I made my way into the main radiology department. There's nothing like the tang of X-Ray photons in the morning I told myself. Well nothing except a decent mug of coffee. I was introduced to all the senior staff. I had to contain myself when I was introduced to Tony as the rising star of the residents. He'd only seen me for a few moments in the bar in Savannah before he'd pushed Zoe through the door, and it was obvious he didn't recall me. Your time will come I thought.
It was late morning before I found Zoe watching a case in the angio lab with two other medical students. The attending, a radiologist called Simon invited me to scrub in. Well I suppose it was time I earned my grossly inflated salary I thought. It was a relatively simple case. A cryogenic needle ablation of a hepatic tumour, and they used the same image guidance package that I'd used in the UK.
It only took a few minutes to plan then place the three needles we needed. I kept up a running commentary for Zoe and the other students' benefit. We needed to go through several freeze, thaw cycles before Simon and I were satisfied we'd archived the goals of the procedure.
"Well, that was fun," I commented as I stripped off my gown and lead coat. "And the best bit is you get to write up the procedure notes," I told Simon.
I turned to the students, "So do you have any questions?"
Zoe and the other two had several question and for the next hour I happily slid into my teaching role. By the time I'd finished we'd had to move to a viewing room as more of the staff joined the impromptu teaching session. There was a mix of nurses, Radiographers and junior and senior medical staff in addition to the three original medical students. When I finally stopped my voice was horse and I looked around at the faces and knew I'd made the right decision to accept this post.
I stood up and said those magical words we all remember, "That's all folks."
As the group dispersed I greeted all those I hadn't met earlier in the day. Finally, I was able to grab a word with Zoe in private.
Zoe whispered, "Sally and Mila said you were amazing to watch and they weren't kidding. I didn't think I could love you anymore but I was wrong." She checked the room and gave me a quick kiss.
"But did you learn anything," I asked.
She punched my arm, "And then he proves how dumb he can be."
She looked at her watch. "You've got 'Doc perfect's' case presentation in thirty minutes. Do you want me to show you where it is?"
"Lead on beautiful," I told her.
We picked up coffee and sandwiches at the coffee shop in the lobby and then she escorted me to the lecture theatre. She squeezed my hand as we entered before she scurried off to join the rest of the medical students. I saw Bree wave and I smiled back.
As I was part of the review panel I has a reserved seat at the front. In the few minutes before they started I was introduced to several more of my new colleagues. The room filled up quickly and I got my notebook out.
The lights dimmed and the chief of surgery stood up and said. "Before we start I'd like to introduce our new college who joins us after an illustrious career in England. Professor Michael Fitzpatrick, a past president of the Royal College of Radiologists."
I stood up to a round of applause and said a few words of thanks. I could see Zoe bouncing on her seat at the back of the room. At the lectern I saw 'Doc Perfect' go white when he recognised me from the tavern.
"Well that was fun," I said to Zoe and Bree as we met up for a drink in the Tavern after work.
Bree laughed, "I don't think I've ever seen 'Doc Perfect' so flustered. What were you doing to him Michael?"
"Nothing much, I just kept smiling at him," and I smiled at her. It was actually quite an evil grin that would let any recipient know they were soon to be shown a hell they couldn't even imagine.
Bree shivered, "Good god, please don't ever do that to me again - promise me."
I grinned at her, "I promise, unless of course you've been a naughty girl, Bree. You do know how to be a naughty girl, don't you?"
Zoe punched me and then kissed me. "I got this back today," and she showed me a purse.
"Yours," I asked and she nodded. "Is there anything missing," and this time she shook her head.
She said, "There was a note at reception that it had been handed in at the hospital security office. They said it had been handed in anonymously. There's an extra $500 in it."
"You've had no message from Tony?"
"Just a text to say that we needed to talk."
"I guess that the money's at least an indication that he knows he's screwed up."
"What's going to happen to him? We reported him to the police in Savannah for assaulting me," Zoe commented.
"Do you want to pursue it, we can always go to the campus police," I asked, as Bree urged her to do it by vigorous nodding.
Zoe looked confused, "I don't know. I'm not convinced he did it on purpose. And anyway if he hadn't I'd never of met you, my wonderful senior partner." She leant back against me.
I put an arm around her and she sighed happily. I said, "I suppose I should be grateful for that, but it doesn't mean we can't have some fun with him."
"Sally said I needed to watch you."
"And you believed her?" I snorted. "So what did the three of you decide, it looked like you fell asleep talking to them."
"I sent them the plans for the lake house and they sent me the drawings of the place in England. Did you know it's got a swimming pool and a tennis court?" I murmured yes.
"Mila and I will go furniture shopping when she arrives. I was to tell you that the only rooms you are allowed to give input on are the study and the kitchen."
"Hey what about my bedroom?"
Zoe gave me a condescending look and pulled a piece of paper from her pocket and read from it. "Michael, we have decided that each of the wives will get their own room. You will get the master bedroom but if you expect us to sleep with you, we will decorate it."
She smiled as she looked up at me, "This will be the same for both homes and this is non-negotiable."
"Crap," I muttered in mock indignation.
Zoe laughed, "Sally said that's what you would say. She said she's had to live with your taste in furniture for the past ten years, now it's her turn."
I spent the next couple of days sulking but I knew this was one battle I was always going to lose. My highlight of the week was when Zoe and Tony finally sat down in the Tavern on Thursday night to discuss the events of the weekend in Savannah. He'd been trying to get her on her own in the department but between us we'd done a masterful job in avoiding him. He had ended up resorting to sending her emails asking for a meeting.
She didn't want to see him on her own, so we got to the Tavern a few minutes early. She chose a table to sit down at where I would be able to see and hear what was said from where I was sitting at the bar.



Tony walked into the bar and joined Zoe at her table, and I listened as they talked. Tony was nervous and kept trying to spread the blame. Zoe wasn't having that and started to lay into him.
She pointed her finger at him and said loudly, "Why don't you just admit that the whole trip was a set up to get me into your bed."
The barman started to move in their direction but I managed to catch his eye and stop him. I gave him a $100 bill and said, "She needs to get this off her chest, let her finish please." He shrugged his shoulders and stepped back behind the bar.
Tony was trying to calm her down but he didn't have a snowball's chance in hell of achieving that.
"You were so damn eager to stop me causing a scene you pushed me through a pane of glass." Zoe shouted, "You realise if it hadn't been for the fact there was a brilliant doctor in the bar I could have bleed to death you asshole." She thrust her arm out at him pointing at the dressing that still covered the wound.
"And do you want to know who it was who saved my life and helped me get back here after you deserted me - taking all my money and identification?"
She pointed at me and said, "He did."
Tony followed the direction her finger was pointing and saw me sitting at the bar looking at them. I turned towards them, fully revealing myself to Tony.
He groaned, "Ohh, fuuuuck," and went as white as a sheet.
"Professor Fitzpatrick, I err..."
"Just go home," I told him, "We will talk about your future tomorrow in my office ... if you even have a future."
He stumbled out of the bar and Zoe threw herself into my arms.
"Ohh god that was amazing, did you see his face?" She asked me.
I gave her a kiss and the barman handed her a brandy which she swallowed in one gulp.
She said, "What are you going to say to him?"
"I'll read him the riot act and let him know that I'll be keeping a very close eye on him for the rest of his residency," I said. "He's not a bad radiologist, just a crap person."
"Take me home," she said, "and fuck me silly."
The bartender heard her words and gave us a double take before acting as thought he hadn't heard anything.
Could the knight refuse his elfin princesses command. Never in this world.
~ ~ ~ ~ ~
Friday dawned and I woke up with Zoe sprawled over me and the bed sheets twisted around us. She tried to move and her thigh was stuck to me with the dried evidence of last night's debauchery.
Her eyes opened and she looked at me with a contented smile, then she groaned as she tried to move again.
She whispered softly, "Christ, I'm sore, did we really fuck for most of the night?"
I kissed her soft lips and said, "No, we only fucked the first time, the rest of the night we made love."
"And how!" she murmured, and then she started, "Did I imagine a phone call last night?"
"No you didn't, Mila called to let us know she was boarding her flight."
"Did I talk to her?"
I smiled in recollection, "No, you were a bit occupied at the time. Mila was quite impressed how religious you are though."
"Why?"
I laughed, "She said that all she could hear of you, was your voice in the background crying out 'oh god, oh god' over and over again."
Zoe buried her face in my chest and giggled as she remembered what she was doing at that time.
I said, "She did have a complaint though." Zoe raised her head to look at me questioningly. I continued trying to keep a straight face, "She had to find a loo, she needed to change her panties as she got so wet listening to you."
"Nooo, oh god, she didn't did she?"
I laughed again as she blushed a beautiful shade of pink.
The routine of the day intruded into our musings and the alarm clock went off. Zoe untangled herself from the bedding and me and disappeared into the bathroom. I changed the sheets, tossed the linen in the washer, and made the bed before joining her in the shower.
I dropped Zoe off at the University for a lecture and made my way to the radiology department. Tony was waiting for me and as I'd promised I tore a strip off him before telling him he was a bloody good resident and would go far if he thought with his head not his dick. I'd worked out the cost of Zoe's medical and trip expenses and suggested that he would be wise to offer it to her.
He cautiously asked, "If I do will that be the end of it?"
"I think so, we discussed it this morning and she'd rather it wasn't an issue anymore. But if I ever find out that you let this influence your clinical evaluation of her work I will come down on you like a ton of bricks."
"It won't, she's too good."
He left my office and I got called to the angio lab for a couple of cases.
Zoe found me in my office at lunchtime eating a sandwich. She sat down on the edge of my desk and stole the other half of my tuna mayo sandwich.
"I saw Tony earlier," she said, "He gave me a cheque. Said it was a peace offering to cover the costs of my medical expenses and the trip." She held it out to me, "Is this anything to do with you," she asked?
"I might have suggested it," I said to her with a slight grin.
"Thank you, but you realise you paid most of these."
"I know that but he didn't, in any case it was you that he injured and your stuff he destroyed. You endured the pain and suffering."
She checked that she'd closed the door and slid off the desk and into my lap. She wrapped her arms around me and gave me a sensual kiss that left me gasping. I slid me hand under her white coat and caressed her breast through her scrub suit top.
Zoe gave a little moan and then said, "Mila's arriving this afternoon. I'm looking forward to meeting her in the flesh, but it's going to be strange not having you all to myself."
"I think it's going to be strange for all of us," I said as she wriggled in my lap as I teased her nipple.
"Stop it you bastard, I've got a ward round in fifteen minutes."
"What time does it finish?" I asked. "Mila's flight gets in at four-thirty."
"I'll meet you in the lobby at three-thirty. It'll take an hour to get to the airport from here, but we can still be at curbside to pick her up before she gets there. You know your car is not going to be big enough for the three of us and Mila's luggage."
"Shit. "You're right it's not big enough. I hadn't thought of that."
Zoe thought of a moment and then smiled "It's not a problem," she said. "I've got a key to Bree's car, it's a Kia SUV, there's lots of room. I'll pick you up from the apartment."
"We are going to have to get a bigger car," I mused, "but I'm not selling the Aston."
"Cars," Zoe said. "I'm going to need a reliable one and so are the others."
She jumped up from my lap and straightened her clothes. "Ward round, I've got to rush," and ran out of my office.
We parked in short-term parking at DIA and stood at the concourse exit waiting for Mila to appear. Zoe had insisted we stop to pick up a bunch of flowers. I kept looking for Mila's chestnut brown hair and at last I saw her hurrying down the long corridor towards us.
"Mike," she shouted as she let go of her bag and threw herself into my arms. She spun me around as she showered kisses on me before stepping back and hugging Zoe.
They kissed and laughed, and I heard Mila say, "Does he know yet?" Know what I wondered.
There was a tap on my shoulder and I turned to see a pair of the most beautiful green eyes staring at me.
"Hi Michael."
"Sally ... what? ..."
~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
To be continued
Oh and please vote. I enjoy reading your comments and e-mails; I'll try to respond to them. Many thanks for reading.
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Tales of Dirty Old Man: the background and main characters
I've submitted this in group sex as the bulk of the chapters have been submitted in this section. I'm sorry if you don't think it should be here.
I've had a lot of requests to explain the premises behind the family and list who the family members are. To be honest I need to refer back to my notes on a regular basis when I am writing, so this is as much for me as it is for you. I am very grateful for all the feedback I've received from you, I feel that my writing has improved because of it.
~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
The story is set in the last 6 months of 2006, and follows Andy as he reconnects with life and the family after his wife's death several years earlier.
Introduction.
The family is the backbone of the story. The family started as a loose group of friends in Saudi Arabia, who met or went there in a relationship in the 1980's. Most of them all worked at the same hospital. They rented a couple of villas and from that they developed into group that shared their finances, friendships, and love. The family is best described as a financial and emotional cooperative. The members have their own small close family relationships, and a broader group dynamic. It is not a polyamorous family, rather the members have their own small relationship groups that interact with each other in various ways that are defined by a set of boundaries that each person creates.
The first family members were Andy, Ros, Julia and Mike and they were quickly joined by Peter, Ann, Jeff and Gillian [see the character lists below]
Over the years they have developed a set of rules that they all lived by.
There are several core family rules.
1.All members must be totally honest to all other family members in regards to their relationships. The upside of this is that no one has ever had a secret affair.
2.We are allowed lovers from inside and outside the family. But never without our partner's permission
3.We don't have unprotected sex with anyone outside the family. And we all have regular checkups.
The family provides various types of support:
There is a support group - this started as a news letter and ultimately became a collection of multiple on-line support and information pages, the so called 'Family Help Pages' that are mentioned throughout the chapters.
Financial support; Whilst it was not required, almost all the family members have from the beginning invested their saving through Peter, (initially he invested it with established financial institutions. But as he grew more experienced he branched out on his own and from this his company A&R finance was born). A small % of the profits from the family savings are funnelled into the family accounts. Additionally the family own a small percentage of the firm and the profits are used to boost the family bank balance. As of this story the family has investments worth in the region of £20 million.
The family accounts are used to support the education of the members children and pays for a family medical insurance policy. There is a family pension scheme, that will pay out at 55. Additionally the funds are use to pay for major family events, such as an annual group family holiday and special events.
Emotional support; all family members offer emotional help to other family members. Andy and Ros were very active in this role and lately Simone has stepped up to take Ros role.
~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~
As of chapter 17 these are the main characters in the Dirty old man universe.
The family:
Andrew (Andy) Morton, the tales main character is 52 years old, and is a retired physiotherapist. After leaving Saudi he owned his own thriving private sports physiotherapy practice. A couple of years after his wife's death, he sold up and bought a 75 foot Dutch barge and at the start of the story is cruising the rivers and canals in France.
Rosetta (Ros) Morton, was his late wife. They met in Saudi in the mid 1980's where she was a nurse at the same hospital Andy worked at. They have two children. She died of cancer almost four years before the start of the stories.
The Contessa Simone Helena Rachael Laurent-Duval (Simi) is Andy's fiancé and 32 years old. She is currently in the middle of a divorce from her husband Bernard. She owns an extensive vineyard and winery, which is presently managed by her father.
Lisette Nicole Thierry, an 20 year old art student at the Sorbonne in Paris. She met Andy and Simone in La Rochelle. She was working over the summer as a waitress at her uncles cafe. She is now their lover and lives in an apartment belonging to A&R financial services.
Kirsten (22) and Chris (20) are Andy and Ros's children. Kirsten is a graphic artist and is in a relationship with Christina. Chris is in his final year at university.
Michael (11) and Anna Laurent-Duval (9) are Simone and Bernard's children (although mentioned in this section, as they are not 18 they are of course not full family members)
Julia Cunningham (49) is Andy's oldest friend, they have been lovers for thirty years. Mike Cunningham (52) is her husband and also is one of Andy's closest friends. They live in Australia but will be moving to France in a few months to be closer to Andy and Simone. Christina (Chrissy) (22) is their their daughter and Kirsten's lover
Peter Moore (55), Pete was Ros's boyfriend when she first met Andy in Saudi. Angela (Angie ) (35) is his second wife. They both work together at A & R financial services. They live in Dubai. Angie is pregnant with Andy's child at the request of Pete and Angie. Pete is unable to father a child because of an earlier vasectomy. Pete is a financial wizard and controls the family finances
Ann Davies (50)was Petes first wife, they have two daughters, Michelle and Jennifer (18 & 19), who are both Andy's goddaughters. Paul Davies (52) is Ann's second husband.
Steve Robinson (50) and Fiona Robinson (48). Fi worked with Andy as a physiotherapist. Steve worked in insurance, they are both Australian. They are close friends and were very early members of the family.
Pauline (18) is their daughter. Steve and Fi are intending to relocate to Dubai, and Steve will work with Pete
Jeff Rodgers (49) and Gillian (Jill) Rodgers (49). Jeff was radiographer and Andy's flat mate in Saudi and Jill was a nurse. They have three children. Two boys and a girl.
Diane and Bryan, are an American couple from the last few chapters who wish to join the family.
~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
Other characters from the stories.
Bernard Duval (40's)- Simone's ex-husband
George Laurent (60's)- Simone's father, Chairman of the family wine business
Helene - Simone's mother (died when she was 10)
Rachael (late 50's)- Simone's aunt
Sarah - Housekeeper at the chateau
Gaston - Sarah's husband, manages the vineyards
David and Julian - restaurant owners
~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
I hope that this information helps you enjoy the tales of Andy and the rest of the family.
Andyhm
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I'm sorry that there has been a long wait for this chapter. I lost my mother recently after a short illness. It's taken me a while to feel like writing again, and I'm not really up to speed yet.
This is the 17th chapter in this series - I strongly recommend you to read the previous chapters in order before this one, it's not going to make a lot of sense otherwise. 
I can't thank Romantic1 enough for the time he spent reviewing and editing this and the previous chapters.

***************************
Simone kept shuddering as the aftershocks of her orgasm washed over her, causing my still hard cock to twitch inside her. She opened her eyes and gave out a long sigh. Her eyes focused on mine and she whispered, "My god that was fun, told you we'd get you to beg for mercy." 
"You did, I surrender!" 
"I accept your surrender," she whispered. Her eyes closed and her breathing slowed as she fell asleep on top of me still impaled on my cock. 
Lisette wriggled, getting herself comfortable. Her finger traced their way down the arm I'd wrapped around her. She took my hand and placed it on her breast placing her own on top of mine. We both relaxed and were soon asleep. 

~ ~ ~ ~ <> ~ ~ ~ ~
 I woke up the next morning before both of my lovers. Simone had rolled off me at some point during the night and had curled up on her side. I had spooned up behind her and Lise behind me. I had my arm draped over Simone and I was holding on to her breast and she was quietly snoring. My full bladder was urgently trying to attract my attention and it took me a few minutes to extract myself from between my lovers to be able to give it the attention it deserved. Lise half woke up and then wiggled forward and curled up against Simi. 
There is an immense sense of satisfaction gained from that first pee of the morning, that uncomfortable full feeling disappears and all feels right with the world. I looked at myself in the mirror and smiled at the dried encrusted evidence of last night debauchery over my face and body. 
I had a quick shower and began to feel like a new man - a dirty old new man to be precise. I dried off and cleaned my teeth and headed back to the bed. I snagged a couple of water bottles from the fridge on my way. I slid in behind Lise. She rolled over and opened her eyes. 
"Hey beautiful," I murmured. 
She groaned and looked at me with sad eyes. I passed her a bottle and she drank half without taking a breath. 
"You are a life saver," she managed to say when she pulled the bottle from her lips. Then her face twisted and she wiggled down the bed. "Shit, need to pee," she groaned and ran to the bathroom. 
The tinkle of pee on water seemed to last for ever and then I heard the shower running. I rolled onto my back and propped myself up on the pillows and took my time to enjoy the sight of Simone asleep beside me. Her hair had fallen over her face and I pulled it back and ran the back of my finger down her cheek and the curve of her neck. Her eye lid fluttered and she batted my hand away. 
She moaned, "Stop it, you evil bastard, I'm asleep." She rolled over and curled up against me. She licked her lips and I shook the half empty bottle of water. 
Her eyes opened and her hand reached out, "Gimme." She sat up and finished the bottle. She looked around the bed and asked, "What have you done with her?" 
I pointed in the direction of the bathroom. "She's in there." 
She groaned and crawled out of the bed. The sight of her cum encrusted thighs as she walked to the bathroom, was more than enough to trigger the memories of last night and get me hard. 
I lay back against the pillows and I had one of those 'it can't be real' moments. For the life of me I couldn't understand what two of the most beautiful women I'd ever seen saw in me. I kept expecting to wake up and find it was a dream. Well if it was a dream I was damn well going to enjoy it. 
I heard them giggling and laughing in the bathroom and I was seriously contemplating my second shower of the morning. First one then the second of my lovers appeared in the doorway and posed for me to enjoy the beauty of their naked bodies before they came over to the bed and crawled up towards me like a pair of hunting cats stalking their prey. They pounced and pinned me down and I cowered beneath them. 
I looked up at both of their happy faces, and I just had to ask the question that was rattling around in the back of my mind. 
"There's something I need to understand," I said. "Why me, when there are so many other better looking younger men out there you could have picked?"
Simone said, "There are, but they aren't you, none of them come with the Andy factor. It's the way you think about us before yourself."
Lise interrupted, "It's the way you always give us 100% of yourself all the time, you never hold anything in reserve." 
"I remember watching you that first day, you weren't the most attractive man in the square, but you were the one that every woman looked at. I was so jealous of Lise because she got to talk to you." 
Lise looked at her and said, "I cried when he left with you. He'd been so nice to me, talking to me as a person. He made me feel he wanted to know me and not that he was trying to get into my panties." She laughed, "Mind you if he'd asked I'd have let him fuck me on the cafe table I was so wet." 
While they spoke I was caressing their backs, running my fingers down their spines and past the dimples of Venus to the curves of their butts. There was such satisfaction in feeling their soft skin ripple under the slight pressure I applied. Knowing they were responding to my touch. 
"So you've no regrets," I asked?
Two hands were pushed into my face. Simone said, "Idiot, do you think we'd be wearing these rings if we had any second thoughts or regrets." 
I admitted defeat and lay back enjoying the sensations the rubbing of their naked flesh against mine produced. I endured their teasing until they had achieved their goal. Little Andy had risen to a definite ten, possibly even an eleven on the Romantic1 scale of hardness where ten was supposedly the max. 
Lise looked at us both hopefully, "Mistress, can I have the Master to myself please?"
Simone smiled at her, "Think of it as my belated birthday present to you, beautiful." She got up and pulled one of my tee-shirts over her head, on her it came down to mid-thigh. "I'm going to order breakfast, they can serve it on the balcony. You've got about thirty minutes, don't waste any of them." She bent down and kissed both of us before leaving the bedroom.
Lisette grinned at me and took my cock in both of her hands and licked the head. 
I dragged a couple of pillows down the bed. Then I grasped her and flipped her onto her back tucking the pillows under her arse and buried my face between her thighs. She groaned as I licked her pussy lips. The soft dark golden hair of her pussy was starting to grow back and she'd trimmed it into a strip to cover her tattoo. She tangled her fingers in my hair pulling my head closer, directing my tongue to her clit. She groaned again and then moaned as I pushed my fingers deep into her wet cunt. 
She looked down at me, "Oh God Andy fuck me please, I need to feel your hard cock inside of me. I want to feel full." 
I moved up the length of her body supporting myself above her with my arms. "Now?" I asked and she said yes. She had her legs open to welcome me. I positioned the head of my cock between her plump labial lips. I pushed gently and the head disappeared.
I held it there for a few moments before asking again, "Now?"
She wrapped her legs around my waist, urging me with her feet to go deeper. She looked up at me and cried out, "Fuck yes, now; fuck me like the dirty bad slave I am." 
With one hard thrust I was all the way in, my balls slapping against her arse. Her eyes rolled back and she screamed, "FUUUCCKK YESSSS." 
I was thrusting away, long hard deep strokes, and she was rolling her hips to meet my thrusts, grunting each time I pushed in. I kept thrusting through her first climax. Her fingers were digging into the flesh on my back as she shuddered. 
I kept on thrusting adjusting the angle so the head rubbed across her G-spot each time, her heels drumming on the backs of my thighs. Both of us were grunting with the effort and the slap of my balls against her arse was a counterpoint to each stroke. 
Another orgasm racked her body and she began to moan, "Nooo, oh god, no more." 
But I was getting close and I wanted, no I needed to empty myself into her willing vessel. My balls tightened and the ache grew at the base of my cock. Another few thrusts and I lost myself to the moment of orgasmic pleasure, as my hot cum jetted in streams from my cock into her cunt. 
I gasped and shuddered as I lost control of my rhythm. Lise cried out as the sensation of the jism filling her pushed her over the pleasure boundary she'd been riding and she climaxed a final time. 
I kept shuddering and rolled to the side as I collapsed not wanting to crush my lover. She stayed attached to my cock like a limpet to a rock and as we regained our breath she crushed my lips with her own as we kissed.
For a while we lay still, arms wrapped around each other just looking at each other's face. She tentatively ran the back of a finger down the side of my face, stroking my beard. I did the same to her caressing her face and neck. I continued down her chest to her puffy areola and hard nipples. 
A smile graced her lips and she murmured, "Thank you Master, this unworthy slave is grateful for the pleasure she received."
I laughed, "Idiot," and she giggled. 
I touched her collar and said, "I worry that you take this too seriously sometimes?" 
"Chéri, it's fun; we both trust you. We know you would never take advantage of us. Plus we really enjoy it, you saw how wet we got just walking across the lobby."
I remembered their glistening thighs last night and how wet they were in the elevator. 
She looked over me and said, "It's true isn't it?" I felt the bed bounce slightly as Simone sat down behind me. 
"What's true?" She asked as she reached over me to stroke Lise's hair. 
"That we like wearing the Masters collars; he's worried about us." 
"Why are you worrying darling, if we didn't want to wear them, we wouldn't." Simone instinctively touched hers as she spoke. "I love wearing it, I want people to know that I belong to you. That I love you with all my heart." 
Simone asked Lise, "Was the Master good?" 
"Mistress I thought I was going to die he was so good." 
"Oh, for pity's sake," I moaned, Simone silenced me by covering my mouth with hers. 
Then she said, "You two need to get up, breakfast is ready for us on the balcony." She stood up and pulled my tee-shirt off and pulled on a pair of shorts and a halter neck top. 
I pulled my semi erect cock out of Lise's cunt and we got out of bed. A trickle of cum ran down her thighs as she made her way to the bathroom. She squatted over the bidet and cleaned up the mess I'd made on her. 
We joined Simone on the balcony of the hotel suite and started on the breakfast laid out on the table. Simone had dug my laptop out of my bag and had been logged on to the family website while Lise and I had been entertaining ourselves.
"Anything new?" I asked as I pointed at the screen with a half-eaten slice of toast. 
"Steve's posted some of the photos from the boat trip. He even got a couple with us and the shark. That was no baby!" 
I grinned at her, "Honestly he was only a youngster, and I've seen them at least twice as long." 
I peered at the screen as she scrolled through the gallery. There was an unwritten rule about posting photos to the site, which had carried on from the early days of sending photos through the post. Nothing explicit was the rule, yes there were nudes but always in a casual setting, sunbathing by the pool type of thing. 
There were a couple of great shots of a topless Lise in mid-air as Pete was throwing her into the water. And he'd managed to get some excellent shots of Simone and me on the boat. 
Simone looked up at me and asked, "Can we go up to the beach club this morning rather than waiting for this afternoon?" 
"I don't see why not." I replied. 
Lise asked, "What time do I need to be at the airport tonight?" 
"The car is booked for ten tonight, how long do you need to pack?" 
"It'll only take me a couple of minutes to finish up, I'll do it later." 

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ <> ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
 An hour and a half later we were pulling up to the gatehouse at the beach club. I signed us in and we took one of the golf carts up to the clubhouse. Kevin was waiting for us and he made a beeline for Simone. 
"Contessa, Sir, it's a pleasure to see you again, and this young lady is your guest?" 
Simone and I looked at each other wondering how we were going to introduce Lisette, but she made the decision for us. 
She bounced over to Kevin and held her hand out. "Hi, I'm Lisette and I'm their fiancée." 
Kevin took her hand and looked at her with his mouth open. "Ohh, errr...I'm Kevin the manager here. Did you just say fiancée?" 
She showed him the ring on her finger and said, "Yes, they asked and I accepted. We are all going to get married when I get my degree." 
Simone had turned her back to Kevin so he couldn't see her laughing, and I was fighting not to dissolve into hysterical laughter. His face was an absolute picture.
It took him a few seconds but he managed to control his curiosity and he offered to show us to our changing room. 
He lead us up the stairs and he hadn't been kidding the last time when he had told us the permanently allocated changing rooms were nicer that the temporary one we'd used before. It was much more like a hotel suite. There was a lounge with a small wet bar and kitchenette, a very large bathroom with a walking shower that look like it could accommodate half a dozen people. Off to the side was a bedroom with two queen sized beds. Outside there was a balcony with a hot tub in the corner, and there was a staircase leading down to the pools, and the beach. 
Kevin left us and we had a good look around. The fridge in the kitchenette was stocked with a decent champagne, so I opened a bottle and poured a glass each. 
"To us," I said and drank a sip, Simone and Lise followed suit. 
"I fancy a swim, do you want to join me?" I asked them.
Simone said, "I'd love a swim," and Lise agreed. 
I was treated to the sight of my beautiful women undressing. I was amazed at the confidence and poise they both exhibited. Simone was no longer the diffident nervous woman I'd first met that sunny afternoon in southern France. Lisette had changed from shy inexperienced girl to the confident young woman I saw in front of me. They both made the simple act of changing into their bikinis into a scene of erotic art. 
I quickly changed into a pair of swimming trunks and a Hawaiian shirt that made the girls claim I had no clothes sense. Hey I love it, it might burn itself into your retinas when you look at it but it was a birthday present from my kids. They both had light colourful wraps on over their bikinis. They put their sunglasses and hats back on. I took the bag with our sunscreen and bits, and we took the stairs down from the balcony and found ourselves by the side of a small isolated pool. There was only one other couple sunbathing on the far side of the pool. They looked up when they heard us and smiled and called out a greeting. We waved back in acknowledgement. 
Simone said, "This is nice," and Lise was looking around happily. 
"Can we take a walk around please before we settle down?" she asked.
"Sure," I replied, "We didn't get much of a chance to look around last time. It will be nice to see what there is here." 
We headed out past the hedges that acted as windbreaks and gave a degree of privacy to the pool. There was a small lawn and a couple of paths. One led down to the beach and the other led to the main pool. 
We followed the first down to the beach and watched as the small waves washed the wide band of white sand. There was a beach bar and we stopped there for a cool drink. Dotted along the beach were parasols and sun beds. A row of Sunfish dinghies and a couple of Hobie Cats were pulled up onto the beach. The barman told us that the sunfishes were available to any member but the Hobies were owned by specific members. 
I found out that there was a nice reef suitable for diving about two hundred metres off shore and there was equipment and a fully certified dive master on the staff. The girls eyes lit up when they heard that and were all for diving that day. I had to tell them no as you shouldn't dive and then fly the same day, which meant Lise wouldn't be able to dive. 
The private beach spread half a kilometre in either direction and except where it had been developed for the clubhouse building was fringed by low sand dunes. We walked along the beach splashing in the surf and general having fun until we reached the fence and signs indicating the limit of the clubs beach. We retraced our steps until we found a path through the dunes. It led to the tennis courts and then past a second small pool to the main pool. This was much busier and there were quite a few families with young children in the water. 
Simone turned to me, "Can we bring the children here; they would love it." 
I replied, "How about the half term holiday; we could come over for the week." 
Lise asked, "When is it? I might be free as we have a midterm break as well." 
Simone though for a moment and then told her the dates. 
She punched the air, "Yes, it's the same week, can I come too?" And she nervously hopped from leg to leg as she waited for our answer. 
Simone laughed, "You don't need to ask, you're part of the family now. We'd be upset if you didn't come." 
Lise looked at us shyly, "I know but they are your children and I don't want to get in the way." I smacked her on her butt. 
"Oww, what was that for?" she gasped. 
"For being an idiot," I replied. "You are part of our family. What do you think that the ring on your finger means?" She looked up at me with a puzzled expression. 
"It means you have committed yourself to us in the same way we have committed ourselves to you. There is no longer you, me or her, there's only us. The same way Anna and Michael are not just Simone's they are ours as well with all trials and tribulations that brings." 
I think the enormity of the situation crystallised in her mind at that moment. 
"Mon Dieu, I am really part of our family aren't I," she said. Then she hugged us saying, "I promise I will be a good mother, wife and lover." 
She came to a decision, she took her ring off and handed it back to me. She looked at us and said, "I need to do this properly; will you please ask me again." 
Simone and I looked at each other and then back to Lisette. This time I spoke the words. "Lise, darling will you commit yourself to Simone, me and our family, to be our wife and lover?" And Simone held out the ring to her. 
She held out her finger to Simone who slid the ring back where it belonged. 
This time there were no squeals, she took our hands in hers and said softly but firmly. "I love both of you, I want to be part of this family. To take my share of the responsibilities, to love our children. Yes, I want to be your equal partner, your wife and lover." 
I wrapped my arms around both of them and a few tears were shed. We continued our walk hand in hand and found a quiet corner at the side of the main pool. There was a parasol, a table with a couple of chairs, and sun beds as well as an extra wide hammock strung between two posts. We settled down and within moments a steward appeared with an armful of towels and bottles of cold water. 



He asked, "Contessa, Mr. Kevin wanted to know if you needed anything else, and wondered if he should reserve a table for lunch for you?" 
"What do you think, Andy?" Simone asked.
I spotted a clock on the wall and realised it was still only eleven-thirty. "I'll give Angie a call and see what time they were thinking joining us." 
As I pulled out my phone the steward said he would be back in a few minutes. 
Angie picked up after a few seconds. 
"Hi love," I said, "we decided to go up to the club early. Do you want to join us for lunch?" 
I listened to her response and said, "Yep, that sounds good, we'll see you then." 
The steward saw that I was off the phone and came over. I said, "Can you tell Kevin that we will need a table for seven at one-thirty please."
He acknowledged my request and walked off. 
I stripped off my shirt and said, "I don't know about you two but I'm going swimming." 
I dove into the pool and enjoyed the sensation of the cool water on my body. I surfaced and lay back floating. The cool water contrasting with the sun on my face and chest. There was a squeal and Lise jumped into the pool beside me. A second splash and Simone surfaced beside us. For almost an hour we fooled around before getting out and returning to our things.
There was another couple in their mid-thirties on a sun bed close to us and the man greeted us.
"Hi I'm Neil and this is my wife Cindy." 
I introduced myself and Lise and Simone.
He said, "You're new here aren't you? I don't think that we've seen you before." 
"We're fairly new, this is only our second visit to the club, and we're only here for a week." 
He looked surprised, "Oh, I wasn't aware the club gave out guest memberships."
"They don't, we have a company membership, A & R financial services." 
Cindy perked up and said, "Oh, Peter and Angie's company," then she looked at me closely. "You're Andy, Angie's spoken about you in the past." 
"It was a lie, it was never me," I joked. 
She laughed and Neil asked, "What's your role with the company?" 
Simone said with a giggle in her voice, "He's supposed to be the chairman of the board."
I was saved from further character assassination by the arrival of Angela and Fi. We greeted them and it was hugs and kisses all round. 
"The guys will be along in a bit, Pete needed to pick up some paperwork from the office and Steve went with him," Angie told us. 
She went over and greeted Neil and Cindy while Fi came and sat down on the sun bed beside me. 
Fi rested her head on my shoulder and said, "Pete's completed my lovely husbands contract and Steve's happy with it. That's the paperwork they're collecting, they want you to sign it." 
"When does he start?" 
"In a couple of months, we are going to stay with Angie until we find a place of our own."
I smiled at her, "Sounds a bit like old time doesn't it." 
"Well we all get to re-live our happy youth for the next few days," she replied. She was right those were happy days when we all lived in the villas in Saudi. 
She looked at me and said, "We should have a pool party do you remember those?" 
I don't think I'd ever be able to forget them, they were where the genesis of the family occurred. "Let's see if we can get Pete and Angie to organise something before we fly back on Wednesday night," I suggested. 
I watched as Lise and Simone lay rocking on the hammock. Lise had her head resting on Simone's shoulder. The stones in Lise's heart pendent sparking in the sunlight as Simone twisted it between her fingers. Her own heart anklet glistening as she moved her leg. 
I lay back on the sun bed with Fi at my side listening to the murmurs from my lovers overlaying Angie's conversation with her friends. Fi held my hand loosely as she dozed in the midday sun. 
Steve and Peter arrived just as we were informed that our table was ready. We covered up our swimwear and made our way to the restaurant veranda and sat down at the table we were shown to. 
The meal was an enjoyable experience, tinged with a hint of sadness as Lise was flying back that evening. But as she told all of us, it had been her best birthday ever. We lingered at the table sipping from glasses of chilled wine until mid-afternoon. Pete gave me Steve's contract to counter sign and I commented that it felt a little odd to do so as I'd never signed one either. 
A shocked expression passed between Pete and Angie. Pete said, "Shit, we never got you to sign one did we? We had a contract with Ros and she nominated you as her proxy. You need to come into the office tomorrow and we can deal with this."
I looked at Steve's contract lying on the table, "Is the fact I don't have a contract going to make this an issue?" 
Steve shook his head, "No, yours is only a counter signature, I've signed as well."
Simone and Lise were sitting with their heads close together, deep in discussion as the waiters poured our coffees. 
Lise sat up and cleared her throat, "Simone and I are going to steal our man away from you in a few minutes. Before we do I want to thank all my friends and family for such a wonderful birthday. Thank you for the wonderful presents." She stood up and worked her way around the table giving everyone a hug and a kiss. 
Simone whispered to me, "She wants us to go back to the hotel and spend the rest of the time she has left in bed with us. We both think we all need to confirm our commitment to each other before she flies tonight." 
And I realised they were right; our walk earlier had redefined the structure of our relationship. Unconsciously, I think that we both had seen Lise as our girlfriend and not a full partner in the relationship. I suspect that Lise felt the same. Her wish for us to ask her again for her commitment to our partnership had changed the way we all felt. 
I said, "Guys, we are going to head back to the hotel. Pete can you pick us up tomorrow morning when Simone and I check out?" 
"Sure, then we can swing past the office on our way over to the villa and deal with everything."
We said our goodbyes and headed back to the room to get changed. By the time we got down to the reception the hotel limousine was waiting for us. We piled into the back and the driver raised the privacy screen. I sat in the middle and I had a lover on either side. They both curled up against me. 
Lise whispered, "I've only got you for a few more hours, I'm not wasting any of them." She reached across and unzipped my shorts, sliding them down over my hips. My turgid cock sprang up as it was freed from its fabric prison. Lise slid off the seat and knelt between my legs and her warm mouth enveloped my cock crown.
"Fuck," I gasped. I pulled Simone close to me and crushed her lips with mine as Lise stroked my shaft. I twisted the fingers of one hand into Lise hair and she sucked and licked the head of my cock. I unbuttoned Simone's shorts and eased my other hand down between her legs. She gasped as my fingertip pressed the hard nub of her clit. 
"Ohhhhhh," she whimpered, "Make me come Master, please let me come." 
She raised her butt and pushed her shorts down her legs. She spread her thighs, inviting my fingers to play. I let my fingertips run gently over the flower of her kitty lips, feeling the moisture gathering on them. She pushed up against my fingers and I responded by rolling her clit under my thumb. She shuddered and moaned slightly as I invaded her sweet passage with two then three fingers. She was rocking her hips to push against my invading fingers. 
Lisette stopped sucking and I saw her watching my fingers move inside Simone with a look of lust and need. I grasped her hand and pulled her back up onto the seat beside me. 
I whispered in her ear, "You can play with me later. Help me with Simone please darling." She swallowed and then nodded. 
I pulled Simone across both of our laps and Lise pulled Simone's halter top up allowing us both to gaze at her delectable breasts. Simone raised her hand and ran her fingers down Lise face then mine. 
She said wistfully, "I love you both so much it actually hurts." 
Lise covered her mouth with her own in a long Sapphic kiss, and she let her fingertips trace Simone's crinkled areole and hard nipples. Then she raised her head to kiss me, her tongue darting into my mouth and she nibbled my lower lip
I pulled my fingers out and tasted Simi's sweet nectar. I offered my fingers to my lovers and they both eagerly sucked at them. 
Simone begged in her little girls' voice, "Andy, please don't leave me like this, I need to come sooooo badly." She grabbed at my hand and pulled it back down to her kitty. 
With my thumb on her clit and three fingers assaulting her sweet patch. She writhed on my lap gasping as waves of pleasure grew and spread out from her core. 
"Ohh god, yessss, fuck yes," she cried out. Then she screamed and orgasmed as Lise squeezed and pulled on her nipples. The walls of her silky wet cunt clamped down on my fingers and she pushed her butt off my lap arching her back. Her juices coated my hand as she relaxed. 
"Hell, that was fun to watch," Lise said. Simone whimpered as she felt my fingers leave her. 
I glanced out of the tinted windows and realised that we were only ten minutes from the hotel. Between us we got Simone cleaned up and dressed as she slowly came down from her endorphin high. 
Lise wrapped her arm around Simone when we got out of the limo. They headed on up to our room while I tipped the driver. I confirmed the limo to take us to the airport this evening with reception. Then I headed up to the room. 

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ <> ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
 Inside the room there was a trail of discarded clothing that lead across the lounge to the master bedroom and ended at the foot of the bed. The sight that greeted my eyes was a ballet of eroticism as my lovers writhed in a mutual sixty-nine. Simone was hovering above Lise and they were both uttering muffled moans of pleasure as their mouths were attached like lampreys to their lovers clit. Lise's fingers clenched at Simi's arse cheeks while hers were wrapped around Lise's thighs. 
Lise glanced at me and she held her hand out to me. I shed my clothes freeing my rampant cock from his fabric confines and lay down beside them. The aroma of wanton sex wafted to my nose and my cock twitched in anticipation. I took Lise's hand in mine and we interlaced our fingers. I lay my head beside hers and gazed in reverence at Simone's exposed flower of womanhood and admired the skill with which Lise applied her tongue to Simi's engorged clit. 
I managed to restrict myself to gentile caresses of both of my lovers as they fulfilled their passion for each other. One after the other they each erupted into a screaming orgasm. Their bodies shaking in the aftermath of their sensual pleasure.
It took them a few moments to untangle their limbs and curl up beside me. Their bodies glistening with sweat and they caressed me with their fingers. 
"So," I asked, "I take it you didn't want to wait for me?" 
Lise giggled and said, "It was all her fault, she brutality assaulted and raped me." She rose up on her elbow and nibbled at my nipple. 
"Oww," she gasped. 
Simone had reached across and smacked Lise's arse. "You're telling fibs again, sister girlfriend. You enticed me with your naked body. I was a pawn to your sultry charms." 
"It's all true, I do so need to be punished Master!" 
Lise wriggled so that she lay across me with her pert butt raised for my attention. The crack between the cheeks glistened with the proof of her arousal. I shifted to a seating position and brought my hand down on her cheek with a resounding smack. She took a sharp breath in and yelped. I brought my hand down a second time on her other cheek. And this time she gave a small whimper. Simon lent forward and kissed and licked at the pair of red handprints that were growing on Lisette's butt cheeks. 
Lise sighed in appreciation and then said, "Mistress, there is something poking me in my tummy, I think we should be kind and look after our Master's needs." She rolled off me and her hand stroked up the length of my shaft. 
Simone brought her head close to mine and she kissed me. I could taste Lisette's distinctive sweetness as I nibbled her lower lip. 
"Does Master desire us to suck him off," Simone murmured, her voice dripping with sensual promise. "Or would he like to bury his magnificent firm shaft in one of his willing slaves' wet cunts?" Her hand snaked down to join Lise's on my shaft and she gave the crown a gentle caress that had my senses shifting into overdrive. 
"Shit," I gasped, "I want to bury him in both of your warm delicious cunts."
Simone grinned at me, "And that's the correct answer." 
She tapped Lise and they both rose up onto their hands and knees in front of me. Simone took Lisette's hand in hers. 
"Love both of us please darling, fill us with your delicious cock," Simone pleaded as she looked over her shoulder. They both shook their exquisite arses at me, the evidence of their arousal glistened as it dripped down their thighs. Lisette murmured to her and Simone nodded and then they kissed. 
As I shuffled behind them Simone said, "We've agreed, you are to start in me and finish in her."
"Ohh, did you," I said as I stroked her kitty lips with the head of my cock that made her whimper, before giving her three hard, sharp, and deep thrusts that left her gasping. 
"Ohh...ohh...ohhhhh"
I pulled out and she moaned at her loss, and then I slid between Lise's welcoming wet labia and gave her an equal number of thrusts. I moved between the pair of them, reaching around and fondling the breast and nipples of the one I wasn't inside. They were both playing with each other, their fingers blurring as they rubbed their lover's clits. I was looking for my own gratification so I wasn't expecting Simone's cry and the squeezing of her passage as she came. Her lips clutched at me, resisting as I tried to pull out of her. 
Simone gave a moan of disappointment as I pulled out leaving her empty. I shifted and thrust back into Lise and she groaned and then squealed as Simi wriggled under her and sucked on her swaying breast. I gathered some of Lise's juice on my finger and rubbed it around the pulsating folds of her anus. As I kept up a steady rhythm of short and long strokes, I pushed gently against the ring of muscle and the tip of my finger entered her forbidden passage. 
"Ohhhh, fuck, yes master," Lise sobbed, "Fuck my arse with your fingers." 
My finger slid all the way in and as I rotated it I could feel my cock through the thin layers of flesh, as it advanced and withdrew. A second finger joined the first and her anal muscles caught and released the pair of them as I finger fucked her arse. 
Lise was lost to the pleasure, her head was resting on the bed and her knuckles were white as she clutched at the bedding. Wordless cries of pleasure constantly escaping her lips. 
"Ohhhh...ohhhh...ohhhh...ohhww."
I felt my orgasm building up to boiling point, my cock swelling and pulsing. I squeezed my eyes shut as I forced air into my lungs. Beneath me Lise bucked and rolled as she urged more from my body. 
"I'm coming, I'm coming," she gasped. I felt the tell-tale tightening of her cunt around my shaft as I thrust in to cum deep inside my lover. 
"Ohh fuck," I gasped as I bent over her, my hips shuddering with the effort of expelling my sperm. I kissed the soft skin at the back of her neck and she whimpered and shook as her orgasm kept washing over her.
We rolled over onto our sides and Simone spooned up against my back. For a few minutes as we all recovered we lay still only our hands gently caressing each other. I softened and shrank and slid out of Lise's soft passage. She gave a soft moan of loss. She rolled on to her back and rose up on her elbow and then looked down at Simi and me. 
She gave us that cute smile of hers that melted my heart, as she spoke. "I love you so much. When I first got to know both of you, I was so jealous of the love you had for each other. Now I'm so happy you love me the same way." 
Her hand stretched out to caress first my face then Simone's 
My voice cracked as I said, "I'm the one that's so grateful, I'm still amazed that two beautiful women feel the same way that I do about them. That they want to make love to this old body 
She stretched over me to kiss Simone. I rolled onto my back and Simi curled up against me, her leg draped over mine. Her hard nipple pressed into my side as she rose to meet Lisette's lips. The pair of them then dropped their mouths to my face and I alternated swapping saliva between them. After a few minutes we all relaxed. I gave a sigh of contentment and gave silent thanks for my lovers and the rest of our families. 
Simone broke the silence to asked me, "What have you decided to do about Bryan and Diane's request to join the family ."
I answered her question with one of my own. "They seem a nice couple, but do you think that they are committed to this change in their lifestyle? Especially Diane, she's lived in a close poly marriage for a long time and that's not what the family is!"
Lise said, "I don't know about you but it's obvious to me that they are in love. You only had to look at the way they looked at each other. I guess they are strong enough to make the change." 
"I had a long talk with Diane last night," Simone said, "and I like her. I think she's right, what she and Bryan have wouldn't survive long in her pod. They would be happy in the family ."
I replied, "I think I'll reserve my judgment to tomorrow, I do like them but it's a big step to let them join us." 
Simone caressed Lisette's breast, "You weren't this worried when you asked me or this one." 
"I guess my judgment was clouded by love in both of your cases." I gasped as they both punched me. 
I looked at the clock, it was seven o'clock and Lise needed to be at the airport in four hours. 
"I'm going to order some food," I said. 
"Can we have a bath first?" Lise asked. "I only need ten minutes to finish packing." 
"I like the sound of that, I'll start running the water in the hot tub," Simone offered. "Why don't you get them to deliver something in an hour or so?" 
"Ok, is every one fine with Chinese?" They both nodded their agreement. 
I called room service and ordered the food for eight-thirty, before joining my women in the tub. I slid into the hot bubbling water facing them, stretching out and easing my legs between them. 
We spent the next hour until our fingers and toes turned into prunes talking about our future together. The immediate future was quite simple: a marriage for Simone and me over the New Year and hopefully a baby to join our existing children. For Lise it was university and then a marriage to join us next summer. We made a few random guesses as to our long-term future. Mine was to sail around the world, the girls were just as fanciful. 
After they dried themselves they raided my shirts and boxers for something to wear. Lise found her shirt in the laundry basket, and announced that she was taking it back to Paris with her as it smelled of me. 
We ate and then lounged around until it was time for us to get dressed and take Lisette to the airport. None of us had dry eyes as we said goodbye even if it was only for a few days. 
Simone and I curled up in bed when we got back to the Burj. We made slow passionate love and fell asleep in each other's arms. 

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ <> ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
It was almost noon before Pete collected Simone and me from the Burj. The porters loaded the luggage in the boot and the three of us headed over to the office for a brief stop for me to sign the documents that Pete had drawn up for us. 



We met up with Angie, Fi and Steve at a sea front restaurant for lunch before heading to Pete and Angie's villa. During the meal we came to a decision over Diane and Bryan. 
It didn't take us long to get settled in their guest bedroom. We changed into our swimwear and joined the others by the pool. Both Angie and Fi were sunbathing naked by the side of the pool. 
Simone said, "I feel a bit overdressed," and she grinned at me as she unclasped the bikini top and slid out of the bottoms. She dove into the pool and swam the length before climbing out up the steps. Her body glistening in the sunlight like Aphrodite rising from the sea and my cock stiffened in worship. 
I dove in to cool down, swimming a couple of fast lengths, and then I joined the rest of my family in their sun worshipping. Soft music came from concealed speakers and the choice of music drew me back to the happy times we had spent lazing around the pool in Saudi. I settled down beside Simone and accepted her help rubbing in the sun cream. 
"Good choice of music," I murmured as the unmistakable sound of 'Dexy's Midnight Runners' rose from the speakers. 
"Thought you'd like it," Steve said as he handed me a beer. 
I sighed as I took a sip, "So many good memories." I gave Simone a kiss and her tongue teased mine. 
I raised my bottle, "To absent friends," I said. "To old memories and new ones." 
There was a murmur of agreement and the chink of glass from around me.
We lazed around the pool, Simone and Angie were discussing the plans for Paris and the shops they intended to visit. 
"We are going to stay at the flat aren't we?" Simone questioned. 
"I hadn't planned on staying anywhere else," I replied. 
"We should be able to sort everything out by Saturday," she said. "We can take the train home Sunday. I'd like to see the children, I've missed them." 
I smiled and gave her a kiss and she caressed the side of my face with the back of her finger. At four o'clock we heard the doorbell ring and the girls slipped on tee-shirts while Pete and I answered the door. As expected it was Diane and Bryan with a couple of suitcases. They both looked a little nervous so I drew them into a quick hug. 
"Welcome to the villa," I said. "Come on in and relax, we've got a lot to talk about, but I think you are going to like what you hear." 
I could see Diane relax and I let Pete show them to their room and invited them to join us by the pool for drinks. 
"We are very casual," he told them. "Just come down when you are ready, we'll be waiting for you." 
The girls had striped off their tee-shirts but had replaced their bikini bottoms. Diane and Bryan appeared ten minutes later. They were both wearing shorts and a tee-shirt. Diane's shorts barely covered her arse and showed off her long legs nicely.
She looked around at us and said, "I feel a bit overdressed, you look comfortable ladies, I think I'll join you." She pulled her top and shorts off before hesitating for a few seconds. She shrugged and said, "Well, we are all friends here!" and removed her bikini top. 
Fi smiled and rose to greet her with a hug and a kiss, they were of a similar height and their breasts squashed together. 
Pete gave Diane and Bryan a drink and they sat down together on the edge of a lounger and looked at us hopefully. The rest of the group deferred to me to put them out of their misery. 
"I'm sorry we weren't able to give you a quick answer," I told them. "But we needed to talk to a few of the founder members of the family before we could make a decision. The answer is a conditional yes, and before you both worry the condition is a simple one." 
They hugged each other and then looked at me to continue. "As far as the family's concerned we want to welcome both of you. Pete wants to offer you positions with A&R. Like all of our new hires there is a three-month review. We are going to link both. Pass the review and your family membership is final."
I paused and gave a dramatic look at my watch, "and the good news is that your three months start now, so there's no waiting for you to relocate." 
There was a babble of congratulations from around the poolside. 
Pete raised his voice above the noise and said, "You are not tied to the positions once the probation period is completed. If you find something else that suits you, take it and it won't affect your standing in the family. But I do think you will enjoy the posts we have got for you. Both of the posts are based here in Dubai. Diane we want you work with our legal team, although you will spend one week in four in Paris. Bryan, we have a vacancy in our international banking group." 
Angie opened a bottle of champagne and we all toasted our new friends. The girls disappeared indoors with Diane. Steve and Pete started a discussion with Bryan. I could hear a lot of banker talk going on so I dove into the pool and swam a few lengths. When I felt my muscles start to burn, I got out and lay down on a lounger in a quiet corner and fell asleep listening to the sounds of 80's music from the speakers. 
I woke as someone sat down beside me and gently kissed my lips with the barest of pressure. 
"You look so relaxed and happy," said a voice. I opened one eye and saw Diane's smiling face hovering above mine. 
I smiled back at her and shifted over on the lounger to let her lie down beside me. She'd covered her naked breasts with her tee-shirt and had left her bikini bottoms on. Her hard nipples pushed against the soft cotton. 
"So how do you and Bryan feel now?" I asked.
"I feel that a weight has been taken off me, and I haven't seen Bryan so animated in a long time. I don't think either of us realised how much pressure the pod was putting on us." 
"Have you told them yet?" I queried.
There was a little quiver to her voice as she answered. "I called them last night. I'd forgotten the time difference, and they were all going out for Sunday brunch after church." 
I put my arm around her and she snuggled closer seeking comfort. I asked, "What did you say to them?" 
"The truth, well most of it. I told them that Bryan and I had been re-evaluating our future and we didn't see Bryan marrying into the pod as our best option. That I loved him and as he was probably taking a job abroad I was going with him." 
"And how did they take it?"
"Better than I'd hoped," she said. "There were a few tears. James was upset but said he sensed I'd been drawing away from them. We've all agreed to sit down and work out the legal details when we get back. Then we want to get married as soon as we can." 
She rose up on her elbow to look down at me. "We would love it if you all could come, but there's an issue. We have to hold it in Bryan's hometown. His mother is too ill to travel."
"Where is Bryan from?"
"A place called Concord in New Hampshire; it's north of Boston." 
"Well, I don't know about the others, but I don't see why we can't be there. When do you think it will be?" 
"Hopefully in a months' time; we will post an invite on the family pages," she said with a happy look. 
"Oh good you've got access to the site then." 
She smiled again, "Angie called your daughter and got her to give Bryan and me access. She sounds so nice, you must be very proud of her?" 
"I am, she and her brother are both great kids." 
I sat up and looked around the pool. Bryan was still talking to Pete, and Angie had joined them. Steve had wandered over to Simone and his wife and they were having a conversation sitting on the side of the pool. Fi and Simone had stripped down again and were dangling their legs in the water. Steve was in the water floating by their legs. 
I turned back to Diane, "You once asked what the family is all about." I gestured at the others, "This to me is the essence of the family , good friends who are completely relaxed in each other's company. There are no hidden agendas, no jealousy. We grew into this, Pete, Steve, Fiona and me, we've been together for more than thirty years." 
"What about Angie and Simone?" 
"Oh, they are both family members. Angie's Pete's second wife. Ann his first is still a member as is her husband Paul. And Simone, we've been together for..." I had to pause to work it out. Good god was it only ten weeks, it seemed like it was forever. "We met over the summer and it was love at first sight." 
I looked over at Simone as she laughed with Fi at something Steve said. She must have sensed me looking as her head turned. She gave me a happy smile and blew me a kiss. 
Diane saw what I was looking at and smiled. She said, "And that's the big difference between you and my other family. We were always so intense that I think we lost touch with who we are. Money and status; that's what seemed to have become our goal. This..."and she gestured around the pool. "This is so relaxed in comparison. I can sense the love that exists between all of you." 
"Oh we're not perfect," I said. "We've all had our fights and arguments, trust me."
"Fi was telling me that you saved her marriage to Steve." 
"That's a bit of an exaggeration. Steve was just a bit unthinking, but that was before we really defined the family , then we were just friends." 
"That may be so, but it's not how Fi sees it." 
She looked a bit nervous before she asked the next question. "Can you tell me about your wife, every one mentions her, but they keep telling me I need to ask you." 
I stood up and said, "I think I'm going to need a drink and find somewhere a bit more comfortable first." I took her hand and we raided the fridge for a glass of wine and a beer. 
We sat down on the sofa and I asked her, "How much do you understand about the family and how it started?" 
"Most of the basics I think, Angie's told me some of the history, but she was reticent to discuss Ros." 
"That doesn't surprise me, Ros was such a big part of the family, but they don't like discussing her without my permission. I've no idea why that is; it doesn't worry me if they do."
"I suppose first I need to explain some of our background," I said. "When I first went to Saudi, my best friend came with me. Her name is Julia and we've been friends and lovers ever since. For most of the first couple of years we were an almost couple."  
Diane said, "That an odd way of putting it, what do you mean by an almost couple?" 
"We had a unique type of relationship. It was almost like we loved each other too much. We were fine for a couple of months and then we would burn out and we would need time apart. We never fell out of love we just needed time to recharge the batteries as they say. At one point we had a threesome with an American nurse until she left. Interestingly we discovered that with a third person involved, she and I could last a lot longer before we would burnt out." 
"I'd been there almost two years when I met Ros. We were interested in each other, but it was a bit hit-and-miss in the beginning. She wasn't sure how to take Julia. Plus at the time she and Pete were an item." 
Diane looked surprised and asked, "You mean Angie's Pete?"
"Yes, well finally we fell in love, and we got married. Then Julia joined us, she tried to stay away, to give us the room she thought we needed. It turned out that we all had feelings for each other, so she moved in with us, and that's how we stayed for a year." 
"What happened between Ros and Pete?" she asked. 
"Oh they stayed friends and after a while became occasional lovers." 
I took a sip of my beer and continued. 
"So after a year of the three of us living together, Mike appeared. He and I had a mutual friend so he looked me up. He met Julia and the sparks flew. Three months later they were married. At first he wasn't very sure about Julia's relationship with Ros and me. But slowly he realised that we weren't trying to threaten their marriage, if anything what we offered would strengthened it. That's when we rented the villa for the four of us. We'd kept bumping into Pete socially and we all liked him so he became the fifth person and moved into the villa with us. I guess it was only three month before he met his first wife Ann, and she moved in almost immediately. Although it was a good year or so before they tied the knot." 
We both sipped from our drinks and Diane put her arm around me in a gesture of understanding. She urged me to continue.
"And there you have it, all the original members of the family in one place at the same time. But then we just thought of ourselves as three married couples who enjoyed a mutual attraction and had lots of fun. The early rules and savings accounts all came about because we needed some basic rules to live together and pay the rent and the bills. Pete was the hospital accountant so he took charge of the finances. It was a joint effort between Ros and me that turned the rules into the prototype family rules."
"We needed to have rules as others came and joined us. Jeff and Gillian were the first; they rented the other villa in our compound. Steve and Fiona moved in with them for their last couple of years. All of them bought into our open, but not open style of marriage. We were all married couples who put our partners first. But we were happy to play around if no one got hurt and everyone agreed. We supported each other, there was never a problem we couldn't solve when we put our minds to it. It just seemed to happen that most of the time they would come to either Ros or me for help and advice." 
"After Saudi we scattered all over, but we missed each other. So we kept the concept of the family alive. We kept the bank accounts going, we all paid a bit into it each month. We used the money to pay for a big holiday get-together each year for all of us, and what was left Pete invested." 
"We had a very good marriage. When we were able we would visit each other. Our home became the unofficial headquarters, and Ros and I the unofficial leaders. Usually we would have visitors every month or so. And of course we became the first port of call when there was an issue. There was many a night that either Ros or I, often both of us would spend resolving issues from family members who appeared at our doorstep."
"We've grown slowly, Pete and Ann got divorced, Pete met Angie, and then Ann met Paul. They're all members now, and everyone's on good terms. There are a few more now, and of course now we have the older kids joining when they are over eighteen. Pete and Angie have been building up our finances, and Ros set down the last of the rules, and my daughter created the website."
"A little less than four years ago Ros was diagnosed with a very aggressive form of cancer. She only lasted a couple of months and her death ripped my world apart. I lost myself to the children and for three years. I abandoned the family . It's only been the past few months that I've returned to the fold so to speak."
"It took meeting Simone and a visit from Mike and Julia to get my head back on the ground." I smiled as I recollected Julia's stated intention to fuck me out of my funk.
"For almost eighteen years Ros was the centre of my life, my family and of the family . She held us all together, and we are all better people for knowing her." 
I had tears in my eyes and my voice was catching in my throat as I finished speaking. 
"She sounds a wonderful woman," Diane said. She wrapped her arms around me and kissed the tears away. 
"She was," came Pete's voice. 
I looked up and he and Angie were standing with their arms around each other by the door, with Fi and Steve behind them. 
"She loved all of us and we loved her," Angie said softly. "Both of you looked after the rest of us." 
Fi walked over to me and sat at my side. She took my hand in hers and said, "I told you many years ago that I owe my happiness and my marriage to you. I will never be able to repay both of you for everything you and Ros did for us." 
I felt a pair of hands caress my shoulders. Simone whispered, "I love you," as she leant over the back of the sofa. 
I sat back and found her waiting lips with my own. We kissed and she wiped away the last of my tears. I looked around the room and said, "Enough of this, we are supposed to be welcoming our new friends and family members. Not reminiscing about the past." 
Angie grinned at me and clapped her hands together. "He's right. Pete go and fire up the barbecue and let's get fresh drinks. We've got steaks and lobsters that need to be grilled." 
Angie gave us our orders and the room emptied. As I began collecting the empty glasses and bottles, Diane paused by Simone. Bryan joined them. She and Simone hugged and spoke and I saw Diane nod and smile. Bryan laughed and said something to them and the two women giggled, then kissed him. 
Simone called me over and said, "Darling, I've invited them to our bed tonight if they would like to enjoy the fun side of the family . But apparently Fi has already staked a claim on Bryan." And she smiled at him. 
He blushed and Diane rubbed his head playfully. "You have your fun tonight while I'm with these two. But I want to wake up with you in the morning so come back to our room afterwards please." 
He grinned at her and said, "I can't think of anyone I'd rather wake up with than you." 
They hugged but we were all interrupted by Angie calling for some help in the kitchen.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ <> ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
 We sat outside, Arabic style around several low tables littered with the remnants of a wonderful meal. The only light came from the mood lights in the pool and a few scattered candles. Above us the black night sky was sprinkled with stars, and there was a slight chill in the air. There was still a faint hint of wood smoke drifting across to us from the barbecue. 
I was resting back against the plush cushions and pillows of the seating. Simone was stretched out beside me with her head on my lap. I was stroking her hair and every few moments she would capture my hand and kiss my fingers. Diane was sitting the other side of her and she was entertaining us with stories of growing up in her polyamorous family. The others were dotted around the other side of the pool, all in all a typical family evening.
I asked her, "It sounds like you had a great childhood, aren't you concerned that we may not offer the same degree of security?" 
She wriggled round so she could rest her head next to Simone's. "No if anything I'm convinced that we will get so much more support from the family , than I ever received. I can't wait to bring our children up in this environment. They will get the best of both worlds, a 'normal' family and an extended one." 
She laughed and said, "It used to be confusing as I grew up, three mothers and two fathers. The school never knew who was going to turn up to my parent evenings. Hell, for years I wasn't really sure which one of them was my mother, it just didn't seem to matter to them. I want my children to grow up knowing their parents." 
For a while the three of us lay there carrying on a quiet conversation about our families. I was delicately caressing their breasts through the soft fabric of their tops. Feeling their nipples harden, as they grew aroused. The girls would steal little kisses from each other and occasionally a feminine hand would rub the growing bulge in my shorts. Little sighs of pleasure slipped past all our lips. 
A rustle across the pool caught my attention and looking over I saw Fi and Bryan with their arms wrapped around each other disappearing through the doorway. I glanced around and laughed quietly, "Ladies, I think we've been abandoned." The pool area was empty except us and a few flickering candles.
Simone muttered, "Good," and then she moaned softly as Diane pushed her top up and ran her tongue around Simi's puffy areole and erect nipple. Diane sat up and pulled her top off. Her breasts were firm and full and the candlelight glistened off her skin. She looked at both of us hungrily, licking her lips. 



I reached out and caressed Diane's breast with the tip of my finger. Rolling the nipple between my fingers caused her to gasp. 
Simone shivered and grimaced, "There's a chill to the night," she complained. "Can we take this back to our room so we can enjoy ourselves in comfort." 
She was right the temperature had dropped and dew was beginning to settle. We picked up our things, Diane pulled her top back on and we headed indoors. Angie and Pete were relaxing in the lounge listening to some soothing jazz. We bid them goodnight and headed up the stairs to our room. 
There was a moment of uncertainty as we closed the door and we took stock of the situation. The moment was broken by Simone pulling back the covers to our king-sized bed and dimmed the lights She shed her top and skirt and sat on the bed clad only in her black silky panties. 
"It's rather lonely, all by myself on this big bed," she said coyly, and she patted the empty space beside her. 
"May I," I asked Diane as I reached out and took hold of her top. 
She nodded, and for a second time that evening I gazed on her breasts as I removed her top. I sucked a nipple into my mouth and again she gasped. I let my fingers trace their way down her body until they reached her shorts. I eased them down over her hips and she stepped out of them as they pooled on the floor. Her sex was covered by an ivory silk thong that moulded to her shaven mons. She sat down on the side of the bed and Simone wriggled behind her and urged her to rest back into her lap. 
Diane paused for a moment and said, "We were hoping something like this would happen so if you need them I've got mine and Bryan's latest medical papers in our bags and we've only been with each other since the tests." 
Simone replied, "Thank you, we're all tested regularly as well, it's a family thing. I was hoping Andy wouldn't need to wear a condom, it wouldn't be as much fun for you." 
Simone cupped Diane's breasts and kissed the side of her neck. I knelt in front of Diane. She opened her legs in an act of surrender, and I brushed my lips across the fabric. Pulling down a woman's panties is an extremely erotic act. It opens her up to be taken sexually, and by agreeing to remove them, she agrees implicitly to have her inner self penetrated. It is a promise of pleasures shared. So it must be done slowly, teasingly, and relished and anticipated by all involved.
My fingers traced her thong and my lips brushed the skin above the elastic waistband, working down to the covered cleft. A heady aroma of aroused woman assailed my senses. Her hips rose and I slowly drew her panties down her thighs. I blew gently across her sex lips. Diane moaned and relaxed back into Simone's arms. Diane kicked off her thong and spread her legs, resting them on my shoulders. The pink flower of her sex glistened, inches from my face, beaded with drops of her juice. 
I licked up from her rosy bud to her emerging clit. Savouring the taste of an aroused woman I hadn't known before that night. Each woman is unique. She moaned and grasped my head, guiding my mouth to her engorging clit as it rose from its protective hood. 
Murmurs of encouragement came from Diane as Simone continued to caress her breasts, lightly pinching and twisting to provide pure sexual stimulation. 
"Please...just like that, Ohh god yes just there." 
She pushed her hips up, rising to meet my mouth. I pulled back momentarily and removed my top. I moved back burying my mouth between her thighs. I licked and sucked, letting my tongue penetrate between her plump labial lips. She gasped and moaned.
Diane turned her head, and she and Simone kissed. She reached behind her back and slid her fingers under Simone's panties and began rubbing her clit. I used my lips and teeth to tease Diane's clit. I slid two fingers into her soft warm silky passage, and she groaned and bucked at the intrusion. I curled my fingers and found her sensitive spot. Her groans became continuous pants of pleasure as she lost herself to the sensations our hands and mouths were devoting to her. 
She shook and cried out as her first orgasm of the evening crashed into her. A gush of juice covered my hand and I licked the sweet spicy girl cum and moved up the bed to offer my mouth and a taste of Diane to both of them. Diane's head was resting on Simone's breasts with her eyes closed as she let the aftershocks wash over her. Her blue eyes snapped open as my mouth closed over hers and she tasted herself on my tongue. 
I gave them my coated finger to suck and Diane sat up and turned to Simone so they could both lick and suck them at the same time. 
Diane whispered, "Angie said I would enjoy myself tonight and she wasn't exaggerating, that was amazing! To be held safely in your arms while he sucked and finger-fucked me. I just can't describe the sensual feelings I got." 
Simone giggled playfully, "He does that to you, just wait until he slides that gorgeous cock of his into you. Then you will know what real love is all about." She looked at me as I stood up. "You know that you are too overdressed for this party," she pointed out. "We need to see that beautiful cock of yours. Diane needs to see her welcoming present." 
I agreed and removed my shorts. My straining cock finally released from his prison jutted out from my groin. Diane murmured her approval and licked her lips in anticipation. Simone came over and planted a kiss on my crown that had him twitching in anticipation. I ran my fingers down her body and she gave a contented sigh. Her panties were soaking wet and I pulled them off. She lay down and let her legs fall apart. 
She looked up with a sultry smile at me and said, "Kitty wants a kiss, master."
I gave her a quizzical look and she blushed. 
"Sorry master, kitty begs for a kiss after master has spanked her for being too forward." 
We both laughed as we saw Diane's shocked expression. 
"It's just a game, that both of us play," I reassured her. 
"Ok," said Diane hesitantly. 
Simone jumped up and rummaged through her bag. She returned with her collar, which she held out to me. 
"That's what we let him think," she said. "Personally I love the feeling I get when I wear my collar." She showed it to Diane.
Diane said, "It's beautiful, I saw you and Lisette wearing them at the club. It made me wonder a bit." She saw the lock and asked Simone, "Can you take it off once it's locked on?"
Simone shook her head, "No, Andy's the only one with the key." And she pointed out the small key on the gold chain around my neck. I knew that wasn't strictly true, there was a secret safety release on both of the collars. 
Simone took her collar back and fastened it around her neck. She shivered and knelt at my feet. She looked up at me and her eyes glowed with love and need.
"Master, command me." 
I lay down on the bed beside Diane and pointed at my rampant cock. Simone gave a happy cry and crawled up beside us and swallowed the purple head of my cock. I gasped as she sucked and licked. Diane grasped the shaft and cupped my balls. Simone moved so her kitty was poised above my mouth. She sank down and I sucked her clit between my lips. She growled around her mouthful. 
My hand inched its way down Diane's body until it slipped between her thighs and cupped her wet sex. She hissed in pleasure and then moaned as my fingers slid back inside her. She looked at me beseechingly and I knew what she wanted. I whispered to Simone and she saw Diane's need. She took Diane's hand and pulled her up and posed her above my eager throbbing cock.
Simone grasped the rigid shaft and guided the crown to the entrance of Diane's silky passage. We both gasped as the head of my cock slid between her blood engorged labial lips. Her eyes locked on mine as she slid all the way down my shaft, sending shockwaves through me. Her mouth opened in a silent moan as I filled her slick sensual passage. 
Simone straddled my head, filling my senses with her delectable kitty. I licked along her womanhood from her clit to the fluted rose. She groaned and lent forward to kiss Diane. "I told you he'd feel amazing inside you didn't I," she said to her. 
"Uh huh," came Diane's barely audible reply as she started rocking her hips. She moved with me pushing down to meet my thrusts. The girls held each other kissing and using their hands to caress the others breasts. I had a hand on Diane's inner thigh, the thumb pressing against her engorged clit. She was giving little cries. 
"Ohh fuck...Ohh fuck...that feels soooo good. Ohh fuck I'm coming." Her slick passage tightened around my cock and the muscles in the thigh shivered under my hand. I carried on thrusting into her and after a few moments she again continued to move with me. 
My tongue kept licking back and forth along Simi's slit while I rubbed my other thumb around the rim of her arse. 
"Pleeeese push it in;fuck my arse," she gasped. 
I complied, pushing my thumb in to her arse and rolling it around. I sucked and licked at her clit and she cried out wordlessly.
"Huhh...huhh...huhhh...ohhhhhhh." 
She came with a shudder and a gush of kitty juice that trickled down my face. She rolled to the side and curled up, her body shaking with the aftershocks of her orgasm. 
Diane was still sliding up and down the length of my shaft. I grasped her hips and holding her in place flipped her onto her back and pulled her legs over my shoulders. She moaned as I thrust into her, my cock sliding deep inside her velvety soft cunt. She grasped my arse cheeks pulling me to her in an effort to force me deeper. The angle was perfect, my cock rubbing across her G-spot on each stroke.
Her head rolled from side to side. Her eyes barely focused as she cried out endearments in counterpoint to my growing moans as I thrust harder and deeper into her. 
"Fuck me Andy, Ohh fuck...Ohh fuck I'm gonna cum again." 
This time, as I felt her body surrender to the pleasure I joined her in a glorious release. Cum spraying from my cock to coat her passage walls. My thrusts shuddered to a halt. I could feel my cock pulsating as she flexed the muscles of her cunt to milk the last drops of cum from me. 
We relaxed and she lowered her legs and I rolled to one side sliding out. Simone stretched out an arm and caressed us. She kissed Diane who met her kiss with one of her own. 
"Welcome to the family," Simone whispered to her and the two women curled up in each other's arms. I spooned into Simone and for twenty minutes or so we relaxed in each other's company. 
We quietly talked about Diane's wedding plans and we made sure that that she and Bryan would join us over the New Year for our wedding. 
Diane stirred and sat up, "I'm going to clean up. I so want to wake up in Bryan's arms in the morning. I just hope he's had as much fun as I have." She laughed, "And I really want to go and fuck his brains out." 
She headed over to the bathroom and we heard her pee and use the bidet to wash herself. She picked up her scattered clothes and paused at the bedside to kiss us goodnight. She closed the door behind her and I thought I heard the skip in her steps as she walked to her lovers' arms.
In the quiet that remained Simone hugged me and said, "Now it's my turn to enjoy your cock." 
I stroked the soft skin of her back. "You never need to ask, I'm always here for you." 
I spooned up behind her and my rampant cock slid between her legs. She guided the head between her kitty lips and with a gentle push I was where she wanted me. 
Sex with Simone when we were both in this mood was long, sensual and languid. A chance to reconnect at every level. The orgasms at the end were intense and drawn out, leaving us both worn out. 
We both fell asleep with my cock still nestled in his second home.

~ ~ ~ ~ <> ~ ~ ~ ~
 For me the next couple of days were a pleasant reminder of the early days in Saudi. 
Pete took Steve, Diane and Bryan onto the office on Tuesday and they all came back that evening enthusing about their potential new positions.
Fi, Simone, Angie and myself spent most of the day lounging around the pool at the villa. In the afternoon Angie and Simone disappeared downtown to indulge in their favourite pastime of shopping. Fi and I enjoyed a little family time. 
That evening the eight of us ate at a local restaurant, returning to the villa to relax and drink around the pool. Simone and I celebrated our last night in Dhabi by making languid love. We finally fell asleep as the sky was beginning to lighten. 
We were rudely woken up the next morning by a naked Angie crawling into our bed. 
"Wake up sleepyheads, it's half ten and I'm bored. They've all gone and left me."
"How come," I managed to get out? "Where is every one?" 
"Oh Pete's taken the others apartment hunting and I didn't want to go." 
Simone swatted her on the arse and told her to quieten down or at least make herself useful by fetching us some coffee. Angie smirked and pointed at the cups on the bedside tables. She crawled between us and sighed contentedly as we wrapped our arms around her. 
She said, "This time tomorrow we will be in Paris, think of all those shops." I groaned in anticipation and they retaliated as both of them started tickling me. 
"Pax, pax, I give in," I gasped. "I'll be good, I'll come shopping with you." 
Angie grinned at me, "You might enjoy yourself, I need to go lingerie shopping. My tits are getting bigger and I'm going to need new bras." 
I felt one and shook my head. "I don't think so but hey what do I know. But I only agree if I get a fashion show." 
Angie laughed and kissed me. Then she took my hand and lay it on her tummy. "I know I'm being silly," she said, "but I'm sure I can feel her growing in there." 
"Her?" 
"Or him, I don't care which." 
"Don't you have a preference?" Simone asked. 
"No, I think Pete's hoping for a boy as he and Ann have two girls." 
"Yes my goddaughters, Michelle and Jennifer, I haven't seen them for a few years. It'll be nice to catch up with them at the wedding." I said. 
"Speaking of weddings," Simone said, "Are you and Pete going to try and attend Diane and Bryan's, we've all been invited. Andy and I will be going." 
Angie nodded, "We are going to try, and she's hoping they can arrange it just after Halloween. Is Lise going with you?" 
I shrugged my shoulders, "I guess so, and it'll depend on her classes I suppose." 
Simone agreed and settled back to sip her coffee. 
Angie grinned at me and said, "Well if you're not getting up then I'm going to have to play with my toys." 
She wriggled down under the sheets and took my cock in her hand and licked the crown. I gave a gasp and Simone laughed. The pair of us attacked Angie with a combination of kisses, caresses and a few tickles. 
Before long she was looking up at us with an expression that was a mix of love and lust. She whispered, "Having you two here makes me realise how much I miss Ros." 
She reached up and kissed Simone. "You complete him just like Ros did, and I feel safe and loved again when both of your hold me." 
"But what about Pete?" Simone asked. 
"Silly, course I love him, there's no one like him in my life. But there was always something special, something at another level when Andy and Ros held and comforted me. And I get the same feeling with you now that you are with him and I'm in your arms." 
Simone blushed and stammered, "I...I...don't know what to say." 
"There isn't anything to say. Just do what you are doing now with Andy. Hold and love me when I need it."
There was a moment of complete understanding that passed between us, and then the mode turned frivolous. Angie squirmed in my arms and for a second time she caught hold of my hard cock. 
She said to Simone, "If you're not going to play with your toys I will. 
Simone laughed and buried her head between Angie's thighs, causing her to squeal in joy. 
Simone mumbled, "You can only play with my toy if I can play with yours."
"So it's a play day then," I commented dryly, then I gasped as Angie squeezed my shaft and slid her mouth over the head. 
We spent a happy hour enjoying ourselves on the bed before moving to the shower to clean up. We soaped and washed each other. Angie showed Simone another use for the low mounted pulse jet heads and I left them supporting each other as they came shuddering against each other. I was dry and holding out soft towels for them when they stepped out on shaky legs. 
By the time the others returned full of tales of the various apartments they'd looked at, we were relaxing by the pool. We had a late light lunch while they told us their news. Pete had managed to find two great apartments in the same complex that were perfect for the two couples. Both Fi and Diane were enthusing about the quality of the features and the views over the water. Pete had signed the paperwork and had leased both of them. They were ready for occupancy as soon as the two couples could relocate to Dubai.
Diane and Bryan retreated to their room to call home with the news and to start organising their wedding. 
Simone and I headed downtown in the late afternoon as the day cooled to pick up some last minute presents for the children and the rest of our friends and family. We headed for the Mall of the Emirates and found everything we wanted fairly quickly. We wandered past glittering stores and I saw Simone glance in one and then she paused, gasped and looked again. 
I looked and on an easel in the window of an art gallery was a painting of a beautiful young woman in her early twenties. She was wearing a cornflower blue summer dress and stood in a vineyard. Her golden hair shimmered in the sunlight. She was smiling and looked like she was about to say something to the artist. In the distance over her shoulder was a very recognisable building, the Chateau de Grasse. The woman was a younger version of Simone and I'd seen a similar image in her father's office.
"Isn't that your mother?" I asked.
Simone grasped my hand, "I think so, in fact I'm sure it is. We need to go in, I must get a closer view." 
We entered the gallery and a middle-aged American greeted us with a puzzled expression.
I introduced ourselves and he introduced himself as John the gallery owner. Then he asked Simone, "Have we met before? I feel as though I know you from somewhere."
"I don't think so," Simone said, "but I think you've met my mother." She stepped in the direction on the painting. 
He looked from her to the painting and back again. His hand went to his mouth in surprise. "Your mother's name was Helene?" She nodded and he pointed at a small brass plate set in the frame. 

A summer day with Helene
 I asked, "How did you acquire this piece?" 
"From the estate sale of the artist. He died last year. He was an American artist and his daughter said he painted when he was living in France about thirty years ago." 
"Thirty-three I think, it's the year I was born. I recognise the dress from photos, it's the summer of 1973," said Simone. "There's another version of this, it hangs in my father's office. If I'm right she would have been several months pregnant." 
"Where is it painted?" he asked, "I tried to research the house but I've not been successful. I keep thinking I've seen it somewhere but it won't come to me." 
"It's the Chateau de Grasse," I said, "and you may have seen a drawing of it on a wine label. It's on every bottle of wine from the estate." 
"Of course," he said. 
He took the painting out of the window and brought it over to us. We sat down and admired it. There was no doubt in my mind that Simone wanted this. 
"How much is it?" I asked. 
John hesitated for a long time before answering, "It's on the books for $110,000 but I can't ask that of you. I paid 65K for it. That and another 10 K for expenses and it's yours." 



"Sold," blurted out Simone. That just left me to find the money before we flew because I was sure Simone didn't want to be parted from her mother again.
I called Pete and explained that I needed $75,000 and that I needed it right away.
"Christ," he spluttered down the phone, "I thought you were just picking up a couple of toys for the kids." 
"We've found something Simone has to get." 
"Ok, it'll take half an hour, where are you?" 
I told him and he promised to be there as soon as he could. 
John looked surprised at my call. I explained that we were flying back to France tonight and we wanted to take the painting with us. 
He said, "I only know her as Helene, what is her full name?" 
Simone replied, "She was the Contessa Helene Simone Rachael Laurent." 
"Was?" John said softly. 
"I was ten when she died. I only really remember her from photos and the painting, that's why having this is so important to me" 
We sat drinking coffee while we waited for Peter. John got his assistant to prepare packing for the painting to prevent damage during the flight.
Pete and Angie arrived eager to see what I'd just paid $75,000 for. 
Angie looked back and forth from Simone to the painting, "It's you, well it's a young you. When was it painted?"
"It's not me, it's my mother. Well I suppose I am in the painting, I think she was three months pregnant with me at the time." 
John said, "That explains why she always looks like she was glowing, she was!"
Pete passed over an envelope with the money and John finished the sale while the painting was safely packed away. 
John gave us the bill of sale and the letters of provenience. He carefully packaged the painting for travel, and we headed back to the villa to finish packing.
Our last evening of the trip was emotional and it seemed no time at all before we were loading the SUV with our luggage. We were quiet on the drive to the airport. When we pulled up I managed grab a porter to help me take the bags to the Air France check in desk. 
I checked the three of us in. We gave Pete and Angie a last few minutes together before we were escorted through passport control and security and shown to the first class lounge. 
The flight was called on time and we were able to settle in to our seats. I accepted a glass of champagne from the pretty stewardess and began to relax. We had managed to get three seats in a row, I was seated by the window and the girls the two centre seats. No one else was seated in the first class cabin by the time the cabin doors were closed. 
Take-off was smooth and I reclined my seat and I fell asleep to the drone of the engines and the quiet murmur of Simone and Angie talking. 

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ <> ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
To be continued.
Oh and please vote. I enjoy reading your comments and e-mails; I'll try to respond to them. Many thanks for reading.
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~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~

"Mike," she shouted as she let go of her bag and threw herself into my arms. She spun me around as she showered kisses on me before stepping back and hugging Zoe.
They kissed and laughed, and I heard Mila say, "Does he know yet?" Know what I wondered.
There was a tap on my shoulder and I turned to see a pair of the most beautiful green eyes staring at me.
"Hi Michael."
"Sally ... what? ..."

~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~

I stood shocked into silence. The bunch of flowers dangled from my nerveless fingers as I staring at the beautiful woman in front of me. She paused and then she was in my arms, a sob escaping her lips.
Her lips found mine in a desperate kiss, "Ohh God, Michael, you don't know how I missed you."
"Sally, Oh Sally," I swallowed the surge of emotion that threatened to overwhelm me.
We felt two more pairs of arms as Zoe and Mila joined us and we morphed into a four way hug. All of us had tears of joy streaming down our faces.
I pulled back and asked, "What are you doing here, I thought it was going to be weeks before you could get away."
Sally smiled at me, "I didn't need to be in the UK for the few weeks so I thought I'd surprise you."
"And you did and it's wonderful."
Zoe hugged Sally, "I feel as though I've known you all my life, I thought I was going to burst keeping the secret from him."
I gave her a playful smack on her butt, "So you've been keeping secrets from me have you. How long have you known?"
"Since Wednesday," Zoe admitted.
I pointed my finger at the other two, "And don't think that you are going to get away scott free."
Zoe kissed me and said, "I'll go and get the car and meet you outside if you go with the girls and get their luggage." She kissed me again and then the other two before jogging off in the direction of the short-term parking.
Mila pressed herself against me, "Did you only miss my auntie or did you miss me as well?"
I gave her a little smack on the bottom. "Idiot girl, of course I missed you as well. I was surprised to see Sally that's all."
"That's ok then," and she kissed me on the lips. She hid a yawn behind a hand, "Sorry it's been a long day," she apologised.
"Let's get you home then."
Sally and Mila took a hand each and we walked in the direction of the baggage carousels. We didn't say much, the physical contact was enough to let us reconnect at so many levels. We were lucky as we didn't have to wait long for all of their bags to appear. I loaded them onto a trolley and pushed it out to the curb. Zoe appeared in the SUV and we managed to cram all their bags in the back.
As we drove away Zoe said, "Michael we are going to need a bigger car and we can't use Bree's all the time, it's not fair on her."
"True," I said. I ticked off the options in my mind and settled on the simplest. I was going to need to move some more money around. I would do it as soon as we got back to the apartment.
"Ok, tomorrow morning we are going to buy you a new car to replace your old wreck," I told Zoe. "We can hire a car for the girls for the next few weeks and I want to pick up a decent four wheel drive SUV." I ticked the points off on my fingers as I spoke.
I turned in my seat and looked at the two sleepy lovers. "But first let's get the pair of you back to the apartment."
When we had unloaded the car, Zoe took it back to Brianna's to collect the Aston. Sally and Mila took a shower to wash off the grime of the journey. They joined me in the lounge wrapped up in towelling robes. They curled up one on each side of me. Mila gave me a token kiss before tucking her legs under her and settling down. She was asleep in a few minutes.
Sally stretched herself out resting her head on my chest. She said, "Have you got over the surprise of seeing me yet?"
"I can't believe you managed to wrap everything up so quickly."
Her gown had loosened and she took my hand and slid it under it and onto her breast. "I'm a very efficient secretary boss, you should know that."
I kissed her lips, "You always were my love." My hand caressed her soft breast and I felt her nipple hardening under my palm.
"It wasn't as difficult as we thought. Clive's accepted my offer, he gets the house. I just wanted a few things of mine. Mila and I packed them up last week. I've stowed them in your storage unit."
"And the decree absolute?"
"In six weeks' time if everything goes smoothly."
I asked, "So how did you get away from the hospital? I thought they were insisting you work out your notice."
She grinned at me, "Never underestimate the amount of influence a hospital full of pissed off secretaries can put in play when they think one of their own is getting a raw deal."
Christ, it didn't bare thinking about, I suspect it was going to cost me a fortune in drinks the next I meet up with my ex-colleagues.
She wriggled into a more comfortable position. On my other side Mila was fast asleep.
"Let me take young one and get her settled in bed," I said and Sally sat up.
I picked Mila up and carried her to the spare bedroom. I lay her down and pulled the covers over her. As I bent down to give her a kiss her eye opened and she whispered sleepily, "I love you Michael." Her eye closed and she was asleep again.
Sally had got us a couple of beers from the fridge and handed one to me. She looked at all the paperwork on the table and saw the details of the cabin in Evergreen. She picked up the papers and came and sat down. She stretched out and pillowed her head on my thigh. She had one knee raised and the gown fell open displaying her ginger landing strip to my gaze
"Is it as nice as it looks?" She asked as she read the details.
"Nicer." And I wasn't only thinking about the house details.
"And we can move in soon because this place is not going to be big enough for the four of us?"
"I've signed a short-term lease that's going to cover us until sale goes through. So we can start moving in this weekend."
I looked at Sally carefully, "Sally love, I've dropped the whole Zoe thing on you without a lot of discussion. You know that you are the most important thing in my life, don't you?"
"Michael I've loved you for the past twelve years. I also know that you are capable of loving more than one person without compromising your feeling for any of them. I know you love me just as I know you love Mila and Zoe."
"Michael I know Mila, She's young and while I believe she thinks that this is what she wants, don't be surprised if she doesn't stay committed. This is still somewhat of a game to Mila. But Zoe's really has fallen for you. You realise that she's scared that you will send her away," she said.
It was a lot to take in. I accepted that this was probably a game to Mila and that I was just a phase in her life. A serious one, but never the less still a phase. Zoe on the other hand had committed herself body and soul to us.
I said, "I'd never send her away."
"Then I think you better tell her that because if I'm not mistaken she's scared to come back here in case you tell her to go."
"What?"
"Michael, it's been well over an hour and you said it should only take her twenty minutes at most. She was quiet around us and rather keen to get your car tonight even though you said it could wait till tomorrow."
I checked the time and realise she was right. "Crap, I'll give her a call."
Sally put her hand up in a 'wait one moment' gesture. "Michael I've shared you with the memory of Linda and now with Mila and Zoe. And I don't care because I know that you can love all of us."
"Mila's just happy to be part of this. You are an extension of her feelings for me. But Zoe's scared; this is all new to her. She needs to know that your feelings for her haven't changed. I could sense her growing fear the last couple of times we spoke on the phone."
"This is why I love you," I told her.
I called Zoe's cell and a timid voice answered, "Hi Michael."
"Where are you?" I asked.
"I'm at Bree's...look, I was thinking that I'd give you three sometime together so I'm going to stay here tonight..." Her voice trailed off.
I spoke loudly and firmly down the phone, "Zoe Hanson, that's not going to happen. This is not a request; get your arse over here. We will expect you in fifteen minutes. Any longer and I'm putting you over my knee."
"But..."
"Zoe that's ten seconds you've just wasted, the clock's ticking." The phone went dead and I smiled.
"I see you've not lost your Irish charm," Sally murmured.
I let my hand slid down her abdomen to stroke the soft pussy hair at the junction of her legs. "True, I've still got the gift of the gab."
My fingers delved lower and with a content giggle she spread her legs wider. Her clitoris grew hard under my fingers and she hissed in pleasure as I rolled it with my fingertip.
"Ohh Michael, you don't know how much I've missed the touch of your fingers on me," she whispered. She raised her arms and wrapped them round my neck. Our lips joined in a passionate kiss.
My fingers curled down and slid into her luscious, moist, silky cunt. She rolled her hips and my fingers slid in and out. She arched her back and began panting.
"So when do we complete the purchase of the place in Oxford?" I asked
"Noooo, you bastard, you want to know that now!!" She moaned plaintively and her hand came down hard on mine as she pushed up with her hips.
I smirked and smiled at the look of desperation on her face. Then I felt a little guilty, so I carried on finger fucking her.
She whimpered, "You bastard Michael, oh you fucking bastard. Harder, make me come." She was so wet my fingers squelched as they rubbed her pleasure spot.
Her own fingers were rubbing frantically at her clit. She came with a cry and her thighs closed trapping my fingers. For a long minute she lay there getting her breath back, her hand gently running up and down my forearm.
She looked up at me and grinned, "Thank you, I needed that. And in about three weeks in answer to your earlier question." I laughed.
The key turned in the lock and the door opened. Sally sat up and wrapped the gown around herself. A sheepish looking Zoe stepped inside and closed it behind her. She saw us on the sofa and smiled. She came over and after giving Sally a kiss she sat down beside me. I took her face between my hands and I gave her a gentle kiss. I could sense she began to relax as she realise that nothing had changed between us.
"What have you done with Mila?" she asked after I'd released her lips.
"She crashed; she didn't get any sleep on any the flights. Michael put her to bed." Sally replied.
"And how are you feeling?"
Sally grinned at me, "I feel rather good."
Zoe looked at both of us and laughed. "Why do I suspect Michael has something to do with that. There's a suspiciously familiar aroma of sex coming from you two." She took my hand and licked my fingers.
"So that's what you taste like," she said to Sally.
We grinned at her like a pair of children caught with their hands in the cookie jar. Sally wriggled round so she could give her a kiss.
She said to Zoe, "I feel as though I've known you all my life. It's so nice to finally meet you in person. Skype and the phone don't do you justice."
Zoe thanked her and I left them curled up on the sofa. I headed for the kitchen to get another beer and glasses of wine for my two lovers.
"Is any one hungry?" I called back to them.
"Pizza," Zoe pleaded, "Can you order us a couple from that nice place down the street? There are menus on the fridge.
I was promised the pizzas would be here in twenty-five minutes. I found the girls curled up together on the sofa. They had wrapped a quilted throw around themselves and were talking quietly.
I sat opposite them in a comfy chair and opened my laptop on the coffee table. I logged in to the bank and moved a bit more money into the active accounts; we'd need it tomorrow if we were going to get a bigger car. In hindsight it seemed silly to hire one; we might as well bite the bullet and buy. Having concluded the banking I looked up at the girls. They were still talking quietly so I turned back to the laptop. There was a presentation I needed to polish up for a lecture on Tuesday to the medical students. I was trying to get a MR sequence to run in the presentation and of course being the IT dinosaur that I am, I managed to screw up the frigging thing.
I sat back in my seat with a sigh of exasperation, closed my eyes and started to mentally count to ten. There was a rustle and then a warm body was sitting in my lap.
"How many times have I told you to ask me and I'll do it?" Sally whispered in my ear. And she was right; usually she would just take my notes and create the perfect presentation for me.
I sighed and said, "I know, I know. This stupid MR sequence is in DICOM format and I can't get the imbedded player to run in the page." She stopped me talking with a kiss.
"When do you need it for?"
"Not until Tuesday."
She shut the laptop. "So why are you playing with it now?"
"I didn't want to disturb the pair of you. You looked so peaceful the pair of you, wrapped up in the blanket."
"Idiot! We were just trying to work out what it is that makes us so attracted to you?"
"My witty conversation?" I hazard a guess.
I was saved from the cutting reply I was expecting by the doorbell. Zoe jumped up and paid for the pizzas. The smell of cheese, tomato and pepperoni wafted from the boxes she placed on the table.
Ok so I will admit that pizza in the States is a class above anything I've had in the UK. The ones in the boxes were spectacular. The base both crisp and fluffy and just the right amount of mozzarella cheese melted over the other ingredients.
Three hungry people made short work of the two pizzas. We were good; we did leave Mila a couple of slices. It had been three but Zoe stole one of them as she put the others in the fridge. She disappeared to check on Mila and when she returned she had changed into a pair of sleeping shorts and a thin camisole top.
I let the girls pick a film and we settled down to watch it on the flat screen in the corner. Surprisingly, their choice was a romantic comedy, shallow but funny, in hindsight a perfect film for the evening.
I had a woman I loved curled up on either side. And I was casually caressing a breast with each hand. Zoe's matching her build. Small, pert and firm, her nipple a firm point under the palm of my hand. Sally's on the other hand, or under the other hand I guess is a better description, is larger and softer. Both were perfectly in tune their owner's needs, their areoles puckering and their nipples becoming hard crowning peaks.
The film ended and my two sleepy women stirred and stood up and held out their hands to me. I rose and they led me to the bedroom. I was the only one still wearing clothes, and they wasted no time undressing me. Sally took off her robe and gave me a moment to admire the luscious curves of her body before she pulled back the covers and slid under them.
Zoe giggled as she watched as my cock stir and grew to half-mast. She pulled her camisole top off and with a delectable shimmy of her hips, eased her sleeping shorts down her legs. As I turned to get in the bed she came and stood behind me. Wrapping her arms around my waist and resting her head on my back.
I turned her so she faced me and she whispered, "Thank you for being there when I needed you, and thank you for letting me be part of your life."
I stroked her back and cupped her arse cheeks pulling her tight to me. "No, I want to thank you for wanting to be part of our life," I whispered back. We kissed and joined the eagerly waiting Sally in the bed.
We merged in various combinations until sleep and exhaustion claimed us. I woke at one point as I felt Zoe stir and move to get out of bed. I rose to one elbow and she kissed me.
"Go back to sleep my love, I'm going to curl up with Mila so she doesn't wake up alone," she whispered.
I smiled at her and she padded off to the other room. I curled up behind Sally and she pushed herself back against me with a contented sigh.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~

I know it's the one fantasy that most men have, (it's most definitely one of mine) that they will wake up to a warm moist feeling on their cock. Opening their eyes to find their cock deep in the mouth of the woman they are sharing their bed with. For a lucky few that fantasy becomes reality, and that morning I was most defiantly one very lucky sod.
Sally was kneeling at the end of the bed. Leaning over me, she sucked me gently into consciousness. Her lips caressed my cock into life and she looked lovingly into my opening eyes.
"Gdmoornning," I assumed Sally meant 'Good morning' although clear speech and a mouthful of cock do not mix.
"Good morning!" I replied. "You know it's rude to talk with your mouth full."
She let my rampant cock fall from her lips, "Are you going to lie there complaining or do you want me to bring you to some sort of conclusion?"
As much as I loved this there was one place I'd rather be! "I sorta hope that you might find a better home for him." I hinted.
She nodded, scooted up the bed and impaled herself on my well-prepared member. She lost no time in getting into a rhythm, with eyes closed and biting her bottom lip in concentration, her breasts swaying in circles as she worked herself on me.
I could feel Sally getting close though she made no sound other than heavy panting breaths. I reached up with my free hand to tweak her nipples, and her eyes flew open, heavy lidded with excitement and lust. Her orgasm hit her; her face twisted in a grimace and her eyes once again closed tight shut as she gave one quiet groan and twitched, convulsed and then held tense and still while it took her. I felt the contractions grip the length of my twitching shaft.
She came back from that wordless, imageless place, her look having softened into an adoring stare as she began to rise and fall once more. This time she worked for my fulfilment. It came quickly and powerfully thanks to her kegel muscles and her talented fingers. Her hand reaching behind her to caress my balls, and finally pressing a finger hard against my anus.
I lay back gasping for breath as my cock twitched inside her as she milked me of every last drop of my cum. She sank down lying down on top of me, her chest heaving.
I stroked the soft damp skin of her back and murmured, "I love you," to her.
Her lips sought mine in a delicate kiss, "I love you too."
She rolled off me and my softening cock slid out of her with a plop.
"What time is it?" I asked.
She reached for her phone on the bedside table and glanced at the display. "It's only seven-thirty; we've got time for a cuddle."
A voice from the doorway asked, "Is there room for two little ones in the bed?" A naked Mila and Zoe stood framed in the doorway, their arms around the others waist. Sally and I held out our arms to them and they hurried across the room. Mila giggled as she saw the dishevelled state that we were in.



Mila said, "I'm jealous, it looks like everyone got to play with the boss except for me."
Sally replied, "If someone I know had got some rest on the flights she wouldn't have fallen asleep and missed all the fun and the pizza."
"We had pizza! You better have saved some for me."
"There are a couple of slices in the fridge we left for you," Zoe said.
Mila hurried out of the bedroom and returned a minute later with a slice of cold pizza in one hand and a tomato sauce smeared mouth.
"It'sh veery goud," she mumbled around a full mouth. She sat on the side of the bed and finished off the pizza slice. She licked her lips and gave a contented little burp. She crawled over to me and pouted and said in her little girl voice, "You've fucked everyone except me, I don't think you love me anymore!"
I reached out and gave her backside a couple of quick smacks. "That's for thinking I don't love you." Then I gave her another one as she tried to wriggle out of my reach. "And that's for falling asleep so I couldn't ravish you last night."
She grinned at my words and reversed direction and crawled onto me. "You're mine boss; I think I'll do the ravishing." She kissed her way up my body until she reached my face and then she hungrily attacked my mouth.
Sally said to Zoe, "I think we should give my niece a little alone time with Michael. Do you want to share a shower with me?" Zoe nodded and they disappeared in the direction of the bathroom.
Mila purred contentedly as she rubbed her body over mine. She rolled onto her back and looked up at me. I slowly traced my fingers down her body, taking side trips to say hallo to her nipples. My destination glinted at the top of her legs. My finger tip teased the gold ring that pierced her clitoral hood. She rolled back on top of me and rubbed her slit along the length of my shaft, whimpering as she rocked and my cock pressed against her clit.
"Boss," she growled, "Christ, boss you don't know how much I've missed you!" Her hands caressed me as she spoke.
"I missed you too, sweet little girl."
She moved up my body, opening her legs. She reached behind herself and grasping my shaft rubbed the throbbing crown against her soft plump pussy lips. She gave a guttural growl from the back of her throat as she pushed back and impaled herself on me.
"Ohhh, fuck yes," she groaned, "That feels so good." She paused to let herself stretch to accommodate my cock. She rose up above me grinning wickedly down at me and she rolled her hips. Both of us groaned at the sensations that spread out from our groins. She slid up and down my shaft pausing on each stroke to rub her clit against the base of my cock.
I was caressing her breasts as she moved rhythmically above me. I rolled her nipples between my fingers, tugging gently on them. She shuddered and groaned then urged me to squeeze and tug them harder. Her breath grew more ragged and a bead of sweat trickled down her chest. She threw her head back and squeezed her eyes shut as she came. Her slick passage caught at me as she shuddered and gasped. She placed her hands on me chest for support and rolled her hips seeking to extend her orgasm. Her continuing motion pushed me over the edge I'd been trying to resist. There wasn't much left in the tank after last night's fun and this morning's game, but what little I did have, I gave freely to Mila.
I'm an old man and that's my excuse. I fell asleep again with Mila curled up on me. I was dragged kicking and screaming from a very pleasant dream by the aroma of freshly brewed coffee.
"Wake up Michael," a sultry voice said in my ear. I prised an eye open and focused my gaze on the mug held tantalisingly just out of my reach.
"Told you that would work," Sally said.
I pulled myself up and propped myself against the headboard and pillows. I surveyed the three Angels sitting on the end of the bed facing me. Sally held out the coffee and I took it with a grunt of thanks. Fresh coffee suffused my veins, making a new man of me.
The three of them, sadly were dressed. Zoe and Mila in short skirts, and cotton tops. Sally wore shorts instead of a skirt.
Zoe delicately sniffed the air and pointed at the bathroom. "Sorry Michael but I'm coming no closer until you have a shower."
"Hmmm, yes he's a bit whiffy isn't he," Mila agreed.
"May I point out that I had to work very hard to get into this state, I said looking pointedly at them. "And who would have been the first to complain if I hadn't given it my all."
At least Zoe and Mila had the good grace to blush.
Sally just hurumped and pointed in the direction of the bathroom saying, "Shower first, we can apportion the blame after you are clean." She got up gracefully and moments later I heard the shower running.
I attempted to retreat in good order, taking my coffee with me to the shower. Not my brightest moment as I stood under the falling water watching drops hit the surface of the coffee. I sighed; at least it wasn't soapy water.
Feeling fresh, I dressed and discovered the girls seated around the dining table, the remains of breakfast scattered over the surface. Three faces were raised for me to kiss and at least they tried to disguise the little sniffs they gave.
"Feeling human?" Sally asked.
"Much better," I agreed, "though I could eat a horse I'm so hungry."
Sally fetched me a plate of food in from the kitchen. I drooled at the contents, a full English breakfast, (for the uneducated of you out there this very unhealthy meal consists of fried eggs, sausages, bacon, mushrooms, tomatoes and bread, with a helping of baked beans. Yes, I know it should have black pudding, but I've never been keen on it, it's something to do with all the blood I see daily I guess).
I grinned contentedly as I waved a loaded fork in their general direction. "So is everyone ready for a long day?" I asked. "We need to sort out a car and then pick up the keys for the new place."
Sally replied, "We are just waiting for you O' Lord and master."
I choked on my mouthful and needed a sip from my coffee to help me swallow. "I'm lucky to still be alive after what the three of you put me through. I've been physically and mentally abused."
I got mock sympathetic sounds from all of them as I finished my breakfast. I'm not sure how we all shoehorned into the Aston, but with a bit of judicial pushing and shoving we achieved it. I ended up with the steering wheel under my nose. Thank god the car dealer was only a short distance away because I hate to think what would've happened if we'd been pulled over by a police car.
Getting out of the Aston was equally a performance that attracted the attention of most of the sales assistants. Zoe and Mila both ended up flashing their panties as they got out of the back of the car.
The first assistant lost all chances of a sale when he asked me what type of car my daughters would like. While I spluttered indignantly, Sally headed into the showroom and returned with the manager.
Half an hour later, we were the proud owners of a two year old Range Rover Vogue, and a three-year-old Range Rover sport. Ok sue me, I like British cars even if they are owned by the Germans. Zoe and Mila made the rest of the sales force's day as they clambered in, around and in one case over the Rovers. Sally and I did the paperwork and arranged for insurance.
We were in a three car convoy as we returned to the apartment. I quickly grabbed the paperwork and keys for the house and we all piled into the Sport. Zoe drove and I relaxed in the back with Sally.
As we pulled up the drive Sally and Mila exclaimed in delight at the setting and the cabin. It did look good, set as it was in a Pine Forrest with a view across the lake. I let the girls (daughters indeed!!) do whatever that they do as they decided the who, what and where in the cabin. I walked down to the shore and found a comfortable log to rest my back against. Faint voices drifted down from the cabin as I enjoyed the midday sun. Set up on a low ridge across the lake was another log cabin. It was at least half as big again as ours. At the waterside was a dock and I could see a couple and two young children getting into a skiff.
They cruised along the shoreline, stopping every now and again to cast out a line. It looked like there was good fishing to be had on the lake and I hoped that there were trout in the lake.
Sally came down with a beer for me. She said, "We do need to go into town to pick up supplies. Do you want to come?"
"Not really," I replied, "Unless you need me. Are you going to bring back some food?"
"If we pick up enough stuff, do you want to spend the night here?"
"Is there enough linen for the beds?"
"I didn't check, but in any case we need to pick up new. The outdoor grill works so we can pick up steaks for tonight."
"See if you can find lobster tails, oh and some beer and wine. Come to think about it you might as well get enough for the whole weekend."
She nodded and gave me a kiss before heading back to the cabin. A few minutes later I heard the Range Rover pulling away down the drive. Silence fell broken only by the occasional call of the birds, the soft lapping of the waves on the shore and the rustle of leaves in the gentle breeze.
I must have dozed off to natures lullaby in the warm sun. I was woken by a boy's voice. "Daddy is that man dead?"
I opened my eyes and sat up. The skiff was twenty yards off the shore and four pairs of eyes were looking at me.
"Shusssh," I heard the mother say, "That's rude, and he's just having a nice sleep in the sun."
"Hi," I called out, "I'm Michael and I'm your new neighbour. The father brought the skiff in closer and I stood up and gave a stretch to work the kinks out. On the other side of the small cove was a small jetty and I motioned in that direction.
I tied up the skiff and the family stepped ashore. The father held his hand out and I shook it. "So you're a fellow Brit," he said.
I smiled, "What gave me away," I joked.
He grinned at me, "I'm Daniel, and this is my wife Mia." He tousled the hair of his son, "This is Andy and the shy one hiding in her mother's arms is Lucy."
I bent down and said hallo to Andy and then stood and greeted Mia and Lucy.
Daniel said, "So I understand that you and your girlfriend bought the Stevens place."
"And you are the famous British author who lives on the other side of the lake. It looks like we have the same source of information."
Mia laughed, "If you mean Gloria then you are right. She couldn't wait to tell me about the handsome older man and his young girlfriend who were going to be our new neighbours. Is she around I'd love to meet her?"
"No, Zoe went into town to get supplies and she should be back soon." I thought they'll find out about my living arrangements soon enough. "She's with my fiancé Sally and Mila, Sally's niece." I got nothing but a pair of raised eyebrows from them at my statement; I think I'm going to like them.
I invited them up to the cabin for a coffee and a juice for the kids. We reached the terrace and sat down and I fetched drinks for everyone. The children were scampering about. The Stevens must have had children of their own as the area to the side of the terrace was a veritable playground designed for children.
Daniel said, "You know I'm an author, so what do you do that brought you over this side of the pond?"
I told them about my position at the university and the hospital. I spoke about my late wife and how I'd fallen in love with Sally and then her niece. How I'd met Zoe on my infamous road trip across the states.
Mia was just starting to describe how she had met Daniel when we heard the Range Rover pulling up. The three women in my life could be heard chattering as they unloaded the car. There were a lot more journeys back and forth than I was expecting. Christ knows how much damage they'd done to my credit cards.
Andy and Lucy ran into the cabin to find the source of the disturbance. We could hear voices asking who the children were. Lucy led Sally and Andy was holding Zoe's hand as they came out to the terrace. Mila brought up the rear clutching a couple of bottles of wine and a stack of plastic glasses. Zoe put down the tray of snacks she was carrying with her other hand.
We all introduced ourselves and Zoe looked a bit surprised when she was told Daniels name.
"I thought Bree said that our neighbour was Alexander Peters, she was hoping to meet him."
Daniel and Mia laughed at her confusion. "I am Alexander Peters," Daniel said. "I write under a pen name. I like to try and keep my professional and private lives separate."
Mia said, "We try keep Daniels identity low profile in the community. We value our privacy. We'd be grateful if you could keep it quiet."
We were happy to agree. The women disappeared into a huddle and based on the glances Daniel and I were getting, a fair degree of character assassination was occurring. Daniel and I took our drinks down to the jetty and I quizzed him about the fishing in the lake.
"It's all private access; I own all the far shore. You own most of this side. There's a property at the head of the lake that owns the rest. It's a summer cottage and the owners are only here a couple of months a year."
"Nice," I commented, "What's stocked in the lake?"
"It's well stocked, there's a native stock of bass. Plus I arranged for the local fish and game agency to introduce a mix of a couple of thousand local brown and rainbow trout. Not that I've seen any yet." He saw my smile. "I take it you enjoy a bit of fishing?"
"I've been known to cast to odd fly," I said.
Daniel jumped down into the skiff and passed up a couple of fly rods and a box of tied flies. "I use a lure for the bass," he said, "I bought these last month and all I end up doing is tying the leader in knots."
I looked around and saw a few trout rising at the far side of the cove. I tied on a nymph and tried a couple of practice casts. Daniel watched my action as I flicked the fly out across the surface of the lake. It settled on the water and I started to draw it back. With a swirl I had a take. After a couple of minutes I netted a healthy looking brown trout.
"Ten o'clock to two o'clock, those are your magic numbers," I told him. As I discussed the motion I demonstrated it. "Pull the line off the reel," I said. "Smoothly bring the rod tip from two o'clock to ten, letting some line feed out. Smoothly bring it back and keep repeating until you've extended enough line and you can drop the fly where you want it. The trick is to never rush it, nice smooth movements."
I dropped the fly where I'd just seen a trout rise and again with a swirl on the surface a trout struck the fly. This time it was a nice pound and a half rainbow.
I passed the rod over to him and took the second rod from the skiff. It took Daniel fifteen minutes or so to get a feel for the basic cast. And it wasn't long before he had a nice pair of rainbow trout in the basket. Between us we ended up with bag of six trout of a suitable eating size.
"You'll all stay for supper I hope," I said to Daniel. "I know the girls were getting steaks to grill, and the trout will be a nice addition." He looked pleased at the offer and we made our way back up to the terrace.
"All hail the mighty hunters have returned!" Quipped Zoe, as we reached the terrace.
Daniel's son and daughter ran over and peered into the basket.
"Daddy caught some fish mummy," Andy said and he held one up to show her.
Mia smiled at her husband, "It's about time we saw some of the fish we paid to have stocked."
He grinned back at her, "Sticks and stones, my love."
"For that you get to clean them," she told him. We've been invited to stay for supper, and they are our contribution to the pot."
That evening was the start of a tradition, Mia, Daniel and their children became a fixture in our lives. At least once a week we would all get together, either at their place or ours.
Daniel and I had to do a quick run to the local store for extra ice and beer. We picked up hotdogs, buns and soft drinks for the kids. I lit the grill using wood from the nearby woodpile. I laid fire in the fire pit intending to light it when the sun went down. When the grill was ready Sally grilled the steaks. I wrapped the cleaned fish in foil adding lemon a splash of white wine and they went on the grill for the last five minutes with the hotdogs for the children. I will admit to stealing the odd one or two and I wasn't the only one. Sally and Mia disappeared into the kitchen. They reappeared with a large mixed salad, as well as potato salad and corn.
We ate informally balancing our plates on our laps. The steaks were juicy and the trout delicate. The wine and beer flowed and the sense of fulfilment grew.
Andy and Lucy wandered around with a hot dog clutched in one hand as they sampled the various laps that were available to them. It wasn't long before I had a sleeping Lucy on my lap and Daniel had a very tired Andy on his. The evening was warm with the slightest of breezes rustling the leaves. The song of the cicadas sounded all around us.
We lay the sleeping children down at either end of the sofa in the lounge, covering them with a couple of blankets Zoe found in a cupboard. We left the folding glass doors open between the lounge and the terrace so we could hear if they woke up. I lit the fire in the fire pit and we settled down with a couple of nice bottles of wine. The fire flared and steadied into a flickering glow.
Sally and Mila cornered Daniel and I overheard them talking about his books. He wanted to know about mine and Sally's relationship, commenting that there was a bestseller hidden in there. Mia came and sat beside me and Zoe and began quizzing me about my relationship with my three lovers.
"It's purely professional interest," she said. "I'm a marriage councillor. Usually a third person in a relationship causes a marriage to founder. You all seem to have found an ideal compromise and there are four of you."
"I disagree that it's a compromise," I replied. "As far as I am concerned there are no favourites. I love each of them equally, but of course not identically."
"What about marriage?" She asked.
"What about it?"
"Well are you?"
"Sally yes, Mila if she want to, and I haven't asked Zoe yet." I turned to Zoe who was staring intently at me. "Would you like marry this old has been?"
She smiled and shook her head, "No, I don't...but I'd love to marry this other wonderful man I know who put me back together." She ran her fingers along the still red scar on her arm. "Who showed me in the space of a week and two thousand miles what love could be and is."
She called over to Sally and Mila, "He did it, he finally asked me to marry him." They laughed and came over and gave her a kiss.
I spluttered, "What do you mean finally, I've only know you for a month."
"And that's three weeks and six days too long for the proposal."
"Nuts, this could be the quickest divorce in history," I muttered. "How much do you charge for a professional consultation Mia? Do you do mate's rates?"
Zoe pouted and jumped onto my lap while Mia burst out laughing.
Daniel voice came from the far side of the fire, his face red in the firelight. "I know a good jewellers if you need a ring...or two...or three."

~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~

Things settled down over the next few months. Zoe finish her rotation through radiology and started her psych rotation. The purchase of both houses was completed and we were busy redecorating and furnishing the cabin. I found out that I was entitled to a part time assistant and arranged for the university to hire Sally. Yes I know, abuse of power and all, but I don't care!



Mila discovered that she needed to sit the local radiology boards before she could work as a radiographer. She was busy studying and could be heard moaning that she was a radiographer not a bloody X-Ray tech. 
Sally organised the sleeping arrangements with the efficiency that she showed as my personal assistant. I was given the master bedroom and the girls took one each as somewhere to go when they wanted to sleep on their own, but honestly they were rarely used. I had a monster of a bed in my room and I don't think I ever slept alone in it. Sally and Mila were bisexual and would share a bed on the occasions Zoe claimed me for her own. Zoe would share a bed with either Sally or Mila on the nights that one or the other wanted some time alone with me.
In the New Year we all were in the UK, and Sally and I got married. The plan was very simple Sally and I would have a British wedding license. Zoe and I would get married in America at the end of the summer so we would have American wedding license. Mila couldn't make her mind up whether she wanted to get married or not. I think she preferred the idea of living in sin. 
Bree was a regular visitor, she and Zoe still officially shared a dorm room at the university. Zoe found it very useful to stay there on her late shifts. 
And it was a call from Bree on a Friday morning in the spring that triggered the next crisis in Zoe's life. The snow was still on the high ground and the trees were bare. It was that time of the year! 
Zoe had claimed me the night before, she'd been staying at the dorm the last couple of nights, revising with Bree deep into the night. She had arrived at the cabin late yesterday afternoon after completing her case presentation. We had been down at the lake shore with Mia and the children. Daniel was in New York at a book signing and wouldn't be back until tomorrow night. Mila was in Evergreen, she had found a part time job in a local clinic. We were all braving the cold and the snow down by the lake shore. 
The children had run up to Zoe as she came down the path. She'd changed into her fleece lined jeans and jacket. She had screamed as they ambushed her with snowballs. 
She lead them a merry dance as she dodged their attacks as they chased after her. She found sanctuary in my arms. 
I kissed her and she gave a little moan. "I missed you Michael." 
"How did the case presentation go?" I asked. 
"I got a good from Dr Simons and an excellent from the Prof." She grinned as I hugged her. "I get you tonight as a prize," she said. 
"You have that the wrong way around," I said, "I get the prize!" 
That evening she tried to drag me off to the bedroom as soon as she decently could. I kept teasing her, finding little jobs that I had to do right then. Sally and Mila got involved in the fun until finally Zoe stood in the middle of the kitchen stamping her feet in frustration. I took pity on her and picked her up and slung her over my shoulder and carried her off to my bedroom.
Pushing me back onto the bed she magically made her clothes disappear and then performed the same magic trick on me. 
"Finally," she gasped, "Your all mine and I'm going to fuck you until I'm senseless." She ran her fingers lightly down my chest and downwards until they encountered my shaft rising from its resting place. 
I gave a little gasp as she ran her fingers along my length and a slightly louder one when she ran the tip of her tongue around the crown. I pulled her up and rolled her onto her back, covering her mouth with mine. 
"Isn't that supposed to be 'I'll fuck you until you're senseless?'" 
"Hmm, you do it your way, I know what I mean," she murmured as she rubbed her body seductively against mine. 
And that's what she managed to do. Travelling through multiple orgasms until she finally collapsed senseless on top of me with cum flavoured drool dripping from the side of her mouth onto my neck. In all honesty I would have waved the white flag an hour earlier. But she'd been in no mood to accept my surrender, as she rode my cock to her final series of orgasms. 
As I lay on my back with her still twitching body collapsed on me I basked in the unconditional love that my little elfin girl gave me. I gently caressed her back and she shifted into a more comfortable position on me. She gave a little sigh of loss as my softening cock slid out of her slick passage. 
She whispered sleepily, "I love you," before descending into the arms of Morpheus
The sun was well above the horizon when Sally woke us with mugs of coffee. She was holding Zoe's phone out to her as we sat up in bed. 
"Zoe you've got a bunch of missed calls and texts," she said, and as she spoke the phone buzzed again. 
"Have you got a secret lover you've been hiding from me?" I quipped. 
"Idiot," and she punched me on the arm and took the phone. Her expression quickly went from intrigued to concern as she read the messages.
"My sister has been trying to contact me, she called me but for some reason," and she looked at me, "I wasn't picking up. She called Bree and they have both been calling. Crap Bree's on her way here." 
She fumbled with her phone and moments later she was talking to Bree. 
"Where are you?"
"..."
"No don't turn around you're only twenty minutes away"
"..."
"Shit they aren't, I'll call Lizzie," and she rang off.
She looked at the pair of us, all the colour had washed out of her face. "My sister has been trying to contact me. My parents have been visiting Lizzie and her family in Portland, and she only found out last night that they have decided to drop in on me on their way back." 
What's the problem?" Sally asked. 
"I haven't told them anything about all of you, Christ they still think I'm a virgin. My father would have me thrown out of our church and possibly the family if he found out I was living in sin." 
And that was the problem in a nutshell. Zoe's parents especially her father was very religious. To a degree that us Brits found rather confusing, and Zoe was scared to death, worrying how they would react to our involved relationships. She'd been putting off any discussion about her past and present relationships. Preferring to let her father believe she was leading a virtuous life while she studied hard for her medical degree. 
We quickly pulled on some clothing and went out to the kitchen. Mila wandered out of her room rubbing the sleep from her eyes trying to work out what all the commotion was for. Zoe was frantically dialling her sister in Seattle as she sat down at the table. Elizabeth was her oldest sister and like Zoe had broken away from the strict religious confines of their family. She had married Ralph, a dentist and they had two children. They'd moved to Portland last year and as far as I was aware, this was her parent's first trip out to see them. They knew all about us, we had driven to Portland to see them a couple of months ago, just after we got back from the wedding in England. 
"Lizzie, it's me."
"..."
"I'm putting you on speaker," and she fumbled with her phone before placing it on the table. 
"Where have you been, I've been trying to call you since yesterday." 
"I had an important test yesterday and I put the phone on silent and I forgot about it. I'm at the cabin. Why didn't you let me know they were coming?" 
"Because I didn't know, dad told me as they were pulling out of the drive yesterday. It's a last minute thing and it's supposed to be surprise as they missed your birthday last month." 
"You didn't tell them anything about Michael or the girls did you?" 
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(Or the anatomy of a seduction from the husbands point of view)
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There is some sex but not as much as my other stories.
I can't thank Romantic1 enough for the time he spent reviewing, commenting on and editing this story, any remaining mistakes are mine.

~ ~ ~ ~ <> ~ ~ ~ ~ 
Prologue. 
Wood: a simple word that can never do justice to this wonderful gift that the planet earth has given us. I've been in love with it for as long as I can remember. Wood is alive to the touch and no two pieces are the same. It warms to the touch and the very smell of freshly sawn timber is so evocative. It can be rough or smooth, a symphony of shades and textures. 
My grandfather, a jobbing carpenter gave me my first carved piece when I was four. I still have it, a rough carved oak horse. He taught me all he knew and when I'd drained him of his skills, he took me to his masters of forming wood. I sat at their feet and learnt my trade. 
I work with wood and I love what I can do with it almost as much as I love my wife. But there can come a time to all men when enough is enough and I had finally reached that point. 
What you ask could I be blathering on about? Well it's simple, well simple to me. After ten years of what I thought was a happy marriage my wife had just dropped the proverbial bombshell.
Ok, let's back up a moment and give you a chance to get up to speed with the events that are unfolding about my hapless head. A bit of background would help as well I guess.

~ ~ ~ ~ <> ~ ~ ~ ~
 I'm Dave and I'm married to Zoe. We met at Art College in the south of England twelve years ago. I was at the college to put an academic stamp to the woodworking skills I'd acquired during my teenage years. It was a compromise my parents had insisted on. They would support the direction I wanted to travel so long as I had a degree to fall back on. So at the end of a pleasant three years I graduated with a degree in fine arts. 
Zoe's a portrait artist who has been steadily gaining a local reputation. Two years ago she exhibited several nude and semi-nude studies in a small gallery in Brighton. Now she's begun selling canvases nationally. She's been getting more and more requests for sittings. 
One of our friends once described us as an average couple. And I suppose in a way she was right. I'm thirty-two, and I'm average height, five foot ten. I'm reasonably muscular, a benefit of working with my hands I guess. Dark brown hair and steel blue eyes set in an angular face. Personally, I've never thought of myself as average. 
Zoe will always be beautiful to me; she's a year younger. She has a cute but not classically beautiful face, long light brown hair that's always flecked with paint, blue eyes, and a cute little button nose. She's five foot six and has a slim build and I'm madly in love with her, and she with me. If she has one fault it's that she's too trusting of people. More than once I've had to extricate her from a situation that had got away from her. 
The one thing about us that I would never describe as average was our love for each other. You see those trashy magazines descriptions of 'soul mates', well that's us. From that first time we met, neither of us has ever considered a life apart. Our love life is extensive and inventive, and is still as vibrant as the first time. Now we have a five-year-old daughter, Siobhan who is the apple of our eyes. 
At heart I'm a simple man who loves making beautiful objects from wood. I've translated that love into a small business making bespoke pieces of furniture from exotic woods. I make less than twenty pieces a year, but I sell them for a ridiculous amount. My order book is full and I have enough work for the next two years. How much do I make a year, I'm not sure. My furniture sells for between £20,000 and £50,000 depending on the size and complexity. You do the maths. Of course the furniture pays the bills but my true passion is the small wooden sculptures I fashion in my spare time. I have a piece by an artist called John Fox; it's of a cat sleeping on a pillow. A beautiful simple piece that's also a little box, the curled up cat is the lid. 
Over the years I created a few pieces that hopefully have given others as much satisfaction as that cat box still gives me. I don't sell them; I wait until I find the right person and give it to them. I recall one night drinking in the local pub with Zoe. In my pocket was a small carved mouse that had been sitting on my bench. I'm not sure why I'd picked it up that evening but I had. A woman in her forties walked in with a younger copy of her and sat down at a table near us. It felt like the mouse was fighting to get out of my pocket. I walked over to her and placed it in front of her. 
"This wants to belong to you," I said. 
She picked it up and looked at it for a long time as it sat on her upturned palm. I swear I saw it twitch and then settle down. She looked up and smiled at me with tears in her eyes. "Thank you; today would have been our 20th anniversary and my husband's pet name for me was 'Mouse'.
I could stand and watch Zoe work for hours when she's concentrating on a model and the creation of an image on the canvas in front of her. I love the way she chews on the end of her brush as she concentrates. And the way she flicks the hair back behind her ear sings to my heart. She loses herself to the passion of her art. The model would be posed and then Zoe would move to a separate plane. More than once I've had to take the brush from her tightly bent fingers, and release the poor model at the end of a long all-day session. 
Not that I'm the only one to watch the other. I would catch glimpses of her sneaking glances at me while I'm crafting my wood, smiling to herself as she did so, sketching away. I found her notebook on her bench one afternoon. It was full of charcoal sketches of me. In our bedroom hangs the only full-size painting of me she's completed. I'm bent over my bench concentrating on the piece in front of me. It's one of the few she's finished of me. She tells me that I'm her hardest subject. She's never satisfied that any of her paintings or sketches of me are good enough. She never feels that she can capture the essence of me in paint. That one she tells me is the closest she's ever come to showing the depth of my love of the wood I'm working on. 
There are a few pieces of carving I've kept hidden from her. For every now and again I would come a piece of wood that would hint of a figure hidden deep within its heart. I would work to release its soul. In the early days I found figures of Zoe, but after our daughter was born, mother and child appeared. Into each of the pieces I poured my soul and the love I have for the subjects. I've never shown them to any one, not even Zoe. They sit hidden at the back of a locked cupboard, all twelve of them. 

~ ~ ~ ~ <> ~ ~ ~ ~
We first met one sunny afternoon in May, during my final year at college. She was in her second year. At the time I was living in Brighton with a couple of other art students. The house was included in the Brighton artist's open house scheme. If you've never heard of this then you are missing an amazing opportunity to meet artists and view their work in their own homes. It runs for a couple of months every year. Some impressive local artists open their homes to the general public. One of my housemates was an outstanding sculptor and our place was a popular stop on the tour. He was happy for the rest of his housemates to show a few of their pieces alongside his. So I would display a few of my smaller carvings and at least one piece of furniture. 
My carvings are very tactile, they beg you to pick them up and feel their sinuous curves. For the last two years I'd place the same piece in the middle of the table. I told anyone who looked at it if they could work out what it was and it represented they could keep it. In those two years a lot of people had offered their opinions but none had been right. A few had recognised that it was a stylised woman but none could see the emotion it portrayed.
On the Saturday of last weekend of the years' open days I saw a young woman pick the piece up. She held it reverently as she slowly turned it over and over in her hands and I saw tears forming in the corner of her eyes.
I walked over to her, "What do you see?" I asked. 
She looked up at me from the piece in her hands. "A beautiful woman," she said. Looking back down she added, "A beautiful woman twisted in grief for the loss of a loved one." 
Again she looked at me, "This is your work." It wasn't a question. "You knew the subject." Again it was not a question.
I nodded, "It's my cousin, she'd just lost her six month old daughter in one of those out of the blue cot deaths." 
I had poured all of my own grief into that piece. I'd offered it to Gina and her husband but she couldn't take it. 'It's too powerful a piece' she told me. 'The emotions are too raw, I'd cry every time I saw it'. So it sits on my table waiting to find the person who deserves to own it. 
And that was the first time I met Zoe. I tried to give her the carving but she wouldn't take it. 
"It's part of you, you should never give it up." And I realised she was right the piece had found its owner, only I'd been too close to it to realise that it had been me all along. 
As a consolation prize I offered to take her out to dinner. She'd accepted with a gracious smile. Over dinner later that night we'd exchanged our life stories and by the end of the meal I knew I was in love with the woman sitting opposite me. Our first tentative kiss as I walked her home sent shockwaves coursing through my body. Zoe gasped and pushed herself against me, her lips seeking mine for a second longer deeper kiss. 
We both did something that night we'd never done before. We made love on a first date - and again on many more dates. 
Within weeks Zoe moved in with me for my last few months of college. A year later, just after she graduated we got married. 

~ ~ ~ ~ <> ~ ~ ~ ~
 We live on outskirts of a small town in East Sussex in the south of England, not too far from Brighton. Soon after I'd graduated I had inherited several acres of land, with a tumbled down old cottage, an old barn and stables from my favourite aunt. There was just enough money in the bequest to have the barn converted into a home for us. I converted the stables into a pair of studios; I knew what each of us wanted from our working space. I trusted no one else to do the work properly. So the studios had become my labour of love to the muses of our art. The studios were in a long block; each of us had a studio in one end. Between them I fashioned an office and gallery, which we shared as a place to display our work. . 
As I mentioned, we got married after we'd both graduated. It took us several years to get settled and established, and to build our confidence and find the clientele we needed to survive. In those early days we'd be anxiously waiting for the post to deliver a cheque so we could afford to pay the outstanding bills and buy food for that week. We survived on cycles of feast and famine. Now hopefully that's all past us, we have the beginnings of a healthy bank balance and we can afford to send Siobhan to the kindergarten at the private school in the village. 
We've always enjoyed a fairly full social life, most of which was centred on the local pub and our sports and golf club. The club catered for all, there was a full-sized pool and we would take Siobhan swimming a couple of times a week. Both of us liked to cook and entertain and least once a week we or our friends would have a dinner party.
Our years together haven't always been a perfect bed of roses. We've had our little arguments and disagreements, but importantly we never let them fester. We could always talk out our problems. In hindsight I suppose that was my first hint that there was a snake in our garden of paradise.
I'm not a jealous person; I've always trusted Zoe. I have to, considering the constant stream of attractive men vying for her attention in the studio. Many of whom posed naked or semi-nude for their portraits. We have a rule; she would never paint a naked man if I weren't working next door. And she would never take such a commission that required her to paint away from her studio. I've seen her painting Adonis's that even I could find attractive. But she was always calm and collected. She would see me watching and she would grin and blow me a kiss before returning to her palette of colours. 
It was a couple of months ago that Zoe first let me know that she had been offered a very lucrative commission from a business colleague of one of her girlfriends. 
We were sitting at the kitchen table. Zoe had just dropped our daughter off at the kindergarten and had picked up freshly baked croissants from the local baker.
As we sat buttering the still warm croissants she said, "Linda called yesterday. Her new finance director saw my painting of Paul, and he wants something similar." 
I recalled the painting and was somewhat surprised that Paul had let the guy see the painting. It was a nude study of him and it hung in their bedroom. It was one of a pair that Zoe had painted as a gift for Linda and Paul's tenth anniversary last year. The other was of Linda and it also hung in their bedroom. Linda had been Zoe's flat mate when we met and we had stayed close friends with her and her husband ever since. She had been and still is my source of information on all things Zoe. 
"Oh," I replied, "He wants a nude study of himself; that's a bit presumptuous isn't it."
"Apparently he's a bit full of himself. Linda says he seems to think the sun shines out of his arse." 
I gave a little chuckle, "Does he have a wife as well that he wants a painting of?" 
"I don't know, I guess I'll find out next week, he called yesterday for an appointment."
She popped the last of her croissant into her mouth and standing up, came around the table. She stood behind me and draped her arms across my chest. She nuzzled the back of my neck. She murmured, "One of these day I will do you justice and I'll hang a perfect 'you' on our bedroom wall." 
I turned in my chair and pulled her onto my lap. "Why would you want a painting of me when you can have the original?"
She laughed and our lips met, "Because then I can have my cake and eat it dummy." She wriggled in my lap and smiled when she felt me respond. 
"You are a wicked woman," I said, "Don't start something you're not willing to follow through with." 
"Who says I'm not willing to follow through," Zoe murmured as she wriggled again. 
She turned to face me sitting astride my lap, pulling the hem of her skirt up to the top of her thighs. The shear fabric of her panties moulded itself to her slit, her pussy a dark shadow. She rolled her hips pushing herself against the bulge in my jeans. She wrapped her arms around my neck, her lips urgently seeking mine in a crushing kiss. She grasped the bottom of my tee-shirt, pulling it over my head and throwing it on the floor behind me. She bent her head forward and sucked one of my nipples into her mouth. 
I picked her up and she wrapped her legs around me grinding her pussy into me. I sat her down on the edge of the table. She reached down fumbling with the belt of my jeans. I unbuttoned and pushed them and my boxers down letting my cock spring free. I stepped out of them and she grasped my shaft, stroking it. I hooked my fingers in waistband of her panties and pulled them down her legs. She kicked one leg free, her panties dangling from the other.
She looked at me with lust and desire. No words were needed. She rubbed my purple crown along her slit. I just pushed forward seating myself deep inside her with a guttural groan. She locked her heels behind me pulling me closer. I fumbled at the buttons of her blouse, frustration made me tear it apart, and I freed her breasts from their fabric constraint. 
I thrust in to her, my hands on her breasts, her nipples hard and her areolas puckered in desire. 
"Harder," she muttered as she rolled her hips. "Christ, fuck me as hard as you like." She had her hands locked behind my neck holding on to me. 
And fucked harder she got, the table rocked and the legs scraped on the stone floor as I thrust harder and faster. 
"Ohhh God...ohh god...ohh god," she kept moaning in time with my thrusts. She pulled me closer and I moved my hands to grasp her arse cheeks. I was grunting with the effort and she moaned, kissing any part of me she could reach.
The base of her neck flushed red and her moans grew louder and her movements more urgent. Then with a scream she came, her cunt clutching at my cock dragging an orgasm from me. Hot cum splashed the inside of her cunt as she flexed her muscles milking me of every last drop.
I picked her up, my cock still hard and inside her. She locked her legs and arms around me and I carried her to the lounge and we collapsed on the sofa. I looked at her flushed features. She'd lost her blouse and her bra was around her neck. Her skirt looked like a belt around her waist and she'd never looked more beautiful to me.
"Fuck Dave, where did that come from?" She gasped. 
"You inspired me, you always do." 
As her breath returned to normal, she whispered, "I love you." 
As I kissed her in reply my cock softened and I slid out followed by a gush of cum. 
"Shit," she said and grasped a handful of tissues from the side table and began wiping herself. 
"Have you got time for a shower?" I asked. 
She nodded, "Geraldine isn't due for her sitting until eleven." 
I picked her up and carried her upstairs to our bathroom and stood her down. She removed her battered skirt and bra as I ran the water. 
She held her skirt up for me to see. "I think it's died a happy death, you owe me a new one lover boy." 
I smiled and said, "A price well worth paying." She laughed and pulled me into the shower. 

~ ~ ~ ~ <> ~ ~ ~ ~ 
We were both hurrying across the courtyard to the studios when Geraldine drove up and parked.
Geraldine's an old family friend, she's a lawyer who had recently taken her silk and been appointed a Queen's Counsel. Her chambers wanted a portrait and Zoe had got the commission. I've known Geraldine since I was young. Our families were close friends and we holidayed together. She's five years older than me and she was my first crush as a twelve-year old. 
We greeted her and she gave us a knowing look. Zoe led her off to her studio and I headed to mine. I was supposed to add the finishing touches to the sideboard that stood in the middle of my workshop. But that day it held no attraction to me. Instead I was drawn to a piece of zebra wood that had been sitting on a shelf for months. I'd known that there was something important hiding inside of it. I wasn't sure what; just that it was important to me, but now I knew what it was. 
Twice I had to cover it when Zoe came into my workroom. I'm not sure why I felt I needed to hide it from her, but I knew I should. It was late afternoon before I was satisfied with my handy work. A ten-inch reclining nude lay on my bench. It was unmistakably (at least to me) a pregnant Zoe in a post orgasmic state. Her head stretched back resting on a pillow, her hair cascading waves. One hand rose to touch her lover, the other resting protectively across her bulging abdomen. One leg was straight, the other had the knee slightly raised and falling to the side, open and welcoming. It glowed with an inner depth and the beeswax polish brought out the striking contrast in the grain of the wood.



I straightened, my back creaking in protest, my fingers stiff. I picked it up turning it over and over and then unlocking the cupboard placed it on the shelf with the other pieces I had yet to share with anyone. 
An hour later I'd given the sideboard its final coat of polish and it was ready for the client. Zoe's studio was dark and I locked up mine and the building, setting the alarm. 
The kitchen was warm and welcoming as were my two ladies who sat at the table. There were wonderful aromas coming from the Aga. I kissed Zoe and picked up my daughter. She laughed and wriggled in my arms as I pressed my face into her tummy and blew a raspberry. 
"Isn't daddy silly," Zoe said, happiness suffusing her voice. 
My daughter giggled as she looked down at me as I held her out. "I'm a big girl," she cried out. 
"That you are beautiful." I held her close and she tucked her head on my shoulder and I could smell the hint of cinnamon in her hair. 
"Have you been helping mummy with the baking?" I asked. 
She looked across to Zoe who nodded, "It's a surprise for you, spidy...spicy buns, is that right mummy?"
"Oh how did you guess they were my favourites?" 
She whispered in my ear, "Mummy told me." 
Zoe came over and took Siobhan from me, "Daddy needs to have a wash and get changed, while we check on the buns." 
I took the hint and took a quick shower and changed into clean clothes. As I stood on the landing looking down at Zoe and Siobhan, I realised it had been, all things considered, a very pleasant day. 

~ ~ ~ ~ <> ~ ~ ~ ~
It was a week later that we first met Marcus. His arrival epitomised his character. A bright red Porsche sped up our drive scattering gravel in its wake. He screeched to a halt in the courtyard. He unfolded himself from the interior of the car and stood surveying his surroundings. 
We came to the kitchen door and walked over to greet him. He was just over six foot tall, a smart looking man in a tailored suit. His face was thin, with brown eyes and a sharp nose, and capped with styled light brown hair. An elegant handsome man, who I guessed was in his mid-thirties. 
He stood watching us approach; I could sense him accessing the pair of us.
"Hi, you must be Zoe," he said, "I'm Marcus." He held his hand out to her. 
She shook it, "Nice to meet you," she replied. She gestured to me, "This is my husband, Dave." 
I offered my hand and he took it briefly, "Oh that's right, you're the woodworker." Then he turned back to Zoe. I flashed her a surprised look and she shrugged. 
"Shall we go in and sort the details out," Marcus said.
This time it was Zoe who gave me a surprised look. I unlocked the studios and switched off the alarm. Zoe showed Marcus into the office while I opened both of the studios. It took me a couple of minutes to set my workshop to rights and then I joined them in the office. 
Zoe was shaking her head as I entered. I could sense the tension in the room. I flipped the coffee maker on and took a seat on the battered old sofa that sat in the corner. 
"I'm sorry but it's a rule we have." She was saying. "I never have and never will do nude sittings outside of my studio, and even here I only will do them if Dave is around." 
"Surely you can make an exception in my case," he said. "I'm a busy man and I have a flat near the office we could use. This place, as nice as it is, is over an hour's drive each way." 
"Again I'm sorry but the reality is I don't need your commission. If you want me to paint you then it will be here." 
Marcus turned and appealed to me, "You understand my position don't you?" 
I shook my head, "I have to agree with Zoe, we made these rules for every one's safety." 
He argued for another ten minutes but we didn't change our position. He kept offering more money. 
"Compensation for your extra time and effort," he said. 
Finally he accepted that he couldn't change her mind and that they would use Zoe's studio. She pencilled him into the appointments diary, and they agreed that she would start in a few weeks' time. 
As I heard his car race down the drive I commented, "What an arsehole, why would you agree to paint him for Christ sake?" And I wondered why he wants a nude of himself.
"Because he's offering to pay me an obscene amount of money, that's why. But mind you he's intriguing, but definitely an arsehole." 

~ ~ ~ ~ <> ~ ~ ~ ~
Over the next month our life followed its usual pace, but there was something about Marcus that kept rankling with me. Zoe wasn't concerned, but I kept wondered why Linda had suggested to Zoe that Marcus would be a suitable client. 
Finally, curiosity got the better of me. On a day that Zoe was in Brighton delivering some canvases to a gallery, I gave Linda a call. When I mentioned Marcus's name she fell silent and then said that we needed to meet for lunch at the local pub.
She was already settled at a table in the corner when I arrived. She was sipping a glass of red wine, and had ordered a couple of rounds of sandwiches. I ordered a pint of best bitter and took it over to her and sat down. 
I gave her a kiss on her cheek and said hallo. She looked deeply at me and then asked, "Has Zoe started painting Marcus yet?"
I shook my head and said no. "She's scheduled to start next week," I told her. "There's something about him that doesn't sit quite right." 
"Watch him Dave, don't leave him alone with her," she said. "He's a charmer. He could charm a bird from the tree. I've learnt the hard way believe you me. You don't want to leave him alone with Zoe."
I gave her a concerned look, "What do you mean?" I asked. 
"He's got a reputation as a womaniser. He's had at least three affaires with women from our offices in the past six months, and he doesn't care if he gets caught. One is getting divorced; the others are hanging on to their marriages by their fingernails." 
I looked at her in surprise wondering why he still worked there and she replied to my unspoken question. "Because he's the nephew of the chairman of the board, that's why."
"Ohh. How the hell did he ever get to hear about Zoe?" 
She didn't answer immediately; she sat there twisting the corner of a paper napkin around her fingers. Finally, she drew a breath in and said, "Dave it's all my fault." She wouldn't meet my eyes. "Please you need to promise me you'll never breath a word of what I'm about to tell you. You can't tell Paul or even Zoe. It would destroy him and end my marriage!" 
This sounded so unlike her that I agreed and she looked sharply at me, "You promise?" I nodded. 
She took deep breath in and then let it out. "He knows about Zoe because he saw her paintings of us in our bedroom while he was fucking me. I was one of his three affairs." 
Of all the things she could have told me, this was the last I'd expected. I could see tears in the corner of her eyes. 
"Dave, he was like a drug. I love Paul; I'd never contemplated an affair. It was like my mind was saying one thing and my body another." 
"But I don't understand how did it happen?" I asked.
She sighed, "About three months ago we had to entertain some American customers up in town. I knew it was going to be a late night so Paul insisted I book a room. He didn't want me to have to travel back here late at night. God, I wish I had now. Don't ask me how but I ended up in bed with Marcus. I couldn't get enough of him and I don't understand why because he's only an average lover. Paul's so much better." 
She spoke in a monotone; it was as if she was describing something that had happened to someone else. "I told him never again and I meant it. But a week later he walked into my office as I was working late and within a few moments he had me bent over my desk fucking me and I loved it. He just had to touch me and I was taking my nickers off. We carried on like that for almost two months; I think half the office knew something was going on between us." 
I interrupted her monologue, "Linda, what about Zoe?" 
She shook her head, "I'm getting to that. You remember six weeks ago, Paul was up north on that golfing weekend." I nodded; it had been his thirtieth birthday present from her. 
"Marcus appeared at the house; fortunately the children were over at my sisters. He just walked in and made me suck him off in the hallway. He made me show him around and he saw those photos of the four of us on holiday last year. He wanted to know who Zoe was, so I showed him the paintings. The next thing I remember we were fucking on our bed. That was the straw that broke the camel's back. I was lying on the bed, his cum oozing out of me and I got a reality check. I looked around the room and all I could see was Paul and the children. I couldn't believe I'd been so stupid, it wasn't even great sex. I felt sick to my stomach and threw up all over the carpet, screaming at Marcus to fuck off." 
"Why in god's name after all that would you recommend him to Zoe?" 
She looked at me with anguish written across her face, "I'm so sorry Dave. The only way the arrogant bastard would leave me alone and not tell Paul about our affair was if I introduced him to her." 
She held her hands out to me and I took them. "He wants her Dave; I can see it in his eyes. He says it's the painting he's interested in, but I don't believe him. The painting is just a means to an end, he'll pile on the charm and I don't think she'll be able to resist him."
"She won't be on her own with him, that I can promise you," I said. And I meant that, she might not realise what he was doing until too late, she could be too trusting.
"I've got to get back," she said. "I didn't intend to give you all the gory details, but you needed to know how easily he can get to her." She gestured to herself. "I'm the prime example of how charming he can be. I guess he's already trying to get her on his own?" 
"He tried but she shot him down. There were a couple of awkward instances in the early days. Now she won't paint male models unless it's in the studio and I'm close by." 
"Good, if she can keep him at arm's length for long enough, he'll get bored and look for easier prey. He's got the attention span of an insect. Just let me know when he's coming. I don't want to be around in case he takes it in his mind to try and see me again."
She stood up, gave me another kiss and left. I sat back and finished my pint trying to work out my options. In the end I didn't have many. It came down to two. Try to convince her to drop the commission and if that didn't work watch him like a hawk.
I set about the first part that evening but I fell afoul of her other trait that only very rarely raises its ugly head. She can be as stubborn as a mule on occasions. She'd somehow convinced herself that she was doing this, partly as a favour for Linda, and partly because it was her biggest commission to date. 
"We don't need the money," I said, "and in any case I've been hearing some odd things about him." 
I gave her a much-edited version of Linda's tale. I made it sound like it was one of Linda's work colleagues that Marcus had been hitting on. 
Zoe gave me a long studied look. Then she said, "I'll be fine, just stay in earshot while he's around." She paused, "I'll try to cut his sittings down to the bare minimum, I can probably get away with half a dozen, maybe only five if I'm very lucky."
I nodded, that was probably the best I could hope for. 

~ ~ ~ ~ <> ~ ~ ~ ~
Marcus just laid the charm onto Zoe the next time we met him. I had hoped that I'd be able to limit her exposure to him to just the sessions in her studio which I intended to control. Unfortunately, fate reared its ugly head and decreed that wasn't to be the case. 
There was a dance that Saturday at the golf club and we had gone with Linda and Paul. Zoe was beautiful in a classic LBD, it was simple yet elegant. The hem fell a couple of inches above her knees. Underneath I knew she wore my favourite black lingerie with its matching garter belt and seamed silk stockings. 
I didn't mind dancing, especially with Zoe but neither I nor Linda was in Zoe or Paul's class. There was usually a point in the most evenings when we would step back and give our partners their heads and let them demonstrate their skills, while we talked and watched. Zoe was in her element, floating gracefully across the floor.
It was about ten-thirty when I had my first inkling that something was wrong. Linda went as pale as a ghost and started shaking. 
"Oh fuck no, no, he can't be here," and she looked around her in desperation. 
I glanced around the room and saw to my disquiet that Marcus was standing at the bar with a blonde woman and another couple I vaguely knew from somewhere. 
"What's he doing here?" I asked. 
"I've no idea, he not a member, he must have come as a guest of the Peterson's." 
That's who they were, Roger and Lydia Peterson, they had bought one of my very early pieces, a sideboard. "Who's the woman with him, is it his wife?" 
"No, I think she's Lydia's sister. Look can you get Paul for me. We need to go; I just don't trust myself around him. Marcus's so bloody arrogant; Paul will know something happened between us if he comes over." 
"Wait here, Marcus can't see you from where he is. I'll go and fetch them. I'll tell Paul you're sick and you need to go. The way you look at the moment he'll believe it." 
We both watched Marcus while we talked. He kept casually looking around. Then when he saw Zoe dancing with Paul he smiled a hunter smile. He started to move in their direction but stopped when he saw me casually walking across the floor to them, sidestepping the other dancers. I tapped Paul on the shoulder. 
He looked a bit surprised, he knows I'm not the world's greatest dancer and usually I'm content to sit out the dances. It's rare that I would ever cut in when they were in full flow.
"Are you cutting in Dave?" He said. 
I shook my head, "No, not that I wouldn't want to dance with my lovely wife. But Linda's not feeling well; I think she needs to go home." They both turned to look at her. 
"Christ she looks rough," Paul said, and we all headed back over to her.
Linda quickly convicted Paul that they had to leave. We would have gone as well but Zoe needed to speak to a couple of our friends first. 
"I just need half an hour," she said, "Then we can go. Can you get me a drink while I find Geraldine?"
"I think I saw her on the terrace a little earlier," I offered. 
"Thanks," she said as she headed out in that direction. 
The bar was busy so it took me fifteen minutes to get our drinks. Then an old college mate waylaid me as I started to look for her. It took me another ten minutes to get away from him and resume my search for her. I looked around the room and couldn't see her or Geraldine, nor could I see Marcus. Linda's words rattled around my head. Don't let him be alone with her. 
The terrace I remembered and walked outside. The terrace was dotted with tables and chairs, lit by flickering candle light. It took my eyes a moment to adapt. At first I didn't see her and then I saw her sitting by Geraldine at a table over in the corner half hidden by a conifer in a pot. I must admit I felt myself relax as I walked over, only to tense up as Marcus came into view sitting on the other side of Zoe. He'd been hidden by the damn conifer. His hand was casually resting on Zoe's arm and she was laughing at something he'd just said. 
He must have seen me approaching as his hand unhurriedly fell to his side and he pushed his chair away from Zoe. I think he would have liked to have made his excuses and leave before I finished weaving around the intervening tables. Unfortunately he'd managed to box himself into a corner and had nowhere to go. 
I placed the drinks on the table and pull up a chair from a nearby table and squeezed in between Zoe and Geraldine. It put me opposite Marcus and he shuffled in his chair to face Geraldine. 
I said hi, and kissed Geraldine on the cheek, and Zoe took my hand and squeezed it. The table fell silent. 
There was a short pregnant pause before Marcus broke the silence. "I came looking to find you, but I found these two beautiful women first." I looked a tad surprised and Geraldine's expression must have mirrored mine. 
"Oh," I said. Not my wittiest option but I was intrigued to see where this was going. 
"I was over at the Peterson's for dinner earlier this evening," he carried on. "And I saw that amazing sideboard they have. Lydia was telling me you made it." 
I nodded, "That's right, it's one of my earlier student pieces," I couldn't help adding, "Not bad for a woodworker."
Marcus choose to ignore the comment, "I'd like to commission something similar for my place in town. What would the damage be?"
I smiled at him; I wasn't interested in a commission from him, which is why I said what I said next. "If I were to even consider it, you're looking at something in excess of £35,000, with a ten grand non-refundable deposit, and a delivery date at least two years down the line." Not that I was ever going to make him anything. When the first question is how much, I'm usually not interested in producing anything for them. 
I think that's the point when this all turned from being a bit of fun for him into a serious game with Zoe as the prize. I know I regretted being as blunt as I was.
"That's a lot of money for a just a piece of furniture," he commented. Then shifting to face Zoe said, "I'm looking forward to starting with you next week, I do so admire your work." 
Zoe blushed. Like a lot of artists I know, she's very humble about her own work. She finds it difficult to believe that people like it as much as they do. It also makes her vulnerable to praise. I watched her as Marcus carried on commenting on her pieces he'd seen. He'd done his homework as he said just the right things; she went from embarrassed to happy with a hint of adoration in the space of a minute or so. I knew I had a fight on my hands. 
Geraldine came to my rescue, she announced that she needed to 'powder her nose' and took Zoe with her. I'm a man; can someone tell me why it is the women don't seem to be able to go to the bathroom on their own when they are out in public. This time I didn't care as it got Zoe away from Marcus, and from the look on Geraldine's face she was about to have a quiet word with Zoe.
I could sense that Marcus wanted to carry on talking to Zoe, but I had decided that he'd done enough damage for the evening. I said our goodbyes and headed indoors to intercept Zoe on her return. 
I found her and Geraldine near the corridor to the rest rooms. Zoe was looking rather embarrassed as Geraldine gestured animatedly as she spoke to her. Geraldine fell silent as I approached and Zoe hugged her and then came over and hugged me. 
"Can we leave please?" She asked. She turned to Geraldine, "Come and see me on Monday please." Geraldine agreed and we left. 
I glanced back and saw Marcus by the doorway to the terrace watching us leave. I gave him a wave and then I wrapped my arm around Zoe, resting my hand on her bottom. She moved in closer and put her arm around my waist.
"I love you," I whispered into her ear. 
"I know you do, and I don't deserve you." 
We'd reached the car and I turned her to face me. "I've loved you from the first day we met. You are everything to me. Every night I fall asleep grateful for another day with you and Siobhan." 
She buried her face into my chest and I heard her whisper, "I love you so much it hurts."
We drove back home in silence, her hand delicately caressing my thigh. I paid the babysitter, Jane, the eighteen-year-old daughter of our next door neighbours. I drove her home, as although she lived next door, next door was a farm half a mile down the road.



Zoe had checked on Siobhan and changed out of her dress into her comfy clothes by the time I got back. She had poured me a glass of my favourite single malt and a glass of wine for herself. I hung my jacket overt the back of a chair and tossed my tie on the table. As the evening was still warm we took our drinks out to the patio. She sat next to me on the bench and curled up against me. 
I sat there for a few moments trying to decide the best way to broach the question of Marcus. But Zoe was the first to break the silence. 
"Geraldine thinks Marcus is trying to seduce me. I told her she's being silly, he was just being pleasant." 
"She's not the only one who thinks that!" 
"Don't tell me you are jealous of him too." 
"I wasn't talking about me," I said. I may have been thinking it but I wasn't going to admit it to her. 
"I told you Linda mentioned he's got a bit of a reputation as a womaniser around her office. Apparently he's already had a couple of office affairs this year. One of the women is now in the middle of a nasty divorce." 
"Why would she tell you that?" 
"She saw him this evening and mentioned it in passing." I made a mental note to call her in the morning and warn her that I'd mentioned the affaires to Zoe. 
"Dave I'm happily, no very happily married. There are only two people I love and they are both here with me now." She stroked my arm that was wrapped around her. 
She raised her head and her lips sought mine, working their way up my neck trailing little kisses until they found my waiting mouth.
I surrendered to her passion as she swung a leg over my lap and sat facing me. She held my head in both hands and stared deeply into my eyes and whispered, "There has only been and there will only be one man in my life and that's you." 
I replied the only way I could. I picked her up and she wrapped her arms and legs around me. I carried her upstairs to our bed and made love to her until the wee hours of the morning.

~ ~ ~ ~ <> ~ ~ ~ ~
The rest of the weekend passed without any incidents. Zoe spoke to both Linda and Geraldine. I wasn't privy to those conversations but afterwards Geraldine and I talked. 
Zoe had to go to Brighton Monday afternoon for a meeting with her gallery owner. She'd decided to take Siobhan with her to get new shoes. 
I was in my workshop starting on my next commission. A bookcase flanked by a pair of display cabinets. It was for the chairman of an important private bank in Switzerland. It was going to be a lot of work and it was going to take me at least four weeks to finish. I was selecting the wood I wanted to use and making notes so I could order any stock I was short of. 
The bell in the workroom rang. I'd long ago fitted a sensor at the entrance of our drive that rang a series of bells in the studio block and the house. It wasn't really a security measure, but more a heads up that someone was visiting. It had saved Zoe and me from several embarrassing situations in the past. Geraldine pulled up and got out of her car. 
"Geraldine how is 'My learned friend'," I asked with a smile. 
She grinned at me, "I think you should throw yourself on the mercy of the court." 
I gave her a kiss on her cheek and we headed into the office. I poured us both a cup coffee and we sat down. 
"This is an unexpected pleasure," I told her. "What did I do to deserve this visit?" 
She gave me a darkly piercing stare that looked deep inside my soul. It made me understand why she was so feared in court. She may be the country's youngest female QC, but that hadn't stopped her gaining a fearsome reputation. 
"What going on with Zoe and this Marcus chap?" She asked. 
"I'm not sure," I replied. I held my hand up to forestall the next question on her lips. "Nothing from Zoe's side I'm sure. But I think it's pretty obvious Marcus's got more on his mind than just a painting." 
I gave her chapter and verse on all that I'd been told about our Marcus without giving up my source. 
"So to sum it all up," she said, "He's a womaniser, a player and he's decided that Zoe is his next game." I nodded. 
"Well, that explains what I saw on Saturday night. The first time he mentioned he'd been looking for you was when you sat down. Before that it had all been him laying it on Zoe thickly and she lapped it up. Why in god's name haven't you put your foot down and told her to drop him as a client?" 
"Come on, you know it's not that simple. Firstly, we've never interfered in each other's careers, and if I start now she'll just go all defensive. At least this way I stand a good chance I can control the situation. I'm pretty sure that if I try to block it, he will just create other opportunities to meet her that will be away from me and outside of my control." 
She sighed, "I suppose you are right, but it's risky. He's intelligent and a right charmer that's true. Look how he made it seem like he was only talking to her while he waited to speak to you. And he's very smooth with his compliments, she was lapping them up." 
"I noticed," I replied. "He apparently only saw her work for the first time a few weeks ago. Yet he must have researched her, because he knew a lot about her on Saturday. She's always been vulnerable to compliments because she doesn't completely believe in her own abilities."
I gestured at a couple of her paintings that hung in the gallery half of the office. "Christ knows why, I mean look at these. She's extremely good!" 
"So it's a bit of a 'Catch 22' for you." 
"True, but don't forget I have a secret weapon called Siobhan. From everything I gathered about him, he's not interested in a long-term relationship. It's all about the hunt and that first kill. I just need to make it not worth his time and effort." 
"You're not going to do anything stupid are you?" 
I shook my head, "He doesn't scare me. He can't hurt me physical or financially, but if he hurts her or my daughter there's a chance I might need your professional services."
Geraldine hesitated for a moment, "Give me a tenner." 
I handed her a ten-pound note from the cash box. 
"Good, you are now my client; I'll get the Clerk of my chambers to write up a contract. Let's be prepared just in case. When is his first sitting?" 
"On Thursday."
"Ok, you need to keep me up to date, and I need to go. I've got to prepare for a court case tomorrow." 
We stood up and I escorted her back to her car. 
As she got into the car she gave me a kiss and a hug. She said "Don't forget that I love the three of you and you need to give my goddaughter a kiss from me." 
I smiled as I watched her drive away. Then I grew serious as I walked back to my workshop. I continued selecting the lengths of wood I needed for my next project. As I did so I pondered the situation. I knew our relationship was really strong, but I had no idea just what Marcus was capable of. I was going to have to have another discrete talk with Linda. I needed her first-hand knowledge to prepare to counter his seduction technique.
Zoe was aware that I was tense and preoccupied over the next couple of days. My talk with Linda did little to ease my fears. We met in the pub again on Tuesday, I'd been to my suppliers and I'd called in on my way back. I knew just how much she loved Paul and their children. Yet I was scared at how easily Marcus had managed to get under her skin.
"He just seems to know exactly what to say and when to say it," she said in exasperation. "He ticked all my boxes and before I knew it I was in bed with him. He made me question my love for Paul and for that I will never forgive him." 
She was close to tears and she had to take several deep breaths before she could continue. "He's good at making you feel that all he's got is your best interests at heart. Dave, we'd had a couple of pleasant conversations, but nothing spectacular before that evening in London. He was a perfect gentleman when we wined and dined those Americans. He just made me feel so important, he kept deferring to me when they asked us a question. It seemed so natural to agree when he suggested a night cap to 'evaluate the meeting'." 
She squeezed my hand. "You won't want to hear this Dave, but for those few hours he made my world rock. I couldn't have stopped myself any more than I could stop the tide coming in." 
"Shit," was all I could say in response.
"There is a silver lining though, but it doesn't really help you at the moment." 
1 was willing to grasp at any straw. "What is it?" I asked. 
"Once you see the real Marcus, he loses his charm and never gets it back. All three of us say the same thing about him." 
"So I just need him to show her the real Marcus before anything happens, any ideas?" 
Sadly she shook her head.

~ ~ ~ ~ <> ~ ~ ~ ~
The sun dawned on Thursday and I prepared to meet my nemesis. Of course, it was totally un-climactic. He arrived on time. He sat for Zoe, and I watched and listened. Apart from some totally appropriate comments nothing much was said. He thanked her as he left and waved to me through the open door of the office. 
I felt a complete fraud, and I guess that was his plan. Zoe said nothing but she'd known I'd not been working at all for the whole of the two hours he sat for her. I'd never done that before, I'd always been around but I hadn't ever completely stopped working before. 
At breakfast on the day of his next appointment I got the 'I want to know that you're around if I need you, but you know you don't have to stop working' speech.
I compromised by working quietly with the doors between the studio and the workshop open. I could hear snatches of their conversation and while most was seemingly innocuous he was quick to complement her. 
After he left I saw her scribbling in her appointments diary. I recalled she'd hoped that it would only take four sittings to complete the painting. She'd pencilled in a further six sessions and it looked like he was to be here every Monday, Wednesday and Friday for the next three weeks. This wasn't good. 
"Why do you need the extra sessions?" I asked. 
"It's a much bigger piece and a lot more complex than I originally anticipated, and he needs it finished for the first of next month." 
Damn, that was convenient. Suddenly, he had a deadline, which ensured additional time with Zoe. 
"You don't usually like working to a deadline." I said. 
"I didn't know there was one at first. But apparently he has to travel most of next month and it's important it's finished before he travels." 
"And you are happy with that?" 
"Not totally, but he was so sweet when he asked I couldn't say no." 
She must have seen my face when she said that and realised I wasn't happy because she came and hugged me. "Darling, you know nothing's going to happen. I love you too much to think about another man." Then she laughed, "And you've got a better body than his." 
She pushed me back and I fell onto the sofa. She clambered on top of me and started to unbutton my shirt. She ran her fingers across my chest and then kissed and sucked at my nipples. 
"This body is all I ever want," she murmured. She held her arms up and I pulled her top off and unclasped her bra. She shrugged it off and lay back down on me. Her hard nipples pressed against my chest and our lips tangled. 
It seemed like a magic trick but seconds later we both naked and giving the poor springs of our venerable old sofa a hearty bashing. 
One phone call to Linda the next day gave me another headache. She checked with Marcus's assistant and he had no long trips planned for the following month. So his deadline was just a ruse for more time with Zoe. And thinking about it I suspected that the scope of the painting had changed for the same reason. 
I sat in the garden that afternoon; it was my day to collect our daughter from the kindergarten so I'd packed up early and picked her up. Siobhan was currently redecorating the kitchen with the help of her mother. Discretion being one of my wiser traits I'd taken myself off to the patio to nurse a beer. 
I had 'a cunning plan' as Baldrick would say to Blackadder. The next day I would casually dropped a hint that as I may have been mistaken about Marcus, I might as well see if he was serious about the piece of furniture he'd mentioned. Then I intended to contact his assistant and make an appointment to see him while he was supposedly travelling. And just like that I would have proved he was a liar. 
Two beers in the garden later, my plan was in tatters. Of course, Zoe would know why I'd tried to make an appointment. For Christ's sake all I had to do was ask him face to face on his next visit. I mentally got Blackadder to hit me. 
There was another issue that was niggling at me. I was beginning to wonder if I was becoming paranoid and obsessed over Marcus. I'd seen no changes in the Zoe I knew. She was still just as loving as she'd ever been. There were no secret phone calls or any other evidence she was taking an unhealthy interest in Marcus. And I think she was getting worried about me. 
She brought me out of my musing with a kiss to the back of my neck. She looked at the beer bottles lined up in front of me and said, "Are we ok love? You seem really worried." 
I should have been honest, but I wasn't. I took the coward's way out and hugging her I told her that everything was fine. 

~ ~ ~ ~ <> ~ ~ ~ ~
 The following Monday was the first of Marcus's additional sessions and again I worked quietly with the connecting doors open. Snatches of conversation and the odd laugh drifted through the doors. I was packing up when he left as it was my turn to collect our daughter. I followed him down the drive, he turned left and I turned the other way. When I collected Siobhan I was reminded by her teacher that I had agreed to help build a climbing frame with several other fathers on Wednesday afternoon. 
Damn, damn, that was Marcus's next appointment and there was no way I could back out of my commitment. 
I gave Zoe the news when we got back. "Sorry love, I'd completely forgotten I'd agreed to help at the kindergarten," I said. "I can't get out of it as it was my bloody idea in the first place. You are going to need to reschedule Marcus." 
"I can't see that being a problem," she replied, "he's been very charming and understanding so far." She tried calling him and she was transferred to his assistant. I heard her tell her that she was cancelling the Wednesday appointment and he needed to reschedule, then she rang off. 
"All done," she said. "Actually, it's better for me, I can use the time to put the finishing touches to Geraldine's portrait."
Late Wednesday morning found me loading my tools in the back of our old Land Rover and I headed into the village. Four of us had volunteered and we spent the next few hours replacing the old dilapidated climbing frame with a brand new wooden one that met the new council regulations. We were finished by three-thirty and I collected Siobhan from her teacher. I admired the painting she showed me and we headed home. 
As we pasted our neighbour's farm, I was disturbed to see in the distance, what looked like Marcus's Porsche turning out of our drive. He drove off into the distance and I churned over the implications. I checked my phone and it was switched on and there were no missed calls or texts. Had he only just arrived and she'd sent him away or had he turned up for his cancelled appointment. In which case what had they been doing for the past two and a half hours?
I pulled up in the courtyard and Zoe appeared from the studio door. I unbuckled Siobhan from her car seat and she ran over to her mother clasping the painting she'd done in class.
"Mummy, look at my tree," she cried out holding the painting out to her. Zoe picked her up and considered the painting. 
"It's very nice pumpkin," she said. "I love the blue bark and the yellow leaves." 
She turned to me and asked, "Can you lock up, and we will go and start supper." 
Not a word about her visitor, did I imagine the car? No, I'm sure it was his 911. Sure I told her and she took Siobhan into the house. I checked his canvas and the paint was wet in patches, Geraldine's didn't look like she'd touched it. I sat down on the sofa and shut my eyes. It was obvious that Marcus had been there, Zoe only ever painted the main subject of a portrait from a model. I guess he'd made his move. The unanswered question was had I lost her?
I entered the kitchen and Zoe was putting a casserole into the oven. Siobhan was standing on her step stool at the kitchen table.
"I helped mummy cut the carrots," my daughter proudly told me. 
"That's clever of you." Then watching Zoe I asked. "Was that Marcus's car I saw coming out of our drive earlier?" 
She stiffened and then said softly, "Yes, it was, apparently his assistant didn't pass on my message and he arrived about two o'clock. I was working on Geraldine's portrait, and I told him he needed to go as you weren't around. He was rather upset so in the end I spent half an hour or so working on his face." That was rather odd as some of the wet paint I'd seen had been around the lower torso. It also meant she was lying to me.
I felt my resentment growing but I managed to keep my temper. I acknowledged her comments, and then I headed back out to the workshop. I worked until I was called for supper. Our conversation was stilted and somewhat low-key over supper as Siobhan ate with us. I cleared up afterwards and washed the dishes as Zoe read Siobhan her bedtime story. 
I was sitting on the terrace nursing a beer when she came and sat beside me. I could see she was looking upset but I couldn't help myself. 
"Damn it Zoe, I thought we agreed you wouldn't be on your own with any male model, especially him. You should have just sent him away." I kept my voice low as I didn't want to wake Siobhan. But I was upset and she knew it from my tone. "And why didn't you tell me he'd been here earlier. I shouldn't have had to ask you."
"But nothing happened Dave. I know I called and cancelled, he just turned up and he wasn't keen to go when I asked him. He was upset that it was going to be a wasted trip given his travel plans. In the end, it was simpler to do a bit on the portrait and keep him happy." 
"I still don't understand why you didn't give me a call. You know how I feel about him." Again, he was going on about his upcoming travel yet if Linda was to be believed he had no travel plans. Had he really not got the message? Or was that another lie. 
Zoe looked distressed, "I don't understand why you are so upset, and he's just a client. Nothing happened, he was very pleasant, a perfect gentleman. I think you'd like him if you got to know him."
Linda's words from the last time we spoke came rushing back to me. 
'He's good at making you feel that all he's got is your best interests at heart. Dave, we'd had a couple of pleasant conversations, but nothing spectacular before that evening in London. He was a perfect gentleman when we wined and dined those Americans. He just made me feel so important, he kept deferring to me when they asked us a question. It seemed so natural to agree when he suggested a nightcap to 'evaluate the meeting'.
I held out my hand and she took it timidly. I whispered, "Zoe if you love us, please don't do anything you will regret."
"I have no intention doing anything I would regret," she said. "You need to trust me, I'd never put you or Siobhan in any harm."
We left it there and sat in silence until it was late enough that neither of us felt guilty going to bed. Zoe curled up with her back to me but I don't think she fell asleep for a long time, I know I didn't.
We were quiet at breakfast and Siobhan could sense that something wasn't right; for a five year old she was very perceptive. I dropped her off at the kindergarten that morning as Zoe had a client sitting at nine. I puttered around the workshop cutting a pair of cupboard doors from a single piece of timber so I ended up with a mirror of the grain pattern. 



Zoe came into the workshop after her client had left and standing on the far side or the bench I was working at handed me a mug of tea. "What are you going to do tomorrow when Marcus's here?" She asked. 
I put down the plane I was using. "Does he really need to be here? Can't you just for this time work from photos?" 
"If I thought I could, I would, but you know that's not how I work." 
"I can't help it Zoe, I wish you'd never taken this commission. I just don't trust him." 
"I'm sorry, but I don't think you're being very rational about this. Marcus's been the perfect gentleman every time we've met." 
I groaned, "And that's the problem, from what Linda tells me, all the women who have had affairs with him say that he's the perfect gentleman all the way to their beds." 
"It's always Linda's friend says this or that, but how can she honestly tell. It's not like it's her that's had one of these alleged affaires."
I had to look away; this was the crux of my problem. I know that Linda was talking from her own first-hand experience of Marcus's technique. But I'd promised faithfully not to tell anyone about her affair. All I could do was plead with her to talk to Zoe. 
"I do trust you love, and I won't get in the way tomorrow. Just don't take everything he says or does at face value." I said. 
"I'll be careful," she replied and she came around my bench and gave me a hug. I suppose the unasked question in the back of my mind was did she intend to be careful around Marcus or me?

~ ~ ~ ~ <> ~ ~ ~ ~
Friday came and Marcus announced his arrival in his usual flamboyant style. I was in the office on the computer trying to find a supplier for a length of extremely rare hardwood I needed for the inlay on a panel. He greeted Zoe with a kiss to her cheek and she glanced at me to see my reaction. They disappeared into her studio and he closed the door behind him. I was getting up to open it, when it opened again. 
Zoe propped it open saying, "Sorry Marcus but the door stays open." 
"Oh ok, it's just I was getting a cold draft from it last time." 
"I've got a fan heater if you get cold." 
She smiled at me apologetically before turning around and stepping back into her studio. I sank down again, and returned to my search. Thirty minutes and a lot of calls later I found what I was looking for plus some other pieces I'd be able to use. All the time there was a background murmur of voices from the studio. My head had swivelled in their direction several times when she gave a short laugh at something he'd said. 
And that's when what he had said earlier finally clicked. If as Zoe had said she'd only painted his face on Wednesday, why had he complained about the draft? Given the suit he usually wore, he could only have felt a draft if he was undressed. The trouble was it left me with two scenarios either Zoe was lying to me or Marcus was just using it as an excuse to get the doors closed. 
I spent the next half an hour planning and sanding the cupboard doors with a growing sense of unease until finally I did something I rarely did. I stopped working and stepped inside the doorway of her studio while she was painting a client. I leant against the doorframe and surveyed the studio. At least Marcus was wearing a pair of boxers but that was all. He was on a couch angled away from the doorway so he didn't see me enter. Zoe was bent over her palette blending a colour to use and neither could see me.
Marcus was saying, "I don't think I've ever met someone as talented as you." 
"I keep telling you it's not true but thank you, honestly Dave is far more talented than me."
"You are just being modest again. I'll keep saying that you have so much more talent than a furniture maker. He's a carpenter not an outstanding artist like you." 
She laughed, "And now you are being silly." 
"That's better; you look beautiful when you smile
She gave an embarrassed giggle and put down her brush. "You've moved again slightly." 
She moved over to him and gently tilted his head a couple of inches, running a finger along his cheek. He turned his face and kissed her fingers; she giggled and moved his head back to its original position. His hand reached out to stroke the back of her leg. She ran her fingers through his hair and started to lean forward. I cursed and she turned and gasped as she saw me standing there. His head swung round and a grin flickered across his face. 
Zoe's mouth opened and closed several times before she said, "Dave, I err..."
I looked at Zoe holding her eyes, silencing her. Her face had lost its colour and she knew I was pissed off.
"Marcus, get fucking dressed and go," I said the anger evident in my voice, my face felt ridged in my anger. 
He made no move to get up, ignoring me and returning his gaze to Zoe, "I don't think so, it up to Zoe. The sessions not finished there's another hour to go," he complained.
"That wasn't a suggestion!" I said icily. "Zoe's done for today." 
Zoe didn't take her eyes of me, then without looking at him she said softly, "Marcus, I think Dave's right, you need to go." 
He hesitated and then in one languid motion stood. Moving over to a table and chair in the corner he pulled on his clothes. All the time nobody spoke.
He came over to her as he was walking out of the studio. She turned away from him towards me. As he reached the door I said, "Call before you come back, we may need to cancel your next appointment." 
"Fine, but Zoe please don't forget the deadline, I will need to hold you to it."
"Marcus," I said and he paused. "I'm aware that it's your deadline, not Zoe's, and at this moment I'm this close..." and I held my hand up for him to see my finger and thumb less than an inch apart. "To insisting that she cancels the bloody commission and trash the damn painting."
He glared at me and then shrugged his shoulders, "Fine, Zoe I will call to confirm on Monday." With that he left.
I followed to see him get in his car and drive off scattering gravel in his wake. I found Zoe slumped on the sofa in the office.
She looked up at me and I think she expected me to be full of rage and anger. And in a way I was, but not at her, at him. This was just a game to him and he didn't care how many people he hurt in the pursuit of his goal. 
Disappointment was the driving emotion I felt when I looked at her. How many times did I need to warn her? 
"Dave, nothing was happened believe me," she whispered. 
I sat down beside her and she rested her head on my arm. "But it would have if I hadn't come in. You feel something for him don't you," I said. 
She whimpered and started to shake her head. Then she stopped, "I don't know, honestly it was just a bit of harmless flirting. He's fun and interesting to talk to. So many of my patrons just sit there saying nothing. He wants to know all about me...us." 
"He doesn't seem to think a lot of me does he, apparently I'm just a furniture maker."
"David," she only ever called me by my full name when she was upset with me. "You are one of the most talented furniture makers in the country." 
She took one of my hands in both of hers, "You have more skill in this hand than I have in both of mine."
"But what are you going to do?" 
She squeezed my hand. "I really want to finish the painting, please Dave don't make me stop. It's some of my best work and he's agreed that I can submit it to the Royal Academy." 
Shit, I'd been trying to get her to send a painting to the academy for years. The only piece she'd felt was good enough in the past was her painting of me at work and she refused to take it off our wall. 
"You're going to cancel Marcus's session on Monday and we will talk about what happens next over the weekend," I said. I hoped that the extra time would allow me to come up with a solution. "Do you want me to pick up Siobhan," I asked looking at the clock.
"No I'll do it, it's my turn. Tell you what, if you lock up, I'll get changed. We can both pick her up and go into Brighton for something to eat." She got up and picked the car keys of the desk.
"Sounds like a good idea," I thought for a moment, "Don't forget that the week after next is half term and we've made plans." 
She stopped and looked at me. We usually kept the diaries clear half terms so we could concentrate on having fun with our daughter. The implications of what I'd just said hit her. 
"Oh." She started walking to the car. 
"I'm going to call Marcus and cancel Monday," I called out. 
"No don't, it's my problem I'll do it," she called back.
Of course, once we got there Siobhan made us walk all the way to the end of the famous west pier so she could ride the roller coaster. We bought fish and chips from a chippy in one of the arches on the Esplanade. We ate them from the paper sitting on the pebbles of the beach. We didn't talk about elephant in the room, just fun family things with Siobhan that we would be doing over her half term.
Siobhan fell asleep in the car as I drove back to the house. Zoe carried her up to her bedroom while I poured us each a glass of wine. The evening had turned chilly so I settled down on the sofa in the lounge and waited for Zoe to come down to talk as we had agreed. 
I was still waiting an hour later so I went upstairs to see what was keeping her. She was asleep on top of Siobhan's bed. Her face was streaked with dried tears. I didn't have the heart to wake her so I loosened her jeans and top and covered her with a blanket from the airing cupboard.
I locked up and briefly tidied up downstairs before going upstairs and showering. I climbed into our empty bed and lay there trying to fall asleep, and wondered for a long while if this was to be my life in the future. Damn it not if I can help it.

~ ~ ~ ~ <> ~ ~ ~ ~
 My daughter woke me early the morning as she climbed into bed with me. She curled into the crook of my arm and fell asleep again. A few minutes later Zoe said, wistfully from the doorway, "Is there room for me as well?" She stood wrapped in a towel fresh from the shower.
I pulled the covers open and she climbed in beside me. She curled up against me and pulled my arm around herself. Her damp hair smelt of the peach shampoo she uses. 
She whispered, "I'm sorry, I know you wanted to talk last night but I must have fallen asleep cuddling little one. Thank you for covering me up." 
"You had been crying," I said. 
"I know, Dave I'm scared I'm spoiling it for us. I know you're worried and I've listened to your concerns but that's not the Marcus I've seen. I still want to finish the painting. I don't know what the matter with me is. Please don't make me stop. I will if you insist, but it's going to be one of my best, I can feel it." She looked at me hopefully. 
The knot in my stomach tightened and I knew I couldn't refuse her. She was putting me between the rock and a hard place. But would I be able to live with the consequences?
"Ok, finish and then submit it, but there are some conditions." 
"Anything, Christ I'll paint in a chastity belt if you want me to."
"I wasn't thinking about anything that drastic but now that you mention it..." 
She punched me gently on the arm. "What then?"
"Try to ignore him while you paint. You know he's going to think he's got one over me if you carry on painting. He's not to just drop in and you are to do as much as you can from photos. Plus and this is the deal breaker, I want you to submit your painting of me at the same time, both or none is the deal." 
"Don't make me Dave, It's not good enough. When I paint you I want it to be perfect. Please don't make me." 
"Why, what's wrong with it, or is it the subject you don't like." 
"You're the perfect subject. I love you that's why it has to be perfect, and I can't do it, it's full of flaws - my flaws, not yours." 
"You're wrong, it's better than the one you're doing for him. And I love the fact you see the flaws, they tell me how much you love me."
Her lips traced feather light kisses under my chin. "OK. If his is good enough then I'll apply to submit both pieces in January next year. Will you take the photos for me?" 
I smiled, "You remember the selection process, I'd be happy to help." 
She shivered slightly in my arms, and on my other side Siobhan stirred and crawled over me wriggling in between us. She had that sweet child smell that make you want to bury your face in their soft hair and just inhale it until your lungs burst. 
"I'm hungry," came her sweet voice. 
"Then let's go and get breakfast for daddy and my beautiful girl," Zoe said.
She stood and quickly pulled a pair of panties on before unwrapping the towel from her body. She slipped a bra, jeans and a top on before she picked up her pyjama clad daughter and tucked her on her hip.
I washed, shaved and got dressed before heading downstairs in the direction of the pleasing aromas of frying bacon. 
I sat down at the kitchen table and my daughter carefully brought me a half full mug of coffee. 
We talked quietly as we ate breakfast; afterwards Siobhan hurried off to the lounge and settled down in front of the television for her Saturday morning treat of cartoons. 
I stacked the dishwasher while Zoe finished off her tea. 
"I called him last night to cancel Monday," she said indicating her phone on the table. "And he sounded sad. He thinks you're blowing it up out of all proportion and that you don't want me to carry on because you're jealous of my possible success." 
Now I was a bit pissed off, were the tears last night for me or for him. "And is that what you think?" 
"Nooo, don't ever think that Dave. I'm just telling you what he said. By the way what did you mean when you said 'his timetable' yesterday?"
"I just thought it was convenient that suddenly he needs to travel a lot next month. He didn't mention any such plans when you agreed to the commission."
"He's an important person in his company; of course he has to travel. Ask Linda she works there." 
"Christ, he's only a bean counter, and next time I see her I'll ask," I replied. 
We puttered about in silence again skirting the elephant in the room for the rest of the morning, doing the chores we'd been putting off to the weekend. 
"Do we need to go to the supermarket today?" I asked. 
"I suppose we should, we can go after we drop Siobhan off at Wendy's birthday party. It starts at three." 
Oh yes, the joy of children's birthday parties and the hyperactive child that is returned to you. This was the first year that Siobhan didn't want one or the other of us to stay with her. She'd run into the first party of the year saying I'll see you later daddy. 
Siobhan looked a picture in her party dress and Zoe snapped a couple of quick snaps on her phone. I reminded myself to download them later from her cloud account and add them to the family photos album on the PC. 
We collected our hyperactive daughter at six and sympathised with Wendy's fraught parents. 
"It's bloody McDonald's next year I tell you," her mother exclaimed. 
Oh hell, it's our turn in two months' time, McDonald's sounded promising. 
While Zoe dealt with Siobhan, I unpacked the car and put the shopping away. 
Zoe came up to me and put her arms around me, resting her head on my chest. "She's exhausted the poor little tyke. I've put her to bed, she's stuffed full of cake."
"Do you want to cook?" 
"No, let's just order in Chinese." 
When it arrived we took our full plates and a bottle of wine into the lounge and sat on the sofa. The television was on and we half watched a film that was on while we ate. 
Zoe curled up against me and sighed contentedly. "You know that I love you," she whispered." 
"I know you do, the important question right now is 'What's Marcus to you?'" She stiffened under my fingers. 
She wriggled round to face me. "I don't love him if that's what you mean. He's nice and I enjoy his company, that's all. I know I let it get away from me on Friday but nothing would have happened. If you hadn't have been there I would have told him to stop and let me paint and that would have been the end of it." 
She paused to kiss me. "It's no different to our friendship with Linda's Paul, you let me dance with him and nothing improper happens. I'm the artist and he's the model, that's all there is." 
She settled back against me and I again wondered if I had over reacted. What had I really seen? An artist repositioning her model or a would-be lover's caress. I'd seen her touch many a male model and I'd never reacted that way before. Would I have even worried if Linda hadn't mentioned her concerns? No, Geraldine had seen the same thing. No, that was more than just positioning a model, the kiss to the fingertips showed Marcus's intentions. 
"Take me to bed, let me prove to you that I'm yours," Zoe whispered. 
I picked her up and took her upstairs, setting her down I went to take off my shirt but she stopped me. 
"I need to do this, you're mine and I'm going to prove it." She pushed me up against the wall undoing the buttons and bestowed feather light kisses across my chest before sucking my nipples causing me to moan in pleasure. 
"You are all mine," she whispered, "and I'm all yours and I'm going to prove it until you beg me to stop." 
She fumbled at the belt of my jeans, undoing it and the jeans. She pulled them down over my hips and groaned happily to herself as she saw the bulge in my boxers. Sliding the waist band down freed my eager cock from his confines. Her mouth swooped and swallowed the head, sucking hard and running her hands along the shaft. I leant back against the wall, moaning as her head bobbed faster as she swallowed more of me each time. 
"Shit, Zoe, I'm going to cum." 
She grinned up at me and sucked harder. I came with a shudder, filling her mouth and she swallowed, licking me clean. I pulled her up and she kissed me savagely, sharing my taste with me. 
"My turn to pleasure you," I whispered and I quickly stripped her clothes from her and she lay back on the bed, letting her thighs fall open. I kissed my way slowly up the inside of her thighs until my lips hovered above the centre of her sex. Glistening beads on her puffy labia attested to her arousal. The little sighs of pleasure became a loud moan as my tongue slid along the length of her slit.
"Please just there," she whimpered as the tip of my tongue circled her clit.
She rolled her hips pushing up against me as my mouth and fingers moved tirelessly teasing, first one then a second screaming orgasm from her soul. 
"Fuck...me...now..." she gasped out. 
Her fingers trapped in my hair pull, urging me to cover her. I pushed in deep and hard. Her legs wrapped around the back of my thighs. Her fingers clenched and un-clenched the skin on my back, as I thrust hard and fast into her silky soft cunt. 
I kept up the pace, changing the rhythm of the strokes in tune with her needs and the rolling of her hips. Her body stiffened as she came. She babbled out my name repeatedly. I kept moving, she was mine and I was going to prove it to her. 
She whimpered and cried out again as another and then yet another orgasm washed over her. Until I came with a rasping gasp, pumping my hot cum against the entrance of her womb, covering her cervix with my possessive essences. 
Her fingertips were dug deep in muscles on my back and the walls of her passage clenched tightly around me, milking the last drop from me. 
Her eyes fluttered open and she looked up at me with a familiar look of love and desire. I rolled to the side but Zoe refused to let me pull out. Her finger traced a line of sweat running down my chest. She kept squeezing my shaft with cunt. 
She kissed my nipple, "I love you so much," she whispered, "I am yours, please don't ever stop loving me."



"I won't, I couldn't. You're part of me love." 
She gave a little sob of happiness and relaxed in my arms. 
We woke early the next morning in virtually the same positions. Somehow I hadn't slipped out of her, and my morning woody was making its present felt. I rolled onto my back and we moved in harmony until we both came in a mutual wave of pleasure. 
We had just settled back when our post coital bliss was interrupted by our bouncing daughter. 
"I think we might have to consider putting a lock on our door," Zoe said, from beneath a wriggling daughter. 
"And miss our morning cuddles!" 
She laughed and we rolled together trapping Siobhan between us. 
"Come on beautiful, let go and make mummy breakfast," I said. I slipped a pair of boxers on under the cover before getting out of bed. Siobhan took my hand and we headed downstairs to the kitchen. It didn't take us long to warm up some of the croissant's we picked up yesterday. I put them on a tray for Siobhan to carry. On a second, I put the rest of the breakfast and a pot of coffee. 
Siobhan carefully carried her tray upstairs, walking in front of me. Zoe put her phone down as we entered and clapped her lands in appreciation. We made short shrift of the food. I sat up in bed sipping a second cup of coffee whilst the two women in my life took a quick shower. 
Zoe called that the shower was free and I was happy to wash off the evidence of our night of passion. As I got out, Zoe called out and reminded me that there was a ramble organised for today and we'd said we were going. 
We have a tradition that at least once a month, whatever the weather we would go for a ramble along the South Downs. In the summer we would try to go every week. We would meet up with a local family ramblers group and stroll along the pathways that wound along the slopes of the Downs. We usually started at one pub and finish back there or at a nearby one. 
I checked the rambler's newsletter pinned to the corkboard and found the time and starting place of today's ramble. 
"It's an afternoon one, starting and finishing at the Punchbowl. It starts at two," I said. 
"Sounds nice, shall we get lunch there?" 
"If we get there early enough, it shouldn't be packed."
We arrived at midday and there were already several couples and their children from the ramblers group enjoying a meal and a drink in the pubs garden. 
We settled down near them and Siobhan was off playing with her friends. It was such a pleasant day that I completely forgot all about the issues of the past couple of weeks. 
~ ~ ~ ~ <> ~ ~ ~ ~ 
My life took a downwards turn late that Sunday afternoon. Zoe was preparing supper and Siobhan was happy to sit beside me in the office drawing while I searched the web for a replacement fine detail router and chisels I needed. She was happily talking to me about all her favourite Disney characters 
Looking at my daughter, crayon in hand concentrating on the drawing of a Disney princesses on the paper in front of her reminded me of the photos Zoe had taken of her in her party dress. I knew the photos had been automatically backed up to the cloud. We both have the same type of phone and I'd set them up the same way. I didn't check it very often, in fact this was the first time I'd wanted to in months. 
Both of our individual cloud accounts automatically back up to a larger family account so I didn't need to access her personal account. I'm a bit paranoid about backups after a computer melt down a few years earlier had caused us a lot of heart ache and not a few lost orders. It took me and a local IT geek (Linda's sixteen-year-old nephew) almost six months to recover most of the lost data. I'm not sure if Zoe was aware of this backup feature, it wasn't something I'd concealed but neither hadn't I made a song and dance about it.
I found the photos I was looking for and after tweaking them with Photoshop, I saved them to the hard drive and the cloud. 
While I was in the cloud directory I noticed two new folders I'd never seen before, one seemed to be a folder copied from her backup, the other an identical one from mine. I opened mine and found that all my texts, attachments, chats and phone logs for the past three months had been backed up. I checked the first date and it coincided with the last software update on the phones. It must be a new setting on the phone I hadn't noticed. Two folders meant Zoe's had been doing the same. 
I hovered over her folder for a full minute while I debated whether I really wanted to know what, if anything had happening between them. With a nervous twitch of my finger I opened it. 
As I scanned the texts and there was a mix of good and bad news. Since that first session, she'd been receiving at least a couple of texts a day from Marcus. Most of them it seemed she'd ignored, or at least hadn't responded to. 
I found the text where he mentioned he thought I was jealous of her. If I wasn't so annoyed I would have been quite impressed at the delicate, subtle way he had suggested it. 
She'd replied after receiving that text. 
You're mistaken he doesn't have a jealous bone in his body.
U sure, it looked like it to me.
She had replied that he was mistaken and ignored his further texts for the rest of that day. It was that morning she'd told me that he thought I was jealous of her success.
She must have mentioned my comments about his affairs. His first text after our discussion, said that it was a married woman in his office who had a crush on him. She had fantasised a love affair and spread rumours about the office. He was the innocent party. Right, I believe that. 
Her reply was disturbing; for the first time she discussed her attraction to him.
I can understand her fantasising about an affair with you. You have a beautiful body.
That was not what I wanted to see her write.
He definitely picked up after that admission from her. He increased his compliments of her, while subtly taking digs at me. You almost had to admire his technique - almost but not quite. Her return texts became more frequent, light-hearted and friendly.
The tone of his texts progressively changed from the early ones. If you read them individually they seemed quite innocent. Read them together in sequence and it was obvious that Marcus was playing to her insecurities while at the same time subtly attacking my commitment to her art and our marriage. 
The early ones went on about it being such a shame if hubby's irrational jealousies prevented her from finishing her masterpiece. After he got the message I'd agreed to her completing it, his tone changed again. It was a case of 'see I was right and he knows it'. 
After each sitting there would always be a long text from him where he would attempt to consolidate all the little gains he made with her.
Her replies, if any, were mainly nonspecific, but every now and again you'd see the spark of happiness in her reply. It was obvious that she liked him, she saw his fun charming side and enjoyed the attention he lavished on her. 
There was one that she sent that did really disturb me: Please don't kiss me again, I should have called Dave and next time I will. I'd completely missed that and it was dated the previous Wednesday, two days prior to what I'd seen on the Friday. 
I found the text he'd sent her after the Wednesday 'mistake' session. 
Sorry about the confusion, but it was so nice not to have hubby hanging around all the time. U sure I can't convince u to paint me in London away from him. 
She replied, Was nice to talk in private, but London is not going to happen.
He picked up on her confusion at my seemingly irrational dislike of him and was twisting it as a by-product of my jealousy of her potential success.
Shit, what was she thinking about, she was lapping up the garbage he was feeding her. I logged off the cloud account and leant back in my chair. Siobhan looked up at me from her drawing and smiled at me. 
Zoe called us in for supper and I took Siobhan and we went indoors. Siobhan showed her mother her drawing and it went on the cork board. I ate in silence, I couldn't help looking at Zoe and wondering what I was going to have to do to ensure the survival of my marriage. I knew I wasn't going to give up without a fight, I had too much to lose. 
Zoe and I curled up on the sofa after Siobhan had gone to bed. 
"We are alright aren't we?" she asked. 
"I guess that that depends on you," I said. I don't think that was the answer she was expecting, as she wriggled round so she could see my face.
"What do you mean?"
"I don't know, have I lost you to Marcus?" 
"What. No, I love you. Why would you think that?" 
"Because for the past week or so it seems to me that he and the painting are more important to you than we are." 
Her voice quivered, "That not true, you and Siobhan are the most important things in my life." 
"So if I asked you to stop you would?"
She whispered, "Please Dave don't ask that."
"Fuck," I groaned, "I'm losing you aren't I."
"No you're not, please Dave don't give up on me, I'm still here but it's important to us that I finish it."
"Which us, you and me, or is it you and him? Tell me honestly do you two talk outside of the studio?" 
She hugged me tight, "Us you idiot." She hesitated, "He texts occasionally, but they're not important, mostly I ignore them or delete them before I read them." 
Crap, she saw my face and she knew I didn't believe her. Well why would I, I'd been reading the damn things earlier. 
"Please Dave believe me, I haven't done anything I shouldn't have with him. A little bit of playful flirting maybe, that's all." 
I suppose that was true from her side, but his thoughts and intentions expressed in his texts was anything but innocent.
"Please Dave don't turn away from me. Hold me tight." 
She moved and sat astride my lap facing me, her hands holding my head so I couldn't turn away from her kisses. Her denim skirt riding up her thighs exposing the sheer fabric of her panties moulded to her pussy. She ground her pussy into the growing bulge in my jeans. 
She unbuttoned my shirt and ran her hands over my chest. Then she leant forward and caress my nipples with her soft lips.
"You are my man," she murmured, "And I'm your woman." 
She pulled her top off and unfastened her bra. Her breasts swayed as she rocked against me, little moans of pleasure escaping her lips.
"Oh, Zoe," I groaned, "I love you." I slid my hands up her thighs and cupped her pantie-covered buttocks pulling her in close to me. 
She fumbled with the belt of my jeans and I raised my hips to help let her pull them down. She stood up and pulled them of me completely. She undid the zip on her skirt and hooking her fingers in the waistband slid it and her panties down her legs. She paused for a moment for me to admire her lithe body, the faintest of stretch marks across her abdomen the only evidence of her motherhood. 
She knelt between my legs and gave my by now rampant cock, a long slow lick from the base to the tip. She swallowed the crown running her tongue around the grove. I pulsed and grew even harder as her soft mouth drew a long gasp from me. 
She stood up and sat astride me again. Grasping my cock she ran the head back and forth along her slit, my pre-cum mixing with her juices. She moaned as my thumb found the hard nub of her clit guarded by the clitoral hood.
She feed me between her swollen pussy lips and into the sweet haven of her warm tight velvety soft passage.
"Ohh fuck," she gasped as I filled her up. "That feels so goood." 
She started riding me with a fast sharp motion, grinding her hips when the base of my cock pressed hard against her clit. Her breathe came in short sharp gasps as she worked hard for her first orgasm. I pushed up into her meeting her down strokes. She had one hand on my shoulder, the other was pinching her own nipple. 
She shuddered and cried out, her motion faltering as she came. Her cunt clutch at my shaft. Her head fell forward to rest on my chest as she struggled to regain her breath. 
"Fill.. me.. with... your... cumm," she gasped. 
I pull out of her, "On your knees love," I whispered. She moved immediately. Her forearms resting on the arm of the sofa and her thighs parted to receive my offering. 
The sinuous curve of her back stretched out in front of me, and her cute buttocks framed the glistening puffy red tinged lips guarding her cunt. I shuffled forward and with one motion I filled her, thrusting deep until my balls slapped against her arse and my cock rubbed against her cervix.
I was thrusting hard and she was pushing back against me. We were both panting with the effort. One of her hands reached back between her legs and she rubbed at her clit moaning at the growing sensations centred on her cunt.
The ache in my balls grew signalling my impending orgasm. "I'm going to cum," I gasped. 
"Fuck, fill me."
A last few thrusts and my cum surged through my cock filling her, coating her cervix, triggering her second orgasm of the night. 
We stayed joined, my cock throbbing as she squeezed her muscles and milked the last drop of cum from me. 
We curled up on the sofa gently caressing each other until a chill in the air forced us to retreat to our bed. 
We made love again in morning but there was a hint of desperation in Zoe's lovemaking. It was as though she was trying to prove to both of us that there were no problems in our marriage. 
There were no issues on the Monday, Marcus didn't turn up and our tensions seemed to ease. We relaxed on Monday evening and it felt almost normal. 

~ ~ ~ ~ <> ~ ~ ~ ~ 
It stayed that way until Tuesday afternoon when Zoe's phone went off. She looked up from the table where she was kneading bread dough with Siobhan. 
She held up her messy hands, "Could you get that, it'll be mum; she said she'd call this afternoon." 
I put my book down and picked it up. I didn't check the caller ID; I just swiped and answered it. I hadn't said a word before Marcus's voice was in my ear. 
"Zoe darling have you managed to convince your hubby to let you finish the painting." 
What the fuck. "Hubby," I said sarcastically, "hasn't made his fucking mind up." 
"Sorry Dave, I thought I was talking to Zoe, I didn't mean anything."
Zoe looked up, startled at my words and tone. 
'It's bloody Marcus,' I mouthed at her.
"Shit," she washed her hands and took the phone from me. She started to leave the room but saw my face and sat down at the table. Siobhan looked up from the piece of dough she was playing. I smiled at her and said she could go and watch cartoons while mummy was on the phone. She jumped down from the stool and headed into the lounge. 
I turned to Zoe as she finished cleaning her hands. "Why is he calling you? Just how did he get your number?" I asked as the thought flashed across my mind. We don't give out our personnel numbers to clients, we have an office phone. And all the texts I'd seen had been sent to her own phone.
"Later please, Dave; let me deal with this first." 
"Marcus," she said warily. "What can I do for you?" 
"..."
"No I'm not on my own, Dave is standing beside me."
"..."
Zoe saw me reaching out for her phone and she quickly said, "Sorry Marcus, I'm putting you on speaker, I think that's safer all round."
"Ahh, ok, look I need to know if I should bother to come down tomorrow."
She looked at me hopefully and I started to shake my head. She pressed the mute button. 
"Please Dave, I know you think he's an arsehole but I really want to finish it. You may not like him but that painting's some of the best work I've done in ages." 
Against my better judgement I said reluctantly said ok, but she could see I was extremely unhappy about it.
She un-muted the phone. 
"Marcus are you still there?"
"Yes." 
"We've discussed the situation Marcus, Dave has reluctantly agreed that I can finish the painting. But any repeat of Friday's behaviour and I'll throw you and it out."
"That's fine I'll be there at the usual time then." 
Before he rang off I said, "Marcus, in future all calls to Zoe are to go through the office phone. Do you understand?"
"Yes sorry, I thought this was her business phone."
"It's not, any more calls and I'll get her to block your number." 
"Fine, fine." and he rang off. 
I sat down beside her, "Zoe what going on, this doesn't sound like the first call the two have had about this, it sounded like you've been discussing this with him for some time. And how the hell did he get your number, we never give out our personal numbers to customers!" 
"When he first called, Linda must have given him this number and he's kept using it ever since. I told him to use the office phone but he ignored me. He called briefly on Sunday to check if he should come down Monday. I said no and we'd contact him if you decided I could carry on. I haven't spoken to him since" 
That didn't seemed to gel with the way Marcus had first spoken on the phone but I decided to let it go for the moment. 
I think Zoe sensed my concern as she passed her phone over to me, "You can check if you want Dave." 
There seemed no point; if I checked it she would think I didn't trust her. And if she was willing for me to check it, I doubt there was anything incriminating left on it. So I passed it back unchecked and gave her a kiss that she leant into with her whole body. 
"I'm so sorry Dave, let me just finish it, and we never have to see him again." 
"Let's just get over this love and get back to where we used to be." 
She hugged me, "I don't deserve you, and you're so good to me. Can you fetch Siobhan please; supper's almost ready?" 
That evening after we put Siobhan to bed we sat in silence reading. Neither of us knew what to say. The silence continued even after we had gone to bed. We cuddled together for comfort but that was the all we did. 

~ ~ ~ ~ <> ~ ~ ~ ~
 We both kept ourselves busy the next morning in our respective studios. Zoe insisted we break for lunch and I took the opportunity while she was in the kitchen to take a good look at Marcus's painting. She was right, it was one of her better pieces, and I could see why she was eager to complete it. She'd caught Marcus's poise and arrogance perfectly, whilst imbuing him with a sense empowerment. His pose was one she'd used before but never with this degree of power. He lay propped up on a roughed outline of a day bed, and to my untrained eye it would need at least another eight or so sessions to complete. 
Marcus arrived after lunch and he headed into Zoe's studio. He was careful to let me see that he made no attempt to close the door. I had to trust Zoe and I did, so I kept working for the duration of his session. Zoe came into my workshop after he had left. 
"Thank you, he was a perfect gentleman and he asked me to tell you he's sorry about last Friday." 
"When's he back?" 
"Tomorrow morning, he's staying the night with the Peterson's and he's invited us to join them for dinner at the Hungry Monk." 
"You are joking, I hope you refused the invite," I spluttered. 
"Please Dave, it didn't seem right to say no. Marcus is a nice person, if you got to know him I'm sure you wouldn't be so worried about him." 
I looked at her in exasperation, "We are not going to get a babysitter at this short notice." 
"Already organised, I called Jane and she's happy to watch Siobhan. She can stay the night so there's no need for us to hurry back." 
"So, you're not really giving me a choice." 
"Please Dave, don't say no." 
"Christ, I really haven't got an option, have I? What time are we supposed to be there?" 



"The table's booked for eight. Jane will be here at seven." 
I looked at her and a thought flitted across my mind. "I'm intrigued," I said, "What would you have done if I'd said no." 
She hesitated for several long seconds before answering. "Then I would have called to cancel," she said firmly. Not call to accept I noted, that meant she'd already accepted the invite.
"Zoe I warn you, any funny business and I'm walking out!" 
The Hungry Monk is a favourite restaurant of ours and is about half an hour's drive away. So I was ready just after seven and let Jane in when she arrived. Zoe came downstairs fifteen minutes later. She looked amazing in a red cocktail dress that was form fitted to her top and flared at the skirt. It was less than a year old and I'd bought it for her to wear at last year's New Year's party. This was only the second time she had dared to wear it. She wore four-inch heels and black stockings to complete the mind-blowing package. My problem was, is she dressed like this for me or Marcus?
Zoe can read me like an open book. "This is for you and you only. I want you to be proud of me, love." She said as she held her arms out to me.
She hugged me tightly and we kissed, Jane clapped her hands in appreciation. 
My apprehension grew as we drew close to the restaurant. Zoe could sense my discomfort and she chatted on about a range of inconsequential items. When we arrived we sat for a few moments in the car. She turned in her seat to face me and taking my hand, placed it under her dress at the top of her thigh, at the junction of silky stocking and soft skin. 
"This is my promise to you," she whispered, "This is yours and only yours. When you want to go, we go, do you understand?" 
I nodded and swallowed nervously. 
We were the last to arrive; there is no room at the tiny bar at the restaurant so the others were already seated at the table. It appeared that Marcus organised the seating arrangements to suit his pursuit of Zoe. It was a rectangular table laid for six. Marcus was sitting in the middle seat on the far side with the woman we'd seen him with at the golf club dance seated to his left. Lydia was sitting opposite him and Roger was to her left, leaving only the two opposite corners for us. 
It was obvious that Marcus expected Zoe to sit next to him, as the first thing he said was, "If you sit here Zoe, we can keep the boy, girl sequence going." 
"Damn it, not going to happen Zoe," I muttered under my breath and my hand tightening its hold on hers as she started to move to his side. I was fucked if I was going to let him monopolise her all evening. 
"I warned you, he's playing games. Let's go, I'm not staying," I said softly for only her to hear and started to turn away. 
Zoe stopped moving towards the seat and turned her head to look at me with a nervous expression on her face. Lydia came to my rescue; she saw the look of thunder on my face and the hesitation in our steps. 
She stepped in quickly. "Marcus you can't do that, you're separating our two lovers here. Marcus darling if you take this seat," and she patted the vacant seat beside her. "David can take yours and Zoe the one beside him and then everything is sorted." 
Marcus didn't have a choice, not to move would have made him look churlish. His lips tightened as he gracefully stood and moved around to the proposed seat. Zoe and I took our seats and Lydia introduced Marcus's companion to us. 
"This is Sylvia, my sister. She and Marcus are old friends, they went to Cambridge at the same time." 
Sylvia said, "Zoe, Marcus's been telling us all about the amazing painting you're doing of him. I'd love to get the chance to see it. You must be so proud of your wife David."
"It's Dave," I said smiling, "and yes I'm proud of all of Zoe's work, not just this piece. She an amazing artist and mother. She is very talented." 
Zoe squeezed my hand and gave me a grateful look. She said, "It's Dave who's the master craftsman. I just wish I was as skilful with my hands as he is with his." 
Lydia said, "Yes, Sylvia darling, you've seen our lovely sideboard. Well Dave's the one who created it." 
I smiled gratefully at her, "I should thank you Lydia, and it was one of the first pieces I ever sold. It has a couple of flaws I'd love to get the opportunity to fix." 
"Never," she said, "It's those little flaws that make it perfect."
The evening passed reasonable smoothly from that point with me ignoring Marcus as much as I could get away with. The saving grace was that food was up to its usual standards, and I enjoyed Lydia and Roger's company. The table was just the right size that no one needed to raise their voices to be heard. Marcus seemed to take care that he spoke directly to Zoe no more than he did to anyone else at the table. He even tried to include me in his conversations. He still hoped that he could convince me to create a piece of furniture for him. 
When the desserts were being served I swapped seats with Zoe so she could continue a conversation with Sylvia without talking over me. She rubbed her thigh against mine and dragged her fingertips along my inner thigh. She talked animatedly to Sylvia and Marcus about her plans to submit her work next year to the royal academy. Her lips curled into a smile as she felt my fingers work their way up her silk covered thigh beneath her dress. 
We took our coffee seated by the inglenook fireplace in the bar. Marcus was sitting next to Sylvia on a cosy old sofa opposite the rest of us. As I returned from a trip to the bathroom I could see them looking at Zoe and talking quietly. I paused and stood hidden from their view behind an ancient Oak post beam to one side of them and listened. 
Sylvia bent her head close to his and said in a low voice. "She's a cute one, not your normal style." 
I froze, not wanting to breathe as I waited to hear his reply. 
"I suppose she isn't, she's pretty enough. She was just a game to start with. It's the painting I want."
"I still don't understand why?" 
"I saw a pair of her canvases recently; they were hanging on the wall of my lover's bedroom. It made me want to strip and ravish her. She has a skill in bringing out the raw sensuality of the subject. With one of those hanging on the wall of my flat I shouldn't have any problems getting them into my bed to see if reality matches the artists view point." 
"You mean Linda's bedroom you sly dog. But you said Zoe wasn't your type to start with, what's changed? Do tell." 
"She's sweet and fun to be with, and she grows on you. She's so easy to manipulate. She won't even know what I'm doing until I'm cock deep in her."
She gave a little laugh at his comment. 
"Plus her husband's an arrogant little shit and it'll be fun when he finds out I'm fucking his wife. 
"I think he's wise to you from the evidence of tonight Marcus." 
"Maybe, it shouldn't be a problem though. I've been convincing her that his jealousy is centred on her success, and his reaction to me is a gut reaction to my support of her. It's a win-win for me." 
"Ohh, sneaky Marcus." 
I'd heard more than enough so I backed away and approached the group from the other side. Linda didn't want to talk about the story of her infidelity, but it seemed Marcus was happy to discuss it. I think I need to reconsider my promise not to tell Zoe.
I was surprised to see that it was almost eleven by the time we rose from our seats to leave. Roger and Lydia tried to invite us back to their place for a nightcap. Sylvia and Marcus were staying at their place. I could see that Zoe was interested, but I wasn't, especially after what I'd overheard and I'd caught Marcus's expression of hope as he heard the Peterson's trying to change my mind. 
As I was driving I'd limited myself to a couple of glasses of wine all evening, Zoe had drunk considerably more and was in a happy place. In the car Zoe reclined her seat and pulled her dress up around her waist. She spread her thighs and took my hand and placed it on the damp crotch of her black lacy panties, her pussy was mine and I was going to prove it. Thank god for automatics. I was able to play with her the whole trip. Pushing the wet fabric to one side and sliding my fingers inside her. 
She rocked against my hand, holding it tight against her with one hand and pinching her nipples with her other. Unintelligible moans announced her orgasm. 
When we arrived home she stood by the car and straightened her dress. She looked at me with her loving eyes. "I told you that this was just for you," and she ran her hands down her body. 
Jane was half asleep on the sofa so Zoe showed her the spare bedroom next to Siobhan room. I took my wife to our bedroom and stripped her naked except for her garter belt and stocking. We ravished each other until she begged me to stop.

~ ~ ~ ~ <> ~ ~ ~ ~
The next morning Jane dropped Siobhan off at the kindergarten for us. I tried to talk to Zoe about how I felt about Marcus and that she needed to be careful around him. But she wasn't interested and seemed to get upset that I kept bringing it up. 
"I'm sorry Dave but that's not the Marcus I see," she told me. 
I retreated to my workshop as I had a lot to do on the bookcase. But before I started I had to check out her account.
His text after the meal was interesting:  Hubby was being extra boorish last night wasn't he. Told you he's jealous. 
She replied: He wasn't jealous, just annoyed with you, but do you blame him. What were you thinking?
What do you mean?
I told you he wouldn't be happy with the invite. I had to work hard on him to accept and then you stupidly tried setting it up like that in order to get me to sit next to you. It was so obviously a set up. If Lydia hadn't stepped in he would have left.
And would you have gone with him.
I would have had no choice, I love him. 
He didn't reply to that one.
I logged off and started working. I was busy when Marcus arrived. Zoe stuck her head through the door to tell me he was here and she propped both sets of doors open. 
I was definitely nervous after what I'd just read and overheard the night before. So I tried to keep the noise down so I could hear what they were saying. I glanced in several times but I heard or saw nothing untoward. In fact there was very little conversation, from the look of him; they must have carried on drinking into the wee hours of last night after they had got to the Peterson's. 
I wasn't aware of him leaving. The first I knew was when Zoe tapped me of the shoulder. I switched off the router and she brushed the sawdust from my hair. 
"He's gone," she said. 
"Did he give you any problems," I asked. 
She shook her head, "Nope, other than being worried that we won't get finished on time, I've slotted in another appointment for tomorrow afternoon." 
"Don't forget its half term next week and we have plans." 
"Umm, yes. I'm going to prepare lunch. We can discuss our plans for next week then. Fifteen minute ok?" 
I nodded and she left. Her response worried me and I decided to check her appointments diary. 
She had him pencilled in for the session on Friday afternoon she'd mentioned, that was fine. It wasn't until I turned the page to the following week that my heart sank. She had sessions booked for him every afternoon for the whole of next week, but that couldn't be right! It was half term and I know that only last week both of our diaries had been clear. Ever since Siobhan had started school we had kept half term week free so we could indulge her. I took her diary with me when I went indoors for lunch. Marcus and the painting were becoming an obsession with her; he was obviously working his charms on her. 
I didn't need to say anything when I placed the diary on the table in front of me. 
She looked up from the salad she was dressing and saw the book on the table. Her hands stopped moving, "Dave, I know what you are going to say but I had to put the extra sessions in for next week. I've only got ten days to finish it. It's important that I get it done and I did promise Marcus it will be finished on time." 
"So neither I nor your daughter are important?" 
"You're not being fair; you know the pair of you are important to me. Please Dave, you could keep Siobhan occupied, and I'll join you later in the day." 
I said, "It is fair, and you damn well know it. You knew for weeks it was half term next week and we'd made plans. I kept my schedule clear and I'm closing the workshop for the week as we agreed." 
I was seething; there was just no way I was letting him be with her on his own. I could kiss my marriage goodbye if I did because infidelity was the one thing I couldn't accept. 
"I need the time to finish the painting, she'll understand."
I shook my head, "She won't and you know it. She's been talking about it for weeks. I've already booked the hotel in London for three nights and we are booked in to Euro Disney for the rest of the week just like we discussed. So just how are you going to join us? Look if you won't tell him I will. There are no penalty clauses in our contracts so it doesn't matter if you take next week off." 
"But can't you see it from my point of view. I've promised to finish it on time, and I don't want to let him down," she said. 
I lost my temper, "For fuck's sake Zoe, so it's ok to let you family down, but not him. What's more important, your family, that bloody painting, or is it something else?" 
I'd had enough. I walked out of the kitchen calling back over my shoulder.
"I'll be in the workshop. Let me know what you decide, but I'm taking next week off to be with Siobhan with or without you. And if you do decide to stay I think it would be better off all round if you weren't here when we get back." 
She moaned in horror and disbelief when she heard what I was saying. I think Zoe was now realising how dangerous the whole situation was. Tears flooded into her eyes as she saw the consequences of her obsession with Marcus and the painting. Had she lost everything she held dear?
I wasn't sure I'd done the right thing giving her that ultimatum. But I knew I needed to give her a good hard dose of reality. I honestly didn't know what else I could do. I sat in the office and found the bottle of whiskey I kept in the filing cabinet. Alcohol and sharp tools don't mix, but this time I needed a stiff drink. I poured a decent measure into a glass and sitting down on the sofa sipped at it. The stupid thing was I knew she loved me, but Marcus and his damn painting seemed to be a drug to her, and she couldn't see it. 
It must have been a good hour and a half before Zoe's tear stained face appeared in the doorway. 
"Can we talk please?" she said. I nodded and she came and sat down beside me. 
"Dave, I love you; please tell me that you love me." She said and held out her hand. I took it and gave it a squeeze. She wrapped her arms around me and we kissed. 
After we had pulled apart she said, "But I don't know what's wrong with me. I know what I should be doing, yet every time I talk to him I seem to make the wrong decision." 
"So, did you come to a decision?" 
She whispered, "Yes."
"Did you talk to him?"
Again she whispered, "Yes."
I sat there twisting my wedding ring around my finger. Her eyes were drawn to my motion and she went white.
"And?" I said softly. 
"I told him sorry but we have plans for that week and we wouldn't be here." I felt the breath I didn't know I'd been holding in, escape my lips in relief. 
Then she carried on, "He wanted to know where we would be..." 
"It's none of his damn business where we will be," I retorted. 
"Sorry, I didn't think it mattered if he knew." 
"So what did you tell him?" 
"That we are staying at the Hilton, Park Lane Monday through to Thursday and then Euro Disney until Sunday, that's all." 
I knew her so well that I watched her carefully, and there was something more and I could see she didn't know how to broach it. 
"Zoe, there's more isn't there?" 
"Please, Dave, don't get mad, but he called back a little while ago with a suggestion." 
Which is?"
"He wanted to know what our plans are for London."
I had a sinking feeling where this was going. "What's his suggestion then?"
"He says he can get access to a studio in London I could use. I could spend a couple of hours each afternoon we're in London working on the painting, and maybe one or two evenings after she's gone to bed." 
"Oh, for Christ's sake Zoe!" The anger in my voice was obvious.
"I told him it wasn't a good idea; I didn't say yes, I said I'd ask you." She looked at me with a hint of desperation. 
I counted to ten in my mind; I needed to because I was so close to telling her to fuck off. 
I could almost hear what he'd been saying to her. 'If he loves you then of course he'll agree, if he doesn't then it proves he's jealous of you'. Fuck, I was damned if I did and damned if I didn't. He was a master at manipulating the situation. 
"Christ, is this damn painting that important to you that you want to risk our relationship - our marriage? I don't understand why this week is so important to Marcus. Sure I want you to finish it but there's no need for you to do it next week, or is it more than the painting Zoe?"
"No," she almost screamed, "Nothing is more important to me than you and Siobhan." 
"Then prove it! I don't know why you are asking me. This is your decision, I've made mine." As far as I could see this was my only option. I needed her to make the decision.
Her face fell and she took several deep breaths. "Then I'll tell him no." 
"If that's your decision." My voice was full of sarcasm.
"It is." 
I looked at her and said in a clipped tone, "Thank you." 
She threw herself into my arms, kissing me. "I love you so much it hurts." 
Early the next morning I took the opportunity to check her folder. 
Her call log showed that she had called him soon after I had first walked out, and the call had lasted five minutes. He had called her back an hour later for ten minutes. In-between the calls there was one to Geraldine's office and a second to her mother. 
In the hour between the calls he texted saying: Please answer my call. I have a compromise that should work for both of us. I will call in a few minutes to explain.  
(It was interesting to be able to fill in the missing parts of that conversation). 
She replied: What part of I'm not putting my marriage at risk for a painting do you not understand. Dave is adamant if I don't go with them then it's over for us. 
After the call from him he texted again: I don't understand why you won't ask him, it's the perfect solution. How can we arraigning for you to spend a couple of hours each day painting while hubby looks after your daughter be putting your marriage at risk. Or is it that shaky?
It wasn't until I meet you. You're nice person but I'm not interested in you like that. I hadn't realised how much you were interfering. Stop texting me it's not going to happen, I love Dave. 
At least ask him or I will.
No that could make the situation worse. He's not going to change his mind but if you insist I'll talk to him.
The text from her after our discussion was brief and to the point: I asked, he said no. Don't contact me again.

~ ~ ~ ~ <> ~ ~ ~ ~
 She told him her decision when he arrived on Friday afternoon. He arrived fifteen minutes early and we were both sitting comfortably on the sofa eating our lunch - a plate of sandwiches. 
As soon as he walked in he said, "It's all confirmed Zoe. Let me give you the address. It's a friend's flat with an attached studio. He flies to the States on Sunday and has given me the keys. I've booked a van on Monday to come and pick up your equipment and the canvas and deliver it." 



So incredibly arrogant of him, we'd both said no to his idea yet he'd gone ahead and arranged it. Also I thought it was so convenient, a studio with an attached bedroom. How long had he been planning that! I looked at her and I saw her glance at me. She saw the expression on my face and shook her head and squeezed my hand. 
"That's a bit presumptuous of you," she said. "I texted you that the answer is no."
"But of course you will, it's the best option for all of us." He said.
"Not for me or my family, it isn't," she said with a shake of her head. "I won't do it to Siobhan." 
"Who? ... oh yes, your daughter." 
"Yes, my daughter, who I'd promised to spend all of next week with." 
Marcus looked carefully at both of us, "Do I take that to mean you couldn't make Dave here see the benefits to you of my proposal."
"I think that's a fair assumption, "she replied. "You're early, I'm not ready, and I need to freshen up. Wait here I'll be back in a few minutes." 
She picked up the empty plates and left. Marcus stood looking at me and I was sure that his mind was working overtime how to manipulate this apparent change in his fortunes to his benefit. 
It was then I had one of those inspired thoughts. If Marcus could manipulate her then maybe I could do the same. I kept telling her I loved her but I wondered if she really understood the depth of my love for her and Siobhan. I had physical proof of my feelings for her, and as an artist I knew she would understand.
I quickly stood and retrieved a cloth wrapped object from a cupboard in my workshop and placed it in the middle of her worktable on top of her box of paints. There was something else I wanted to do but I needed the computer for that. 
He said, "I'm can't believe that you are being as narrow minded as this, I can help her career in way you never could." 
"Help her career, or is the reality that you want to help her into your bed." 
"Now you are being narrow minded and ridiculous."
"If I remember correctly, what you actually said was 'She won't even know what I'm doing until I'm cock deep in her'. Please correct me if I've misquoted you." 
His face went red and he poked his finger in my face. "I don't know what you're talking about." 
"So that's not what I heard you tell Silvia at the restaurant, just after you described the painting she did for Linda as the perfect seduction tool."
"Prove it." 
He walked into Zoe's studio to wait for her as I switched the computer on. 
His arrogance got the better of him as he returned to the door of her studio. He spoke loudly, "You stupid little man, what would you know, she deserves better than you and I can give it to her." 
He looked up and froze, a fresh looking Zoe had appeared at the entrance. Zoe stood in the doorway. She hesitated looking at me, then she ushered Marcus back into her studio. I lost myself to the intricacies of the web as I quickly searched for what I was looking for.
I looked up from the screen in front of me ten minutes later with a extremely satisfied feeling to see Zoe standing in the doorway. She had tears streaming down her face and she clutched the object I'd left on her paint box to her chest. 
She walked around the desk and spun the chair I was sitting on around to face her. She couldn't speak through the sobs. A tear fell from her face to land on the surface of the object in her hands. It tricked slowly down the polished surface. 
"It's... beautiful... when... did... you... do... it..." She said between sniffles. 
"A few weeks ago, it suddenly called to me and I freed it from its resting place." 
It was of course the zebrawood carving of a pregnant Zoe. I've always sensed that the person my carving was destined for would immediately know what it represents. And Zoe had just proved me right. Others would just see it as a simple stylised outline. 
Her fingers delicately traced the curves as she fought to control her emotions. "Is this the only one?"
"There are a few more," I admitted.
"Show me!" 
"Wait here," I told her. I packed the rest and brought them out to her in a box. 
I sat down again and she sat on my lap. She reverently lifted the pieces I'd selected from the box and unerringly lined them up on the desk in the order I'd carved them and delicately stroked the surface of the pieces. None of the pieces were carved from the same type of wood. Each had been highly polished, the silky smooth sinuous curves highlighting the grain of each piece. 
"Me," and she pointed at the first one. "Me again, me, me, a pregnant me, another pregnant me. Oh me and a newborn Siobhan." She continued down the line describing each piece. 
"What have you done with Marcus?"
"Oh he's in there sulking, hopefully getting dressed. There didn't seem any reason to carry on today. I told him I'd finish it from the photos I've already taken, after we get back from next week." 
Marcus appeared at the door and took in the sight of Zoe sitting on my lap. He said, "Zoe can we talk about this next week, maybe we could all meet up for lunch one of the days you're in London." 
"Sorry, that won't be possible." I said. "We won't be there. I've just cancelled everything."
Zoe stiffened, "Dave what have you done?" She looked at me with fear in her eyes. Had she stepped over the line? Was I walking away from her? Had I decided that enough was enough?
Marcus gave me a puzzled but slightly hopeful look. Not a chance arsehole I thought, I'm not going to make it easy for you. I spun the chair we were sitting on so Zoe could see the computer screen and the web page displayed. The words 'payment confirmed' sat in the middle of the screen.
"What have you done? She repeated tentatively. 
"Booked the three of us into Disney Florida for the week. We fly on Monday morning love."
Marcus's face was a picture; Zoe just froze and then threw her arms around me.
"Thank you, that's a perfect way to spend half term with you and Siobhan," she sobbed into my neck. Her lips sought mine and we descended into a long passionate kiss that seemed to go on forever. Her expression went from scared to elated. 
Marcus stood forgotten by the doorway until he coughed and we both turned to look at him. 
He said, "Zoe, I'll call when you get back to reschedule." 
"No need," she said, "I have all I need to finish it. We will call your office when it's ready." 
She stood up and went over to him. He started to bend his head to give her a kiss, but she shook her head and held out her hand. 
"It's been interesting working with you, but not an experience I would like to repeat." 
He looked startled at her words. "Zoe, are you sure this is what you want? I thought you wanted to submit to the academy?"
"I do and I will, just not yours," she said. "I know there's a much better one coming soon," and she looked back at me with a content smile. 
Marcus turned on his heels and walked out of our lives. He left with his usual flourish of scattering gravel. 

~ ~ ~ ~ <> ~ ~ ~ ~
 Zoe sat and held on to me sobbing. Occasionally a finger would stretch out and gently caress the evidence of the years of my love. We sat like that for over an hour until she struggled off my lap. 
She kissed me and said. "I'm just going to pack my paints away, then we can go and collect our daughter and tell her the great news." 
As she cleared up I opened her folder on the computer intending to delete the contents. As I did so, a new text from him appeared in the folder. Looking up I could see her pick up her phone and frown as she read the message. I opened it. 
Zoe I can't go a whole week without seeing you. I think I've fallen in love with you. You deserve so much better than him.
Her reply appeared a few moments later. 
Marcus what are you talking about, I liked you but you were never more than a friend. I love Dave and that's not going to change, he's my soul mate and the father of my child. I think it's best if you stop trying to contact me. If Dave knew you were still texting me he'd go ballistic. I'll contact your office when it's ready for collection. 
I watched her look at her phone and then delete the texts and put it down with a sigh. She looked up and saw me watching her and she came over to me. 
"I've been a fool haven't I," she said. "He was after me all the time wasn't he?" 
I nodded, "He was, the painting always was a means to an end for him." 
"Pity, I thought he was nice, I guess that was all part of his act." 
"I think that everything he did was calculated to try and get you in bed with him." 
She pulled a chair up and sat down on the other side of our daughter. "He had an affair with Linda didn't he?" She said. "That's how you knew what he was up to." 
I nodded my head, "I'm sorry I just couldn't say anything, she made me swear I wouldn't tell anybody even you. I tried to tell you what he was up but I couldn't let you know how I knew so half the time it sounded sour grapes." She gave me an embarrassed look. 
"Does Paul know?" she asked. 
"God no, and he mustn't if their marriage is to survive," I said. "If he ever found out it would be destroyed. Marcus managed to seduce her, while he failed with you. But he failed in part because Linda pre-warned me and I had a chance to thwart him as best I could. I wasn't at all sure I'd succeed." 
She reached across our daughter and gently caressed the side of my face. "We need to start packing for our holiday and then we need to make a baby my love. It's time for a brother or sister for this one." and she looked down at our daughter. 

~ ~ ~ ~ <> ~ ~ ~ ~
The End
 Oh and please vote. I enjoy reading your comments and e-mails; I'll try to respond to them. Many thanks for reading.
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Was I man enough?
This is something that has been rattling around in my mind for several years ever since an old friend of mine told me how he'd been able to pull his imploding marriage back from the brink with the help of counselling and a sex surrogate. It got me wondering, what was the real story behind the use of surrogates, and not the tabloid press version, and how do friends and relatives react. I've been writing and rewriting various versions of this story for the last year, I hope that this version works for you. 
The time line flits back and forth between the two main characters, not always in perfect sequence. But that's how the story grew in my mind so I'm afraid you will have to live with the confused musings of my imagination. 
There is some sex but not as much as my other stories.
I can't thank Romantic1 enough for the time he spent reviewing, commenting on and editing this story, any remaining mistakes are mine.

~ ~ ~ ~ <> ~ ~ ~ ~Prologue 
 
I picked up my cup of coffee from the counter and walked to a table between two comfy chairs by the window. Sitting down I pulled out the book I'd bought a few minutes earlier at the bookstore downstairs and opened it to the first page. Four words leapt out at me from the page 'We need to talk'. With a wry smile I realised I'd been sitting in the same spot five years ago when the most beautiful girl in my life had uttered the same four words to me, turning my world inside out.
How did it all start? Downstairs in the bookstore five and a half ago, that's when and where. I was sitting on a comfy armchair, tucked away between a pair of book shelves, while I watched as Ian signed his name in a book and handed it the woman on the other side of the desk. I'd been shanghaied by my agent into offering Ian moral support at his first book signing. I remember my first one, the sweaty palms, the dry throat as you sit there hoping that someone, anybody, will turn up and want you to sign a book, so I felt a degree of sympathy. 


~ ~ ~ ~ <> ~ ~ ~ ~Daniel
My name is Daniel Davidson, and I'm thirty-six. I'm also an author; I'd begun by publishing erotic short stories online for my own entertainment over ten years ago. Somehow I'd managed to hit a cord with the readers and generated a following. Eight years ago a literary agent was sent a copy of one of my stories and liked it enough to contact me. I was one of the lucky ones.  She found me an editor and between us, we managed to turn a series of linked short stories I'd written into a book. 
I'd used the pen name Alexander Peters, I'm not sure why we'd chosen that name, it just seemed right at the time and now I'm stuck with it. The book did well enough that the publisher offered me a further five book deal. They waved a cheque with enough noughts on it to make it easy for me to jack in my real world job. 
My publishers and agent were based in the States - (did I forget to say I'm British; I probably did knowing me. The Internet makes the world a very small place on occasions). They suggested I move to the States to write the other books. There was nothing but Liz, my bitter unfaithful ex-fiancée to keep me in England. My parents had died with months of each other a year before, and I was an only child. I can't say I was on the next plane but it was pretty close.
For the first few months I'd hung around Chicago where my agent had her office. She'd found me an apartment to rent while I sold my home back in the small village I'd grown up in Kent. To my total surprise the home and the surrounding two and a half acres of land I'd lived in all my life sold for a whopping million and a half pounds. 
With that financial freedom I started to look for somewhere else to live. I don't like big cities; I found it difficult to write in the enclosed space of the city. 
I'd lived and worked all my life in a small village set amongst the rolling hill and orchards of the Kent countryside. The only time I'd left it was the three years it took me to get my degree in history at university.
Jenny my agent listened to my tales of frustrations of ever finding just what I wanted and suggested I look farther afield. She'd grown up in Denver and proposed we take a trip to have a look at the towns in the hills above Denver. Take a trip with a beautiful blond, I'd say so. Then she dashed my hopes by saying she was bringing her girlfriend with her on the trip. 
We found just what I was looking for an hour to the southwest of Denver. A three-bedroom log cabin set in the hills just above a small lake on the outskirts of a town called Evergreen. I fell in love with it the moment it came into view as we turned the bend in the dirt road. It was a large modern A-frame design and the whole of the end wall was glass with the most amazing views across the lake and the hills beyond.
I told Jenny, "This is the one, and I love it." 
She shushed me and then proceeded to demolish the real-estate agent. We signed the deal at a hundred thousand under the asking price. I honestly think if Jenny had spent a couple of more hours the harassed agent would have paid her to take the place off her hands. 
Six weeks later I was all moved in and with a working Internet connection I was half way through the editing of my second novel. 


~ ~ ~ ~ <> ~ ~ ~ ~
Two more years, two short relationships that failed in part because of the insecurities that Liz had left me with, and three further best sellers brings us to Ian's first book signing In a bookstore in Evergreen, the town near where I lived. Jenny had begged, bullied and blackmailed me into going. I don't like attending my own signings let alone anyone else's. And I never did a signing this close to home, I kind of like my anonymity. 
Jenny had disappeared leaving me on my own. I was sitting and watching as Ian grew steadily more confident as he saw the line growing. I stood to leave, texting Jenny to let her know I was going. 
I wasn't looking where I was going and I ploughed into someone walking over to join the line with a book in their hands. The book fell to the floor and I bent down and picked it and straightened to look into a pair of the most mesmerising brown eyes I'd ever seen. Long glossy black hair was swept back from her oval face that had the hint of the orient in her features. I couldn't tell what the rest of her looked like other than she was probably in her late twenties or early thirties and she was about five-eight. The rest was hidden under the bulky long coat she was wearing. Had I mentioned it was three weeks before Christmas and it was well below freezing and snowing outside, again probably not!
"I'm so sorry," I said. 
I think she was about to ignore me but my British accent held her attention long enough for her to calm down a bit. Then she saw how long the line was and cursed. 
"Shit this going to take forever and I have to get back to the office," she moaned. 
Her eyes had struck deep into my soul and I saw the perfect opportunity to speak to her.  "Give me the book please, I can fix it for you," I said, and then thought to ask whom it's for? 
"Ohh, It's for me." 
"And you are?"
"I'm Mia." 
I hurried off to the desk and caught Ian's eye. "Quick sign this one for me, and make it out to Mia." I thrust the book at him. 
He grinned up at me and wrote on the title page. 

To Mia,
Enjoy the book,
Ian Petersor better still ask
Daniel to read it to you.
I smiled at the comment and hoped that Mia wasn't to upset with the addition. I walked back to Mia and handed her the book back. She gave me a quizzical look and then she glanced at the inscription and a small smile flashed across her face. 
She said, "I guess you are Daniel," then she looked at her watch and cursed. 
"Look I'm sorry," she said, "I have to go or I'll be late for my next appointment. It was really nice meeting you Daniel." 
I fumbled in my pocket for a card and scribbled my number and e-mail address on the back of it. 
I said, "I know we've only just met but is there any chance could we go out for a drink or a meal? You can get me on these numbers, please call me." I said as I tucked the card into the book. 
She hesitated looking at me, and then she gave me a smile that lit up her face. "I think I'd like that," she said, "I'll get in touch later in the week." She gave me a quick peck on the cheek and left the store. 
I returned to the signing and found that Jenny was back.
"Where were you?" She asked. 
"I just needed to stretch my legs." 
She gave me a long look, "I don't suppose you'd consider..." I stopped her with a look. 
"Sorry, you know my rule; I don't do signings so close to home." 
"You can't blame a girl for trying can you?" I laughed and left her. 

 
~ ~ ~ ~ <> ~ ~ ~ ~
It was four days before an e-mail popped on my screen from an a.l.lee with the subject line: Can Daniel read me a story? It was a simple message, would Daniel like to read me a story over dinner with a telephone number and a list of dates. The first was on the coming Friday. A couple of quick phone calls and I had a reservation at a great local steak house for Friday night. I e-mailed her back with details and a question. 
She texted back, 'can u pick me up from the office please', and then she sent the address. I confirmed and got back to reviewing the edits on the latest chapter. 
On Friday night I pulled up outside her office. It was snowing gently, the flakes dancing in the light from the headlights. I didn't get a chance to get out of the car before she was standing beside the car opening the passenger door and sliding in. We talked about nothing as I drove us the ten miles to the restaurant. I kept glancing at her, at her black silk stocking covered legs, her delicate hands clutched in her lap. The elegant curve of her neck, the long glistening black hair gathered into a simple ponytail. And the amazing aroma of woman that wafted in my direction. 
I saw the little glances she gave me and I wondered how she saw me. I glanced across at her window and saw my face reflected in it.  I'm thirty-two, a tad under six foot and I've managed to keep reasonably trim. My hair is light brown and my short beard is speckled with the odd grey hairs. I have blue eyes and a fair skin curtsy of my Anglo-Saxon ancestors. 
We pulled up outside the restaurant and the miracle of valet parking occurred, so we were able to hurry into the warmth of the lobby. We took our coats off and I was able to admire her properly for the first time.  She was wearing the classic little black dress that every woman I've ever know seems to own. In her case it was the epitome of elegance. The hem was two inches above her knees the sleeves were full and the neckline just hinted at her exquisite cleavage. She filled the dress to perfection. I'd been right on my guess on her height, and she was maybe a hundred and ten pounds. I felt rather shabby beside her. I was in my comfortable chinos, an open neck shirt and my favourite tweed jacket. 
We were led to our table and our drinks orders taken. We looked at each other and there was that feeling we'd know each other all of our lives. 
She spoke first. "So tell me about you Daniel," then she grinned at me. "Or should I call you Alex?" 
I looked at her in surprise, "How do you know that?" 
She laughed and reached into her bag and handed me the card I'd give her. Shit I'd grabbed an Alexander Peters card from my pocket by mistake. 
Then she pulled a paperback copy of my first novel from her bag and said, "I don't think your photos very accurate." The photo on the back cover was of me, but it was a very young me taken ten years ago when I was clean-shaven. If you squinted in a very bad light you might recognise me. I'd chosen to use it for just that reason, I like the trapping of success but I wasn't keen on the idea of being recognised by any Tom, Dick or Harry  
"I'm Daniel to my friends," I said and I gave her a potted history of my life.
After we finished our steaks I asked her the same question. "So who's Mia?" 
For a moment I thought she wasn't going to say anything then she smiled and said. "I'm Amelia Lee, but I warn you now I only allow my grandmother to call me Amelia, to all my friends I'm Mia." 
She pointed at herself and her slightly oriental features. "As you can see I'm a quarter Chinese, my father is Anglo Chinese from Hong Kong. He met my mother when they were both working for a bank in Hong Kong. I'm twenty-nine, the eldest of my three siblings. I have a brother and a sister." 
She grinned at me and said, "When you speak you remind me of my father, you both have the same accent. He calls it his public school accent." 
I laughed and went to speak, but she put her hand up and said, "I know just what you are going say, my dad says the same thing all the time when people comment on his accent. 'I don't have an accent ..." 
 
"You do," I completed. We both laughed and for the first time she held out her hand. I took it in mine and it was as though a spark of electricity shot through us. 
She rubbed my finger and said, "No ring, and you've never worn one so I guess that means you're not married or that the men in England don't wear wedding rings?" 
"Some do, some don't, but I'm single and currently much unattached, and how about you?"            
She seemed to hesitate before answering, "I'm not in a relationship at the moment. My job makes it sort of difficult for me to have one." 
I gave her a concerned look, I had written about love at first sight and stormy relationships. It was a little scary to think the girl of my dreams might turn out to be a character from one of my novels. 
She paused for so long I thought that she'd finished talking. Then with a shake of her head she continued, "I'm a therapist working for a marriage counseling practice. I get to see the broken side of marriage and relationships. I tend to see the issues and risks of a relationship. It sort of makes it difficult for me to have one of my own." I felt that I was only getting the edited highlights. 
I had always thought I knew about relationships, most of my books were about love and broken relationships. But as I listened to her musings that evening I wasn't sure anymore. 
Mia seemed to relax and continued, "I've seen marriages founder on one wrong word and others survive the most extensive adultery. I've helped incompatible couples find true love, and I've watched as the most compatible couples implode and burn." 
She finished in a very quiet voice, as if she was talking to herself. "I love my work but I'm scared it's going to affect me." 
I squeezed her hand and she seemed to shake herself. Then she looked up at me and gave me a quick smile. "Thank you for asking me out and thank you for listening to me, I haven't done this for so long." 
I said, "At least now I have a list of the nights you are free, well for the next week or so. There's a play I want to see in Denver, I can get tickets for tomorrow night if you are interested." I checked the calendar on my phone. "It's one of your free nights," I hinted.
She laughed and her whole face lit up, "You put all my free dates into your calendar!" I showed her the calendar page with her free dates highlighted. "I'd love to go to the theatre with you, what's the show?" 
"Ah now, that's a surprise." 
She grinned and we both ordered coffee. We were one of the last groups of dinners left so I paid the bill and we reluctantly stood up and retrieved our coats and waited in the lobby until the car was brought around. 
As we headed back into town Mia said, "Can you drop me off at the offices, I left my car there." 
"What about tomorrow, where shall I pick you up from?" 
She leant forward and fiddled with the navigation system, "There I've set my home address, what time do you want to pick me up?" 
I thought quickly as I wanted to spend as much time as possible with this enchanting woman. "How about I pick you up early, I could show you where I live and we can have light lunch. Then we can drive into Denver and get a meal before the show starts." 
"How about you give me your address and I'll drive to your place for lunch." 
"That would work just as well." I said, telling her my address and she stored it in her phone. 
I pulled up outside her office block and she directed me to the parking garage next door. I parked next to her car, and she went to open the door. Then she stopped and leant over and kissed me, a long hard kiss that took me by surprise. I got out of the car with her and made sure she got into hers safely. I followed her out of the garage and down Main Street until she turned off and headed up the side street to her apartment block. I carried on and drove the five miles up into the hills back to my place. 
I sat in the car listening to the ticks as the engine cooled. I pondered on her stories and the warm feeling I got from just thinking about her. I realised that I was experiencing something I'd never thought I'd feel again, love at first sight. Finally as the cold started to bit into me I went inside and poured a malt whiskey and took it to bed. Sleep came quickly, and I dreamed of beautiful dusky oriental girls on a sandy beach. 


~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ 
Mia pulled up in the driveway at twelve-thirty and my heart jumped to see her step out of her car. I met her at the door and took her coat. She wore a blue linen skirt and dark blue blouse. She walked through into the main room with the open fireplace and its wonderful view. 
She froze and then whispered to me, "I love it, and this is the home of my dreams." She wandered round looking into all the rooms on the ground floor then up the staircase to the mezzanine and my office. She sat in my chair and let her fingertips drift along the surface of my desk, while she stared out at the same view I looked at every day as I worked. Your eyes were drawn out across the main room to the wall of glass that framed the slope down to the flat ice covered expanse of the lake and the distant shoreline. The conifer clad hills provided the perfect backdrop to the glistening ice and snow.
I stood behind her and tentatively let my hands rest on her shoulders. She looked up at me and placed hers on top of mine and gave them a gentle squeeze. 
She nodded in the direction of the view and said, "Now I can understand why your books are so full of love, how could you ever write anything ugly with that view in front of you." 
"You've read my books?" I asked, it was the one thing I'd carefully not asked the previous evening. 
"All five of them," she replied. "They sit in my office so I can reread my favourite parts when work gets me down." 
"If you've already got them then I suppose that you won't want these ones then?" I said as I pointed to the five first edition hardback copies on the corner of my desk. 
She picked the top one up and smiled at the words I'd written on the fly page. 
"Of course I want them. I'll treasure them; do they all say the same?" 
"No each one is different." 
She checked the front pages of each copy and smiled to herself. Then she said, "You promised to feed me."
I led her downstairs and into the kitchen. I got out the smoked salmon quiche I'd been keeping warm in the oven and placed it on the table. The salads were in the fridge as was the bottle of Cloudy Bay, Sauvignon Blanc. We sat side by side as we ate the food and drank the wine. I could feel the heat from her; it was as though we'd known each other for years not just a few days. I could feel the sexual tension sparking between us like static electricity.
"When do we have to leave to make the show," she asked? 



I checked my watch and did a quick calculation; the show started at eight. If we wanted to eat beforehand then we needed to leave by five, and that's what I told her. 
"Good," she said, "Then we've got lots of time......" 
She stood up and pulled me into a long sensual kiss that left me breathless. She took my hand and led me upstairs to my bedroom. 
We stood at the foot of the bed and I held her in my arms. My heart was beating rapidly and my mouth was dry as I asked her, "Are you sure about this?" 
She put her finger on my lips and replied. "I've never been surer about anything in all my life." 
She stepped back and slowly started to unbuttoned her blouse. I placed my hands on hers and took over. I felt her shiver as my fingers touched her skin as I pull it off her shoulders and it fall to the floor. Her skirt followed and she stepped back into my arms. And we kissed as I ran my hands down the curve of her back. Her fingers fumbled with the buttons on my shirt, opening it and sliding her hands over the skin of my chest. She reached down and unbuckled my belt, and then my jeans. She pushed me back until I sat down on the edge of the bed. She knelt in front of me and I lifted up to allow her to pull my jeans off and she threw them to one side. She gasped and her finger tentatively rubbed the bulge that appeared in my boxers and I moaned and reached for her. 
She stood up and I was able to appreciate her full beauty. Her elegant legs were enhanced by the shear black stockings she wore. She reached behind her and unclasped the lacy blue bra exposing her pert conical breasts and her large chocolate brown nipples to my hungry gaze. I reached out and slowly, deliberately ran the back of my forefinger around the curve of her breasts. As my fingertip brushed over her nipple she gave a sigh, the first sound she'd made since she started to undress.  
I hooked my fingers in the sides of the matching blue lacy panties and tugged them over her hips and down her legs. A fine line of black hair led to her glistening slit and I could smell her arousal. I pulled her to me and ran my tongue up her slit tasting the sweet, sharp, spicy tang of her juice. She moaned as my tongue found her clit hiding at the top of her slit. 
She reached down and pulled my boxers off allowing my hard cock to spring free. Her eyes widened as she saw the full seven inches standing erect in homage to her. She licked her lips then the purple crown, running her tongue around the groove. I groaned and she looked up at me with a satisfied expression. 
I pulled her onto the bed beside me. Running my hands slowly over her beautiful body, I felt the fine hairs on her arms stand up and the tiny goose bumps that covered her body created a Braille roadmap to her erogenous zones. I looked into her eyes and I saw trust and lust in equal proportions. I claimed her lips in a long sensual kiss that left us both gasping. 
She shivered as I caressed her breasts and gently pulled and teased her nipples. She reached down and cupped my balls in her hand. She drew her hand along the shaft and smeared the drop of pre-cum over the crown. Mia brought her finger to her mouth and smiled as she licked it. 
I eased myself down her body kissing her as I did, until I reached her belly button then the tiny trail of fine soft hair that led to the soft curls of her pussy. She gasped as I swept my tongue along her slit, savouring her unique taste. I positioned myself between her thighs and she let her knees fall open exposing herself to my gaze. She raised her legs and placed them on my back. I ran my tongue gently over the dark rose of her anus and heard her hiss. Then I lapped at her wet lips, letting the tip slide between them to taste her womanly heaven, sugar and spice and all things nice. 
"Oh god Daniellll," Mia moaned, as she rose up on her elbows to watch me, then she threw her head and cried out as I slid my fingers into her wet passage. 
I sought and found that slight change that announced her G-spot, that mysterious giver of so much pleasure. Gentle pressure had her writhing and gasping. My tongue found her clit rising from its hiding place and I teased it until it stood proud and hard.
The walls of her velvety soft passage rippled and her thighs shivered as she came. A small gush of girl juice coated my hand and her fingers tightened their grip on my head. 
"Ohh yessss," she moaned.  "It's been a long time since I've done this for me."
She lay still for a moment regaining her breath before pulling me up beside her. She held my turgid cock in her hand as she kissed me. She teased the tip of my tongue with her own.    
"What is it about you that makes me feel like this," she mused. "So safe, so comfortable, so natural, and no pressure."
A somewhat of an odd thing to say I thought before I lost myself to the spikes of pleasure her hand was generating in my cock. She decided that I was as hard as I was going to get, all eight inches were throbbing in anticipation and I could see the delicious trickle of her juices running down her inner thigh. "I need you in me as hard as you can," she pleaded. 
"Do I need a condom?" I grunted. "I know I'm clean," 
"No," she moaned, "I'm safe; I want to feel all of you as you slide into me; I want you to give me a treat and cum in me."  
I needed no further invitation and I pushed her over onto her back and moved between her welcoming thighs. She wrapped her legs around me, her heels drumming against the back of my thighs and I slid hard and deep between her lips. I could feel her cervix at the top of each stroke, I took it slow, pausing each time I drew back, then slowly pushing all the way in to the hilt and each time I did the base would press down on her highly engorged clit and she would cry out I varied the angle so that my glans would rub over her G-spot on each stroke. Her moans grew louder and more continuous.
"Oh my...oh my god......ohh fuck me....oh....oh,...oh fuuuck meeee," was all I could hear. 
I rolled her large firm nipple between my fingers and I could feel the muscles in the wall of her passage start to spasm, as I continued thrusting. She reached down and used her fingers to gently flick her clit, and a few moments later that tipped her over the edge and she came with an almighty scream. I was so close, the dull ache in my balls had been growing and her orgasm pushed me over the edge. I cried out as streams of hot cum shot into her as my thrusts came to a shuddering halt. 

~ ~ ~ ~ <> ~ ~ ~ ~ 
We lay there, our bodies entwined until my cock deflated and I slid out of her. We didn't move and just lay on the covers learning about each other's bodies. 
She told me stories of her visits to her grandparents in Hong Kong, and I told her about my one and only trip there and of having dinner at the Peak. 
We never made it to the show; we spent the night and most of the next day exploring our growing love for each other. I'd never met a woman I'd felt so comfortable with.
She told me all about her life and as much as she could about her work. Her position as a partner at the marriage guidance firm meant that a lot of what she did was covered by patient confidentiality so I didn't push her too much for details. 
In return I told her all about growing up in England, I will admit I left out the more sordid details of Liz and our relationship. That was something I couldn't bear to talk about. That pain went far too deep. 
It was Sunday night before she went home, and it was obvious to both of us that something special was going on between us. I moped around the house after she left; it was like all the lights had gone out. 
I forced myself to look at the last couple of pages I'd written, and ended up deleting them. I looked at where I'd left my main character and a new direction suddenly popped into my head. My fingers flew across the keyboard and the story firmed up on the screen. 
My phone distracted me, and I almost ignored it until I saw that it was Mia. 
She said, "I'm sorry to call you this late but I couldn't sleep." 
Late? I thought then saw the time on the screen; it was three in the morning. I'd been writing for six solid hours. 
"Were you asleep?" She whispered. 
"No, I've been writing since you left. But I needed the interruption," I told her, "I had lost sense of the time, and I need my lonely bed." 
I saved my work as we talked and closed the laptop. Still talking to her I undressed and slid into the bed that still smelt of us. 
We talked until I heard her words slurring then trailing off as she fell asleep. I listened for a few minutes longer to the sound of her breathing and the little sigh she gave at the end of each breath before I rang off and rolled over and fell asleep. 

~ ~ ~ ~ <> ~ ~ ~ ~ Over the next few months our relationship steadily grew and flourished. She would spend a couple of nights a week at my place, usually on the days she didn't need to work late. On the nights she did, I'd wait for her and we'd go to her place. I got very friendly with the receptionist and the practices' waiting room, but then I can write anywhere, and they let me use their Wi-Fi connection. 
We went away on a short skiing break in March. At least Mia spent several days teaching me how to fall down gracefully. The fun part was recovering together from the aches and pains in the hot tub on the apartment's balcony. To me it was surreal to be naked in the hot water with snow settling on our hair. Her brother and his girlfriend joined us for the last couple of days. Mia told me it was the first time in a long time that she had been able to relax with one of her family.    
We still had our ups and downs.  I never understood why I wasn't allowed to see her office. I understood why she could not discuss her cases. But she wouldn't even discuss the methods she used. It was as though she had a split personality and sometimes it worried me. Not that I felt it affected us but that it upset me that I couldn't help her when she came home all stressed. 
Mia met Jenny when she came to see me about the new publishing deal she was working on. They really seemed to like each other, and after she worked out Jenny's sexual orientation, Mia didn't mind that Jenny stayed in my spare room for the trip. 
Jenny and I began the planning for my autumn book signing tour of Europe. I was going to try and convince Mia to join me at some point of the tour. I even toyed with the idea of a romantic wedding and honeymoon during the tour. 
Jenny left and Mia and I settled back into our growing relationship. I was starting to see a long-term future for us, and I was sure Mia was thinking the same. We started to talk about our future but there was always a hint of reserve from her. She was the first woman I'd felt so relaxed and comfortable with since Liz had ripped my heart out three, no four years ago. 
In the late spring she took me to meet her parents in New York.  I think I got their seal of approval. 
At least her mother told me confidentiality, "I've read all your books, and I do like the love scenes."   
And that was what it was like until I received the fatal call from Jenny.


~ ~ ~ ~ <> ~ ~ ~ ~
I was pounding my way through a new chapter when my mobile trilled. The caller ID told me it was Jenny. 
I answered it, "And what can I do for you 'oh love of my life' on this fine sunny morning?" 
"You can say yes."
Now Jenny's like a sister to me but even so I wasn't going to say yes without an explanation. "Yes to what?" I queried.
"To me begging you to start your fall signing tour early."
I fell silent not liking the sound of this. "How soon is early?" I finally asked.
"Like the end of next week."
"For Pete's sake Jenny, why so soon? It's supposed to start in October not June." 
I listened with one ear to her rambling explanation; it was because the publishers had brought forward the launch of the latest book and that there was to be an announcement later next week that the studio had finally cast the main characters for the film adaption of my second book. 
All I could think about was would this affect my relationship with Mia. What was I going to do about Mia? Everything was going so well between us that I was scared to go. I didn't know what a two-month absence would do to our relationship. 
Both the publishers and the film production company were actively pushing me to start the tour as soon as possible. Jenny as my agent was pushing just as hard. 
I finally ran out of reasons not to go so I grudgingly agreed. All I had to do now was tell Mia without losing her.  For the past few weeks we seemed to have spent every free minute of our days together. We'd met after she finished for the day. Her hours were erratic, some days she'd be finished by mid-afternoon, others it was gone nine before she would appear. On those days I'd sit in the reception waiting for her and I would take her home and she'd curl up beside me. I loved the way she always smelt fresh and clean whenever I met her. 
I hinted at my worries to Jenny before she finished the call. She promised to keep in touch with Mia while I was away. 
I knew Mia was hoping that I would ask her to move in; she had kept hinting that the drawer I'd given her to use wasn't big enough. I had decided to surprise her and I had ordered her a key to my place and I needed to pick it up today. I'd emptied half the drawers and cleared a space in the wardrobe for her things. I had even ordered her some sexy lingerie online that had arrived the day before. I'd carefully unpacked them and placed them in what I now thought of as her lingerie drawer. I had been going to ask her to move in with me after work tonight and I hadn't changed my mind. 
That afternoon I drove into town and picked up the key from the hardware store. I went to the bookstore and sat down at my favourite table in the coffee shop nursing a cup of hot chocolate. I kept turning the key over and over in my hand and it felt wrong just to give her the key on its own. I looked around for inspiration and my gaze locked onto a woman sitting a couple of yards from me. She had an Amber pendent hanging from a chain around her neck. The Amber was vaguely key shaped. That was it; I'd get a gold chain and hang the key from it.         
I headed for a jeweler that was across the road. They had just what I wanted and they offered to polish the key until it gleamed. As I sat waiting for them to finish so I could pay I looked in the display cabinets. There were several trays of engagement rings and that's what triggered my next thought. Whilst we hadn't discussed marriage I was sure that both of us were thinking about it. I'd ask her to marry me tonight. It was the perfect answer; I could declare my commitment to her and not feel that I was abandoning her while I was running all over the place signing the damn books. I mused about a quick wedding and a honeymoon during the signing tour.  
There on the second shelf was a canary yellow diamond ring. The label said that the main stone was 1.22 carats while the two flanking stones were 0.4 carats each.  The stones were set in platinum and the price was... Dear god eighteen thousand dollars. The trouble was I could only see it in one place and that was on Mia's finger. I pulled out my credit card, Christ I'd only come in for a $300 gold chain. 
I made my way back to the bookstore and sat down again. I left a message with her receptionist asking her to meet me at the bookstores coffee shop when she finished work. It was six o'clock before she texted me to say she'd be there in twenty minutes. I sat waiting; my palms were sweating as I kept glancing at the top of the stairs looking for her to appear. 
Finally, I saw her head as it appeared at the top of the stairs, she smiled when she saw me and walked over. I stood up and we kissed. She had that fresh clean smell she always had after work.  
She said "Hey darling, it's been a real shit of a day; it's so nice to see you." 
"Let me get you a coffee or do you prefer something else?" I asked. 
"Can I have an herbal tea, please?" 
I went up to the counter and ordered a coffee and a tea. I looked back at Mia, she'd slipped her coat off and she looked beautiful in a cream skirt and blouse. She saw me looking at her and her face lit up. 
I walked back to her and sat down and placed the drinks on the table. She picked up her tea and blew on it. 
"What was the problem," I asked?
She looked away, "I can't really talk about it, other that I feel I've just wasted the past six weeks with this couple I'm working with. We are back to square one." She sighed despondently and took a sip of her tea.  
She looked over at me and said, "You look like I feel, is there a problem?"  
"Jenny called and she gave me some disturbing news," I said. "The publisher is insisting I bring forward my fall book signing tour." 
"Can they do that?"
 I nodded. 
"Shit, when do you have to leave?" She asked.
I replied, "They want me to go next week and now it looks like I'll be gone for over two months." 
Her face fell and for a moment she looked away. Then she looked back and said, "I know you need to do this but I'm really going to miss you. You know I love you." 
There's no time like the present I thought. I felt in my pocket and took hold of the ring. 
"Mia, I've a question for you." I saw her glance up at me over her cup of tea and I saw the beginning of a worried expression flit across her face. 
I held my hand out to her and opened it showing her the ring. "Mia will you marry me?"
Her hand flew to her mouth and she gave a little cry of anguish. "Oh god Daniel, why now ... before I was ready? I'm sorry but we need to talk." 
I looked at her in shock and she wrapped my fingers back around the ring. I didn't know what to say. 
She didn't let go of my hand as she pulled me to my feet. "I love you but we will talk but not here." She seemed to think for a moment. "My office I think, have you got your car?" 
I nodded and led her to my car and we drove to her office.  I tried to talk to her in the car but she sat upright looking straight ahead. In the corner of her eye I could see a tear forming. She directed me to her parking spot and I followed her into the building with my heart sinking by the second. I didn't understand, what was so difficult? Why wouldn't she talk to me in the coffee shop? It was a simple question and there were really only two possible answers. Yes or no. 
We walked past the receptionist; she went to say something to Mia but stopped when she saw the expressions on her face. Mia punched the code into the door and ushered me through. In all the months I'd known her this was the first time I'd ever stepped past the reception area. Only staff and clients were allowed beyond, and the client's access was very carefully monitored to prevent them ever meeting other clients. 
She unlocked her office and I followed her inside. From a cursory glance it was a well-appointed office with a desk and chair in the corner. The main features were a sofa and four comfy chairs set around a coffee table. Two further closed doors implied more rooms. 
She sat down on the sofa and I went to sit in one of the comfy chairs. The look of anguish and hurt on her face made me change my mind and I sat down beside her. I put the ring back in its box and placed it on the table. 
She picked it up and held it in her hand, turning it over and over. Then she said in a soft voice, "Please hold me." I wrapped my arms around her, and she gave a little sob. I heard her say to herself, 'Fuck, why didn't I talk to him earlier'. 
"I don't understand, Mia," I said, "either you do or you don't want to get married, why won't you talk to me. Why bring me here just to say yes or no?" And I gestured around the room. 



What was happening? In my head I started to hear echoes of that fateful afternoon three years earlier. 
"Why didn't you give me a clue as to what you were thinking," she said. "If you had, I could have tried to prepare you for the reality of my life so much better."
She sighed then said, "The answer to your question is yes I do want to marry you, but..." And she stopped me from saying anything. "The question really should be will you want to marry me after I tell you about myself?" 
"I don't understand what is it about you that could make you think I could change my mind?"
"What do you think I do here?" 
"I only know what you've told me. You're a partner in this firm of marriage guidance counsellors." 
She sighed again, and said softly to herself "Ohh, god, why did I ever agree to that damn non-disclosure clause in my contract."
"Daniel, I've never lied to you but there's a lot about what I do in this office that will upset you. I'm not supposed to talk about this without the rest of the partners approval, but I don't care this is too important." 
She took my hand in hers and squeezed hard. "Please remember this, I love you more than I've ever loved anyone. But I'm not sure you will love me after I explain what it is I do here. And I don't want hurt you." 
 She stared at me intently, looking to see my reaction to her words. "You are right, we are a marriage guidance practice. But that's not why what most of my clients are referred to me. Most of mine are referred for physical relationship problems in all their different forms." 
"I don't see the difference," I said. My confusion was growing. What difference did it make that she was a relationship counsellor rather than a marriage counsellor. And why did she think I wouldn't want to marry her?
Shit, the echoes of rejection were rattling in my mind and the deep sense of dread was growing in the pit of my stomach. 
She looked at me and squeezed my hand, "You need to understand that there are lots of different types of relationship issues. Each of us in the firm concentrated on a different type. Mike is one of the best at patching up marriages where one or both of the partners has been in some form of adulterous relationship. Sally has put so many dysfunctional relationships back together. And I, well I look after the clients with sexual problems." 
She gestured at the diplomas hanging on the walls of her office. "I've spent over ten years to reach this point in my career; I've two degrees and a Ph.D. in behavioural science. I am an IPSA qualified sex surrogate, and I love my job." 
I stared at the diplomas on the wall as I didn't want to look at her as I spoke, "I don't understand, I'm not asking you to stop working." 
"You will when you understand what I'm trying to tell you." 
I still wasn't sure where this was going, so she helped couples who had sex problems. No, hang on a moment she didn't say couples, she said clients and she's a sex surrogate whatever that is. 
With a quiver in my voice I asked the question I'm not sure I wanted her to answer, "Just how do you help them with their problems?"
"Are you sure you really want to know?"
I nodded; I didn't trust my voice. She held my hand and brought it up to her lips a kissed it. 
She spoke softly but firmly as though she was giving a lecture. "It really depends on what is the problem is. Some of the time it's just a case of understanding a set of deep rooted inhibitions and then helping the effected person get past it." 
"It's often the case that physical problems such as premature ejaculation or erectile dysfunction have a psychological or emotional component. It's rarely just a physical problem. Even if it began with a physical issue, we have found that the effects of the problem on a man can be emotionally difficult. The combination of therapy and physical sessions are enormously helpful in making progress with it." 
"That doesn't sound too bad, why are you so worried about what I'm going to think?"  I asked.
"Ohh, god, Daniel, this is hard for me because there's no simple way to say this. Our treatment involves sessions with a therapist, that's me, and work with a surrogate, usually that's my assistant who's also a professional sex surrogate. But for the more difficult cases I often take both roles as I'm also a qualified sex surrogate."
My thoughts were rattling around my head and the feeling of nausea was growing. And I didn't want to understand, that was the problem. I knew I loved her, and I didn't want to lose her the way I'd lost Liz. Because what I think she's telling me is that she sleeps with her clients and if that is true ... 
She looked at me sadly, "But I'm scared you will hate me when you understand what I'm trying to tell you. Please remember I love you." 
She took a deep breath, "A lot of the cases that get referred to me are because the husband or boyfriend is sexually inadequate."
Oh Christ, has she been comparing me the same way?
"Premature ejaculation is one of the most common problem, erectile dysfunction another. A lot of couples get referred as the husband has a complete lack of understanding about how to sexually satisfy their partner. And those are just the most common types." 
I listened to what she was saying from behind a vail of mist. She must have seen my incomprehension as she took my hands in hers.  
"Daniel, do you understand what I'm trying to tell you. In these examples I work with men, mentally, emotionally, and physically to teach them to control their premature ejaculations, to resolve their PE, or how to give pleasure to a woman. Some of the time I do it, other times I'll work with a sexual surrogate." 
"What....what do you do with them?" There was a heaviness that was settling in my stomach as she tried to talk to me.  
There were tears running down her cheeks, "You don't really want to know, just leave it that I help them, but I only love you." 
I shook my head, "I'm sorry, but I do need to know, to understand just what it is you do with them?" 
Please tell me it's not true.
She sighed and then in a low monotone almost clinical voice said, "I start by showing them how to pace their masturbation, how to draw the orgasm out. But at some point the surrogate or I will have sex with them, to teach them the techniques they'd will need to prolong the act. Other times I will let a client touch me, to show them exactly what they need to do to arouse their partner. I try not to but I can't stop my body responding." 
She looked at me and said in a pleading tone hoping that I was understanding her. "I can't tell a client that sucking a woman's clit or finding the G-spot will turn them on, and then just lie there while they practice on me and not get aroused. It doesn't mean I don't love you, it just means I'm trying to help my clients."
I heard what she was saying; I don't know if she said what she did to shock me or just point out the realities of her work. What I did understand was that all the time we'd been together she'd been performing sexual acts on other men. She didn't love them but she'd still done them.
But there was another voice echoing loudly in my head. Liz was screaming at me after I walked in on her and her lover. "You fucking looser; you never were any good in bed. I've had to fake every orgasm I've ever had with you. Get out you pathetic creep, I want to be fucked by a real man." I'd turned on my heel and walked out of the bedroom. 
I stood up; I needed to find the bathroom to throw up. I fumbled with the first of the doors and stumbled into a bedroom. Oh fuck it was like déjà vu, at least the bed was made and not full of rutting lovers. I threw up into a waste bin by the side of the bed, heaving until there was nothing left. Mia held me as I shook, I knew I said something but I can't remember what it was. 
She led me back into the office. She fetched a wet towel from the bathroom that was hiding behind door number two and wiped my face. Christ, what was I going to do, I loved her so much it hurt, but could I live with a woman who would be coming to my bed, fresh from the one in the adjacent room.
I need time to think, to collect my thoughts. I managed to say, "I love you Mia, more than anything but I have to go away.  I need some time to think." I placed the ring and the key on its chain in her palm and she closed her hand tight around it. 
She held on to me crying and managed to say, "Please, don't leave me, I love you too much." 
I said, "Please, don't do anything foolish, I will be back.  I'm just not sure when." I kissed her then I walked out of the office carefully closing the door behind me. 
I'm not sure how I made it back to the house, but fifteen minutes later I was back in the car driving to the airport with a hastily packed bag, my laptop and passport. 
 
~ ~ ~ ~ <> ~ ~ ~ ~
Interlude 1: Mia
I sat perfectly still as the horror in Daniel's eyes seared my soul. What had he meant by 'Please, God, not again'? The only glimmer of hope was that before he'd left, he'd come around to my side and kissed me. He murmured, "I love you, but I need some time to think." He placed the ring in my palm and I instinctively close my hand tight around it.
He said, "Please don't do anything foolish.  I will be back, I'm just not sure when." 
I didn't move as Daniel closed the door of my office behind him. I loved him and I think I'd just destroyed his life. I opened my hand and the ring glistened in the lights, there was something else there. A key on a gold chain; oh, god, he'd given me a key to his home. I held it up by the chain and started sobbing. It took me twenty minutes before I could stagger out of my office. I went to put the ring on my finger then I paused. As far as I was concerned I was now engaged but only one person was going to put the ring on my finger. I took the key off the chain and threaded the ring on it instead. I hung the chain around my neck and tucked it under my blouse.
I'd thought to bring him to my office to explain would sound so more clinical and controllable, than at the coffee shop. Letting him see the bedroom had just reinforced all his fears.
I ran to my car and drove as fast as I could to Daniel's house. Yes, the lights were on. I opened the door with my key calling out his name. There was no answer, and it was obvious that I'd just missed him. The wardrobe was open as were several drawers. When I checked his laptop was missing. I threw myself on his bed sobbing. As I pressed my face into his pillow I could smell that unique scent that was Daniel.
I spent the night there with my face pressed into the pillow. Just praying that he would walk back through the door, and give me that little smile that always seared my soul. Then wrap me in his arms and tell me he loved me. 
The morning light woke me and I reached out for Daniel and felt the empty space beside me and the events of last night came crushing down on me all over again. 
I crawled out of the bed, discarding my clothes and staggered into the bathroom. I stood under the shower, cursing Jenny, it was her decision to bring forward the book signing tour that had participated Daniels decision to ask me to marry him. The tour had been planned for the fall and I'd honestly thought I had the time to make him understand how important my work was to me. 
I'd been hoping that Daniel would ask me to marry him and I knew that I'd have to make changes. I'd planned to employ a second sex surrogate so that I'd only need to get involved with the really difficult cases. I should have done that at least a year ago. The trouble was I got off on the gratitude and passion I felt when the man I was working with realised he could have a normal relationship with his partner. So I'd let it slide. I was intelligent enough to understand that previously I'd been using my clients as a substitute for my own lack of relationships. 
I stepped out of the shower and dried myself. That's when I found all the drawer and wardrobe space that Daniel had freed up for me. That was bad enough then I opened the drawer and found all the gorgeous lingerie he had bought for me. I collapsed onto the floor and spent the next ten minutes sobbing my heart out. I picked out a set of the underwear and put them on. They fitted perfectly and I stood in front of the mirror thinking how much he'd loved to see me wear them.   I found a pair of jeans and a tee-shirt I'd left here a couple of weeks ago carefully laundered and folded in a drawer. I went down to the kitchen and that when I saw the note.
Mia darling
If you are reading this then I guess you used the key. Please don't worry about me, I still love you, but I need some time alone. 
 I need to understand my feelings about you and the fact you kept your involvement with other men, however professional it was, from me.
You are not the first girlfriend to present me with evidence of other men; at least I can understand the reason behind yours. But it hurt me that you didn't feel you could confide in me, and it has opened up deep wounds I thought had healed. I need to clear my head of the spectre of Liz or she will keep destroying my love for you. I will need you to be here when I get back. This is now our house or if I fail in my goal it's yours. 
I love you 
Daniel 
I sat at the table crying, my tears staining the paper. Oh Daniel, I thought. I couldn't lie to you when you asked me to marry you. I love you too much to do that. It would have destroyed you if you'd found out later. I'd read your books and I know that you'd written that betrayal was always the one thing that destroyed a relationship. There's so much of you in your books, I know you would have reacted the same way.  
I looked at the time and cursed. I phoned the office and got through to Rita, my secretary. 
"Rita it's me, I can't come in to the office this week, I'm not feeling well. I need you to cancel all my appointment for the rest of the week." 
"What do I do with the Anderson's, they are already here." 
Shit, shit, shit, "Christ...look Sally was supposed to be sitting in to support the wife, please ask her to do her best and reschedule them for next week. Tell them that I won't charge them for this session." 
She acknowledged my instructions and I disconnected. I made myself a cup of tea and went and sat in his chair at his desk. 
Who the fuck was Liz, and what had she done to him? What did Daniel think I was doing to him?
My phone rang and I grabbed it, hoping that it was Daniel. Roger's name appeared on the screen. I answered it; you don't ignore the senior partner. 
"Are you alright? Rita's just called me to say you've just cancelled all your appointments for the rest of the week and you sounded very upset when she spoke to you." 
I've known Roger for twelve years, ever since I first sat in his classroom at university; we'd even had a short affair five years ago. He's the one man I trust and admire. 
"Roger I've fucked up. Daniel asked me to marry him last night. I had to tell him what I do, and it triggered something in him. He's gone; I think I may have lost him. I can't help other people when I can't help the one man I love." 
"What did he say?" 
"It's not what he said, it was his reaction. I think he's been badly hurt in the past, and he sees what I do as a form of betrayal of his love." 
"Have you any idea where he could have gone?" 
"No," and then I had a thought, "Hang on a sec," and I checked the drawer in his desk where he kept his personal papers. It was unlocked and his passport was missing. "Shit Roger, his passport's gone, he could be anywhere." 
"Have you tried calling his agent?" 
"No, I'll do it as soon as I hang up." 
We spoke for a few more minutes and he agreed to get me a second sex surrogate as soon as possible. I promised to call the psychiatrist the group had on retainer.
He rang off after saying, "I should have made you pull back from the physical side much earlier, and we can hire as many surrogates as we need. You are not to take on any new cases until we have this sorted out and Daniel's back." 
I thanked him and rang off.
I found Jenny's number on a card in my bag. Her secretary answered and at first she tried to fob me off. But I insisted and finally Jenny was on the other end. 
I didn't waste time on small talk, "Who is Liz?"  I asked. 
There was silence from the other end of the phone and then Jenny asked. "Mia, I don't understand, why do you want to know who Liz is?" 
"Because last night Daniel asked me to marry him, and I didn't handle it at all well." 
"What do you mean he asked you to marry him and you didn't handle it?" 
"It's because of what I do at the relationship centre, I help men get over their sexual inadequacies." 
"Oh shit, and you told him that," she said in a tone that said please tell me you didn't. 
"I couldn't lie to him. It would have been so much worse if he'd found out after we were engaged."    
"And he's never told you about Liz?" 
"Not really, he's mentioned her name and I know she hurt him but he's never said how." 
"Oh dear, I wish he had. Ok, from what I gathered from the few times he mentioned her, Liz was his fiancée.  About a year before I first met him he found her in bed with another man. Do you recall the chapter in his second book when the husband, Simon comes home to surprise his wife with the good news about his book and finds her in bed with her lover, his best friend?"
 I said yes. 
"Basically, it's all true, that's the story of Liz. Simon is Daniel, his wife was Liz and the best friend was, well his best friend at the time." 
"Oh god," I gasped, "and all the sexual inadequacy claims the wife made in the book?"  
"Are exactly what Liz claimed and told the whole village." 
"But they are not true, Christ, I should know how good he is in bed." 
"I know they aren't true, but the problem was that most of the village believed her and thought that they were true. He became a hermit in his own home and after a few weeks he began to believe them himself. They've tainted all his relationships since then. You were the first in all the years I've known him that he's felt normal with." 
Oh Christ, I thought, now he's going to be thinking that I'm always going to be evaluating him, whilst in fact he was the best lover at so many levels that I'd ever had. 
"Look I'll send you all the information I have on the bitch, but it's not a lot. As far as I know she still lives in the same village in Kent."
"Thanks," I said and gave her my e-mail address. 
"By the way is he with you, he's not picking up his phone." She asked. 
"Jenny, I don't know where he is. He packed a bag, his laptop and passport last night, and he's gone. I've left countless voice mails but his phone's switched off."
I could hear her swearing down the phone. Then I hear her calling out to her assistant. 'Daniel's gone missing; call every one he's ever spoken to, we need to find him'. 
The she came back on the phone to me, "Mia, don't worry we will find him, I've got to go. I'll send you that information I promise." And with that she hung up.
I spent the day going over my options, but really I didn't have many. If I wanted Daniel to stay with me when he returned, then I had to change the way I interacted with the clients. I wasn't even going to contemplate the possibility that he wouldn't come back. 
I called my sister; she's the only one in my family that knows the full extent of my job. I told her the whole story and she did what she always does. She makes me evaluate and rationalise any problem that has occurred in my life. And again she made me think. The last thing she said to me before we ended the call resonated in me: "Do you think it's possible that while you feel that you can't have a relationship because of your career, the reality is you don't want to have them because they would interfere with the enjoyment the personal side of your career gives you?"



Was that true, had I become addicted to the physical side of my role as a relationship councillor? Was that why I'd made no effort to step back from that side, even though Daniel and I had become a couple?  Was the gratuitous sex that came with my job so good I didn't want to give it up?
I called Roger and after a lot of discussion he agreed that I needed to take a consultative role with the clients and leave the physical side to the surrogates. I wasn't surprised he agreed; I generated almost twice as much revenue as any of the other partners. On one hand it was a load off my mind, the flip side was that I was really going to miss the satisfaction that come from knowing I was able to get results where others had failed. I knew of no other councillor who was willing to assume the surrogate role when necessary.  
I fetched my laptop from the trunk of my car and logged on to see if Jenny had sent me the information she'd promised me on Liz. There wasn't that much, her name was Elizabeth Ward. She was twenty-eight and still single and she still lived in the same village that Daniel had grown up in. Interestingly, she was the sister of one of his best friends from his school days. His other so called best friend, the one he'd caught Liz in bed with had disappeared from the scene fairly soon after the incident. 
I kept going back and reading the note he had left me. I took solace in the message of hope that underlined it. If he wanted me to be here when he returned then that's where I'd be. 
Over the next couple of days I packed up my apartment. I took him at his word that he still wanted me to move in, I arranged with a storage company to collect and store my furniture and those boxes of my stuff I didn't need. The things I wanted I took over to Daniel's and I unpacked over the weekend. It felt so right to be hanging my clothes in my half of the walk in closet. I was crying as I unpacked my lingerie and added it to the lingerie he had bought for me. 
Every day I'd go for walks along the same trails I'd walked with him the past couple of months. We had marvelled at the way the land recovered from the depths of the winter and began the promise of spring and renewal. 
Roger had made me an appointment with the practice's psychiatrist and insisted I go. I sat in her office, which is in the same building as ours, and poured my heart out to her. She sat listening patiently for the full hour and made an appointment to see me again in a few days.   


~ ~ ~ ~ <> ~ ~ ~ ~Daniel
I left with mixed feelings, I know I love her, and she says she loves me.  On one hand I wanted to wrap Mia in my arms and tell her it didn't matter what she did as long as at the end of the day she came home to me. But the flip side was now I understood why she always smelt so clean every time I picked her up after work. She was coming to my bed after performing sex acts with other men, did it matter that it was a clinical act with no love involved. More importantly, did I meet her needs?
What I did know was, I needed to understand why Liz had treated me the way she did. Her taunts had scarred me, and I was so scared that there was a basis of truth to her accusations. This made me wonder, was Mia analysing my performance as well. Was I falling short of her expectations?  There was only one option I had to go home and confront Liz. I needed to know why she said what she had about me.
I managed to get a flight to Atlanta and from there one to Paris. I almost booked a flight to London but after some soul searching I decidedly was going to need a couple of days to think through my next moves.
I arrived at eight the next morning and I managed to book a hotel in the centre of the city. No sooner than I'd been shown to my room than I fell onto the bed and tried to sleep for the first time since our talk in her office. My thoughts flitted from images of Liz and Gordon, my ex-best friend, and Mia and a series of unknown clients. I fell into a fitful sleep.  
I dreamt of walking into Mia's office and hearing sounds of passionate sex from the bedroom. Walking in I found her entangled in the arms of Liz and Gordon. Mia was on her hands and knees with Gordon fucking her arse while she ate out Liz. 
Gordon looked up at me grinning and said, "This is how a real man fucks a woman." 
Mia looked up from Liz's pussy and moaned then said, "No more wimpy cock for me."
I woke up sweating and nauseous, I only just made it to the bathroom before I began honouring the porcelain gods. After I'd stopped heaving and cleaned up, I stood in the shower and let the water attempt to wash away my doubts. I got dressed and headed out of the hotel for a walk to try and clear the images from my mind. Because of the time difference it was still only early afternoon, and Paris was enjoying a pleasant sunny spring afternoon.
The hotel was in the backstreets just off the Avenue des Champs-Elysées. I soon found myself aimlessly walking down the Champs-Élysées in the direction of Place de la Concorde. I stood looking around and recalled from previous visits that I was close to the Louvre. I headed through the Tuileries Garden and entered the Louvre Museum. I avoided the crowds heading for the Mona Lisa and found a quiet gallery and sat down on a bench and contemplated the Salvador Dali painting on the wall. 
I must have sat there all afternoon as the next thing I knew was the guard tapping me on the shoulder and telling me that the museum was closing.  I saw a local restaurant as I walked back to the hotel, and realised I hadn't eaten since the plane. I found a table and in my best schoolboy French ordered a meal and a bottle of table wine.
It wasn't until I felt my phone in my pocket I remembered that I hadn't switched it back on since boarding the flight to Atlanta. Crap thirty-five texts and twenty, no make that twenty-one missed calls. 
I scanned though the texts most of them were from Jenny but there were several from Mia. Jenny's were straightforward; they were all on the lines of 'Where the fucking hell are you; we need to talk.'  I smiled to see her use that phrase. 
Mia's were interesting; at no time did she blame me for going. She was sorry she hadn't told me earlier, and I was to look out for myself and please come home to her when I was ready.  
Her last text simply said, 'I love you, and I'm keeping the ring safe for you. When you're ready I want you to put it on my finger'.
I drank a glass of wine for Dutch courage and called Jenny. Before she could shout at me I told her that I was cancelling the first two weeks of the tour. 
"Daniel, you can't, everything's in place, all the promotional advertising is already running." 
"Sorry Jenny, that's not my problem, I need the time to sort things out. Be thankful I'm only cancelling the first two weeks. I told you I wasn't happy when you brought it forward." 
"Daniel, it's not that simple, you're contracted to appear on those dates." 
"I don't care; it's not going to happen. Tell them I'm sick or something. I'll make up the dates in the autumn." 
She sighed down the phone, "I'll do my best, please keep in touch, and call Mia for god's sake; the girl is frantic." 
I couldn't call Mia; I knew the sound of her voice would cause me to curl up into a ball. So I started an e-mail to her instead. 
Mia darling
First, understand I love you. Nothing that you did will ever change that. I can't listen to your voice at the moment as it would make me curl up and die inside, so this is my answer to all of your texts and voice mails.
There are things I need to understand about you and what you do with your clients before I can move on. I don't care about names, in fact it would kill me to find out it was someone I knew. I've been betrayed by the closest people to me before and I can't go through that again. 
But I need you to be truthful about the rest. I can't help feeling that I was being evaluated alongside of them. I've been found to be wanting before and I'm not sure I could go through that again.
I'm ok and I will be back. I need the sometime to slay my dragons. 
Me, the ring, and your finger that's a date I hope; I will see :)
Daniel xxx
My finger hesitated over the send button and then I saved it.  I needed more time to think, it didn't seem to say the right things. I finished eating and made my way back to the hotel. I booked a seat on a Eurostar train for the following afternoon and my usual hotel in London. 


~ ~ ~ ~ <> ~ ~ ~ ~
Interlude 2: Mia
It had been more than a week and I hadn't heard from him. I'd been calling Jenny daily and asking her for any news. From her I knew she'd traced him to Paris and he was now somewhere in England. I'd thought about flying to Europe and trying to catch him at one of his book signings. But Jenny had told me he'd precipitously cancelled the first two weeks of appearances. 
I had a couple more sessions with the psychiatrist. Her early evaluation of me was quite telling, and it seems my sister was closer to the mark that either she or I had expected. 
The bottom line was that she thought that I was too emotionally and physically involved with my clients. That I was taking on roles I should allocate to my assistants because they were fulfilling to me, and my own relationships ultimately suffered because of that. 
 
But in Daniel's case, because my feelings for him were so deep, I didn't want to lose him and I was scared how he would respond. My fear was why I hadn't told him about my work.  I'd become two people, the councillor Mia and Daniel's Mia, and I'd shielded one from the other.
Her conclusion was that Daniel asked me to marry him before I'd been able to rationalise the two halves; plus his history with the mysterious Liz had precipitated the current situation. 
Ultimately, she said, "You need to decide what is more important to you, your job or Daniel. If it's the former then you need to understand that Daniel may not be able to cope, and you will need to let him go. If it's Daniel, then you know what you have to change and hope he's willing be part of your life again." 
I knew what I wanted and my first client session on my return to work reinforced my conviction. It was a complete disaster. I'd been working with Sue and Doug for two months. I first met them when Roger referred them to me. They had been sent to Roger for a series of court-mandated marriage counselling meetings. He quickly realised that the trigger cause of all their problems was due Doug's premature ejaculation issues. 
They still loved each other but she was not satisfied with their sex life, and she'd begun to consider straying from her marriage vows. Doug had overheard a conversation and had jumped to the worst conclusion and started divorce proceedings.
Roger convinced them to shelve the divorce until they met me and I was able to make them see that it could be possible for them to have a normal sex life. 
When I'd first met them Doug was at a stage where he only able to last a dozen strokes at most before he ejaculated. It took a couple of emotional therapy session to get both of them to understand the cause of Doug's problem. In his case the problem stemmed from the beliefs his highly religious aunt had imparted. 
She'd brought him up after his parents had died in a crash.  She believed that the 'sins of the flesh' as she described them was a sin against God and she would use her cane on Doug for any transgression, real or imagined. When he'd discovered masturbation, his fear of being caught made him complete the act as fast as he could. He knew no other way by the time he met Sue at the Christian college that they attended. They were both virgins on their wedding day, and because of their natural inhibitions it had been several years before Sue had understood from her girlfriends that her sex life was not normal and that Doug had an issue.
Once we understood the root cause, we had moved on to the physical side of the therapy and to begin with I'd had Sally the sex surrogate show and describe the techniques she expected them to use. Doug just wasn't able to relax with Sally. She looked so much like a younger version of his aunt he was almost sick when she'd tried to touch him. I had to take over the surrogacy role with them. We had been making progress and with the techniques I shown him, he was now able to masturbate for fifteen minutes before he came. After I'd shown Sue how, we'd worked on their control and relaxation techniques. Sue was now able to masturbate him for almost fourteen minutes. 
Sue was much happier as well because I'd taught them both how develop and extend their previously almost non-existent fore play. A few weeks ago, Doug had given her first orgasm from oral sex.
Our last goal was to get them to complete a full-extended penetrative sex act where both of them came. Unfortunately, I'd got them to try during our last session, and it hadn't gone very well. He couldn't control himself the way I'd anticipated and had ended up coming inside his wife after only a minute.  I was scheduled to try full penetrative sex with Doug at our next session.    
I'd approached the session with a sense of misgiving, for the first time in my professional career it felt wrong. We'd sat down in my office and I'd explained how I'd wanted that day's session to go. We were going to start with Sue making Doug cum with a combination of her hands and her mouth. Doug was to use all the techniques he'd been taught to delay his orgasm for the full fifteen minutes. When he was ready again he and I were to attempt sex with me on top so I could watch and control him. At least that was the plan and it had worked before. 
Once they had completed the first part of the exercise and Doug was comfortable and erect again I moved to join them on the bed. That's when the shakes hit me. I looked around the room and saw it as Daniel must have seen it that evening. Doug wasn't sure what he should do and took my hand. I only just made it to the bathroom before I threw up in a mirror of Daniel's response. Doug and Sue came in and I could barely let them touch me. I made up an excuse that I must have eaten something bad and cancelled the rest of their session. 
I walk into Roger's office and sat down. "I don't think I can do this anymore," I said and started crying. "I was physically sick when the client touched me." 
He looked at me sympathetically, "Do you want to stop completely?" 
I thought for a moment, "No, I still enjoy the therapy sessions; I just can't do the physical side anymore." 
"You don't need to," he said. "I made a few calls and I've found two surrogates who want to work with you. You've a great reputation in the field; people want to work with you. You may need to supervise a few sessions, but the physical side now will be the responsibility of the surrogates. All the sessions that Sally can't deal with I'm cancelling until your new surrogates start. The first one is a pretty Latina woman, and she can start the week after next. Here's her file." 
Her file was very impressive and for a few minutes I lost myself in it. Her name was Maria and she was thirty-one. She currently lived in Florida. Her parents had escaped from Cuba in the 80's. Her first marriage had disintegrated due to relationship issues. It was her experiences with relationships counselling that sparked her interest and she'd gone back to college. She was halfway through her degree in counselling. She was a qualified masseuse and an IPSA qualified sex surrogate. Interestingly, she had remarried and there was a note from him stating that he was fully aware of everything about her role and was completely supportive. 
I made a mental note to ask her about her marriage. 
"She looks very good," I said.
"I spoke to her on the phone and asked her about her marriage. He was a client of hers; his marriage had failed because of a PE issue. He sought help and she helped him. They fell in love and they now have a two-year-old daughter." 
"Thank you Roger," I said. 
He said, "I can't afford to lose you, and I'm sure that given a choice between this and Daniel, you would choose him. Now, tell us where you need to be to find him, and we will get you a ticket." 
"England, I need to go to England that's where he is," I said. 
"Well, go home and pack, we'll get you on a flight tomorrow to London and book you a hotel." 
I gave him a kiss and told Rita what was happening. I drove to Daniel's to pack and check my email for any messages from Jenny. There were none but there was one from a dd101 dated the day before, and the subject line was Questions for you. I opened it with a feeling of dread. 
Mia darling
I've rewritten this mail so many times over the past few days I almost don't recognize it. I'm sorry I didn't reply to your texts or calls but I couldn't find the words I needed. Please understand I do love you. Nothing that you did will ever change that. I suppose the question I need to ask should be am I man enough to accept that what you do is not a threat to us – to me?
I was in Paris for a few days but I've moved on. 
There are things I need to understand about what you do with your clients before we can move on. I don't care about names, in fact it would kill me to find out it was someone I knew. The closest people to me before have betrayed me and I honestly can't go through that again. 
 I know that it's not rational, but I can't help feel that I was being evaluated by you alongside of your clients. Liz put me through hell, I've been found to be wanting before and I'm not sure I could go through that again.
I believe that you are the one for me. We share an intimacy at a level I've never experienced before. Yet you never hinted that there were aspects of your job that if I found out about would have hurt me. The silly thing is I would have understood. I know from first-hand experience how vulnerable the male ego can be and the idea that you gain a sense of satisfaction from helping men and women solve their sexual problems doesn't repel me. It scares me because of what I went through with Liz.
But you need to know that I'm scared for other reasons too.  
What did you do with them? I think that the fear of the unknown is what intimidates me the most. Why didn't you feel you could tell me of your role? 
Did you make them wear a condom? Are they tested for STD's? Why didn't you tell me earlier? Are you going to carry on doing it? And the one I need to ask but I'm not sure I want to hear the answer, do you have any feelings for any of them?
I'm ok and I will be back if only to talk. I need some time to slay my own personal dragons. 
Me, the ring, and your finger that's a date, I hope; I will see :)
Daniel xxx
I read the words on the screen and I started to cry and I couldn't stop. I was still sobbing as I struggle to write a reply.
Daniel my love and yes I do love you with all my heart.
So many times over the past few days I've wished I told you about my work and all that it involved. Why didn't I, I'm not sure.  I guess it's was a combination of client confidentiality and I was scared how you'd take it. I've told other boyfriends in the past and those relationships foundered very quickly. 
Why did I carry on with the role even when I knew it affected my chances of a true relationship for me? I've asked myself that question many times since I met you. You are the best thing that has ever happened to me and I honestly thought I had the time before you went away in the fall to slowly let you into my other life. But they brought the dates forward and you asked me to marry you. I had made myself one promise after I fell in love with you: if you asked me to marry you I would never lie or deceive you, so I had to tell you.



But in a way it is no longer relevant as I can't see me ever taking that role again. I've discussed it with Roger, and I will hand over all of my clients' surrogate work to Sally and two new surrogates we are hiring as a result of my crisis with you. I'm doing this because I want to put us first not my clients. I'm not going to deny that I gained a lot of satisfaction from that side of the process. Taking a broken couple and giving them hope for a new future meant a lot to me. There is only so much that can be done by talking, at some point you have to get your hands dirty.  Nonetheless, those days are behind me now.
I know you have other questions and I will do my best to answer them but most importantly all the clients are tested every week and in the case of penile penetration they must wear a condom there are no exceptions. I'm checked routinely as well so there is no need for you to get tested, but I'd understand if you decided to go ahead and get checked. 
I can't discuss specific cases but as I tried to tell you I was never emotionally involved with any of the clients, and as far as I am aware you don't know any of them. Yes, I've felt pleasure in that part of my work, and I can't deny that I have come on occasions. But that was never the goal of the physical sessions. Their function was only to teach the couples how to have a good sex life, any physical pleasure I got was an unexpected bonus. 
What did I do with them? I've taught men techniques to delay an orgasm. I've taught men how to give pleasure to women, and I've taught wives and girlfriends how to arouse their partners and give them an erection. But I've only ever done this after many therapy sessions to get to the root psychological causes of their problems. Every action I've ever taken with a client was the result of hours of discussion and debate. Every move, every touch was thought out in advance. 
Why is that important - because everything I've ever done with you has been spontaneous and full of passion and love. I've never calculated what I want from you, I just see you and want to feel you inside me. I've never consciously compared you against anyone else. I just know you are the best lover I've ever known.
Daniel we need to be together soon either here or in England. I miss you, I need you to put the ring on my finger.  I need for us to move on together in a way that is acceptable to you, even if that means I stop work entirely.
I love you.  I hope to see you soon. 
Mia xxxxxxxxx
I pressed send and it was gone, and I hope my future hadn't gone with it. I packed a bag and I was ready to go. 

~ ~ ~ ~ <> ~ ~ ~ ~Daniel 
I sat around the hotel in London for a couple days trying to decide exactly what to do next. I knew I had to find out from Liz why she had treated me the way she did. But just turning up in the village wasn't going to work. I called David, her brother, he was the only one from the old days I'd kept in touch with.  His phone went to voice mail and I left a message.
"Hi mate, it's Daniel. I'm back in the UK for a few days and I really need to see you. I'm staying at the Park Lane hotel. Call me back please."
It was a day before he got back to me. A simple text message: 
Will be in London tomorrow. Can be at your hotel at 6 pm if that works - Dave. 
I texted back to him: Works for me.
Over the past few days I'd been researching as much as I could about sex surrogates in America. There had been a thought at the back of my mind that it was another form of prostitution. I quickly lost that notion; it was a fully licensed profession with training courses and its own professional body, the International Professional Surrogates Association or IPSA. I thought back to Mia's office, and I recalled seeing an IPSA diploma on the wall amongst the many others. I'd been staring at them while she spoke, as I hadn't wanted to look at her face. 
I read interviews with several surrogates and called the IPSA for background information. It always amazes me how much information you can get when you tell people you are an author researching a book and you want to get your facts straight. They even gave me the e-mail address of a surrogate who practiced in London, and I made an appointment to talk to her. 
Our discussion was very revealing. I'd given her the impression that one of my characters in my next book was going to be a sex surrogate to explain my interest in her profession. When I told her my pen name she opened right up, it's nice to have fans. I took her to dinner as a thank you and promised to send her signed copies of all my books. 
I think that it was that conversation that finally made me understand Mia and why she did what she did. I began to question my reasons for leaving. Yes, the need to understand Liz and find out why she had treated me the way she had was real. But did that justify what I was putting Mia through? 
The book idea had been a ruse but as I got back to my room that night I was scribbling notes, there was a great novel in here and I needed to get my thoughts straight. Two days later, I had the outline and the first two chapters fleshed out.  
Friday evening Dave walked into the bar at the hotel and sat down at my table. 
"Mine's a pint of best bitter, you old tosser." 
I looked up from my laptop. "Shit, when did you grow up," I replied, "I thought you were still drinking poncy larger and limes" 
We laughed and hugged, "Crap, I've missed you," I said. 
We sat drinking catching up on the news although we both carefully skirted around the spectre of his sister. Finally, though when he asked about Mia it was time. 
"So how is the new girlfriend, what was her name ... Mary?" He asked. 
"It's Mia and it was going fine until last week."
"Oh crap man; she sounded like a keeper, what happened." 
"I asked her to marry me and she told me she's been sleeping with other men while we've been a couple." 
He looked at me in shock, "Ohh fuck, not again mate." 
I shook my head, "No, I think we are going to be ok."
Dave looked at me with a disbelieving expression. "I'm sorry mate but how's this different from Liz?"
I held up my hands to stop him. "It's not the same, it's her job, and it's not what you are thinking! She's a marriage councillor and relationship therapist. She specialises in sexual dysfunction. She works with a sex surrogate but sometimes she also need to work with the clients. She told me because she didn't want me to find out accidentally. She's had several relationships crash and burn in the past because of it." 
"So why are you here?" 
"The trouble was she took me by surprise, telling me when I proposed. I panicked and ran away. But since then but I've found out a lot about the sort of thing she does and it's not at all the same as Liz." 
He looked at me for a long time then he asked, "You're a bigger man than me mate. So why are you here then?" 
"Because I completely freaked out when she first told me, and all I could think about was Liz sitting up in our bed screaming at me that afternoon." I looked him in the eyes and said, "It made me realise that I need to understand why she did what she did, if I ever stand a chance to move on with my life."
He looked at me sadly saying, "I honestly don't know why she did it. She would never talk to me about it. I do know that it wasn't her that spread the rumours around the village mate. About a week before you left she found out that it was Gordon spreading the rumours, and she had a stand up row with him in the pub that evening. He left the village a couple of days later and no one's seen him since."
"But remember it was her who called me a wanker, a limp dick, and a fucking useless lover that afternoon. Do you think she would talk to me?" I asked. 
"I've no idea, we can but try," he said. "But first, we are going to go out on the town tonight, get drunk and in the morning you are coming to stay with me until we get an answer from the silly bitch." 
And that's exactly what we did.  Just before we left the hotel I decided I'd played around with the mail to Mia for long enough so I sent the mail and crossed my fingers. 
We staggered back to the hotel at three in the morning decidedly worse for wear. Dave slept on the sofa and it was eleven o'clock before either of us stirred. I'd gone to sleep in my clothes and I staggered into the bathroom to shower and refresh myself. I heard Dave throwing up while I stood in the shower. By the time I got out and dried he had washed at the sink and rummaged through my suitcase and found a clean tee-shirt to wear. 
"I've ordered coffee and aspirins," he said. 
He pulled out a napkin from his pocket and looked at it blankly. "Who the fuck was Gloria?" he asked. 
I racked my brain for an answer, "I think it was the blond in the second, no third pub." 
"Shit yes, the bottle blond with the double D knockers." 
"Nope that was her mate; she was the one with the butterfly tattoo on her breast that she kept showing us." 
He grinned at the memory my words had triggered.
The doorbell rang and it was room service with the coffee and a bottle of aspirins. I don't think I've ever been so grateful for a coffee in my life. We sat and drank the coffee. Then I packed an overnight bag. Minutes later we were in Dave's car heading out of town. 
Two hours later we pulled up outside Dave's cottage down in Kent. We sat down at the kitchen table, and we ate the pork pies and sipped the beers we'd picked up at the local shop. 
While we ate I opened my laptop and logged into Dave's Wi-Fi. There were a number of new messages in my inbox. Rachael, my editor at the publisher, had sent me the latest revisions, and I cursed when I saw the extent of the rewrites she wanted. I sent her the synopsis and the first two chapters of my surrogate novel. I trusted her opinion and I knew she wouldn't pull her punches. If it was crap I knew she'd tell me, I could be sure of that. 
The rest were from Jenny, I needed to decide when I was going to start the book-signing trip, I think I was pushing her close to her breaking point. Just as I was about the log off the reply from Mia dropped into my inbox. I hesitated for a fair few minutes before I opened it. She seemed very eager to reassure me and she answered most if not all of my questions. She was also willing to give up a part of her job she found very fulfilling. 
So now I was in a quandary, did I let the woman I love stop doing something I knew gave her great satisfaction, or did I step back from her and allow her to continue?
The rational part of my brain kept telling me, she's been doing this since she left college and she hasn't ever crossed the patient - doctor divide, why would she start because she's met me. The irrational part kept screaming Liz, another Liz at me. 
I looked up from the screen and said, "Dave I need to find Liz, you said she's still in the village."
He smiled back at me and glanced at the kitchen clock then he said, "We will see her, I expect she will be home in a few minutes." 
I stood up and picked up my coat, "What's her address I'll go and wait for her outside." 
He took my coat from me and led me into the parlour. "I'll send her in here when she arrives; she been living here with me since you left."
"Does she know that I'm back?" 
"I haven't told her. When you first called, all you said was you wanted to talk to me, you didn't mention my sister."
I poked at the fire he'd lit when we'd first arrived and placed a couple of logs on it.  I sank down into his old armchair and sat staring at the door, listening to the crackle of the flames. It must have been twenty minutes later I heard the front door open and close. 
Liz called out, "Dave, I'm home, be a love and put the kettle on I'm gasping for a cupper.
I heard him say something to her and the door to the parlour opened and she stood framed in the doorway. 
Her face went white and her hand went to her mouth. There was a strangled cry of, "Noooooo," and she staggered back into the hall. She turned on her heels and ran up the stairs. I heard a door slam and the sound of her crying. 
Dave stood at the bottom of the stairs; he turned to look at me as I joined him. "Well, that wasn't the response I was expecting," he mused. "Do me a favour; wait for me at the pub. I'll take her tea up and see if I can get her back on track." 
I went to get my bags from the hall but he shook his head. "Don't be daft you're still staying here; I'll put your bag in the spare room." 
I nodded and picked up my backpack with my laptop and walked out the door. The pub was on the other side of the village green. As I walked across I paused as I always did at the war memorial. There were six Davidson's engraved on the plaques around the base. Four were from the Great War, and two uncles from the second. I was named after my uncle Daniel. He'd died in the hedgerows of Normandy in 1944 a week after his nineteenth birthday. 
It was as if time had stood still as I walked into the Plough. Jimmy the barman looked up from his paper. "Wotcha Danny, pint of the usual?" he said. I nodded and dumped my bag at my old table by the fire. 
I walked over to the bar and he placed my old silver tankard full of Bishops Finger in front of me. I went to pull out my wallet but he stopped me. "On the house lad, it's good to see you back." I thanked him and sat down and looked around me. There were only a couple of the old regulars in and I greeted them. They looked pointedly at their almost empty tankards so I gave Jimmy the nod and he took a fresh pair over to them. I pulled out my laptop and started working on the new story. 
Around me the pub began to slowly fill up and it was a bit like I'd never been away. I'd get a casual greeting which I would acknowledge, then they would let me get back to my writing. Jimmy kept my tankard topped up.    
There are two pubs in the village, the Star and Garter, where the townies and the weekend residents drank their fancy drinks and ate their overpriced food. And then there was the Plough, which was where the locals drank. Jimmy would only serve food to the locals, his wife's specialty, homemade pies and puddings.  
I needed a stretch and a piss. On my way back I went up to the bar for another pint. I gave Jimmy a couple of hundred quid and told him the drinks for the regulars were on me until the money ran out. I took my pint back to the table and pecked at the keyboard. I'd given up working on the story, in my mind I was going over my relationship with Liz and as I had done many times before trying to work out what had gone wrong. 


~ ~ ~ ~ <> ~ ~ ~ ~ 
Liz was two years younger than me and I'd known her most of my life. Dave, Gordon and I had been best friends since our first year at the local village primary school. Liz was a presence, the younger sister, tagging along behind in our games. It had been the events at her sixteenth birthday that made me look at her in a different light. 
The summer before I went off to uni she'd had her sweet sixteen birthday party. It was held at their house and she'd pleaded with her parents for them not to be around. She pulled big brother Dave into the discussion and he'd offered to be the responsible adult and of course he roped Gordon and me in as support. 
That party was the first inkling I got that Liz was no longer the awkward young teenager and there was a beautiful young woman trying to break free. A little too much alcohol was sneaked into the party and we'd had our work cut out trying to control the randy sixteen-year-olds. Finally, I'd had to intervene in an awkward situation involving Liz, a boy and a non-consensual make out session in her bedroom.
The cries of no from Liz's bedroom had alerted me as I walked out of the bathroom. The door to her room was locked and I'd had to give it a hard push with my shoulder to force it open. Liz's dress was torn open and her bra was pushed up exposing her woman's breasts. The boy was on top of her and she was crying out and trying to push him off. I recall grabbing the kid and throwing him out of the room and then Liz was in my arms sobbing and shaking. Dave appeared moments later and wrapped a blanket around her and he calmed her down. The boy made a fast exit ably assisted by Gordon's left foot. 
We set everything to rights, and Liz and Dave's parents never found out about the incident. But I could no longer see Liz as Dave's little snotty sister in pigtails. For the next few weeks before I left, I couldn't help but notice Liz dressed in much more mature clothes, and she was always hovering nearby when I was at Dave's. 
Just before I left to start university Dave let me into a little secret. She was in love with me. I was her knight in shining armour. I have to say I laughed and he showed me some sheets of paper he'd found. She'd been practicing her signature Mrs Elisabeth Davidson or other various combinations. 
We had a good laugh and as far as I was concerned that was it. For the three years I was away I only saw her very occasionally. And when I returned to the village Liz was away at university herself so it was another two years before I began to see her around more often. 
Not long after I returned to the village one of my older cousins had inherited his family fruit farm but he hadn't wanted to give up his job in the city so he offered me the position of farm manager. 'Why me?' I'd asked. Because you're bright and you are family, I trust you, he replied. So at twenty-three I was managing a farm with over fifteen thousand fruit trees, a small brewery and a farm shop, and enjoying myself.  I had the occasional girlfriend but nothing serious, and of course I had my writing as an escape. 
I was twenty-seven before Liz reappeared in my life. After uni she'd got a job in London and shared a flat with another girl. She started a torrid affair with her boss. I knew this because Dave would tell Gordon and me all the family gossip over a pint at the Plough. Like most of these affairs she got burnt and came back home with her tail between her legs. 
She hid out at their parents' house for a couple of weeks before Dave managed to drag her down to the Plough on a Friday night. I missed her first couple of outings as I busy with the harvest, but I understood from Gordon that he'd seen her with Dave. It was a couple of weeks later that I managed my first night out for six long weeks. We'd just finished the apple harvest and the cider pressing. I hadn't seen her for a couple of years so I was surprised when I walked in to the pub that she jumped up from beside Gordon and hugged me and wouldn't let me go. I glanced across to Gordon and almost missed the look of annoyance that flitted across his face. For a moment I wondered what it was about, but then I shrugged it off. May be I should have taken more notice, but then hindsight is wonderful isn't it!
She felt wonderful in my arms and I didn't want the night to end. The girl I'd known had gone and a vivacious young woman had appeared. That night I took her back to my apartment, and we hadn't fallen asleep until the early morning sun had crept above the horizon. She moved in with me, and I got her a job in the farm office. 
A year later we got engaged and had set a date.  I'd had to postpone it after dad died from a massive coronary and mum had just lost the will to live. She died six months later from a stroke, and I buried her next to dad amongst the rest of the Davidson's in the village church graveyard.     
We moved into my family home and Liz wanted to get married right away but with the harvest season was just around the corner we finally agreed on an October wedding. 



As far as I was concerned everything was on track. The late summer and early autumn were always my busiest time. I was out on the farm from six in the morning to nine at night, seven days a week. But Liz was used to the cycle of the seasons in a farming community. She knew why I was dragging myself into our bed exhausted every night, and I was up before she woke every morning or at least I thought she did. 
They say you are always the last to know; well it was true in my case. I have racked my brain to see if I could recall anything that suggested we had a problem, and I can't think of a single thing. 
For once on that fateful afternoon everything was running so smoothly I decided to go home and surprise Liz, as it was her afternoon off. My parents place was on the outskirts of the village near the church and I remembered I needed to replace the flowers on their graves so I picked a couple of bunches from the shop. I parked by the church and spent a few minutes arraigning the flowers before cutting through the back of the church and into my garden. 
I came in the back way; I suppose if I'd driven up the gravel drive as usual I would never have found out. I walked through the kitchen and into the hall and I couldn't see her. Then I heard soft music from upstairs so I hurried up and threw open the door to the bedroom. My shirt was open and I was reaching for my belt when I ground to a halt and took in the scene in front of me. Gordon was on his back with Liz riding his cock. 
The sound of the door hitting the wall startled them and they fell apart. Liz went white and cried out, "Nooooo." Then as Gordon struggled to get off the bed he pulled her close and whispered something to her.  I saw her face harden and she started screaming at me: "You fucking looser, you never were any good in bed. I've had to fake every orgasm I've ever had with you. Get out you pathetic creep, I want to be fucked by a real man."
All the stories I've read say I should have gone Rambo on them.  But in my case it was like a block of ice had encased my heart and all I wanted to do was to get out of there. I turned on my heels and walked back to the car and drove to the farm. I slept in my office that night, and it wasn't until the next evening I drove back to the house to get some fresh clothes. All of Liz's stuff was gone and her engagement ring was on the kitchen table with her keys
I tried to get on with life but I started to hear the sniggers and saw people laughing at me in the street. I sat in the corner of the bar and a drunken girl from the village staggered over. 
She said, "Go on, show us our dick, is it true it's small and you can't last more than a few seconds? Liz has been telling us all about you." 
There was a round of laughter from around the bar and I looked at her in surprise.  What the fuck was Liz saying, she'd never complained before, in fact she'd moaned because I was too big for her to swallow all of my cock. 
I didn't know what to say, I was about to shout at them when Dave dragged me out of the pub and took me home. And that was my life for the next couple of months; hide at home when I wasn't working. The only decent thing Liz did was to quit so I didn't need to see her at work. 
There was only one ray of sunshine in those dark months, finally the book was ready to publish and to my surprise it got great reviews and hit the best seller list, ok only in thirty-seventh place. 


~ ~ ~ ~ <> ~ ~ ~ ~
 It was a good couple of hours later that my musings were interrupted and I sensed a hush fall over the room. I looked up and saw Dave and Liz standing in front of me. Her eyes were red and puffy from crying, and she was twisting her hands together. Dave pulled out a chair and sat down and I moved along the bench giving Liz room to sit down. I closed the laptop, happy with the progress I'd made, but nervous about the next few minutes.
Dave said, "My idiot of a sister has got a lot to tell to you, she's going to start with an apology." 
"Can I have a drink first please," she said softly.
Dave stood up and went over to the bar, and returned with a half of cider and a pint for himself. He said, "Jimmy wants to know if you want any food, there are some steak 'n kidney puddings going begging." He saw my smile and held up three fingers to Jimmy. 
Liz whispered, "I'm sorry, I never meant to hurt you, everything got so out of hand. I was so embarrassed when you found us in bed I called you anything I could think of to make you go away. I didn't want you to see me like that."   
Jimmy came over and said, "I've laid a table in the Snug Bar lad, it'll be more private, follow me."
"These two need to talk; I'll take mine in here Jimmy." Dave said. 
Liz and I followed him into the Snug and settled down at the table and looked at each other. At least I looked at her; she had her head down looking at her hands in her lap. I reached across the table and raised her face so I could see her.
There was really only one question to ask her, "Why, why did you do it?"
"Because I had no choice, Gordon made me." 
"What! I thought you were in love with the shit."
"No, I never was, regardless of what you saw. He blackmailed his way into our bed."
"I don't understand, how could he do that?" 
She sighed, "I'll explain, but you need to stop interrupting me; Dave did the same, and if he hadn't we'd have been here an hour ago." I sat back in my chair and gestured for her to continue, the food forgotten in front of us. 
"The reason my affair in London finished was the man's wife found out. I didn't think it was an affair. I didn't know they were still together. He told me that they were separated and getting divorced, the only reason he went away most weekends was to see his children." 
She shook her head, "What a fucking idiot I was. He must have thought I was stupid the way I fell for his flattery. She walked in on us when we were eating at a restaurant. She had video evidence of our affair and she gave me a DVD of our edited highlights so I could enjoy watching myself like the whore I was. I was so upset that I just grabbed it off the table and ran out. I instantly resigned and came back home." 
She paused to take a drink and then continued. 
"About four months before you walked in on us I got a call from the girl with whom I'd been sharing a flat in London. She was moving and she'd found a couple of boxes of my stuff and could I collect it. You were busy so I asked Gordon if he could drive up and get them. Christ, I wish I'd never asked him. He must have gone through the boxes; you remember how noisy a shit he was." 
I remembered and I also recalled the boxes. 
"For some totally stupid reason I must have left the fucking DVD in the boxes, I honestly thought I'd destroyed it. Gordon must have seen the damn thing and pocketed it. A few weeks later the two of us were in the pub, waiting for you and Dave. He got a bit fresh and I had to slap him down, he was furious as the entire pub laughed at him. He pulled me to one side, I thought he was going to apologise. But no what he said was 'You better be nice to me because I know things about you that you won't want Daniel or your family to find out'. I didn't know what he meant so I shrugged it off, now I wish I'd told you or Dave."
"The next thing I know, he turned up at the farm with his laptop and showed me the video of me and my boss fucking. He said that he'd broken it up into clips and each time I was nice to him he'd delete a clip. If I said anything he'd e-mail it to everyone and make sure mum and dad got to see it. You know my dad was really ill at the time. It would have killed him to see me like that. I just freaked out; I didn't know what to do. I just knew I couldn't let mum or dad see any of them."
She held her hand out to me and I took it. "It was never about hiding it from you. You were the innocent party, you and Dave already knew about my indiscretion. So although I didn't want you to see me fucking the dickhead it was in the past for us. It was all about keeping the truth from mum and dad." 
Fuck, I'd always known that Gordon was jealous of me and Liz.  "How many clips had he got," I asked?
"He said fifteen." 
I could do the maths. "So he expected you to fuck him at least fifteen times. Because from what I saw, that's what he meant by being nice to him. Were you really that stupid to believe he would keep his word?"
I sat back in my chair. I remembered how easily Liz could lose the plot under unexpected pressure. I could see her panicking and agreeing to his demands.
"What choice did I have? I had to trust him. Each time I saw him he would show me a new clip and when we finished he'd let me delete it. And before you ask I'd deleted five clips by the time you found out."
"But why all the things you said about me," I asked?
"Because when you walked in on us he was so scared that you'd hurt him that he told me that if I didn't get rid of you, he would make sure mum and dad got to see the video. I'm sorry, but I only had a moment to make a decision."
The tears were forming in the corner of her eyes and she used the serviette to stop them. 
"Daniel, I made the worse decision of my life. I decided that hurting you was the lessor of two evils.  I should have told you what he was doing.  I knew you loved me so there was a chance I could make it up to you. I couldn't lose dad, so I just said the first things that came into my mind. Probably because that's what I thought about Gordon every time he touched me. The stupid thing is I know that you and Dave would have stopped him doing anything but I wasn't thinking straight." 
I couldn't help it, I laughed, but I wasn't laughing inside. Why hadn't she trusted me? Gordon could never hide anything from Dave and me; he knew we would have destroyed him if he'd gone through with his plan.  
"After you saw us, it got worse. I had to sit there and smile as he told all our friends how bad you were in bed, and how I'd come to him for some 'real lovin'. I couldn't say anything as he always had one of the clips on his phone ready to mail out if I said anything."
"But what did you tell your parents about us?" 
"I just said that we weren't in love anymore, and we'd agreed to go our separate ways and I was seeing Gordon now. They were upset but to be honest at the time mum was so much more worried about dad, he was in and out of hospital all the time. I think she was relieved that she didn't need to organise the wedding. I think she also thought we'd get back together." 
"So why the change of heart just after I left."
"Shit, you had to go and leave didn't you, just when I sorted everything out!"
I couldn't help it, "So you'd fucked him fifteen times then had you?" 
The tears she'd been keeping at bay flooded down her face, "No, it wasn't that," she sobbed. I gave her a briefest of hugs and she looked at me gratefully. 
"A couple of days before you left, Gordon got knocked off his bike outside the village shop." 
Now I did laugh. 
"He wasn't hurt that badly, just enough to put him in hospital overnight with a concussion. After the ambulance left one of our neighbours gave me his back pack for safe keeping. The EMT's must have taken it off him and because he was semi-conscious he hadn't noticed, usually he wouldn't let it out of his sight. 
Inside I found his laptop, his phone and the original DVD, so I trashed the lot. Then I used his keys and snuck into his parents place and searched his room and took everything that could possibly have a copy of the video on it. Thank god they were out for most of the night at the hospital, as it took me two trips to get everything. I got it back to mum and dad's and went through the lot; I destroyed anything that could store the video." 
She looked at me sadly, "I kept one thing to show you as I was hoping you'd forgive me.  I've still got it and I need you to see it. Maybe you will understand what it was like for me, and why I did it." 
She handed me a memory stick and said, "The idiot recorded our sessions for his own gratification, what he didn't realise was.... well you can see." 
"I really don't want to see you in bed with that prat Gordon."
"That's not what I want you to see. Please you need to see the first part to understand why. I'd rather you didn't see the rest, please leave me some dignity." 
I pulled out my laptop and plugged in the memory stick, after a moment the directory came up and I clicked on the video file icon. 
The video player popped up and Liz said, "Please turn the sound down, you need to hear but the rest of these noisy parkers don't need to."
I turned the sound down, and she moved her chair beside mine and her head moved close to mine. It was the closest we'd been for over four years. I took her hand again and she squeezed it briefly.

~ ~ ~ ~ <> ~ ~ ~ ~The video opened with Liz standing on the far side of our bed looking distraught wearing just her bra and panties, Gordon moved into frame and lay down on the bed. He pulled her down beside him but she pushed him away.  
"Listen you silly cunt you know you don't have a choice, either you fuck me or mummy and daddy will find out what a little slut you are. You saw the clip; do you really want me send it to them. 
He pointed in the direction of the camera so I guessed he was recording this using the laptops web cam. 
He started pawing at her breasts, pushing the bra up. She just lay there not moving. 
"Christ, you better start enjoying this or off the clip goes."
"You bastard, I agreed you can fuck me, but I never said I would enjoy it; as far as I'm concerned this is just a rape." 
I don't care what you call it, ok yes I'm raping you, but you better fucking put some effort into it or our deal's off." 

~ ~ ~ ~ <> ~ ~ ~ ~
Liz hit the stop button, "Please don't watch any more, I want to delete this now that you've seen it." 
"The little fucker; did the idiot not realise he'd just admitted to blackmail and non-consensual sex. You should take this to the police, that bastard should be in jail. If you don't, I think Dave and I will be having some serious words with the bastard!" 
"There's no point he's already suffering enough. He's going to be in prison for the next thirty years. He ran away to Thailand and stabbed another tourist in a bar brawl. He apparently tried to drug a girl to have sex with her. Her boyfriend spotted him and Gordon stabbed him trying to get away.  His mother told me because she thought I had feelings for him. I was crying all right but they were tears of happiness. He's got to serve the first ten years in Thailand before he's eligible for a transfer to a British prison." 
"Serves the fucker right." 
I opened the drive folder and brought up format option. I selected the full option. 
"Click ok and it's gone," I told her.
She clicked and we watched the progress bar complete its path. I filled the drive up with random files and then reformatted the drive again. Then I took it into the main bar and tossed it on the fire. 
The whole bar watched what I did and then their eyes followed me as I went back to the Snug.
 
She looked at me and said, "I'm sorry Danny. I'm sorry I wasn't strong enough to stand up to the bastard. I ruined everything between us, didn't I? Why did you have to leave just when I could prove that it wasn't entirely my fault?" 
"I got a job offer in the States that was too good to turn down. I didn't think there was anything left for me here. I just wanted a new start." 
She looked into my eyes and then she sighed. "There is no us anymore, is there?" she whispered. 
"Not that way anymore. I'm sorry love, too much time has passed and I've met someone else."  I stood up and held my arms out to her and she fell into them sobbing. 
I said, "I do still love you," and I did. "But I can't be with you again.  I love you the same way I love Dave. You're the sister I never had, just as Dave's my brother. But tell me honestly, were you really were in love with me?" 
She looked up at me for a long time then she said, "You might be right. I'm not sure I ever was. I know I liked you a lot, and I've really missed you, and I guess I believed I was in love with you. But I think I was infatuated with the idea of being your wife. I think I was more in love with the idea of you being my knight in shining armour."
"Can I give my sister a kiss," I asked. She held her face up to me and we kissed and it was like the years had rolled back to our first kiss on her sixteenth birthday party. I realised that all hate and bitterness had gone from inside me; all that was left was the pity that she couldn't have trusted me or her family to understand. 
"Come on," I said, "Let's go and find big brother. I need a serious drink after that." 
She took my hand and led me back into the bar. We both had smile on faces; you could almost feel the sense of relief that spread around the bar. We sat down at our table and this time she sat down beside me. Dave got up and ordered a round of drinks and for the first time in days I sat back and relaxed.
I thought as we sat drinking that looking back on that period of my life in the light of the day (well the dingy light of the pub), about how stupid it had all been. 
If only Liz had come to me or her brother; if only I hadn't played the injured soldier and hidden away for those months; if only I had tried to get to the bottom of the whole bizarre incident; then who knows what my life would be like? But then again would I have had the motivation to keep on writing? And of course would I have met Mia?   
The thought of Mia brought a big smile to my face and the need to talk to her grew exponentially with each passing minute. I tried calling and it when to voice mail immediately.  
Mid Sunday morning saw us sitting around the kitchen table surrounded by the empty plates of the breakfast that Liz had cooked. I had my laptop open and I was going through my emails and cursing under my breath. 
"What's the problem mate?" Dave asked and Liz rubbed my arm. 
"My agent has issues with me," I said.
"Your agent! What the hell are you, a movie star?" Dave said. 
I laughed, "No, I'm an author; Jenny's my literary agent. She sells my books to the publishers. I was supposed to be on a book signing tour of Europe and I bailed on it to understand all of this." 
Liz said, "I thought you said you left here because you got job offer." 
"I did get one; it was a new five book publishing deal. My agent is American so she was keen that I moved to the States to write them. I'd already done one before I got the offer. I've written three more of them, a fourth is in the works and I think I have an idea for the last of the five."
I think Liz had only just realised what I'd said. "Did you say you are an author? I've never seen anything written by you."  
I got up and went to the bookcase in the parlour. I'd seen a couple of my books on the shelves the afternoon before. I found there were three of my books and brought them to the table. 
Liz picked one up and looked closely at the photo on the back cover, then back to me. "Shit it's you, you're Alexander Peters. They're some of my favourite books, Danny." 
Dave picked up another of the books looking at the cover, "God, even I've heard of this one." Neither of them had previously noticed my old photo on the back.
I smiled at them and carried on reading my mails, Jenny was desperate for me to start the book signing tour, but I still had to tell Mia my decision. 
 

~ ~ ~ ~ <> ~ ~ ~ ~
I'd told Liz all about her last night as we sat around after we'd got back from the pub. Her response was typical Liz. "You bloody idiot, she sounds wonderful, what the fuck are you doing here. We may have both hurt you but at least she was doing it for all the right reasons unlike me." 



I had tried to call her yet again after that, but this time her phone was off and I didn't want to leave a voice mail. We'd called it a night and gone to bed. 
It was half an hour later that Liz had slipped into my room. She was wearing one of my old tee-shirts and a pair of panties. She'd looked at me and asked timidity, "Please can I sleep with you tonight. I'll sleep on the covers; I just want you to hold me for one last time." 
I held up the covers and she'd gratefully slid in beside me. She had curled up on her side and I'd curled up behind her and it was like the years had fallen away. She gave a little sigh and we'd drifted off to sleep. I had woken up before her and found that during the night her tee-shirt had ridden up and my hand was on her breast covered by hers.  I'd tried to move my hand without waking her but her hand had tightened on mine. 
Her eyes hadn't opened but I'd heard her whisper, "Please leave it there until I get up. It makes me feel so safe."  
An hour or so later she had turned around to face me. She'd given me a kiss and said thank you, then she had got up and crept out of my room. 


~ ~ ~ ~ <> ~ ~ ~ ~ 
Liz was thumbing through my second novel at the kitchen table when she had gone white.  "This is based on us isn't it?" 
"Some of it is," I acknowledge, "But not all of it." 
She was crying as she said, "Did I really hurt you that much?"
"I'm afraid so, at least that's what I thought at the time." I put my arms around her and hugged her. "It doesn't matter anymore; it's all water under the bridge Liz." 
"I was a complete fucking idiot wasn't I, all I had to do was tell you or Dave and it would have been over. You already knew about the affair so what was the video going to prove. You would have stopped him going to mum and dad." She clung to me as she cried. 
Finally, she was all cried out and after kissing me and her brother she headed back upstairs to freshen up. 
Dave looked at me and said, "Do you think that you and she could get back together?" 
I shook my head, "Too much time has passed, and we are not the same people we were." 
"But you two slept together last night," he said. I looked at him quickly. "It's an old house the walls are thin and sound carries," he said. 
"And that's all we did Dave, we held each other for comfort, I know that's all I felt mate. I love her, but I don't want her. We both need to move on.  I told you about Mia at the pub; I've got to do some serious thinking about her, not about Liz and me." 
He sighed, "You would have been a great brother-in-law." 
I nodded, "And so would you have been and you're always going to be my best friend. Look you need to get Liz into therapy; I'll pay if you can get it set up. She needs a normal life, to get out into the world again and find the right person for her."
He nodded and promised to get something sorted out. 
I asked, "Can I stay here a few more days. I want some time with my friends before I head back into the rat race." 
"Of course you can," I heard Liz say from behind me as she walked back into the kitchen.
We walked over to the Plough in the afternoon for a late Sunday lunch and it really was like coming home. There had been some late spring flowers in the garden and Liz and I had picked some. We'd stopped at the church on our way to the pub and I'd laid the fresh flowers on my parents' graves. 
That night Liz had slipped into my bed again. I'd held her and she'd fallen asleep with a happy smile on her face. In the morning she kissed me again and had told me that she loved her new big brother. Then she'd headed into the bathroom to get ready for work. 
Both she and Dave were working that day so I said I'd meet them in the pub after work. I needed to work on my revisions so I set up on the kitchen table for the rest of the morning. Late morning I packed my laptop in my backpack and went for a walk around the village renewing old acquaintances, ending up a couple of hours later at the Plough. 
I settled down at my favourite table with a pint and a sandwich and carried on working. I loved my house in the states, and it a great place to work, but God how I had missed this village and the people here. I needed to find a place here to buy, this was where my family was from and I wanted that connection again.
I was trying to use my phone to get onto the Internet when Jimmy saw what I was doing. 
"That's not going to work here Danny, you can make phone calls but you can't get one of those fancy 3G signals inside the pub."
"Crap," I muttered under my breath. I was going to have to go back to Dave's and I was comfortable here. 
"Hey don't fret lad, you can use our Wi-Fi, I'll get you the password." He walked over to the bar and came back with a piece of paper on which was written the word PASSWORD. 
"So what is it," I asked? In reply Jimmy tapped the paper. Oh you've got to be kidding I thought; he wasn't!
Back on line I checked my e-mails. Jenny was now threatening to remove vital parts of my anatomy with a rusty knife if I didn't call her. 
I got Jimmy to get me a malt whiskey; I was going to need the Dutch courage for this call. 
I opened my Skype program and started a video call to Jenny, there was only me and Jimmy around so I didn't bother with the headphones.  
Her face appeared on my screen and she said loudly, "Where the fuck are you Daniel."  I could hear Jimmy laughing from behind the bar.
"And a good day to you too beautiful. I can start the tour on Friday if you want me to."
"Youcanyouwillwhereareyou?" The words all merging into one long sound. 
"I'm in the UK, Jenny, and I'm staying with friends." 
"So two signing in London on Friday is ok?" She asked tentatively 
"Yes, just send me the details, and I promise I will be there." 
"Oh no you don't, I'm not going to let you out of my sight ever again. So I'm going to fly over and join you.  Where are you exactly?"   
I looked around me and laughed, "Exactly, well exactly I'm sitting in the bar at my local pub working on my revisions and drinking a great pint of real beer." 
I swung the camera around and pointed it at the bar and Jimmy. "Say hallo to mine host. Jimmy say hallo to Jenny." 
I saw Jimmy wave and heard Jenny call out, "Look after him for me Jimmy."
I turned the camera back to me and she said, "Rachael sent me the synopsis and the first chapters of the new book, and it looks really good. She said she's sent you her thoughts and suggestions, have you seen them yet?"
"Not yet, I'll have a look for it," I replied. 
Then she asked, "Have you got the answers to your questions, Daniel. Did you get to talk to Liz?" 
"I'm good Jenny, we had a long talk, and we cleared the air. I'm staying with her and her brother. There was a lot more to the story than any of us knew, you never know I might write about it one day." 
"But what about Mia," she asked. "Have you spoken to her in the last couple of days?"
"I tried calling her but she didn't answer. Her office says she's on leave; I tried the house and no joy. I just hope I haven't blown it with her." 
"I spoke to her yesterday and she knows you are in England. I don't think you need to worry; she was desperate to see you very soon." 
"I need to see her as well. I need to tell her I was an idiot." 
Jenny said, "Thank God for that, I thought I was going to have to smack you round the head to make you see sense. She's a good woman who's willing to give a lot up for you." 
The bar was starting to fill up so I said my goodbyes and we finished the call. I tried calling Mia again but all I got was, the phone is switched off message. Her voice mail was full so I couldn't leave a message.
I checked on line for the local estate agents to see if anything in the village was up for sale but I couldn't find anything suitable. 
"Typical," I said to Jimmy, "I've got the cash and there's nothing for sale!" 
"You looking to buy around here again then Danny, me boy?" Jimmy asked. 
"Yes, I miss the place."
"Good on yer, my son." He stood behind the bar thinking and then called into the back parlour. 
"Maggie, what was it you were telling me about the couple who bought Danny's old place?" 
Maggie appeared and said, "Mrs Beatty their cleaner was telling me that she's seen papers on his desk. His business is on its last legs and he's going to put the place up for sale. Mind you she's not happy with him, there's been some very vocal arguments apparently." 
Jimmy said, "Talk to Peter, Danny, if it's up for sale he'll know. That's him over there." 
I went over to talk to him, and it turned out that he was the local estate agent and yes he'd just been appointed to sell my old place. He hadn't even put the details on line yet. They wanted £1,750,000 for it, but Peter said he'd already told them that they'd be lucky to get 1.5 in the current market.
I'd just got an advance of $2,500,000 for the movie rights for my second novel so I told him I'd offer £1,450,000 for a quick sale. He said that he would put the offer to them tomorrow and he'd get back to me. 
Liz walked in to the bar at five-thirty and came and sat down beside me. She was intrigued with the story on the screen of the laptop so I let her read it while we waited for Dave. 
"This is really good Danny," she said as she was reading the story. I sat back sipping my beer and letting her read.
She suddenly turned to me and said, "Danny, I meant to give you this back this morning. When you sold the house the new owners found this in the back of a drawer in the kitchen." She reached into her handbag and gave me an envelope. Inside I found her engagement ring. I must have thrown it in the drawer when I found it on the table with her note. 
I twisted it around in my fingers and smiled, I could hold it now and I didn't feel bitter. 
"No," I said, "You keep it. Think of the good times we had together when you look at it." I passed it back to her. 
Liz smiled and started to say thanks.
"DANIEL!  Noooo," came the cry from the doorway. 
I looked up to see a white faced Mia standing there. She stood frozen for a moment before turning to run out of the pub. 
What the fuck, I thought as I tried to understand what had just happened. 
Liz went white and gasped, "Shit, Danny, you don't think she thought...." and she held out the ring.
I stared at her blankly until my brain connected the dots. "FUCK," and I was off after Mia. 


~ ~ ~ ~ <> ~ ~ ~ ~
Interlude 3: Mia 
I spent the night curled up in Daniel's bed hoping that my replies to his mail would make him want to come back to me. The next morning I started my journey to find him and bring him home. I took a flight out of Denver to the twin cities. Roger had booked me on a flight to London that evening. He'd bought me a first class ticket, but I was so keyed up I could have been in the luggage hold for all I cared. While I was in the twin cities waiting for the flight I called Jenny to see if she knew where he was in England. 
"Jenny, I'll be in England tomorrow.  Please, if you know where he is, tell me." 
She was silent for a while then she said. "He usually stays at the Park Lane Hotel when he's in London. Look I'll give them a call and find out if he's there. If he is I'll send you a message, that's the best I can do." 
I could hear them calling my flight, so I said thank you and hung up. I boarded the plane in a daze and I left my phone on to the last moment hoping that I would hear the sound of an arriving text. 
As soon as we landed early the next morning I switched on my phone and I heard the wonderful chime that announced a new text.  It was a message from Jenny saying that Daniel was staying at the Park Lane hotel and she'd reserved a room for me.
I got a taxi to the hotel and as soon as I was checked in I asked for Daniel's room. I hit a brick wall, yes they had a Daniel Davidson registered. No, they couldn't tell me which room. They could call his room for me - sorry he isn't picking up, did I want to leave a message? 
By this time I was in tears and I think the receptionist felt sorry for me. She tapped on her keyboard and said to me quietly, "There's a message for housekeeping. They don't need to make up the room until Tuesday as he's staying with friends for the weekend." 
Friends? Yes, I knew where he was, the only place he could be would be the village in Kent. He'd told me enough about growing up in the village that I could have been born there. 
"I need to hire a car," I told her. 
"I'll get the hall porter to organise one for you." She looked at me critically as I stood in front of her. "I'm going to tell him to have it here for you at three o'clock. You are too tired to drive at the moment." 
I looked at her and she was right, I was exhausted. What good would it do me to know where he was if I killed myself trying to get to him. 
"Ok," I said, "But I need a wakeup call at two." 
She smiled at me and nodded. The porter took my bag and showed me to my room. I was asleep on the bed almost as soon as the door closed behind him. 
The trill of the phone woke me from a deep sleep. I dragged myself into the bathroom and stood under the shower to wake up. Just before three I was back downstairs feeling a lot fresher. I signed the document for the car. Thank god they'd delivered an automatic. I don't think I could have coped with driving on the left and a stick shift. 
It was past three before I was on the road, I was following the directions the sat nav gave me and it sent me through what seemed like the busiest parts of London. I made it to the village by six and I swear I'd aged five years. Who the fuck thought up the idea of a roundabout I want to know. I pulled up by the side of the village green and I didn't know what to do next. I got out of the car and just stood there feeling lost. I was so close but I couldn't take the last step. A woman walking her dog came towards me across the village green.
I stopped her and stupidly asked, "You wouldn't know a Daniel Davidson would you. He used to live here until a few years ago and he's supposed to be visiting friends?" 
She looked at the mad American woman and muttered, "Daniel....Daniel Davidson." Then her eyes opened wide and she said, "Ohh, you mean Danny, he's staying with Dave and Liz in that cottage." She pointed at a cottage about a hundred yards away. 
I knew that Dave was Liz's brother but I wasn't expecting that Liz was living with him and that Daniel would be staying there as well.  My heart dropped at that news.
I thanked her and went to walk to it when she stopped me. "No one's home love, you will find him in the Plough." This time she pointed in the direction she had come from, at a building on the far side of the village green. She smiled and said, "It's so nice that they are talking again, they made such a nice couple."
I watched as she walked off. My pulse was racing, what had she meant? What was happening with Daniel and Liz? I hurried across the green and opened the door of the Plough. There was a little vestibule, I moved to the doorway and surveyed the bar. My eyes were drawn to Daniel, he sat at a table at far side of the room by the fireplace. A beautiful woman sat next to him, and I guessed she was Liz. Their heads were close to each other's and it looked like they were talking. Daniel was playing with something that glittered in the light from the flames.
I stepped closer and saw that it was a diamond ring. My heart shot into my mouth and then my worst fears were realised. He gave the ring to the woman and she smiled. 
I heard myself cry out and I stumbled as I turned and ran out of the bar. I was running across the grass, I just had to get out of there. He still loved her and he was abandoning me. She'd won and I'd lost.


~ ~ ~ ~ <> ~ ~ ~ ~
Daniel 
By the time I got outside, Mia was halfway across the green heading for a parked car. I called to her to stop but she just ran faster.  I wasn't going to reach her before she was able to drive off. The lights flashed on the car as she used the key fob to unlock it. I was still twenty-five yards away when she got it started and it began to move. 
That's when I saw Dave running up the road towards us; his phone was in his hand. 
I shouted at him as I pointed to the car. "Stop that fucking car, don't let her get away."
He stood in the middle of the road like a Spartan at the pass of Thermopylae and spread his arms out in a 'you shall not pass' pose. The trouble was I don't think Mia had read the same script as Dave because it didn't look like she was going to stop. The road she was on wasn't wide enough for her to go around him so I guess she honestly thought he would move and him, that she would stop.
Two conflicting assumptions don't work.  There was a screech of brakes, a thud and a crunching sound all in quick succession. I'd closed my eyes at the first sound and I opened them tentatively as the sounds died away. 
Dave was spread eagled over the bonnet of the car, which had swerved and hit one of the white wooden posts that bordered the village green. I ran over as Dave pushed himself off the car and patted himself down. 
He looked at me, "The things I bloody do for you! I thought she would stop. This is going to cost you a glass of the best malt."
I opened the car door and Mia was bent over, her head resting on the steering wheel sobbing uncontrollably. Thank god the air bag hadn't triggered. 
As I pulled the keys from the ignition I said, "Mia, darling, what were you doing?  What are you doing here?  I thought you were back home."
She looked over at me with anguish written across her face. She managed to say between the sobs, "Why couldn't you let me go. I saw you chose her not me; you gave her a ring.  Please let me go Daniel."
"Mia, there never was a competition between you and Liz. All she was trying to do was give me my ring back. I told her to keep it, as a keepsake for the good times we'd had, that's all. You are the only woman I want."
The sobbing slowly ceased as I pulled her out of the car. "Do you really mean that," she whispered.
"Mia, I love you, I don't care what you did or what you do so long as you love me." 
There was a glimmer of a smile on her face as she listened to my words. And then wrapping her arms around me, she buried her head in my chest as she started crying again. In between the sobs I heard her repeatedly say, "I love you, I love you." 
I prised her face from my chest long enough to find her lips and kiss them. "I love you to Mia," I said. She responded savagely welding her lips to mine. Finally, we had to part due to a severe lack of oxygen to the brain.
Dave was standing behind us. "Danny, I need the keys, we need to move the car before the local plod appears and books all of us." 
I passed him the keys, and Mia and I stepped away from the open door of the car.
As he slid behind the wheel he said, "I'm going to park it by the cottage. You two need to go and join Liz in the bar and tell her everything is all right." 
I looked at him questioningly, and he showed me his phone. "She's panicking that she's screwed it up for you again." He pointed across the green as the figure standing by the door of the Plough.  
Mia fumbled in her handbag and pulled a tissue out. She dried her eyes and very quickly repaired her makeup. She saw me smiling at her and she gently punched my arm. "You don't think I was going to meet that beautiful woman without first tiding up did you." 
"You're more beautiful without doing anything," I told her. I took her hand and she squeezed it tight as we walked across the village green.
She asked, "What happened between you and Liz?"



"We talked it out, it's rather complicated and it's her story, you need to ask her for the specifics. But she was the victim of circumstances, I ended as collateral damage, and I've forgiven her. We will never regain what we lost, but I think we are friends again." 
"Will you forgive me for not trusting you by telling you about my work?" 
"I'm the one who ran away; it's me that needs your forgiveness."
She pulled me close for a kiss. I paused as usual at the war monument and I pointed out the name of my uncle Daniel. 
"I'm named after him," I told her, "He was dad's eldest brother." 
She looked at the different Davidson's on the plaques and said, "Your family's been here for a long time hasn't it."
I nodded, "There have been Davidson's on the parish register as far back as the 16th century, but I'm the last of them." 
"You've got no relatives left then?" 
"I've a half a dozen cousins but they're all from mum's side of the family so they are not Davidson's."
Her hand squeezed mine as we completed the walk across the green. Liz was standing by the door and she looked at us nervously and Mia's grasp on my hand tightened. 
Liz broke the silence first, "I'm so sorry, I was just trying to give him his ring back," she sobbed. Mia went over to her and put her arms round her and the pair of them hugged. 
I looked at the two of them as they hugged, complete opposites as far as looks went. Liz a statuesque blue-eyed blond and Mia lithe and willowy with long jet-black hair. A yin-yang symbol in the flesh that shared a common interest in me. Two women who I still loved, who I thought I'd never see together.  
I lead them into the pub and we settled down at the same table. Mia took her coat off and under it she wore a pair of faded blue jeans that fitted her like a second skin and a loose cream silk top. Mia sat beside me. I ordered a round of drinks for us and we waited for Dave. He appeared a few moments later and tossed the car keys on the table. 
He muttered to me, "I'll get Mike at the garage to have a look at it in the morning, it looks like it's only a headlight that's broken." Then he turned to Mia and introduced himself.
Mia asked him, "I didn't hurt you did I?"
"Not in a way that a good whiskey won't cure." And he looked at me pointedly. 
I called over to Jimmy and ordered a large Glenrothes for Dave. 
I said to Mia, "Liz and I had a long talk about what happened between us. I don't blame her for what happened anymore, and we both realise that there is no way we could go back to where we were before. 
Liz said in a voice tinged with regret, "I'm just glad Danny still wants to be my friend after all that I put him through. If you want to know the whole story, I'll tell you but I'd prefer not to have to go over it tonight."
I said, "Mia, I think you have something of mine, I'd like it back please. There's something you wanted me to do with it." 
She gave me a confused look, "I don't know what you mean......" and then the penny dropped and she fumbled at her neck. She removed the gold chain from around her neck and unthreaded the engagement ring from it. I took it from her open hand and looked at the glittering diamonds glowing in the flickering light from the flames of the fire. It was just as beautiful as I remembered. I took Mia's hand and turned it over and brought it to my lips and kissed it. 
"Amelia Lee, will you marry me?" 
She nodded her head unable to speak because she was so choked up.  Eventually, she gasped out a whisper, "Yes."
I slid the ring on her finger and she gave a little whimper of joy. She gave me a long kiss and curled up against me . 
"That's where it belongs," I said. Dave and Liz congratulated us although Liz's smile was again tinged with sadness at what could have been. 
Mia whispered in my ear in a devilish tone, "I told you never to call me Amelia. So I'm going to have to think up a suitable punishment." I grinned at her in anticipation. 
We sat around talking for a couple of hours, Liz and Dave kept Mia amused with stories of our childhood and growing up in the village. When we ate we introduced Mia to the joy of the classic steak and kidney pudding, followed by the hallowed sticky toffee pudding and custard. 
I think that they both realised that sooner than they had expected the time was right for them to talk. Mia and Liz moved to one side and Dave and I gave them some room. Their heads were close together and they spoke in a low tone. Every now and again one of them would start to cry and the other would give her a hug. 
Jimmy called last orders and the girls came back and sat down with us again. Soon we were making our way back to Dave's cottage. As Dave opened the door, he and Liz stopped.
"You need the time together so the house is yours, we are going to sleep round at mum's tonight. I'll be back around ten in the morning to see you." 
He and Liz bid us goodnight and they headed off down the lane to their parents' house about five minutes away. Mia and I entered the cottage, and as I closed the door behind me, she turned to face me and her arms wrapped around me. 
 "You have really nice friends," Mia said then she kissed me. 
"Mia, I'm so sorry I walked away," I said. 
She put her finger on my lips, "Shush, and from what I saw you ran." I smiled at her comment. "I'm glad that you and Liz are friends again. Her story is so sad." 
"So am I, it's because I've known her all my life that I think her betrayal affected me so much." 
I led her upstairs as we talked and into my bedroom. 

~ ~ ~ ~ <> ~ ~ ~ ~Interlude 4: Mia 
My body burned with his soft touches. It was like little jolts of electricity every time his skin touched mine. My mouth was hungry for his. We sat side by side in the pub and I felt the fears of the past few days washing away.  
Daniel still loved me that was all I could think about.  I kept looking at the ring on my finger to convince myself that it wasn't a dream. Liz kept apologising to Daniel and me. Then she took me to one side and told me the whole sordid story of her, Gordon and Daniel. She opened her heart to me and I knew that deep down she still loved him, but she knew that she'd lost him to me. I felt such a kindred spirit with her that all I could do was hug her and join her in her tears. 
We left the bar with Liz and Dave and walked down the lane towards the cottage. At the door Dave spoke to Daniel and then he and Liz walked off up the lane leaving us alone. He took me by the hand and led me into the cottage. 
I don't remember how, but suddenly we were in his bedroom. I looked at Daniel and his blue eyes glinted in the light of the bedside lamp. A look of longing flitted across his face. The hurt and despair that I'd seen the last time we'd been alone was gone, my Daniel was back and I wasn't going to let get away ever again. His eyes pierced deep into my soul and my body was quick to responded  
He raised his hand and he gently caressed my face and neck with the back of finger. Just the touch of him sent warm flashes through my body that centred in my womb.  
I stood there frozen in place as he quickly shed his jeans and top. The front of his boxers bulged with the evidence of his need for me. But still I was scared to move in case it was still a dream.  
He drew me to him and I shook with anticipation. I offered no resistance as he unbuttoned my top and slid it off my shoulders to flutter to the floor. My bra hid no secrets, my nipples taunt with excitement pushing at the translucent fabric, eager to be touched, desperate for his mouth. He found the clasp and it fell away. His mouth caressed one of my nipples and my knees bent and I wrapped an arm around his neck in support while I moaned in desire.   
Daniel reached out and pulled me to him, his hands slid down my back and under my jeans and panties, cupped my ass cheeks. I felt his rigid length pressing against me. Then he unbuttoned my jeans and kneeling down slid them over my hips. He delicately kissed his way down my belly. Slowly, very slowly he began to ease my panties down.    
Having my lover pull down my panties is an intensely erotic act. It opens me up to be taken sexually, and by allowing them to be removed, I agree implicitly to have my inner self penetrated by him. So it is best done slowly and relished by both partners. Daniel took his time and completed my fantasy leaving me wet and trembling for his next touch. 


~ ~ ~ ~ <> ~ ~ ~ ~ 
Daniel
My tongue hovered above her glistening slit as she stood trembling in anticipation in front of me. With my hands caressing the curves of her butt I dipped the tip of my tongue into the honey pot at the top of her legs. She quivered as I sucked on her clit, her small tuft of black silky soft pussy hair tickled the tip of my nose. 
I eased her back and she sat on the edge of the bed and spread her thighs. I moved with her up the bed and she propped herself up on the pillows. I lay down with my head between her legs. I kissed my way slowly up the inside of her silky thighs, then up across the gentle curve of her abdomen to her belly button. 
She stroked my hair and murmured, "Oh Daniel, I've missed you so much." 
I kissed my way down the fine line of down that led to the tuft of hair on her mons. She groaned as my lips grazed the tip of her clit before dropping lower and sucking on her labia. Tasting the sweet elixir of love that formed glistening beads. Like a cat I lapped back and forth along her slit collecting the cream. 
 
She shuddered and her hips rose off the bed. Pushing against my mouth as she came with a long drawn out moan. She collapsed back on the bed sighing contentedly only to cry out again as my fingers invaded her inner being. 
 
"Oh God, yes," she groaned. 
The tips of my fingers found that elusive patch on the wall of her passage that sent her writhing towards a second intense orgasm that left her gasping out my name.
"I want you," she gasped and my rampant cock agreed with her and demanded to be freed from the confines of my boxers. 
She pulled me up to cover her with my now naked body. Her legs wrapping round the back of my thighs as she fed my throbbing cock past the slick gates and into the sweet slippery confines of her cunt.
I groaned at the sensations of being surrounded by her warm flesh. Her heels and arms urged me to move and move I did. Thrusting in and out of her willing body, moving in rhythm to her vocal urgings. Our cries grew in intensity as we forged ever closed to a mutual completion of our act of love.  I came, she came and for a few seconds I think we both passed out. 
I pulled the cover over the pair of us and she curled up against me, my arms clasped protectively around her. It had been a long emotional day for both of us and it wasn't long before we both drifted off to sleep. 
We were woken by a rap on the door and Dave stuck his head around the door. 
"Good morning sleepy heads, do you want tea or coffee?" He grinned at both of us as we struggled to wake up. "Nice arse, Mia," he said approvingly and she squealed and tugged the cover over her exposed rear. 
"Tea for me," I said trying but failing not to smile, "and.....?"
"Coffee please," a red-faced Mia said.
"Coming right up," and his head disappeared. 
Mia saw my face and burst out laughing. "Is he always as free with his comments as that?" She asked. 
"Think yourself lucky, usually he'd have come in the room and the first thing we'd have known would be when he smacked what I will admit is a great arse. And then complimented you.
She spluttered indignantly. 
"I'm sorry," I said. "Dave is a bit like the brother I never had. Some of my earliest memories are of running around naked in his parent's garden. Playing with a hose, with him and Gordon." 
"Mum's still got the photo," Liz's voice said from the door. She brought over the two mugs. "You must have been four, I'm in the photo, but I don't remember it." 
She handed Mia her coffee, "I need to apologise for my oaf of a brother. We needed fresh clothes and I told him not to disturb you." 
Mia sat up carefully pulling the sheet up to cover her breasts. "No, it's ok, I'm just not used to getting compliments on my butt from others when I'm in bed with my lover." 
"You're lucky you don't live with him," Liz said. "His sense of humour is to run the hot tap when I'm having a shower, the water turns bloody freezing."
"He's a bit of a practical joker," I warned Mia. 
"Dave says he needs the keys to the car, he'll drop it off at the garage on his way to work." 
"In my trouser pocket," I said pointing at the pile of clothes on the floor. 
Liz said, "Mia we are about the same size, there's clean bras and knickers in the top draw in my room, help yourself. I need to go, Dave's dropping me off at work." She left holding the keys.
Dave shouted up the stairs, "I've left the key to my car on the kitchen table in case you need to go anywhere. We'll see you in the pub after work." We heard the front door slam. 
Silence returned to the cottage and Mia slid down the bed and turned to face me. "Are all your British friends as eccentric as Dave?" 
"He's one of the more sensible ones." 
She nuzzled my neck, kissing me along the line of my jaw. "I so wanted to hate Liz for what she did to you," she murmured. "But I can't; I feel sorry for the way Gordon manipulated her. What she told me last night makes me want to hug her and tell her it wasn't her fault."
I caressed her back, slowly and gently ran the tips of my fingers down the soft curve until I reached the silky swelling of her buttocks. "I know what you mean. I've told Dave that I'll pay for any counselling she needs. There's a very fine line between love and hate and in Liz's case I've experienced both sides of that line and I know which side I prefer." 
"Good," and she wriggled on top of me her hand reaching down between us to grasp my morning woody. "I've been considering your punishment for using my forbidden name," she murmured squeezing my hard cock. "Remember only my grandmother is allowed to call me Amelia!"
"Ohh," I gasped. 
"Hmmm yes, I'm going to steal this and hide him away somewhere special."
"Where's that?" I groaned as her hand tightened round my shaft.
"Somewhere that's only yours for evermore," she whimpered as my fingers squeezed her nipples. 
"And how often are you going to punish me?" I groaned as she ran the top of my cock along her wet slit.
"At least once a day and if I feel you deserve it, several times. Oh fuck yes," she cried out as she impaled herself, sliding down my shaft in a slow deliberate motion. My tip touched her cervix and the tight silky walls of her passage clutched at my shaft. 
She rose up on her knees, moving up my shaft until only the tip nestled between her pussy lips. She looked down at me with a broad grin plastered across her face. "I love you Daniel," she whispered. Then she groaned as she started riding my cock. Her hair fell forward half covering her face half but not entirely obscuring the look of deep concentration. Her breasts swayed and her dark nipples puckered. 
"Don't you dare move ... too much," she scolded me as I reached out for her mesmerising nipples. "You lie there and take your punishment like a man."  
Her eyes opened and again she moaned, this time because the angle was perfect for the head of my cock to rub across her G-spot each time she moved.
"Oh God, yes," she moaned. The walls of her cunt tightened and she came, a trickle of pussy juice spreading out around the base of my cock. She hesitated her movements less coordinated than before. 
"I'm glad you're taking your punishment so well," she hissed out. "But I think you need to suffer a bit more."
She bent forward this time as she began riding my shaft again. Her lips sought mine in a savage kiss. Her firm nipples traced a pattern on the skin of my chest. 
"Christ," she gasped into my mouth as I started to move up to meet her. My hands grasped the perfect half-moons of her arse cheeks to control her movements, one fingertip rubbing around the puckered rose of her anus. We moved in harmony, my heavy desire growing in my groin seeking to escape into the welcoming warmth of Mia.
"I can't last much longer," I groaned as she began rolling her hips. 
"I'm so close," she gasped. 
A few moments later I felt the surge deep in my balls, and then I was coating the walls of her cunt with my cum. The sensation of me filling her pushed her over the edge and her orgasm racked her body. Her cunt tightening and milking the very last drop from me. She collapsed on top of me, her body giving little quivers as she recovered. 
I caressed the soft skin of her back. She traced a fingertip down the line of my jaw, and we slowly relaxed. She slid off me and curled up by my side. 
She looked at me and then the ring on her finger. She said in a coy little girl's voice. "Just how quickly were you thinking we should get married? Just so you know that in the rush to get here I forgot to pack my pills, and I'm at the most fertile point of my cycle!" 


~ ~ ~ ~ ~ <> ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ Epilogue:
Well, I couldn't leave it like that could I? 
And yes, nine months later we were the proud parents of a bouncing baby boy we decided to call Andrew after my father. 
We got married after I finished the book signing tour. Mia stayed with me for the full two-and-a-half months that it lasted. 
Our wedding was held in the ancient Norman church in the village, the same church that multiple generations of my family have been married, christened and buried in.
We flew Mia's family over for the wedding. Roger and the rest of the partners and Mia's assistants came over as well. The practice paid for their flights, which we both thought was a kind gesture from Roger. The church was packed with my friends and relatives. 
My offer on my old house was finally accepted after a bit of to and froing by the owners.  Now, I've become what I'd always despised, a part-time resident of the village, but I didn't change my allegiance to the Plough; it was still my local. I'm still known as Danny in the village, only a few know of my alter ego as a famous author, and those that do are very close lipped. 
Mia went back to work part time. She still takes the difficult sexual dysfunctional cases. But as she promised me that glorious morning in Dave's cottage I'm the only one to enjoy the pleasures of her body. She has her own team of surrogates she works with. Roger's talking about retiring next year and he wants Mia to take over as senior partner in his place. I'd bought her a twenty-five percent stake in the practice as a wedding present. I do wonder if I did the right thing in allowing Mia to stop her surrogacy work. I hear her on the phone occasionally discussing cases with her assistants, and I can hear the wistful tone in her voice. I think it's time for us to reevaluate her participation. I've been man enough to admit my failings and now it's time to move on and be a little more forgiving and adventurous.
As I note down these last few words I'm sitting on the edge of the dock looking across the lake at the log cabin of our neighbours, a British doctor Michael and his two wives Sally and Zoe. Dave married Mila, Sally's niece who he met on one of his many visits to see his godson. The last few times that he and Mila came to Colorado to stay, Liz came with them. Now, she and Mia are as thick as thieves. Mia invited Liz to stay the whole summer since she's dumped her latest boyfriend. Recently, Mia's been making the odd comment on how happy our neighbours are with their extended marriage. I'm no fool I can add two and two together and make five with the best of them. I think it's going to be an interesting summer. 



My son and my daughter, Lucy are sitting beside me and we are all watching the floats on the ends of our fishing lines intently. I can hear Mia singing to herself as she walks down the path to join us arm-in-arm with Aunt Liz who is humming harmony.  Mia has that special gleam in her eye, and, wait, I'm seeing something similar about Liz.  I have a great life.


~ ~ ~ ~ <> ~ ~ ~ ~The end 
Oh and please vote. I enjoy reading your comments and e-mails; I'll try to respond to them. Many thanks for reading.
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***************************

The flight was called on time and we were able to settle into our seats. I accepted a glass of champagne from the lovely stewardess and began to relax. We had managed to get three seats in a row; I was sitting by the window and the girls the two centre seats. No one else was seated in the first class cabin by the time the cabin doors were closed.
Take-off was smooth and I reclined my seat and I fell asleep to the drone of the engines and the quiet murmur of Simone and Angie talking.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ** ~ ~ ~ ~ ~

The flight takes almost seven hours and I slept most of that time. At some point, Simone curled up on my lap and the flight attendant must have tucked a blanket over us. I woke briefly and her head was resting on my shoulder, and the warmth of her body suffused into me. She smiled in her sleep, the faintest of sighs sounding in time with each breath. She glowed with inner contentment. It was a point in time when we were both so in tune with each other that we were one! We matched breath for breath and heartbeat for heartbeat.
We were woken up as the plane started its descent into Charles de Gaulle. Simone stretched and gave me a kiss before disappearing to the toilet. Angie came over and sat down on the arm of my chair. We talked as I sipped the coffee I'd been offered.
Angie stroked the side of my face, the back of her hand brushing the soft bristles of my beard. "She's so right for you," she said. "I thought we'd lost you after Ros died."
"I'll admit I was in a dangerous place for some time," I said. "But thanks to Simone and the family I've never felt happier."
She looked at me and grinned, "You, me, Simone and Paris, oh we are going to have so much fun."
"Not to forget Lisette."
"True, who could forget that beautiful young woman."
She eased off the arm of my seat and onto my lap. "Life is good: I have my best friend back, I'm pregnant and I have the best husband in the world." She wriggled around and kissed me. "And best of all I get to spend ridiculous amounts of money shopping!"
The stewardess came back and noted that now a different women sat in my lap and was kissing me. I watched as her eyebrows rotated to new heights.
Simone came back to her seat and the stewardesses began their final preparations for landing. Angie moved back to her seat and buckled up.
The landing was smooth and comfortable, with the usual long taxi to the gate. The early morning sunlight glistened off the dew-covered grass beside the taxiways. The plane came to a halt and the engines spooled down. I stood and stretched and the stewardess was beside me with my jacket in her hand. I got my carry on down from the overhead compartment, before getting Simone's and Angie's down.
We were allowed off the plane first, one of the many benefits of traveling first class. It didn't take us long to complete the formalities and collect our luggage. I was expecting Lisette to be waiting for us at the exit of the arrivals hall, but there was no sign of her.
Simone looked about and said, "I thought she said she would be here to meet us?"
I saw the limousine driver holding up the sign with my name on it. We walked over to him and while Simone checked in with him, I tried to call her but the call went straight to voicemail. I left a message saying we had arrived and we would meet her at the flat.
The apartment was empty when we arrived. I found Lise's suitcases in the bedroom partiality unpacked. But after checking out the apartment there was no other evidence that she been there the past couple of days. I kept trying her phone, but it kept going straight to voicemail. I realised that other than a quick text to say she'd landed safely we'd had no further contact with her. Simone checked her closet and as far as she could see there were no clothes missing. We found her laptop in the spare bedroom she used as a study.
Simone checked with the neighbours, but nobody had seen or heard from her since she left to join us in Dubai almost a week ago. There was a week's mail in the post box in the lobby.
"This isn't right," I said when we were all back in the flat. "Do we have the numbers of any of her friends?"
"Let me check around," Simone said, "I know she has an address book."
Angie said, "I think you need to call the university as well and see if she's been in class this week."
"Found it," Simone called out. She started calling Lisette's friends and it was quickly obvious that no one had seen her since she had flown back.
"None of them has seen or heard from her. They all thought that she'd extended her stay with us, nobody was worried." She told us. "I've got them checking around, one of the girls is going to contact the local hospitals."
"Christ, I hadn't even thought about that," I said, "What about the police?"
Simone thought for a few seconds. "Let's wait and see if she's had an accident before we jump the gun."
I checked the time, it was almost ten o'clock, "I suggest we wait until one, and if she hasn't been found or turned up then, we call them."
I had a thought, "Is her handbag anywhere around? I haven't seen her phone or her passport."
We checked around the flat again and her bag and phone were missing.
Simone's phone went off and she quickly answered it. After a few moments, she rang off. "No one matching her description has been admitted into any of the local hospitals. She hasn't been seen at the University. Andy, I'm getting worried, where can she be?"
"Have we tried the chateau?"
Simone was calling before I'd finished talking. She held her hand over the phone, "Call Kirsten, see if she'd heard from her?"
I called my daughter while she spoke to her father at the chateau. We both put our phones down and I shook my head. "She and Christina are in Italy for a few days they left on Saturday."
And she said, "No one's answering at the chateau, I'll need to try later."
"This is ridiculous," I said, "We know she got on the plane. Her bags are here so we know she got back to the flat. So where the bloody hell is she? Forget what I said about waiting, we need to call the police."
Angie and Simone looked at me, I was pacing up and down the room as I spoke. Simone reached for her phone and made the call. She spoke fast and furiously finishing up with "Oui certainement, nous pouvons être là."
"Come," she said to me, "We need to go to the police station, they are expecting us. Angie can you stay here, they are going to send someone over to look around."
Angie just nodded and gave us a hug as we hurried out the door.
We hailed a taxi and she gave the driver the address of the police station. The journey only took five minutes. Simone spoke to the officer in reception and we were ushered through to the depths of the station. We were shown into an office on the second floor. We were asked to identify ourselves and Simone handed over our passports and her French ID card. (The conversation was in French and Simone spoke for both of us, my grasp of the language is acceptable for a general discussion but wasn't up to this interview).
"So Contessa, I understand you wish to report a missing woman, is this correct." While he spoke, I could see him looking at Simone's ID card with the look of someone trying to recall something.
"Yes her name is Lisette Nicole Thierry, and she's a student at the Sorbonne."
And her relationship with you is?"
Simone pointed at me, "Andrew is my fiancé and Lisette is our lover; we all intend to live together once she's graduated."
God, you've got to love the French, he just smiled and congratulated me. Then he turned serious. "When and where did she go missing?"
Simone explained all the details as we knew them. Starting with Lisette getting on the plane and us finding her abandoned luggage in the flat.
The officer took copious notes and was writing down Simone's full name when he seemed to recall whatever it was about her name that had attracted his attention earlier.
"Duval is your married name? What was your husbands name?"
"My soon to be ex-husband, we are almost divorced, it's final in a couple of weeks. His name is Bernard Gorge Duval."
"Merde, wait here, please." He got up and hurried out of the office.
"Did I just miss something?" I asked Simone.
"I've no idea what's happening," she said. She held on tight to my hand.
It was a good five minutes before he returned in the company of an older woman.
She introduced herself as Michelle Martien, the head of the detectives at the station.
"I understand that you've both been out of the country for the past week."
We said yes and looked at each other wondering why she wanted to know that.
"Then I guess you've not seen the news?"
"No," we both said.
"Madam Duval, you husband escaped while being transferred to Paris for further psychiatric tests. He injured both of the medical orderlies who were escorting him, one seriously in his escape. He was last spotted in Orly on Saturday evening."
Simone went white and she looked at me in horror. "The children," she gasped.
Michelle put her hand up, "They are safe at the school, the local gendarmerie is keeping them under observation. The rest of your family are staying with family friends with a police guard."
"Thank God, so Lisette is with them?"
"No, we weren't aware of Mademoiselle Thierry's relationship with you."
I interrupted, "And like us she wouldn't have known about Bernard escaping, do you think he's responsible for her going missing?"
"It's something we will pursue. Did Bernard know about her?"
Simone said, "He was aware we were friendly with her. He would have known her from the village."
"Would he have known she was studying at the Sorbonne?"
"I would have thought so, her family was very proud that she got a place there. I think the winery also gave her a small scholarship."
Michelle spoke quietly to her companion who left the room. She looked over his notes.
She said, "I don't think you should stay at the flat, is there anywhere else you can stay?"
"Can I make a call?" I asked. She nodded. I used my iPhone to call Peter in Dubai and explained the problem. He said Angie had already called to say Lisette was missing.
"Pete, we need a hotel with decent security. Can you get the Paris office to book something for us?"
"I'll give them a call now, they'll contact you directly. I'm going to contact our security agency and lay on extra security for you. Do you want me to get tonight's flight?"
"Wait for the moment mate, if we need you, we'll call. In fact if it gets awkward here I may send them all back to Dubai for safe keeping."
We said our goodbyes and he rang off.
"It'll be sorted out soon, can one of your officers stay with our friend at the flat until we know where we are staying."
"There're two officers there already," she said.
Her companion returned and they had a quick conversation.
"Madam, there was an inquiry to the student administration office a few days ago. It was supposedly from your family winery and they wanted confirmation of Mademoiselle Lisette's new address for their scholarship details. As it seemed legitimate, the assistant gave the caller her address."
"So you're saying Bernard had Lisette's address and he may have taken her."
"It's a reasonable supposition," Michelle acknowledged.
"But why would he do it. It doesn't make a lot of sense," Simone said.
I flashed back to that evening in the restaurant when he tried to shoot us. "Don't you remember, he was going on about how I'd taken you and the children away from him. What if he's decided to try and take something precious from us?"
"You mean Lisette don't you?" Simone said in a subdued voice. I nodded.
It was obvious that the police thought the same as I did as we were escorted to a waiting area while there was a flurry of activity in the offices around us.
Simone was desperate to hear her children's voices even though she'd called them almost every day we'd been away. She called the school and convinced them to let her talk to the children. The school administrator confirmed that the police were providing extra security. She got off the phone with tears in her eyes. "I told them that the children would be staying with us as soon as we can arrange it until Bernard is caught," she said.
I had a call from the Paris office of A & R financial services. They had booked the three of us into two adjoining suites at the hotel George V and a limousine would be waiting for us outside the police station. Angie and our bags were already on their way to the hotel with a police escort.
It was a good hour before Michelle returned to us.
"He definitely has your friend, there is CCT from the lobby and across the street that show him going into the building Monday morning and leaving with her twenty minutes later. It looks like she went willingly; she had a backpack with her. But he was heavily disguised so she may not have recognised him. We are circulating new photos of both of them. They took a taxi to the Gare de Lyon, but we haven't found any evidence that they took a train."
She pulled a couple of photos from a folder she was holding and we saw a shot of Bernard walking across the lobby at the flats. If I hadn't needed to be told that it was him, I would never have recognised him. The biggest difference was the beard.
Simone looked and asked, "Are you sure it's him?"
"We are, we used facial recognition software and it give us a 99% that it's definitely him."
"So why would she go with him?" I mused
We looked at some further images taken from CCT cameras. In one he seemed to be holding her arm tightly.
Simone said, "I suppose he would just have needed to say that there was a problem with the children or her family and he'd been sent to get her. I guess she'd have gone with him willingly. He would have known all the right names to mention to gain her confidence."
"The question is where would he take her," asked Michelle. "Do you have any thoughts?"
Nothing came to my mind. Simone suggested that as they had headed for the Gare de Lyon, they could be heading south.
Simone added that he had grown up in the region around St Raphael not far from the chateau.
There wasn't much more that we could offer and we could see that the police officers wanted to get on. After confirming where we were staying we were escorted down to the waiting limousine.
There were two men waiting for us. They introduced themselves as our security. Robert was the driver and Philippe the head of the detail.
We got into the back of the car. Philippe turned in his seat to talk to us.
"Please don't go anywhere without contacting me first. One of the security detail will be nearby at all times. We know he has a previous history of violence against you. At the moment we don't think he wants to physically hurt you, but it's better to be safe than sorry. The hotel security is aware of the situation and we've worked with them in the past."
It seemed a bit over the top to me but if it made Simone and Angie feel safer who was I to complain.
The limo pulled up in front of the imposing entrance to the George V. Phillipe and Robert got out and looked around, their eyes never still. They opened our doors and Phillipe escorted us to the reception desk where we were given our room keys. Again he escorted up to the elevator to our floor.
As we walked along the corridor, I asked him, "Which room is Angie. Mrs Moore in?"
"This one," he said pointing at a door. "And you are in this one," indicating the next door.
"And our bags?"
"Are in your room sir."
I stopped at Angie's door and knocked.
"Who is it?" She called out.
"It's me, love," I replied.
The door flew open and she was in my arms.
"Have they found her?" She asked.
"No, but we know who has taken her."
"The police officer who brought me here said that they thought they had an idea. So who is it?"
"Bernard!"
"But...but he's in jail." And her face went white so I made her sit down.
"Not anymore, he escaped when they were transferring him to Paris for a full psychiatric evaluation. He injured both of the orderlies who was escorting him."
"But why would he take Lisette?"
Simone said, "The police think that it's misguided revenge; they suspect he wants to take something precious from us. Probably because he believes we've taken his children from him,"
Angie looked horrified, "The children, are they safe?"
Simone nodded, "It's ok, they are safe at the school and there's extra security in place."
I added, "I get the feeling we would be better off at the chateau. We can keep Michael and Anna with us and we've got the extra security." I nodded in the direction of Philippe, who was standing in the doorway.
He came over and we discussed the options open to us. In the end, we all agreed that moving all of us to the chateau and the new house was the best choice. Philippe needed a few hours to organise everything so the decision was made that we would leave in the morning.
"I have a gut feeling," I said, "That he's taken her to somewhere he's familiar with, and I suspect that's somewhere near St Raphael."
Simone agreed, "It would make sense. He grew up in the region and there a few misguided friends who may offer him some help."
"It's the other reason I think we should be nearby, in case we can help."
I looked at my watch; it was three o'clock. So much had happened and changed in just a few hours.
Philippe said, "It would help us if you should stay in your rooms until tomorrow. We don't know if he has other plans to hurt you?"
Simone nodded, "We understand, there's nothing significant planned that we can't reschedule until after we get her back. I'll make some calls."
There was a connecting door between the two sets of rooms and we opened it. Simone sat at the ornate desk and made a couple of calls while I took the opportunity to wash and change into fresh clothes.
Simone called out to Angie. "Madam Blanche says she will be here after they close the shop for your dress fitting. I tried to tell her that we could reschedule, but she wouldn't hear of it."
Angie walked into the room and said, "It doesn't feel right getting a dress fitting while Lisette is in danger."
"All the wheels are in motion, so at the moment there's not a lot else we can do," I said.
The phone in the room rang and Simone answered it, the conversation was short and in French.
After she had put the phone down, she said, "The police have found a car stolen from near the Gare de Lyon abandoned about twenty kilometres from St Raphael. They found Bernard's fingerprints so they know he was driving. There was evidence that there was someone else with him. I told them we will be at the Chateau tomorrow."
"Was there anything else they could tell us?" She just shook her head and started crying. I was by her side in a moment and wrapped my arms around her. She gently shook in my arms and her tears soaked into my shirt.
There was a knock on the door and it opened and Philippe entered the room. "There are reporters outside the hotel. Someone told them that you are staying here."



"Damn," I said.
"Don't worry, hotel security will keep them away from you."
"No, I'm more worried that Bernard will know that we are back and where we are. Is everything arraigned for tomorrow?"
Philippe nodded, "The car will be here at nine, Robert and I will be with you. A second team is already on its way to the chateau." He looked at me with a concerned expression. "It's a big place to properly secure. Are you sure that's where you want to go to?"
"We've just renovated a house on the grounds that should be a lot easier to secure. We can stay there and there are two guest cottages that your team could use," I said.
Philippe looked relieved at my suggestion. "I'll get the advance team to check it out. Is there anyone else there?"
"Gaston and Sarah should still be at the chateau as far as I know," Simone said.
"Can you let them know about the security, but ask them to keep it quiet."
Simone agreed and I asked her, "Do you know if the police have contacted Lisette's family?"
She looked worried, "I don't know, I didn't think to ask. Let me check her address book for their numbers."
Angie and I left Simone talking on the phone as we walked back to the other suite.
We sat down on a sofa and Angie curled into me. She gave a little sigh as I stroked her hair.
"This is all so fucked up," she murmured. "What's wrong with the guy. It's all his own fault. If he hadn't treated Simone so badly we wouldn't have responded the way we did. And all we did was get justice for her. Do you think he's going to hurt her?"
"Christ, I don't know, I hope not."
Simone joined us from the other room, "The police have spoken to her family, and it's all over the local news."
Angie was exhausted and lay down on the bed. She looked at me and asked me to hold her. I lay down behind her and wrapped an arm around her. Simone curled up behind me and we dosed until Madam Blanche and her assistant arrived.
While Angie and Simone were with Madam Blanche, I was expelled to the other suite and banned from seeing the dresses. I took the opportunity to call my daughter and let her know the latest news. She and Chrissy were on their way back to the UK from Rome. They both had jobs they needed to get back to, but she said that they would come back if we needed them.
"I've put out a message on the family pages," she added. "So they all know the facts not what the press are speculating."
"Thanks love."
Next, I called Pete and gave him an update and let him know where we would be and thanked him for him the security.
"Do you think we should offer a reward for information leading to her return?"
I thought for a moment, "Possibly, but if Bernard hears about it, he may hurt her just to spite us. At the moment he knows the police are looking for him because of his escape. He's not sure we know he's got Lisette so maybe he's keeping her as a bargaining chip."
"What makes you think that?"
"Simone got a court order following the attack in the restaurant preventing him from seeing them. So I suppose it could be to get access to the children."
"Keep me updated mate."
"I will," and I disconnected.
I checked with Philippe to see if we could use the hotel restaurant. I couldn't see why not but I thought I better check. I know we could eat in the rooms, but I sensed that we all needed a bit of normality to end a bad day.
"No that's fine, I'll book a table for you, what time will suit you?"
I checked the time and suggested eight o'clock. "Can you let Simone and Angie know please, I'm not allowed to see them in their wedding finery."
He laughed and disappeared on his mission.
The restaurant required formal wear so I had a wash and dressed in a dark grey suit paired with a blue shirt and tie. I heard Madame Blanche leave and opened a bottle of wine and poured three glasses. I sat in an armchair by the window gazing at the view across the rooftops towards the Eiffel Tower and sipped my wine. I sat there pondering the events of the day. I was worried that Bernard would hurt Lise just because he could and thought it would damage our relationship. I have to admit I had a deep sense of foreboding, frustration and fear. I loved Lise and it hurt that there was nothing I could do to help her.
My musing was interrupted by the arrival of Simone and Angie. Both wore elegant knee-length dresses. Simone came and stood by me and she ran her fingers through my hair. I slid my fingers up her stocking clad leg until I reached the soft skin at the top of her leg. Her flesh shivered under my fingertips. She sat down on my lap and picked up her glass. Angie pulled up a chair next to mine and sat down. She reached across and stroked my leg.
"Thanks for this," Angie murmured, "I'm glad we're not going to hide in these rooms all evening."
I smiled at her and she leant over and gave me a kiss. "How's the dress fitting going? I asked.
"She's a genius," Angie replied. "She had these false bumps I had to wear that mimic how big I will be at the wedding so she could get a correct fit."
Simone laughed, "She looked so cute."
"I can't wait to see how beautiful she will look with when she has the real bumps," I said.
Angie grinned and said, "Andy will you do me a big favour, I want you to document my progress in pictures."
"Of course he will," Simone said.
"So how many weeks are you now?"
"Almost eight weeks," and she unconsciously placed her hand protectively on her abdomen.
"Can you stand up please," I asked her and she got to her feet and stood next to me. I've known Angie intimately for over ten years so when I placed my hand on her abdomen, I was convinced that there was the faintest of bumps. "You know," I said to her, "I think I can feel it."
"You can? Oh, cool let's take the first one now." And she reached behind herself and pulled down the zip on the dress and shrugged it off her shoulders and let it pool at the feet. Simone got off my lap and headed for the bedroom, she returned with my camera case.
Angie stood still in a dark blue bra and pantie set, her legs were encased in sheer black thigh highs. Her hand was gently caressing her unborn child.
"Who's going to see these?" I asked her.
"Why?"
"Well, do you want them with or without your underwear?"
She understood my question and replied by removing her bra and panties. "Can I keep my stockings on, they make me feel so decadent."
"I like decadent, my love," I whispered.
I sat her on the dressing table stool and turned her sidewise. The perfect shoot firmed up in my mind and I moved so that I was able to see all of her and three reflections of her upper body in the trifold mirror on the dressing table. I took twenty or so images using different lighting, focus and depth of field before I was satisfied I'd done my subject justice.
I gave her a big kiss and Simone helped her get back into her clothes. I showed her the results on the display on the camera and promised to give them a final polish after I'd transferred them to my laptop.
I escorted my two ladies to the lift and we went down to the restaurant. We ate in reasonable silence. We realised life went on, but it didn't seem quite right to ignore the elephant in the room. I think Simone summed it up when she insisted that the waiters did not remove the fourth place setting from the table. She poured a splash of the wine in the spare glass and offered up a toast to our absent friend and lover.
"Lisette," we all said.
No one felt like lingering over the meal and we were back in our suite by ten. Angie and Simone decided to share a bath in the large claw footed tub in our bathroom. I ducked into the shower in the other room before slipping into bed. I was half asleep by the time two warm, damp bodies slid under the cover, one on either side of me.
I think there was a mutual decision that while sex wasn't on the menu for the evening, mutual comfort and reassurance most definitely was.
I lay on my back and the two of them curled into me as tightly as possible. Any closer and our skin would need to fuse. Both heads nestled against my shoulders and their hands stretched across me to grasp the others. They both draped a leg over one of mine and my rebellious cock gave a twitch but then settled down.
After a few minutes, I sensed first Angie then Simone drift off to sleep. The tensions of the day finally easing from their bodies. I lay there for a bit longer reveling in the sensations of love, and need that emanated from my lovers. But there was a void that wasn't filled and wouldn't be until we got her back safely.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ** ~ ~ ~ ~ ~

Mutual comfort and reassurance were abandoned to full blown sexual comfort early the next morning. I was woken by the sensation of one, no make that two tongues running up and down the rigid throbbing length of my morning woody.
I opened my eyes and raised my head off the pillow and looked down. Simone lay on her belly and Angie was on her knees and both were licking and sucking at my shaft. They felt me move and Simone raised her head and looked back over her shoulder at me.
She gave me a broad grin. "Good you're awake, we thought we were going to have this party without the guest of honour knowing about it."
"Never," I gasped as Angie swallowed the top third of my unruly member. She sucked and licked the crown and my cock twitched. Simone sucked at my balls and squeezed the base of my shaft.
I ran my hand over the curves of Angie's arse and she spread her legs invitingly and pushed back at my hand.
"Hmmm, are you going to take advantage of me, Master," she murmured as she looked back at me.
"I think that's a fair Possibly," I agreed.
She moaned as my fingers traced their way between the curves of her arse cheeks. Her plump pussy lips wet with desire. Simone grinned at the degree of desperation that Angie's moan conveyed.
Their faces met over my cock and they kissed passionately. Angie had never admitted it to Pete, but she'd told me she had bisexual tendencies. I knew that Simone had, as she loved Lise as passionately as she did me.
Angie groaned and arched her back as I slid three fingers into her soft, silky cunt.
"Oh fuck yes Andy."
Simone laughed, "Master I think your slave needs you." She crawled up the bed and curled up beside me. She reached out and tenderly stroked my face. "Make love to her Andy, she needs it."
"Please..." Angie whimpered as she moved against the motion of my fingers.
My fingers were rubbing her G-spot and my thumb was circling the engorged nub of her clitoris.
"I'm all yours love," I told her.
She pulled away from my fingers and turned to face us before she straddled me. She grasped my cock and lining it up, slowly sank down engulfing the whole length with a low grumbling growl of satisfaction. With her eyes closed and her head thrown back, she was motionless for a long while as she savoured the waves of sensations that radiated out from her cunt. Almost reluctantly, hesitatingly she began to ride my eager pole.
Her pink tipped breasts swayed as she rose up and down. The red flush spreading down her neck and spread out across her chest as she grew ever more aroused.
Her eyes flicked kept flicking between the two smiling, loving faces that looked up at her and she reached down to hold a hand from each of us.
She whimpered delightfully, "I love you," and she squeezed our hands in confirmation.
She groaned and shuddered, her cunt twitching as her body reached its tipping point. My needs weren't far behind and I took over the movement, raising my hips and thrusting into her.
I was panting and she was uttering little cry's as I kept her orgasm ticking over. My balls grew heavy and tight. The cum surged through my cock and pulsed into Angie's welcoming cunt.
She collapsed onto my chest gasping for breath. I stroked her red hair and Simone gently caressed the soft curves of her back.
"Christ, that felt good," she said. She wriggled around so that she could see both of us. "Andy, this reminds me of all those mornings I woke up with you and Ros."
I gave a little laugh, "You used to look so woe-begotten when you arrived. You never gave us any warning, the doorbell would ring and there you'd be looking all lost. Ros would wrap you up in her arms and take you away to the guest bedroom." I turned to Simone, "She used to show up so often we started calling it her room!"
Simone laughed and gave Angie a long sensuous kiss; they were both slightly breathless when they separated.
"I would let them talk into the night, and usually they would wake me in a manner that was similar to this morning."
Simone said, "We've got two guest cottages at the new house, we can furnish one of them just for you and Pete and our goddaughter of course."
Angie shook her head, "We don't know the sex yet, why do you think it's a girl?"
"Call it a mother's intuition, I just have a feeling."
Angie grinned at the idea of a daughter, then she sighed as I softened and slid out of her, accompanied by a trickle of our combined juices.
"Clean up in aisle two," she murmured and bent to the task, quickly joined by Simone. It would have taken a lot less time if they hadn't kept stopping to kiss and taste each other.
The alarm chimed on my phone and I regretfully had to bring the session to a close. "I hate to tell you, but the car will be ready in an hour so we need to move ladies."
There was a fair degree of grumbling as the three of us squeezed into the shower. We kept the play to a minimum, but that didn't stop me worshipping at the altar of Simone' s womanhood until she cried out in a release.
We were dressed and ready to go when Philippe knocked on the door to inform us the car was waiting at the rear entrance of the hotel. We quickly finished the coffee and croissants we'd ordered and left the hotel.
When we were in the car, Philippe said that the police had requested that we see them before we left Paris.
At the police station, we were escorted to an office on the third floor where Michelle and a couple of other officers were waiting for us.
"There's was definite sighting of him at a service station about two hundred and fifty kilometres south of Paris. It looked like he was keeping off the autoroutes."
"Was there any sight of Lisette?" I asked.
She shook her head, "No, but the evidence from the abandoned car confirms she was with him. We found evidence that he had her restrained. Can you think of anywhere he might hide out?"
Simone shook her head, "Sorry no, you could ask Sarah at the chateau if she can remember the names of his friends who he entertained."
Michelle made a note.
"There was an address book in the study, I don't know if it's still there, I'll checks when we get there" Simone added. "Also there were a couple of cousins who lived in the region, I'm sorry I can't remember their names."
"We'll ask the local officers to check," Michelle said. She offered us her card, "If you think of anything else, or he gets in contact, call me immediately. We don't think that one of the orderlies he injured is going to survive. So we are treating this as a murder, kidnap investigation."
There wasn't much more they could tell us, so ten minutes later we were on the road heading out of Paris. The stretch Mercedes limo was very comfortable and I sat in the middle between my two lovers. I relaxed and closed my eyes and was dozing quite quickly. I'm blaming it on the early morning exercise, I keep telling them I'm a dirty old man, emphasising the old bit. They keep telling me I'm only as old as I want to be. In which case I'm a toy boy I inform them. They hurt when they hit!
I dozed for a fair part of the drive with Simone curled into me from one side and Angie the other. A word from Philippe brought me back to consciousness.
"We're about ten minutes away from the chateau," he said, "Do we need to stop there, or do we go straight to the house?"
"To the house and then I want you to take Simone to the school to pick up the children."
I saw him nod, "I'll take a second security guard with me."
"Thanks."
Simone stirred and I told her of the plans.
She smiled, "I can't wait to see them," and then she looked worried. "What are we going to tell them? The school hasn't told them anything specific, and definitely not that the increased security is because of their father."
"I think that they are old enough to be told the truth, and it's going to be a lot better if they find from us that a stranger."
She looked worried at the thought and I did my best to reassure her. "Wait until they're settled into the new house and then we'll sit them down and explain everything."
"Can I help?" Angie asked.
"Please," said Simone.
We turned into the driveway leading up to the chateau. There was a police car and a second vehicle parked there partially blocking the road. Philippe stopped and the local police came over to check on us. He recognised Simone and she introduced the rest of us. From the second vehicle came a member of Philippe's security team. Philippe and the other two had a quick word and then he drove us up to the new house. The builders had left and the gardener was putting the final touches to the landscaping.
"There's a team of six including myself," Philippe said as we got out of the car. "We've set up in the far guest house," and he pointed at the relevant building. "We'll try not to get under your feet but please let us know if you need to go anywhere. I've programmed our emergency number into each of your phones."
He and a colleague helped us unload the luggage and place it in our rooms. Then the pair of them with Simone drove off to collect the children. I opened a bottle of the local red wine and poured Angie and myself a glass. We took them out to the terrace and sat at the table. I admired the new koi carp pond that had been filled with water and stood waiting for its new residences. The landscapers had decided to extend my original design and the pond now extended across the front of the terrace. Access to the rest of the garden and the swimming pool was across a wooden bridge.
As I sat there, the crushing weight of helplessness slowly, insidiously, wrapped itself around me. We had no idea what Bernard's plan was, nor if Lisette was unhurt. I leant forward and covered my face with my hands. I tried to put myself in Bernard's position. But I couldn't, he'd brought all his problems onto himself. He was the one who manipulated the children. He was the one who'd alienated his wife just so he could steal her inheritance. He'd pushed her into the arms of a bastard who'd abused her physically and emotionally. He'd even turned her father against her.
My mood darkened and I made promises to myself that I'd make him pay for all the hurt he'd brought to us.
I heard a voice and moments later Sarah and Gaston appeared from around the side of the property. Simone's father was with them.
"We saw the car," Sarah said looking around hopefully.
"She's gone to pick up Michael and Anna, she wants them here and I don't blame her."
George looked worried and I hurried to reassure him. "She's got two security guards with her. She wants to talk to them and explain what's going on so they hear it from us, not some random stranger."
"There's been a few calls from the vultures from papers," George said. "Here and at the winery. I've given instructions that no one is to talk to them. They're only asking questions about Bernard, they don't seem to know about the abduction."
I said, "The police told us that they were going to try and keep that part under wraps."
"Why?"
"Not sure, I got the impression that it was to lull him into a false sense of security. Honestly, your guess is as good as mine."



George and Gaston leant forward. Gaston said, "There's no way that he's going to be able to hide out locally without help. He's got a couple of no good cousins that live on a farm outside of Aimes."
I nodded, Aimes was a small village twenty kilometres to the west.
"We've got people watching them. Hopefully, they'll lead us to them," he said.
George cursed, "I blame myself if I hadn't been so gullible. I convinced myself he was right for my daughter and the business." He started pacing back and forth as he worked himself up. "I can't forgive myself, he turned me against my own daughter."
I walked him across the bridge and into the gardens. "George, it's not your fault, and we'll find him and get Lisette back."
"God I hope so but remember I know the bastard. He was always a determined little shit. If he's got a plan, he's going to see it through to the end."
We walked back to the others. Sarah had brought a basket of food, and she and Angie had laid out a selection of local cheeses, cold cuts and her famous duck pate. There was warm bread and fresh butter.
We sat and picked at the food while we waited for Simone and the children to appear. It must have been a good hour later when we heard the car pulling up outside. We hurried round the side of the house to greet them. Philippe was opening the door and Simone was stepping out. Michael and Anna pushed past her and ran over to their grandfather. He knelt and hugged them and I could hear him murmuring to them.
Simone came over to me and hugged me; there were tears in her eyes. "I tried to tell the children about their father, but I don't think they believed me."
George and Sarah were talking to them and after a few moments they came over to us. We all walked around to the terrace and sat down.
Michael said quietly, "Has daddy taken Lisette away?"
"I'm afraid so," I said.
"But why would he want to take Aunt Lisette, Mummy?"
"He's very upset with me and he's trying to hurt us."
Anna was forcing back her tears, "Doesn't he love us anymore?"
Simone wrapped her in her arms. "Of course he loves you and Michael and he knows that you love him. But he just doesn't understand that I don't love him anymore and he's upset. We think he took Lisette because he thought it would hurt me and Andy."
Anna stood considering her mother's words. "But he's hurting me because I love Aunt Lise as well."
"I don't think he realises that darling. He's all confused."
Michael looked so confused. He'd been the closest of the children to Bernard and while he had accepted his father moving out he'd been the one who'd wanted to keep in contact with his father. Now it looked like his world was disintegrating in front of his eyes.
"Daddy won't hurt her," he said, more as a plea than a question. He looked at me pleadingly.
"I'm sure he won't," I tried to reassure him.

~~~~~~~~~**~~~~~~~~

For the next few days, we attempted to maintain a degree of normality but it was so hard. The security team tried their best to keep a low profile, but just their presence kept us all on edge. Simone and I went to St Raphael to see Lisette's family but other than mutually condemning Bernard there wasn't much we could say or do.
The conversation with her parents was rather painful as it was obvious that they blamed us for the situation their daughter was in.
"If you hadn't encouraged her and seduced her, that bastard wouldn't have taken her," her father spat at us.
Simone tried to defuse the situation. "We didn't seduce her, we all fell in love and we are doing everything we can to try and find her."
There was nothing we could say that would make it better so we left. I glanced back and saw them comforting each other. My own sense of despair and frustration washed over me. Why can't we find her, more interestingly if he was trying to punish us why hadn't he contacted us to gloat?
We had daily calls to the police both here and in Paris but there was no news and it was affecting all of us in one way or another.
It affected the children the most; they could sense the frustration we were all exuding. Finally, we decided to send them to stay a week with Kirsten and Chrissy in London. With the stricter border controls, it would be difficult for Bernard to get near them in England. We packed for them and said a very tearful goodbye to them at Nice airport.
They called us five hours later from Kristen's flat, they sounded much more relaxed. I spoke to my daughter and she promised that either she or Chrissy would be with them at all times.
After the children left Angie moved out of the guest room and into ours for her last couple of days. As in Paris, we took comfort from each other's bodies.
The three of us were stretched out on the bed on Angie's last evening. Earlier that day we'd risked Philippe's wrath and insisted that we were going out for lunch at David and Julian's restaurant. It was one of those warm October days, the last glimmer of summer and we managed to convince Philippe to let us eat in the courtyard. Julian introduced us to his new girlfriend, a stunningly beautiful twenty-five-year-old from the island of Reunion. The food was as usual excellent and for a brief moment we were able to forget the whole situation.
I lazily traced a finger around Angie's nipple, which perked up. The areola crinkled. Her breasts were responding to her pregnancy and filling out and her usually pink nipples were several shades darker. She lay half asleep on her back with her head resting on Simone's abdomen, her red hair fanning across Simone's tanned skin. Simone was running her fingers through her locks.
"This wasn't the relaxing trip you were looking for love," I murmured. I was propped up on my elbow looking down at the pair of them.
She half opened an eye and looked at me. "It doesn't matter, any time I get to spend with you is worth it. But I feel so guilty, enjoying myself while we don't know where Lise is, or how she is."
"It's so frustrating," Simone said, "The police are fairly sure she's being held somewhere close by but she could be on the moon for all we know."
The frustration of being so helpless morphed into a mutual need to be loved and held. Three sets of hands and mouths roamed over the exposed naked flesh, urging, forcing lovers to respond. Tongues licked and teased, eliciting groans and moans of pleasure.
A long drawn out cry and the body beneath my fingertips quivered and shook as her orgasm took hold. A mouth drew my rampant cock into its warm erotic embrace and my fingers slid deftly into a soft, silky passage.
The complex organism on the bed constantly changed shape, occasionally splitting into smaller components before reforming into new ever more complex configurations.
The sound of sex is a symphony that draws the individual instruments to perform in harmony. Voices raised, wet flesh slapping, counterpoise the sensual aromas of lust and fulfilment that drift like the morning mist enveloping the countryside. Bodies sated, Morpheus reached out and gathered us into his welcoming arms.

~~~~~~~~~**~~~~~~~~

The sunlight coming through the window woke me the next morning. Angie had rolled onto her side and the curves of her buttocks nestled against my thigh. She gave a cute little sigh at the end of each breath. Simone was using me as a pillow. She had a leg draped over mine and her head was resting on my shoulder. There was the tang of sex and our skin was streaked with dried and tacky body fluids. Her eyes opened as she felt me stir beside her.
"Morning love," I murmured.
She smiled that irresistible cute smile of hers and whispered back, "Morning lover." Then she gave a little laugh, "It's a good job the children are staying with Kirsten. Angie was rather loud last night."
Angie's voice rose indignantly from the other side of me. "I wasn't the only one making noise last night. And it's not my fault that being pregnant makes me hooornie." She drew the last word out in a sorry attempt to sound pathetic. She sat up and propped herself up against the bedhead. She looked down at us with a happy smile. Her swollen pussy lips were as red as the tuft of her pussy fur.
Her smile broadened as she saw the equally disheveled state of us. "I'm happy to say," she said, "That I feel completely fucked out. It looks like you are in a similar state.
I groaned as I stretched, muscles and joints creaking in protest.
"Poor baby, did we wear you out last night, " Simone joked.
"I'm an old man," I said trying to sound pitiful,
They both gave a short disbelieving laugh and I crawled off the bed. I made my way into the bathroom and stood gratefully under the pounding water of the shower. Two warm bodies joined me quickly and we shared the tasks of washing each other. No sex but every inch of our bodies was squeaky clean.
After breakfast Simone had helped Angie to pack and it was with heavy hearts and a lot of tears we watched the car drive away down the drive. She'd refused to let us go back to Paris with her. We understood her reasoning, but it didn't make her absence any easier to take.
Over the next few days, we settled into a routine. In the morning, Simone would call Michelle in Paris for an update on the search for Lisette and Bernard, and each day the news was the same. No sightings and no clues.
We would go for lunch at the restaurant and David would sit with us. He contacted all his old friends and acquaintances and they were asking questions all over the region. David would keep us informed and Julian would serve us a meal he'd created just for us.
In the evening, Sarah would cook us a meal at the château. Her husband and Simone's father would join us and again we would go over any possible ideas on where Bernard was hiding out. We'd watch the news and at first there was a lot of coverage and speculation, but it quickly tailed off. The reporters hanging around the entrance to the chateau fell in number until there was only one hardy individual left.
At night, we would curl up in our bed and take comfort in our bodies and each morning we would wake up with a feeling of loss.
We'd been at the Chateau for five days when I decided I should check on Rosie. She had been moored at the chateau's landing stage by my daughter after they got back from their little trip. There had been some rain the last couple of days and I wanted to check that she was properly moored and I guessed she could do with an airing out.
It was mid morning when we left the house. We took the track running between the vines. The leaves were turning and had started to fall. It had been raining again earlier. But now the dark grey clouds were breaking up and glimpses of blue sky and shafts of sunlight brightened the day. Walking a hundred meters behind us was one of our security guards.
The chateau sat on a rise and our home stands in a small fold set back from the river. The track wound its way through the fields rising slowly until it reaches the crest of the ridge and the last slopes leading down to the waterside. These south-facing vines produced the best of the chateau's wines.
Gaston and his assistant were checking the vine stock in the first of the vineyards we passed. He waved and came over to us.
"Any news?"
"Nothing," I said shaking my head. "We are just going to check on the boat. I want to make sure Kirsten tied her up securely."
He gave us a puzzled look. "I don't know where your daughter moored Rosie, but it wasn't at our landing. There's nothing moored there."
"That can't be right," I said.
"Come I'll show you," he said.
We walked up the track to the top of the rise and we looked down at the empty mooring.
"Where the fuck is she?" I said.
I had had forgotten my phone, so we hurried back to the house. The security guard came up to us and I explained what was going on. He called Philippe on his radio and he was waiting for us when we arrived. I called my daughter and she picked up quite quickly.
"Hi, darling."
"Hi dad, do you want to talk to the kids?"
"Later love, just a quick question. Where did you moor Rosie?"
"What do you mean? She's moored at the chateau, we tied up nine, err..ten days, yes it was ten days ago."
"Fuck, fuck she's gone..." I stopped talking as my brain began racing.
"I need to call you back," and I rang off.
"She was moored here," I told them. "She may have just been stolen, but what if it was Bernard? It would explain why there's been no sighting of them."
Simone gasped and took the phone from me. In a few moments, she was talking to Michelle Martien, the senior police officer on the case.
Simone spoke rapidly in French. "Nous pensons que Bernard peut avoir pris bateau d'Andrew, la Rosie M." She carried on talking, apparently answering a lot of questions as there were numerous 'Oui et non' in her responses.
She put the phone down, "She's going to send a couple of officers from the local station to get all the details. They want a photo of Rosie, do you have one to hand?"
"There's some on my laptop or I can download one from the family website for them. If they are on the boat, then there's only so many places they can be. We need to let George know, he can pass the word along that we are looking for Rosie."
Philippe interrupted, "I can let him know for you." He thought for a few seconds, "If you can authorise it, we can get a helicopter and follow the river and the canals looking for your boat."
"Yes, do it," Simone said.
He was on his phone immediately, after a few moments he gave me thumbs up. "We can get one here in a couple of hours. I'm going to need photos of the boat."
I switched on my laptop and quickly found half a dozen shots of Rosie from different angles. I printed them as well as emailed copies to Philippe. While I was doing that that two police officers arrived.
Simone and Philippe explained what we had discovered, or rather what we hadn't found, and what we conjectured. One of the officers left with a set of the photos. The second was ordered to join the search in the helicopter after talking with his commander.
All my good charts of the river and canal system were of course on Rosie. But Philippe had a reasonable set of local maps. We laid them out on the kitchen table and I tried to work out how far Bernard could have travelled in the past few days. The first problem was we didn't actually know when he had taken the boat.
"Ok, let's work this out," I started. "We know that my daughter moored Rosie ten days ago. Lisette was taken from the apartment last Monday. My best guess is that he took the boat late Tuesday, or Wednesday. That's a seven-day head start."
I tapped the map, "This is the chateau." I pointed at a second point, fifty kilometres upstream. "This is the lock complex at Aix. If he went that way, then the lock keepers record the passage of all boats."
"Good," the police officer said. "I'll call that in and get it checked out."
I was looking at the map and my heart sank. There were hundreds of kilometres of waterways that he could hide the boat in. Then I had another thought. Again I called my daughter.
"How much fuel was left in Rosie?" I asked as she answered.
"About a hundred and twenty litres, I left you a note saying you needed to top up the tank. The fresh water was almost empty as well. Why do you want to know?"
"Because we think he's holding Lisette on the boat. It would be the perfect hideout and he'd take extra pleasure in stealing something else that I hold dear from me."
I told her I loved her and finished the call.
I looked at the rest of them and said, "Rosie uses a bit more than five litres of diesel an hour against the current and a little less going downstream. I've got the only keys to the fuel cap and it's not something you can pick easily. There are two keys, one for the panel and a second for the cap itself."
"Is that the same panel the water and electrical connectors are in," Simone asked?
I nodded. "What this means is that the best he can do is about twenty-five hours of cruising. He won't want to attract any attention so he would have kept to the speed limits."
I calculated quickly. "That means the furthest he could travel is a tad under two hundred kilometres."
"Shit, that still a lot of water to search," Philippe said, pointing at the map.
"I don't think it's that bad," I said. "Remember that's not as the crow flies. He has to follow the course of the river."
I pointed as several points on the map. The locks at Aix, and here and here are manned and there will be a record of the boat if he passed through. If there is no record, then he can only be in these three sections of the river."
I took a pencil and marked the sections on the map. The police officer was talking rapidly into his radio as we all poured over the map.
"According to the records no boat resembling yours has passed through any of those locks in the past week," the police officer informed us.
Philippe looked at me with an intrigued expression. He asked, "If it were you, where would you hide the boat?"
I hadn't thought of it like that and I looked back at the map and tried to put myself in his shoes. I traced the river downstream. There were a couple of tributaries he could have used, but it didn't feel right. Bernard had grown up in a region that was upstream and I guessed that would have been his first choice. But he hadn't passed through the lock complex.
But then it came to me. He wouldn't have known the locks were manned. He would have gone upstream. But would have turned back when he saw the situation at the locks. If he'd turned around and headed back this way...
I started to do the calculations. It would have taken him eight to ten hours to get there, and more importantly forty to fifty litres of fuel. If he came all the way back here, then he would only have enough fuel for another fifty kilometres at most. That didn't seem like him. The detail on the map wasn't good enough so I found a better one online. I peered at the screen and then I saw it. There was a canal about fifteen kilometres below the locks. There was a lock at the entrance, but it was so remote I guessed it wasn't manned.
"There," I said, "That's where I'd go. It's not a very accessible route and I would guess there's a lot of nooks and crannies to hide the boat. For a lot of it there's no road nearby so it would be isolated. And if he can get as far as here," and I indicated a point on the screen, "He's not far from where he grew up."
Again I checked the map on the screen and muttered to myself, "There has to be a better chart, I need one with depths and the height of bridges."
The police officer moved me to one side and started typing. After a few moments, a new chart appeared on the screen. "Is this better?" He asked.
I nodded and started to check the details. It was deep and wide enough. I kept scrolling along the canal and then I stopped.
"He can't go past this point, the bridge is too low. So if that's where he is, he's somewhere in that twenty-five-kilometre section."
I sat back and looked at the rest of them in the room.
"That's where we will check first," Philippe said. "The helicopter should be here in an hour."
"We have a launch and we'll send it up the canal, but," the police officer shredded apologetically, "it's halfway down the river. It'll take half a day to get here."
He added, "Our helicopter is busy, we are going to send a search party across country and get them to search the canal banks. But quite honestly if he is there your helicopter is our best bet. It's unmarked so hopefully it won't make him suspicious if he sees it."
"I want to go with you," I said.



"Not a good idea," Philippe said. "My colleague and I are trained for this, and having a police officer with us makes it an official search." He handed me his radio, "You'll be able to follow us with this."
In the distance, we heard the throb of the helicopter and we went out to watch it land. It settled down on the lawn behind the chateau. Half an hour later it was back in the air. It circled the chateau once and them struck off in the direction of the canal. They were going to follow the route of the river and would be checking out any possible mooring sites they passed over.
The pilot reckoned it would take at least an hour to cover the two banks of the river as far as the locks at Aix. Then he wanted to refuel before starting on the branch canal.
"I don't want to be low on fuel if we see anything, it limits our options," he commented.
The radio crackled to life seventy minutes later.
"We've checked both banks as far as the locks and we've seen nothing."
I acknowledged the message.
"We are heading for the local airport and we should be back in the air in an hour."
Again I acknowledged the message and he signed off.
I looked at Simone and said, "I can't stand around here any longer; I need to be there!"
"We both need to be there," she said.
One of the security guards insisted that he drive us. We took the road that ran along the river. It wound through small villages and followed the twists and turns of the river. It was slow going, and we were still twenty kilometres away from the canal when the helicopter passed overhead.
We drove to the bridge that makes the furthest point that Rosie could travel to. There was no point trying to drive any further. So we waited in silence, hoping for the call over the radio that would announce they'd found the boat.
Every now and again we would hear the helicopter in the distance. At last in the late afternoon the radio crackled and Philippe had a conversation with our security guard.
He made a mark on the map he'd spread out over the hood of the car.
He said, "They think they've found it. There's a track we can use and it'll get us within a couple of hundred metres of the place. There's a police patrol already heading there."
We had driven off down the road for about ten kilometres before we turned onto a dirt track. The track skirted a few fields of corn that still stood tall before ending at a locked gate. Across the field in front of us, we could see a line of trees and shrubs that defined the route of the canal.
Through the trees, I could see the shrouded outline of a boat and as we got closer, I could see it was Rosie. We hurried across the field. At a first glance, Rosie looked fine. Then as we drew nearer, I saw the blackened paint and the scorch marks around the portholes of the rear cabin. There were two police officers and Philippe standing on the bank. As we hurried over, Philippe came over and stopped us.
His face was white and he had to swallow several times before he spoke. "You can't go on board! They ... they have found a body in the burnt out cabin."
Simone screamed and staggered against me. I held her tight and my world collapsed around me.

~~~~~~~~~**~~~~~~~~


To be continued.
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Through the trees, I could see the shrouded outline of a boat, and as we got closer, I could see it was Rosie. We hurried across the field. At a first glance, Rosie looked fine. Then as we drew nearer, I saw the blackened paint and the scorch marks around the portholes of the rear cabin. There were two police officers and Philippe standing on the bank. As we hurried over, Philippe came over and stopped us.
His face was white, and he had to swallow several times before he spoke. "You can't go on board! They ... they have found a body in the burnt out cabin."
Simone screamed and staggered against me. I held her tight, and my world collapsed around me.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

They wouldn't let us go anywhere near Rosie, and it wasn't long before there was a crowd milling around in the field next to the boat. The police must have unlocked the gate because several police cars, a fire engine and an ambulance drove up to the canal bank. Simone sat down on the rear step of the ambulance and the paramedic wrapped a blanket around her. I stood by her, and Philippe hovered protectively. There was an acrid smell of burnt insulation and something else in the air. It took me a while but then I suddenly realised it was the smell of charred flesh.
"Do they know if it's her?" She kept asking us, and neither Philippe nor I had an answer for her.
It was a good hour or so before a police officer I recognised, approached us. It was Capitaine Mioni. He'd been involved in the investigation of shooting at the restaurant all those weeks ago.
"Madam La Contessa, Monsieur Morton," he said. "I'm sorry no one's come to talk to you earlier, but as you can guess it's a bit confusing in there at the moment. I understand that this is your boat, Monsieur Morton?"
"Yes, do you know who the victim is?"
"All we know is that it's the body of a woman. Her features are too badly burnt to be able to identify her; we won't know until we can do a post-mortem."
Simone sobbed and clutched at me. I hugged her to me. "We don't know if it's her," I tried to reassure her.
He nodded, "Can I ask you a couple of questions?" I said yes, and he drew me several metres to one side.
He spoke quietly, "I remember Mademoiselle Thierry from that time in the restaurant. The woman on the boat is a similar height and stature, but I sense she was a bit older than Mademoiselle Thierry. The police surgeon is asking if you know if she had anything on her or any identifying marks that could help us with the identification?"
Shit they weren't sure who it was. I thought for a moment; then I pointed at the anklet on Simone's leg. "There are a couple of things. She should be wearing a necklace almost identical to that. And she had the three interlinked hearts tattooed on her mons."
"I'll be right back," he said, and walked back to the boat and climbed on board. He was back a few minutes later. He gave me a brief relieved smile.
"The surgeon can't find a tattoo, so we don't think the body is Mademoiselle Thierry! I can't confirm that of course, but I've just sent out a message that we are still looking for her."
"Your best guess," I said urgently looking back at Simone sitting in the doorway of the ambulance with her shoulders slumped.
"It's not her, but," and he showed me a clear evidence bag, keeping it concealed from Simone. In it was Lisette's necklace. "Is this the necklace you mentioned?"
I nodded.
"Then she was here at some time. We found this in the bathroom hidden in the shower."
"So do you have any idea who the woman is?"
"No, except one of the local officers mentioned that a woman had been reported missing by her sister last night. She was known to walk her dog nearby. It could be her but that's pure speculation; we won't know until all the tests are done."
"Can I tell Simone that you don't think its Lisette?"
"I think it's best that you tell her that it's beginning to look like it may not be her. But we have to wait for the autopsy to confirm that. Madame Laurent-Duval is free to go but could you wait here. I'd like you to check out your boat after we remove the body. You know the boat, and it could save us a lot of time if you can identify anything that shouldn't be there or is out of place. I want you to see if there's anything here that could give us a clue as to Bernard's whereabouts."
I agreed and walked over to Simone.
"Is it her?" she whispered.
I knelt down beside her, "No love, they don't think it's Lisette. Whoever it is, doesn't have a tattoo."
It took a few moments for my words to register with her, the sheer panic in her face retreated. "It's not her? It isn't her," she said trying to convince herself.
"I wasn't happy when she got the tattoo, but God I'm so pleased now," I said. "I have to stay here to help the police, but I want you to go back to the house. I'll get Philippe to take you back."
She didn't want to go but between Philippe, Capitaine Mioni and myself, we finally managed to persuade her. I was glad that she'd left because the sight of the body being removed an hour later, even if I knew that it wasn't Lisette was extremely disturbing.
Capitaine Mioni said, "I have to ask, so please don't get upset. Do you think that there a possibility that Lisette could be part of this?"
"No," I said sharply. "Not a possibility."
He put his hands up to appease me. "I'm sorry, but it's just one of those things we have to ask."
"I understand but I don't think she'd even met him properly until that evening in the restaurant. I think she said she'd served him a couple of times at her uncle's cafe. Her interaction with Bernard could only have been minor. I doubt she would have even recognised him with a beard in Paris."
The investigation team had taken another hour before I was asked to join them. I had to put on a coverall and gloves before I could enter the boat. The stench of burnt and charred flesh was much stronger. I gagged and had to swallow hard. I was breathing through my mouth, but that didn't seem to work.
From the wheelhouse, I could see down into the rear cabin. One side of the bed was badly damaged. A broken clasp and padlock hung from the door, and I pointed that out.
"The lock and the clasp are new, and there was nothing like that on the boat, so he had to have bought it locally."
"Good, it's that type of information we are looking for," the investigating officer said.
A quick look at the instrument panel answered my first question. Bernard had forced open the panel and hot-wired the ignition.
"Can I check something in the master cabin?" I asked.
I was given approval, and I made my way past the galley and into the main cabin. I found the false panel hiding the safe had been wrenched off. The safe showed signs of damage but looked intact.
With the officer's approval, I opened the safe. The contents were intact. All the documents, the pile of money, the spare credit cards and the second set of keys were still there.
"Well that proves Lisette was held against her wishes," I said. "She knows the combination, and there's over twenty-five thousand euros in there."
The police officers acknowledged my comment. The problem was, of course, we were no closer to finding her, and it looked like Bernard was getting more and more desperate.
I spent the next half-hour checking over Rosie. There were several items I spotted that didn't belong, and I pointed them out. Each was carefully bagged and labelled before being whisked away.
The last place was the rear cabin. Fortunately, the fire damage was restricted to the rear cabin and centred on the bed. It looked like Bernard had used what was left of a bottle of BBQ lighter fluid to start it. Fortunately I thought, the bottle had been almost empty. Also, because fire is such a risk on board, all the bedding and soft furnishing are heavily fire retardant. I guessed that was why the damage was centred on the bed where the body had been lying.
From what I could see of the rest of the cabin it looked like Lisette had been held in here for as long as he'd had the boat.
"Who broke the lock?" I asked.
"It was like that when we arrived." I was told.
"Odd," I mused, "Why would Bernard need to break the lock? He would have had the key."
Capitaine Mioni said, "We thought the same, we are beginning to believe that the victim came across the boat while she was out walking her dog. We found the body of the dog a few minutes ago a little way downstream."
He continued, "We can only speculate, but it looks like he may have been absent. Possibly Lisette managed to attract her attention when the woman came past. We know she didn't have a phone on her, as it was found at her house. She probably broke the lock, but Bernard must have returned and disturbed her. First indications are that she died from a blow to the back of the head."
"Jesus, the poor woman, all she was trying to do was help Lisette, and he killed her," I said.
"He may have tried to burn both the body and boat to hide the fact that he's still got Lisette. If we thought he was on his own, we wouldn't look as closely at a couple. The fire didn't take, so that's spoilt his plan. We think he's only got a couple of hour's head start, and we never stopped looking for the pair of them."
"So they're still close by?" I asked hopefully.
"We think so, I'm afraid you need to go now. You've been most helpful. We'll get in contact as soon as we have any news."
"What about Rosie...the boat?" I asked.
"We will keep it under guard, it's still an active crime scene. You will be told when we can release it." Capitaine Mioni shook my hand, and one of his officers escorted me off my boat.
The security guard was waiting for me, and we walk back across the field towards the car. We were silent on the drive back to the chateau. I had the window open trying to suck in lungfuls of untainted air. But I could still smell the burnt flesh that seemed to have permeated my very soul. I guessed it was my clothes.
At the house, I stood on the patio and stripped off and used the shower by the swimming pool to scrub my skin clean. When I turned the water off, Philippe was there holding out a white towelling robe. I shrugged it on gratefully.
"Christ, that smell," I said, "It gets under your skin, I didn't want to go into the house smelling like that."
"That's what I told the Contessa, she waiting for you on the terrace. She would have been here, but I told her you'd probably need a few minutes alone."
I smiled at him gratefully, "Since when did you start calling Simone the Contessa?" I asked.
"Since I found out from Capitaine Mioni, she was one. My men like the idea we are protecting nobility."
I gave a quick laugh and walked up to the terrace past the Koi pond and sat down beside her.
"Was it that bad?"
"I don't think I'm ever going to forget the smell in the cabin. I think you should throw away my clothes."
"Already done love," and she pointed at the contents of my pockets lying on the table. Then indicated the full glass of wine in front of me and I took it gratefully.
"Do they know who it is?" She asked.
"They think so," I said, and I told her what I knew.
"So they still think that he's in hiding somewhere close by with Lisette?"
"That's what they believe."
"God, I miss her," Simone cried softly.
I hugged her; I knew exactly what she was feeling. My love for Simone had intensified after Lise had committed herself to us.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

It was early morning, two days later that we were roused by a hammering on our bedroom door.
Philippe was calling out, "You both need to come with me now, they've got him; you're needed!"
We were throwing clothes on before he'd finished speaking, and less than a minute later we were hurrying out of the front door. Philippe was waiting by the car, it's engine running, the back doors open. We raced down the drive while we were still fumbling with the seat belts.
Philippe was on his phone, talking softly but urgently so we couldn't ask any questions. He gave brief instructions to the driver and we headed west towards Aimes.
Simone was clutching at my hand as we sped along the country roads. I realised why we were heading in this direction and said," I thought that the police had checked out his relatives?"
"They had and found no indication that he'd been at their farmhouse."
"So what's changed?"
"That padlock and clasp. Bernard didn't buy it, his cousin did. One of the local hardware stores remembered selling it to him when the staff were shown photos by the police. Then they found the cousins fingerprints on the boat so he couldn't deny being there."
He paused to give instructions to the driver before turning back to us. "They pulled him in for further questioning, and he ended up talking. Some deal I understand. The police found them at an old workers' cottage in the woods about five kilometres from the farmhouse."
"So where are they now, can we see her? Simone asked.
"Merde, I thought I'd explain the situation. I sorry he's still held up in the cottage with Lisette as a hostage. He won't negotiate until he can talk to you, Contessa. That's why the police want you there now."
Simone and I looked at each other with fear plastered across our faces. Fuck I thought, what was his game?
"He'll let her go if I talk to him?" Simone asked.
Philippe shrugged apologetically, "I don't know. He just keeps saying he wants to talk to you. He fired a shotgun at the police, and they don't want to rush him in case he hurts Lisette."
"Have they spoken to her?" I asked.
"Very briefly, just to confirm she's still ok."
"It might have been best to have led with that," I commented dryly.
Philippe looked a bit embarrassed, "Sorry, I know you've both been anxious about her."
The last part of the drive was down a rutted woodland track. There were a couple of police officers preventing the press and general public from proceeding. One spoke to Philippe and then waved us on. There was a flurry of activity from the press, but, fortunately, the rear window was heavily tinted. We pulled up behind a row of police cars and vans about five hundred metres up the track.
An officer in full riot gear led us forward to a command post. We were met by the officer in charge, a Capitaine Guardo. By his side stood Capitaine Mioni and it was he who drew us to one side and gave us a brief description of the situation.
"He's holed up in an old workers' cottage that's a hundred metres up the track. From what we gather it's just two rooms, but built of stone with only one entrance. That's making it tough for us. We know he's got a shotgun, he fired at the first officers to arrive. His cousin can't remember how much ammunition they stored with the gun. Madame, he wants to talk to you. We gave him a mobile phone and offered to let him call you, but he insisted that he wanted to be able to see you while you spoke."
Simone looked nervous, so I asked, "Will she be safe?"
"He'd like it to be close and personal, but that is not going to be happening. We'll let him see you, but there's no way you are going to be close enough for him to be able to hurt you."
"Have you any idea why he wants to speak to me?"
He shook his head, "Regretfully, Contessa none at all, he just keeps demanding to talk to you. It's the only demand he's made other than for us to keep our distance."
Simone looked scared but then she straightened her shoulders. "Tell him I'll talk to him but he needs to let Lisette go first," she said.
"We will ask, but don't be surprised if he says no. We'll try to get a commitment that he'll release her after you talk. You need to ask him again when you see him."
She didn't look happy at his statement, and she hugged me. "Am I doing the right thing?" she asked me quietly.
"I'm not sure we have any choice, to be honest," I said. "We need him to release her, and if the only way is for you to talk to him, then that's what you should do. Just be very careful, if he gets you as well, God knows what will happen."
"I'm only going to talk and from a distance," she replied.
I could see the police officers were waiting for her, so I whispered, "Take care and don't promise him anything."
We kissed, and she turned to the officers.
"Let's get on with this," she said to them.
They fitted her with a bulletproof vest, which worried me. They'd assured us that she wouldn't be in any danger, but then why the vest? Simone was obviously as worried as I was, and Capitaine Mioni was quick to reassure us.
"Sorry, we should have explained. It's standard practice for any civilian to wear protective gear in these circumstances. We won't be putting the Contessa at any risk."
They led us forward to a point where we could just see the cottage through the trees. We stood behind a police car that was parked across the track. Then Simone was escorted to a pair of officers crouched behind a large woodpile. The woodpile was off to one side and sat under a crude open sided shelter. It was about fifty metres from the side of the cottage.
"He'll have to stand in the doorway to see her, so we'll be able to keep an eye on him." He nodded in the direction of an officer with a rifle set up a few yards away from us. I was passed a pair of binoculars, and I focused them of Simone. Her face was white and her lips compressed in anxiety.
I was told, "When we agreed to his demand, we told him if we see a gun we will fire."
Slightly reassuring, but it didn't do a lot to lower my pulse rate.
Everyone tensed as she stood up and called out to Bernard.
"Bernard, can you hear me?"
Nothing happened for a minute. Simone called out again, "Bernard, I'm here, what do you want?"
The door to the cottage eased open and a shadow appeared in the depths. Bernard's face was drawn and his beard unkempt. He had a haunted look in his eyes.
His eyes darted about, and he made sure that we could see that his hands were empty.
"Come out where I can see you," he called.
The police officer crouched beside her reached out an arm to stop her but Simone was already moving. She took five or six steps to the side and stood in a beam of dappled sunlight. The police sniper to the side of me tensed and I heard him asking for instructions.
Bernard moved a further step forward and looked at Simone intently. He raised a hand and moved his thumb and forefinger about a centimetre apart.
"You know I was this close," he said bitterly, "To having it all. Your father was handing me the business on a plate. I only needed another month and it would have all been transferred into my name. I'd have left you with nothing."
"But why?" Simone asked, "What did we do to you. We took you into our family. You were charming and kind in those early days and you swept me off my feet. What changed?"
He laughed, "Nothing changed you silly bitch, it was all an act from the beginning. My father was a second-rate wine merchant who had dealings with yours. All he left me when he died was debts. You were young, lovely and rich. You and your stupid father were so easy to charm and my ticket to better things."



Simone gave a little whimper and sat down on an axe chewed stump beside her.
"I loved you when I first met you, and I thought you loved me."
His maniacal laugh echoed around the clearing, and I could see the police officers stirring. But he settled down and leant against the wall of the cottage. "So how many guns are they pointing at me, wife?" He stressed the word, wife.
"Enough I guess," she replied.
Capitaine Mioni whispered in my ear, "Don't worry she is doing fine if he makes a move towards her we can stop him."
"What about Lisette?" I whispered.
"We have a camera zoomed in on the door and we saw a glimpse of her tied to a chair and gagged before he pulled the door partially closed. She looks a bit knocked about but otherwise fine."
Bernard was speaking again, it sounded like he was proud of his accomplishments. "Everything was working out perfectly. I managed to alienate you, then you fell for that idiot I set you up with, he was worth every euro I spent on him. Your father and children thought you were a slut. He was so broken he couldn't wait for me to take over the company. You signed the proxy documents not knowing what they were."
I could see that she was getting upset, and she asked, "I've done what you've asked. I'm here so you need to let Lisette go. She did nothing to you."
He looked at her blankly and ignoring her words, he continued.
"Just when everything was falling into place he came along and he took everything away from me. My business, my position, my children and my wife."
"Andy never took me away," Simone snapped back. "He met me after you'd already thrown me away. The winery was never yours and it was your behaviour that lost you your position and the children."
"Fuck you bitch, you've taken what's mine away from me, so I've done the same to you. Did you like the fact that his precious boats' all burnt out? And are you missing your girlfriend?"
"And you," Simone said forcefully and she stood up and took a step forward. "Are you going to enjoy rotting in prison for the rest of you life, because I know I will."
He growled and pushed himself closer to her.
Simone put her hand up and said, "Any closer and the police will shoot you down like the rabid animal you are."
He collected himself and looked around the clearing before moving slowly closer to the doorway.
"Bernard, regardless of what you think of me ... of us, Lisette's never done anything against you. She's a young girl with her life ahead of her. Don't do anything stupid; just let her go."
He looked at her for a long time before saying, "Why should I? What's in it for me? I'm not exactly in a position of power am I, she's my only bargaining tool."
"Look around you, you fool, you're not getting out of this. If you let her go free then at least that's one good point for you."
His eyes darted from side to side, and I watched as I think that was when the full realisation of his situation finally crystallised. He turned around and rushed back through the half open door and slammed it shut after him.
Simone looked around her for instruction and the two officers by the woodpile motioned her back to them.
As he watched Simone making her back to us, Capitaine Mioni said, "Well that could have gone a bit better. Now we just wait and see what his next move will be."
The words were barely out of his mouth when a shot sounded out from the cottage. There was a flurry of activity around me. The police officer escorting Simone dragged her undercover.
A voice started calling out through a loudhailer.
"Bernard, ce qui est arrivé. Êtes-vous tous deux bien?"
There was no reply, the officer called out again and again but still there was no reply.
There was a hurried discussion, and we were escorted back to the group of police cars. As we moved back behind us, we saw the first pair of riot-gear clad police officers moving forward.
Philippe was waiting for us, and the three of us stood still amongst the flurries of activities surrounding us. There was radio chatter and then the ambulance moved forward. Simone and I went to follow it, but Philippe prevented us.
I had Simone wrapped in my arms with her head resting on my chest.
"Do you think he's shot her? It was something I said that made him do it, wasn't it?" She was crying softly into my chest as she spoke.
I tried to reassure her. "Whatever's happened is not your fault, and I'm sure she's okay. He probably just fired a shot to make the police keep their distance."
"Why the ambulance, and why didn't he respond?"
"Because he's probably enjoying screwing with your mind. All he wanted to do was spout off at you."
For long minutes, we all stared in the direction of the cottage, but it was Philippe who first saw her being escorted down the track towards us. He tapped me on the shoulder and pointed through the trees, and we saw Lisette.
She must have seen us at the same time because all three of us broke into a run. We met in a flurry of hugs and kisses at the halfway point. She looked battered and bruised and was limping slightly.
"He shot himself right in front of me," she sobbed out as she clung to both of us, her body shaking.
"Christ," I exclaimed, "Is he dead?"
"There was so much blood," she whispered, "He must be."
Philippe said, "I'll go and see what I can find out." He walked off down the track back towards the cottage. He paused by the police officers who'd been escorting Lisette. I watched him closely as Lisette and Simone clung to me.
He spoke to them for several minutes and then he turned and looked at me and gave me a quick shake of the head. I walked over and he spoke.
"He's not dead but it's very unlikely he will survive the day. They want to talk to Lisette, but I've convinced them that we need to get a doctor to check her over and we can do that at the chateau. They'll want to talk to her later but we can go. Capitaine Mioni has said he will come to the house to take her formal interview later today."
"Good and a doctor is a good idea. Can you get the car?"
He nodded and walked down the track. I returned to the girls and told them what I knew.
Lisette was quiet but very clingy on the drive back to the house. She insisted on curling up on me and she held on tightly to Simone's hand for the whole journey. I could sense Simone desperately wanted to ask Lise questions about her time with Bernard. So did I, but I knew this wasn't the right time.
Philippe had called ahead and when we arrived there were Sarah and a female doctor waiting for us. Lisette and Simone were bundled off leaving Philippe and l standing in the mid-morning sun.
"I don't mind admitting that I wasn't sure we'd ever get her back alive," he said.
I gave him a quizzical look and he added. "Usually when we don't get any demands the outcome isn't very promising, and he never got in touch," he pointed out.
"We are in the process of wrapping up the assignment. We should all be gone by the end of the day."
"Who's picking up the bill?" I wondered.
"We're on a retainer to A&R financial, so I guess they pay."
I reminded myself to get Pete to arrange for bonuses for all the security staff. I held out my hand and we shook. He headed over to the cottage that the security team were using. I entered the house. The kitchen and lounge were empty, I could hear voices from our master bedroom.
I waited for quite a while before deciding to join them. I don't know why I did it but I knocked on the door rather than just walking in. Simone half opened the door and slipped out. She was wearing a fluffy white towelling robe and was running her fingers through her wet hair. She pulled me away from the door.
"If I hated Bernard before, now I loathe and despise him. If he doesn't die I'm going to kill him myself," she snarled at me as soon as we were out of earshot. She looked at my startled face.
"Sorry love," she murmured, "I didn't mean to take it out on you."
"What the fuck did he do to her?"
"It's not good Andy. He and his cousin knocked her around quite a bit. He tried to rape her but he couldn't get it up, she laughed at him and he punched and kicked her."
"Shit," and I punched the wall in frustration. "Fuck that hurt," I moaned and clutched my hand.
"That's not the worse part, his cousin has connections in the sex trade in Marseille. They were never going to let her go. They were always going to sell her to the bastards who control the sex trade down there. He admitted it had been his goal to sell me when all his plans had worked and I was at rock bottom. When that fell through, he decided that selling Lisette was a better alternative. She was younger and they could get a better price, and it would hurt us."
She gave me a scared look. "They'd finally reached an agreement with someone. They sold her for a hundred and fifty thousand euros and told her she was going to be collected today. If the police hadn't found him and he hadn't been so greedy, we would have lost her forever."
"Wait," I said anxiously, "If those bastards have already paid for her. They may believe that's she's now their property and still try to get her. Did she know who he'd sold her to?"
Simone as now looking as worried as I was feeling.
She said, "She thought she heard his cousin talking about an Albanian."
Then with a sinking realisation I recalled that the security team was pulling out.
"Wait here," I told Simone. "Lock the house up after me and call the police. Tell them everything. I'm going to go and get Philippe."
I heard the door locking behind me as I sprinted across the garden towards the cottages the security team had been using. The team were in the process of packing their gear into the back of a van. They stopped and looked up as I skidded around the corner of the building.
"Where's Philippe?" I called out. One guy pointed at one of the cottage doors and I headed inside calling out his name. He appeared from the back looking surprised.
"We may have a serious situation," I said. "It sounds like Bernard and his cousin have sold Lise to an Albanian from Marseille for the sex trade. She was supposed to be delivered today."
"Are you sure it was an Albanian?"
"That's what Lisette said she overheard them saying."
"Merde, that's not good news, if it was an Albanian then he will be connected to the Albanian mafia. They run most of the brothels and sex clubs in Marseille."
He stopped talking for a moment, thinking hard. "Of course that explains why the cousin wanted to make a deal with the police. There wasn't that much evidence against him. He wanted the deal in place when we found out about this. Does she know if they got any of the money yet?"
"No idea."
"Let's hope it was cash on delivery," he said. "If money has changed hands then they may feel they own her."
He started shouting out orders to his team. They began pulling gear back out of the van. Two of them hurried off in the direction of the house.
Philippe pulled his phone out, "You need to get to get back to them. I'm going to call my contact in the police. Then I'm going to see if I can find out who she was sold to."
He started dialling as I made my way back to the house and used my key to let myself in.
Simone was talking to the doctor in the hallway. The doctor said goodbye and walked the doctor to her car. I locked the door up after she returned.
I said, "Philippe and his team are staying," and she looked relieved. "How's she doing?" I asked.
"She wants to see you, she's battered, bruised and scared, they kept telling her what was going to happen to her when she got to Marseille. She feels dirty and tainted and she'll want you to make her feel clean and loved.
She shrugged and again ran her fingers through her long damp hair. "I had to wash her before she would even talk to Sofia, the doctor. Don't be surprised if she wants you to bathe her again."
She stood on her toes and kissed me, "Go do what you do best; love her for both of us."
I hesitated at the door of the bedroom and tapped softly before entering. The drapes were closed and a single bedside lamp cast a soft pool of light over Lisette on the bed. She was on her side, curled up and wrapped in a fluffy white bath towel. Her blue eyes tracked me as I moved across the room and sat down on the bed beside her. She'd seemed to have shrunk into herself and I knew that I needed to let her set the pace.
I sat quietly on the edge of the bed for what seemed to me to be a long time but was probably only a few minutes, until her hand slowly reached out to me.
She grasped my hand and pulled me down beside her. Her face was streaked with tears and she spoke in a soft trembling voice.
"I'm so sorry, Andy."
I gently ran a finger along the curve of her neck, "For what my love, you did nothing wrong."
"I was stupid enough to believe him when he came to flat. I went like a lamb to the slaughter."
"But I still don't understand, why did you go with him?"
"I honestly didn't recognise him. I mean he looked vaguely familiar but that was all. He knocked on the door a couple of hours after I got back from the airport. He said the family had been trying to contact me. My sister had been in an accident, and I was needed at the hospital. I didn't think, I just followed him. As soon as he got me into the car he pulled a knife on me."
She shuddered and I wrapped an arm around her.
She sobbed and whispered, "They were going to sell me, Andy. I was going to be locked in a room and men were going to fuck me and I wouldn't have been able to stop them. I fought him and his slimy cousin off but sooner or later I was going to give in."
She sobbed and buried her face into my chest. Her body heaved as she wept uncontrollably.
"I...feel...so...dirty," she sobbed, her voice muffled by my shirt.
I remembered what Simone had said and I picked Lise up and cradling her in my arms carried her into the bathroom. Her arm snaked around my neck and I murmured into her ear, "Nothing's changed Lise, I will always love you."
I sat her down on the edge of the Jacuzzi bath and ran the water into the large tub. She followed all my movements with her blue eyes. She pointed at a bottle of scented bubble bath and I poured a generous splash into the steaming water which turned the rising water blue and foamy. She stood, dropping the towel on the floor and eased herself into the water. With a long sigh, she sank lower until only her nose and mouth were visible.
I watched closely as she took a breath and sank below the water. I counted ten slowly and was just about to grasp her when her face reappeared. Using a flannel, I wiped the foam from her face and she opened her eyes.
"Hold me please," she said.
I slipped off my clothes and slid in behind her. She scooted back between my legs and lay back against me with a contented sigh. I pressed the control and the water jets began pulsing, massaging our aching muscles. The water rose until it threatened to overflow. Lise sat up and closed the taps and rolled over and lay on me as I settled down. I took a sponge and began soaping her back. She slid along me, enjoying the touch of my body and hands on hers. I could feel the tension ease from her back. She stretched up to kiss me and the water sloshed over the rim of the bath.
"Well," she said looking at the wet floor, "I suppose we will have to deal with that when we have to. But now I want you to possess me. My pussy needs to be filled by that hard thing that's been poking me ever since I lay back on you."
And she was right, my cock had been firm and standing proud ever since she'd dropped the towel.
"Hey you can't blame me, he's worshiping the naked beauty who's lying on him."
She sat up and looked down at me, she looked scared but determined. I let her set the pace, she needed to be in control. She rose up slowly and positioned herself above my proud cock, two-thirds of which broke the surface of the water like a periscope. The sensations rippled through me as she gradually lowered herself down, encasing me in the soft silky wet flesh of her vagina. Her muscles clutched at me in protest as I filled her, the crown of my cock caressing the entrance of her womb.
She raised her bowed head to look at me, "Ohh God, I love you," she whispered. Then groaned as she started rocking. I rolled my hips to meet her every move. Water rose and fell, splashing over the brim. Her eyes were unfocused and her mouth open as she grunted rhythmically in tune with our movements. I whispered words of encouragement and love and she reacted, her movements becoming more aggressive grinding her pelvis against mine.
Her needs were animalistic and urgent, she was trying to purge her soul. We came within seconds of each other, her first, followed by me pumping my sperm inside her, as her slick tight passage sucking me dry. She collapsed onto my chest regaining her breath. Then her lips sought mine in a long passionate kiss.
The water pulsed against us as we relaxed. My still hard cock twitched and she gripped me with the walls of her vagina. She grinned at me and started to ride me again. This time, her movements were slow and deliberate. Sliding up until just the tip of my cock nestled between her engorged lips, before reversing and reabsorbing my throbbing length. We moved slowly together, I was rolling my hips in counterpoint to Lise's motions. She rested her elbows on my chest, her hands on either side of my face.
She did not rise and fall, but rubbed her mound and, therefore, her clitoris against me, falling forward and rubbing her tits against my chest, then rising vertically again and rotating her hips. It was fun, relaxed and loving.
And we talked as we reaffirmed our love for each other. She told me about her time with Bernard and his cousin. The attempted rape and the aftermath. The threats. About the flash of hope when the dog walker appeared, and the sickening realisation that Bernard had killed her. The hurried move to the forest hideout. The joy in hearing Simone's voice and the moment she thought he was going to kill her only to turn the gun on himself.
She purged her soul and as she finished she sighed contentedly and stopped moving. Neither of us had come; she was content and so was I. We stayed like that for a while, and then I moved a little and she immediately rolled off me, sensing that there were things to do.
She shivered and I realised that the water had grown cold. We climbed out and I wrapped her in a large fluffy white towel and hugged her to me. She looked up at me with her elfin features moulded into such an expression of love that it physically struck me with its intensity.
I scooped her up and carried her into the bedroom. The blinds were pulled creating a haven of shadows. The covers on the bed were pulled over a sleeping body. As I placed Lisette on the bed, Simone stirred and rolled over to face us. She motioned for both of us to join her under the covers. I unrolled Lise from the towel like Cleopatra at the feet of Caesar. And she giggled as she rolled into Simone's open arms.
"I left some cold snacks in the kitchen," Simone said. "Could you be a dear and fetch them?"
"Pleeeese, I'm starving," Lise pleaded and batted her eyes at me.
I agreed and slipped a towelling robe on and headed to the kitchen. I found bread, cheese and pate on the table. A bottle of red wine, three plates, and wine glasses joined the food on a tray and I carried it back to the bedroom. The pair of them were sitting propped up in the bed, the sheet pulled up to their waist.
Picnics in bed are fun, so long as you don't mind tossing the bed sheets in the bin afterwards. We ate and then like the big kids we were, we began playing with our food. Pate smeared breasts are very tasty and leave interesting outlines on the sheets. Simone dribbled wine into my belly button and she and Lise lapped at it. Simone continued licking as she worked down my body towards my growing cock. Lise moved in the opposite direction, nibbling at my nipples before drawing me into a long sensual kiss.



Outside the wind rustled the leaves on the trees. Inside we were cocooned in our own world of sensual pleasure. A world of giving and taking that led to cries of fulfilment and satisfaction

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

The next couple of days were very busy. We spent the first morning with the police making our formal statements. Simone and mine were reasonably brief but poor Lisette was there most of the day. George had arranged for legal representation to join us for the interviews. Their presence made the painful episode at least bearable.
It was just as we were about to leave the police station that we were informed that Bernard had died on the operating table a couple of hours earlier. He'd survived the surgery last night but further complications had set in and he'd been rushed to surgery again early this morning.
Simone sat down, "I know I was expecting the news," she said to me. "But now I know it's all over and he's gone, I do feel sorry. The children have lost their father and I know that they had loved him. It's going to be hard to tell them he's dead, especially Michael."
"We'll tell them together, they need to hear it from us, not on the news."
She gave me a grateful look and I called Kirsten and we arranged for her to put the children on the first available flight that day.
She called me back thirty minutes later with their flight details and said I owed her for four tickets. I told her I'd transfer the money and I was looking forward to seeing them all.
In the early evening, Philippe drove us to the airport to welcome the children home. We took the SUV as we expected Kirsten and Chrissy to be travelling with them.
To my great surprise and joy, following the children out of the arrivals hall was my son Chris. He had one arm around a tall, elegant Indian girl while he pushed a trolley piled high with all their luggage with his other one. Her long black hair framed her oval face. Her skin was a wonderful shade of pale coffee.
The children spotted their mother as soon as they got through the doors and came running over. She drew them into her arms sobbing in joy at their return. I stood with Lisette a few steps back and Chris and his, actually I wasn't sure if she was his girlfriend walked over to join us.
We hugged, Christ I thought he's a couple of inches taller than me now.
"Dad, I want you to meet Shanaya," he said with a broad smile.
I held out my hand as I said, "Welcome," but she ignored it to give me a hug and a kiss.
"I'm so pleased to finally meet you," she said in low husky voice.
"He can't have been telling you the truth if you're pleased to meet me," I replied.
She gave me a big smile. "If only half of what he's told me about you is true I'd still be pleased to meet you."
I shook my head in disbelief and stepped back to introduce Lisette to both of them. I realised that Chris hadn't met Lisette in the flesh before. In fact, neither had he physically met Simone. I knew they'd all talked on the phone and on the family website. Chris had been on a field trip over the summer and I hadn't seen him since July.
I looked back at the exit from the arrivals hall as I asked, "Is you sister with you?"
"No, she's tied up on a project, so she asked me if I could travel with Michael and Anna. She and Chrissy will be coming over the day after tomorrow. I thought it was time for you to meet Shanaya, so I jumped at the chance."
"Your sister mentioned you had a new girlfriend but never gave me any details."
My conversation was interrupted by the children. Anna was hugging my leg saying, "I missed you, you're not going to send us away again are you?"
I knelt down and gave her a hug. "No beautiful, never again."
Michael stood a pace away and I held out an arm to him. He stepped closer and buried his head into my shoulder.
"Are we safe now?" He asked.
"Yes," I said simply, explanations could wait until we got them home.
Introductions made, we walked to the front of the terminal where Philippe was waiting for us. We managed to squeeze the seven of us in with the luggage and forty-five minutes later we pulled up outside the front door. The children were happy to sit in the third row watching a film on the portable DVD player.
During the drive, Chris described how he and Shanaya met. He'd been in Italy in June on a field trip, part of the ongoing excavations at Pompeii. Shanaya had been touring the region with a couple of friends, and the dig site had been included in their guided tour of the historic site. Chris was explaining the finds they'd made.
As he said, their eyes had met over a piece of two-thousand-year-old pottery and it was love at first sight. Simone and I had laughed at that. Obviously, the son is taking after the father, she joked.
They had spent the next couple of days together and it had turned out that they were both at the same university although on different campuses. She was studying the history of art while he was an archaeology student. He admitted that this term they were sharing a flat off campus.
"I've met her family and I've told her about ours," he said.
"Family or family?" I asked.
"Both dad, but I think you need to sit down and explain it properly."
"I think I understand," Shanaya said. "Chris and Kirsten have shown me the website."
"He's good at explaining all about it," Lise said. "It's a big commitment but worth the effort."
"How does your family feel about Chris?" I asked.
Shanaya gave a little shrug, "I'm sure they would prefer it if I were seeing a nice Indian boy. But they've met both Chris and Kirsten and they like them. I think the crunch will come when we tell them we're engaged!"
"Oh and when were you going to let me know son?" I said.
He grinned at me, "Why do you think we are here dad. I wanted both of us to meet your new family. Sis and Chrissy will be here the day after tomorrow so I want to do it formally then. Plus we haven't chosen a ring yet."
Simone said, "We know the perfect jeweller in St Raphael, we'll go tomorrow."
Lisette gave a little gasp and her hand went to her neck, "My pendant, I hid it on Rosie."
"It's alright, the police found it," I reassured her. "We'll get it back when everything is over."
"Do we know when we get Rosie back?" asked Simone.
"Soon I hope," I said. "The rear cabin is going to need to be rebuilt."
"Why?" said Lisette.
"After they moved you to the cabin, Bernard tried to burn Rosie to destroy the evidence and to make us think you were dead. He only managed to damage the cabin."
She swore and was still muttering under her breath as we arrived.
The security team were still in place and occupying the guest cottages. So we gave Chris and Shanaya, Lisette's room. Sarah had cooked for us and was in the kitchen when we all met up downstairs. The table was laid and the aroma of roast chicken wafted out from the kitchen.
The doorbell rang and I let George and Rachel in. Simone came over and greeted her father and aunt. Introductions were made and we sat down to eat. As usual the food was great but the conversation was a bit stilted as we hadn't told the children that their father was dead.
After dinner, Simone and I took them to our room and as simply as we could we explained that their father had died. We spared them the gruesome details, and let them believe that he'd died in hospital after an accident. It was as close to the truth that Simone was prepared to go.
They took it better than I expected, a few tears and asking the questions we'd anticipated. The only big surprise was that neither of them wanted to go to the funeral when we offered to take them. I think they understood more of what had been going on than we'd thought.
Neither of them wanted to sleep alone so Simone settled down with them as started to read them a story. I gave them all a kiss and carefully closed the door behind me. I stood for a moment with my back to the door and I could hear the soft reassuring murmur of Simone's voice.
"It looks like you and I are sleeping in the kids' beds tonight," I whispered to Lisette when I sat down beside her. "Simone's got the children in ours and I don't think they are ready to wake up with the three of us."
I said to George and Rachel, "We've told Michael and Anna about their father, and they seemed to take it reasonable well. There were a few tears and they are going to sleep with Simone tonight so she can keep an eye on them just in case."
We sat around drinking coffee and liquors, talking softly so as not to disturb the children. Shanaya sat on the sofa curled up against Chris and told us more about her family. She came from a large extended family and grew up in the family home in the suburbs of London. Her grandparents had emigrated at the time of the partition of India after the Second World War. They had started an import business which had grown and prospered over the years.
Her grandmother, the matriarch of the family, was still alive and lived with her parents. She was the youngest of her four siblings, two older married sisters and a brother who was two years older than her. All her family except herself worked for the family business.
The old clock on the wall chimed eleven o'clock and George and Rachel stirred and made their excuses and got up to leave.
At the door, George stopped and asked, "Has Philippe heard anything back from his contacts in Marseille?"
"I understand he's made contact with the Albanians. They are being a bit difficult but he thinks that it'll be a case of them not wanting to lose face. If we have to, Pete has put the funds together so we can buy her back from them. Look we haven't told Lisette about this yet, so let's not discuss it here."
He nodded agreement and he and Rachel headed back to the chateau. I checked on Simone and the children and the three of them were fast asleep. I carefully removed the book that had fallen from Simone's grasp and then tucked the covers around them.
Back in the lounge I sat down on an armchair and Lise came and curled up on my lap.
"Dad, could you try and explain the family to Shanaya," Chris asked.
I smiled to myself, I was beginning to think I should make a recording of this explanation, it would save me a lot of time. I looked at the clock, "I'll give you a half-hour then I'm off to bed."
Lise nuzzled me and said, "I'm holding you to that." She took my hand and eased it under her top and placed it on her breast, holding it in place with her own. Shanaya eased herself onto Chris's lap and sighed contentedly.
As I started, I remembered having the same conversation with Diane and Bryan. Was that really only a couple of weeks ago, it seemed a lifetime ago.
"I'm going to keep this short and sweet. I don't know how much Chris has told you about the family Shanaya. But in essence, I guess the best description is, it's a financial and emotional cooperative. I know that sounds a tad presumptuous but it's not really. It grew out of several very close friendships when we worked in Saudi."
She said, "I've seen the photos on the site, but I don't know who they all are. And he's a typical man, I'll point at someone and all he'll say is that's so and so and give no history or other information."
Lise sniggered at that, "I know what you mean, he was just the same in the early days." She poked me in the ribs and I retaliated by tweaking her nipple.
"OK, a bit of history to start then. When I first went to Saudi, my best friend came with me. Her name is Julia and we've been friends and lovers ever since. For most of the first couple of years, we were an almost-couple."
"We had a unique type of relationship. It was almost like we loved each other too much. We were fine for a couple of months and then we would burn out and we would need time apart. We never fell out of love we just needed time to recharge the batteries as they say. At one point, we had a threesome with an American nurse until she left. Interestingly we discovered that with a third person involved, she and I could last a lot longer before we would burn out."
"I'd been there almost two years when I met Chris's mother. We were interested in each other, but it was a bit hit-and-miss in the beginning. She wasn't sure how to take Julia. Plus at the time Julia and Pete were an item."
"That's the Pete who runs the finance company in Dubai?" She asked.
"Yes, that's the one. Well, Roz and I finally we fell in love, and we got married. Then Julia joined us, she tried to stay away, to give us the room she thought we needed. It turned out that we all had feelings for each other, so she moved in with us, and that's how we stayed for a year."
"What happened between Chris's mother and Pete?" she asked.
"Her full name was Rosetta but everyone knew her as Ros. They stayed friends and after a while became occasional lovers."
I took a sip of my coffee and continued.
"So after a year of the three of us living together, Mike appeared. He met Julia and the sparks flew. Three months later they were married. At first he wasn't very sure about Julia's relationship with Ros and me. But slowly he realised that we weren't trying to threaten their marriage if anything, what we offered would strengthen it. That's when we rented the villa for the four of us. We'd kept bumping into Pete socially and we all liked him so he became the fifth person and moved into the villa with us. I guess it was only three month before he met his first wife Ann, and she moved in almost immediately. Although it was a good year or so before they tied the knot."
Lisette tightened her body, put her hand on top of mine and forced her hard nipple against my palm. I paused to kiss the back of her neck. She urged me to continue.
"And so there you have it, all the original members of the family in one place at the same time. But then we just thought of ourselves as three married couples who enjoyed a mutual attraction and had lots of fun - often sexual fun. The original rules and savings accounts all came about because we needed some basic rules to live together and pay the rent and the bills. Pete was the hospital accountant so he took charge of the finances. It was a joint effort between Ros and me that turned the rules into the prototype family rules."
"We needed to have rules as others came and joined us. Jeff and Gillian were the first; they rented the other villa in our compound. Steve and Fiona moved in with them for their last couple of years. All of them bought into our open, but not open style of marriage. We were all married couples who put our partners first. But we were happy to play around if no one got hurt and everyone agreed. We supported each other, there was never a problem we couldn't solve when we put our minds to it. It just seemed to happen that most of the time they would come to either Ros or me for help and advice."
"After Saudi we scattered all over, but we missed each other. So we kept the concept of the family alive. We kept the bank accounts going, we all paid a bit into it each month. We used the money to pay for a big holiday get-together each year for all of us, and what was left Pete invested."
"We had a very good marriage. When we were able, we would visit each other. Our home became the unofficial headquarters, and Ros and I the unofficial leaders. Usually, we would have visitors every month or so. And of course, we became the first port of call when there was an issue. There was many a night that either Ros or I, often both of us would spend resolving issues from family members who appeared on our doorstep."
"We've grown slowly, Pete and Ann got divorced, Pete met Angie, and then Ann met Paul. They're all members now, and everyone is on good terms. There are a few more now, and of course now we have the older kids joining when they are over eighteen. Recently an American couple has asked if they could join and we've agreed."
Chris said with a bit of a surprise in his voice, "I didn't know that dad."
I replied, "Diane and Bryan, they're a nice couple, you'll like them. They are going to be working for Pete."
I looked pointedly at the clock, but he urged me to continue. "Pete and Angie have been building up our finances, and Ros set down the last of the rules, and my daughter created the website. A little less than four years ago Ros was diagnosed with a very aggressive form of cancer. She only lasted a couple of months and her death ripped my world apart. I lost myself to the children for three years. I abandoned the family. It's only been the past few months that I've returned to the fold so to speak."
"It took meeting Simone and a visit from Mike and Julia to get my head back on the ground." I smiled as I recollected Julia's stated intention to fuck me out of my funk.
"Since then Simone and I met this young angel and she's become an important part of our lives. And that I'm afraid is your lot, because I'm going to take this young lady to bed. The rest can wait till tomorrow."
Shanaya laughed and stood up, she came over as Lise and I untangled ourselves and rose from the chair. She put her arms around both of us and whispered her thanks.
Lisette and I locked up and we checked on Simone and the children again. Simone was half awake and stirred as we put our heads around the door. I came and sat on the edge of the bed and she put her finger to her lips.
Softly she said, "It took them a long to settle down, Michael is upset that he never got to see him a final time. They only fell asleep a little while ago."
"Are they going to be ok?"
"They were more worried that he might take them away from us."
She looked at me intensely. "He really is dead isn't he!"
I nodded.
"I honestly don't know if I'm sad or happy. He was a big part of my life for a long time. I think I might have started to love him that first year." She shrugged and then squeezed my hand.
Anna stirred in her sleep and Simone gently stroked her head and she settled down again.
"I love you," I said and bent down and kissed her on the lips.
"I love both of you," Simone whispered. "Go to bed, I'll see you in the morning."
Lisette bent over me and gave her a kiss and led me out of the room. We grabbed a change of clothes for the morning on the way. We decided to sleep in Michael's room as his had the larger bed.
In the bedroom, Lise stepped close wrapping her arms around me. She pulled her top off and her breasts glistened in the soft light. Pressing her breasts and their hard nipples into my chest, her head turned up to catch my lips with hers. My fingers stroked her bare back before sliding down caressing as they went, until I grasped her ass through the fabric of her jeans, pulling her hard into me. She moaned as she ground her pelvis against me, feeling my cock growing between us.
"Please Andy, just for tonight make love to me as though I was the only woman in your life
I tugged her jeans down over her hips and they pooled at her ankles. She stepped out of them and sat on the edge of the bed wearing only her cream coloured panties. I slipped my shirt off and she reached out and unbuttoned the waist of my jeans, and the fly. She slid her fingertips under the waist of my jeans and briefs and eased them over my hips. She gasped as my erect cock sprang out as it was freed from its confines. She leant forward and kissed the crown and licked at the drop of pre-cum.
I knelt between her silky thighs and pulled her panties down and off her long smooth legs, revealing a soft strip of fair hair crowning the start of her slit. Hiding under the hair was her tattoo defining our commitment. Beads of pussy juice formed along her plump labial lips and the spicy scent of an aroused woman tickled the back of my nose. I blew across her lips invoking a gasp. I attacked the curves of her pussy with long, raking licks and listened to her contented moans. Her hands curled around the back of my neck pulling me in closer and holding my tongue in place over the top of her clit as it rose out of hiding.



I teased the hard nub with my tongue and lips and her fingers tightened in my hair. She rolled her hips back and forward pushing herself against me. She gasped and panted out my name in a liturgy of passion and need.
"Andy...oh fuck Andy, just there; fuuuck harder. Your fingers, fuck me with them pleeeeese."
I grinned at her need and slid a couple of fingers past her wet lips and into needy cunt. My fingers curled up slightly seeking and finding the slight difference that identified her G-spot. I found it immediately, and her response was just as quick.
Her body froze momentarily and she cried out as I teased her spot.
"Merde, Oh God, yesses. Fuck, just there you bastard...ohhh, ohhh mother of God that is so good."
My fingers and tongue continued stimulating her. Her hand clutched at the bed covers, her knuckles going white around the bunched up fabric. She was panting incoherently.
"Ohhh...ohhh...ohhh...ohhh...ohhh fuuuck."
Her hips shook and she squirted over my face, gasping as she came. She lay there for a few minutes coming back to her senses while I continued to caress her. She pulled herself up onto her elbows and looked down her body at me.
She held her arms out to me and I slid up beside her. She reached down and grasped the shaft of my steel hard cock. I loved how her breasts reacted to me. Her areola crinkled and her nipples engorged as I kissed and sucked on them. She bent down and kissed my face and licked at her pussy juice that matted my beard.
She grinned at me, "I taste good, don't I?"
"You always do, it's a hint of exotic spice amongst the all the sweetness. You taste magnificent."
I returned my attention to the rest of her body. Kissing my way down to her breasts from the hollow of her neck. The pulse in her neck throbbed under my lips. She put a hand on my chest holding me in place as she worked her way down my body, kissing, licking and nibbling until she reached the crown of my cock. She gave it a couple of licks then she swallowed the head running her tongue around the grove. I gasped and rose up, pushing deeper into her mouth. She choked and grasped my shaft in her hands to control my movements. Her head bobbed sucking the crown while her hands slid up and down the shaft. I moaned deep in the back of my throat and she looked up at me over her hands.
She crawled up and threw her leg over me. Pausing as she poised above me, then grasping my cock she rubbed the crown along her wet slit. She sank down slowly engulfing my length in her tight silky cunt until her clit ground against my pubic bone and my glans nestled against her cervix. Her head bent forward as she panted. Raising her head, she looked deep into my eyes, beads of sweat running between her breasts.
"Oh God, I love you," she groaned. "Love me."
I grasped her ass and rolled her onto her back while staying deep inside her.
"Oh God, yessss," she whimpered and wrapped her legs around me. Her lips found mine and we kissed with a passion that bordered on desperation. I was thrusting and she was rolling her up hips to meet me. She was nibbling on my lip and then she gasped and I felt her cunt clutch at me as a second orgasm washed over her, pussy juice trickling down her crack. I wanted to sink as deep into her body as I could until I was lost, and Lise wanted me deep inside her until our bodies completely merged into a single amorphous blob of love
She was grunting incoherently as I kept thrusting into her. My balls began tightening, and I knew I was growing close. I could feel her tensing, the muscles in her thighs trembling.
Then she came with a loud cry, "Andeeee." She shook and her cunt spasmed. The pressure pushing me over the edge, I came with a long cry. My hot cum jetted out of me in thick streams, coating every interior square millimetre of her cunt. She arched her back, her arse completely off the bed before collapsing back down. Her orgasm continued to roll over her, gradually easing. It took several minutes before she opened her eyes, and she took a long sobbing breath.
I went to roll off her and she held me tight, my shaft still buried inside her. She croaked, "Please don't move, I want to feel you inside me for as long as I can."
I kissed her and gently rolled us onto our sides so I didn't squash her. She tightened her muscles around me preventing me from sliding out. Her juice and my cum dribbled out of her to mat in my pubic hair and spread across our thighs. We kissed, a long deep kiss, and our hands kept stroking each other as we slowly came down from our mutual high. Before long her breathing settled and she slipped off into a deep sleep.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

The first light tinged the window as I was woken early next morning to a pleasant surprise. Simone slipped into the bed behind me. Her hand grasped my morning woody and she crawled over me claiming the prime position between Lise and myself. Simi turned her back to me, and I pushed forward until my turgid cock was nestled between her thighs. She rhythmically pushed back at me. My hand was on her breast and her nipple was hard under my fingertips. Her hand grasped my shaft and guided the head into her warm, smooth passage. She sighed as I filled her and began rocking, gently moving inside her. She gave little whimpers and I dropped my hand to her clit, rubbing it in a circular motion. Her moans grew a bit louder and more urgent.
A sleepy head rose up from the pillow on the other side of Simone and looked at us. Lise blinked away the sleep in her eyes and grinned when she realised what we were doing. She turned to face Simone and sucked on a breast, nibbling at the nipple. Simone could only stand this double onslaught for a couple of minutes. Her moans turned into a long drawn out groan and I felt her passage shiver as she came. She pulled off me and curled up. Lise grinned and gently caressed both of us.
"The kids?" I asked.
"Fast asleep, they'll be out for hours yet. I couldn't resist slipping out to join you." She gave a contented sigh and closed her eyes, slipping back into sleep.
Lise crawled over and kissed me, she whispered, "Did you cum?" I shook my head.
"Good, my turn then," and she rolled me onto my back. My member still stood at attention, slick with Simi's juices and my pre-cum. She turned around and faced my cock. She licked the swollen shaft and swallowed the head, rolling her tongue around the base of the head. Her head rose and she looked back at me.
"Hmmm, my favourite taste, both of my lovers in one place." She bent her head down and swallowed half my length, her ass in the air tempting me to play with it.
I caressed the perfect soft globes of her ass cheeks, running my fingers down the groove and seeking her intimate places. My fingers penetrating her velvet soft vagina, still wet from our earlier lovemaking. She moaned, the sound muffled by my cock. I played with her spot before pulling them out. I ran a finger slick with our juices around the bud of her ass.
Her head came off my cock and she shuddered, "Christ, that feels good; play with it some more."
I dipped my fingers between her pussy lips, collecting and using our juices to lubricate them. I pushed a finger past the tight muscular ring and into her virgin ass up the first knuckle and rolled it around. She groaned and I felt her anal ring flutter, and she pushed back at my finger. She relaxed and the finger slid all the way in.
She gasped, "Merde," and again she pushed back. Then, "Ohh fuck," as my thumb pressed down on her nub. She was sucking frantically on my cock as a second finger joined the first. The combination of my fingers moving in her ass and my thumb rubbing her clit was making her pant. Her head dropped to my thigh and her hand was squeezing the base of my shaft. Her rhythmic grunts grew louder and then stopped as she came, her mouth open in a silent cry. She shuddered and squirted, her juice trickling down my arm.
She looked at me and said, "God, I'd forgotten how good that feels." Then she rolled over onto her back, opening her legs, and held her arms out to me in invitation.
I eagerly slid between her thighs and my throbbing cock sheathed itself inside her hot hungry passage. I groaned as the tight wet, silky soft vagina caressed the skin of my cock. I pulled her legs up onto my shoulders and we were moving in harmony. One of Simone's hands came into view and she pinched and pulled Lise's nipple, the other was fondling my ass. My thrusts became harder and more urgent. Simi was kissing Lise, their mouths glued together.
My need was growing closer, I could feel the tension in my balls and I was desperate for release. Lisette's head fell back and she cried out as her orgasm hit; her body shaking, her juice coating my groin. With a long drawn out groan I came, my jism flooding her and mixing with her juice to create the ultimate cocktail.
I lay between them on my back, basking in the afterglow. Simone and Lise rested their heads on my shoulders. Two sets of sleepy eyes looking at me and each other.
Simone whispered, "I love you both."
"I love you two so much it hurts," came the tearful whisper from the other side. "I thought I'd never see you again, I was sure he was going to kill me."
Simone reached over to caress her cheek as I kissed her tears away.
We dozed for a while until we heard the first stirring from the rest of the household. Gaston dropping Sarah off and the first sounds from the kitchen. Simone kissed both of us and pulled her robe on before making her way back to our room and the children.
I was out of the bed and caught her as she was leaving. I whispered, "You are the love of my life."
She hugged me close and rose up on tiptoe to kiss me. "And I love you." She closed the door behind her.
I showered and dressed and then shooed a sleepy Lise into the bathroom and stood her under the shower.
I made my way downstairs and into the kitchen. Sarah greeted me with a mug of freshly brewed coffee which I took gratefully and sip. A contented sigh slipped past my lips and I sat down. Sarah fussed about at the stove and soon a tasty herb omelette was placed in front of me. I grinned in pleasure and forked a mouthful into my mouth and enjoyed the exquisite taste.
The aromas drew the rest of the household to the kitchen like bees to honey. Sarah kept the table full until we all admitted defeat.
"So what are the plans for today?" Chris asked.
"I thought you wanted to go ring shopping," I replied.
"We do."
Michael looked up from his empty plate, "Can I stay here, shopping is no fun?" And his sister nodded her agreement.
I looked at Sarah and she smiled. "Gaston and I can look after both of them, it'll be fun; we've missed them."
"That's solved then, shopping and lunch in town," Simone said.
And that is what we did. There was a moment when Lisette asked why we still had our security guards, but I explained that we weren't sure that Bernard and his cousin were working alone. It was better to be safe than sorry, we told her.
At the jewellers, we met up with the jeweller and his daughter. While Chris and Shanaya looked at the engagement rings, Simone, Lise and I went up to the workroom. Simone and I tried on the wedding rings we'd commissioned a couple of months ago. Lise was surprised and emotional when a third ring was placed by the first two and I slipped it on her finger to check the size.
"I called while we were in Dubai and had them make an identical one for you," I told her. "Simone and I have been thinking about this and now we would like to have two weddings on the island. After all that's happened we don't want to wait for another year."
Lisette just looked at us and then the ring on her finger and sobbed, "Yes."
I held my hand out, "And now I need it back so I can give it to you properly at the right time."
Her lip quivered and she reluctantly eased it off her finger. "You promise I will get it back on the island?"
Simone laughed and drew her into a hug, "He will give us each our rings and we will put his on together."
The jeweller cleared his throat. He picked up my ring and looked at it carefully. He said, "I could turn this into two interlinked rings that merge into one. Then you could each give him half and it would become one on his finger."
He looked at us to see if we agreed with his proposal. Both Simone and Lise said 'Yes' immediately and simultaneously, so I agreed as well.
We made our way downstairs and found that the happy couple had managed to narrow down their choice to two rings. It was pretty obvious which one Shanaya wanted, but the price was making Chris nervous.
I picked up the ring and held it against Shanaya's hand. A deep blue oval sapphire sat between a pair of two carat diamonds set on a platinum band. It looked like it had been made for her.
I grinned at Chris and passed my credit card over to the assistant. I inwardly winced when I saw the total for all the rings, but entered the PIN number on the offered machine.
"Dad you shouldn't have paid."
"Don't worry I'm not, your mother left money in a pair of accounts for you and your sister's weddings. You can pay me back from yours."
Chris and I paused at Lisette's uncle's cafe for a coffee while the women in our lives began some serious shopping. Although the day was bright, there was a chill breeze that made us happy to retreat inside.
Lisette's uncle came out from the kitchen to talk to me. After complaining I'd stolen his best waitress, he asked for details of Lisette's kidnapping. Over a coffee, I told him as much as I knew and was allowed to say. Calls from the kitchen drew him back to his work.
While we waited for the girls, we talked about the changes this year had brought to both of us.
"I loved your mother and I'll never stop loving her, but Simone and Lisette have brought a new direction to my life." I started to try to explain.
"Dad, we know you loved mum, but she's been dead more than four years. You needed to move on. We both agree we've never seen you so happy. I must admit I wasn't expecting you to find two women who were dumb enough to fall in love with you." He took a playful swat at my shoulder.
"You realise that those dumb women will be your stepmothers."
"Christ, two mothers: one about my age, and the other barely an adult," then a second thought hit him. "Poor Shanaya gets two mothers-in-laws."
"When do we get to meet her family?"
"As soon as we can arrange for us to be in the same place at the same time." Then he looked a bit worried. "Dad, I understand about your relationship with Simone and Lisette. I think Shanaya does as well, but her family is rather conservative. I'm not sure what they will think about you."
"I'm not going to hide my relationship with either of them Chris just to keep her family happy. We are what we are."
"That's not what I'm saying, I'll never ask you to hide what the three of you mean to each other. It's just don't be surprised if you don't get the warmest welcome when they realize the extent of the relationships. They aren't exactly enamoured with the non-Indian boyfriend."
He gave a laugh, "Actually compared to you three, I'm going to seem a safe bet to her parents now."
We were still thinking about that when our women appeared carrying the spoils of their spending.
Lisette dropped her bags off with us and took Shanaya over to the kitchen to meet her uncle. We ordered lunch and a couple of bottles of the local wine. Simone smacked me on the hand when she caught me trying to sneak a peek in one of the bags.
I was told not to be so damn nosy, and when I complained, I was told forcefully that, "It's not for you."
Our lunch arrived and a degree of silence descended upon us as we gave the food the respect it deserved. I like the relaxed way the French eat a meal. Little bursts of conversation in between the real business of eating and savouring the tastes. I was surprised to hear the clock in the church tower strike two.
I paid the ridiculously small bill and left an equally ridiculous large tip which garnered me a smile and a kiss from Lise.
After one last diversion to another shop, we drove back to the house. We settled down in the lounge in front of the fire. Michael and Anna challenged Chris and Shanaya to a game of Monopoly and they cleared the coffee table to make room for the board.
The fire crackled and hissed and Lisette settled down beside me on the comfy sofa. She was reading a text book and making notes. She had a fair amount of school work to catch up and wanted to make a start. Her brow wrinkled in a display of her concentration. She wriggled round to get comfortable resting her back against me and dangling her legs over the sofa arm.
Simone stretched out and lay her head on my lap and thumbed through a magazine. I looked around me at the scene of domestic bliss and smiled contentedly to myself.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

There was a knock on the front door and it opened and Philippe let himself in. He looked around until he saw me and motioned for me to come over to him. I eased myself off the sofa. Lisette and Simone looked at me inquisitively but I motioned them to stay where they were.
He said softly so that the others couldn't hear, "You need to come with me. There's someone outside you need to meet."
"Who?"
"I think it's better if he explains," he replied.
I turned to the others and said as casually as I could. "I won't be a moment." And I followed Philippe outside.
Two of his security guards were on the driveway watching a black Audi saloon. A second car stood fifty metres back. A large man in a suit was standing by the first car. When he saw me appear beside Philippe, he bent down and spoke through the lowered rear window.
The door opened and an older man got out. He was in his early sixties and his features were angular. His head was shaven and he had a cold stare. The late afternoon sun gave his complexion a ruddy glow. Philippe walked over to him and for a few moments they spoke. Then the pair of them walked over to me.
The man stopped a couple of paces from me and gave me a determined look.
"You've got something of mine," he said in a voice tinged with an Eastern European accent. "I paid for her and I'm here to collect."
I shook my head, "I don't think so. From what I understand no money changed hands. And in any case to be able to sell something you need to own it and nobody owns her."
He tossed an envelope at my feet. "Payment in full," he sneered. A thick bundle of five hundred euro notes fell out.
I flicked it back in his direction with my foot never taking my eyes off him.
"Not mine to sell dickhead, time for you to go."
"I had an agreement."
"Not with me, Bernard's dead and his cousin's in gaol; Lisette was never theirs to sell. Take it up with the cousin, I guess you've got people inside who can talk to him."
"And what's to stop me just taking her!"
Philippe said, "That would be my colleagues and me."
The East European glanced around, and he saw what I'd noticed a few moments ago. The remaining four security operatives had quietly appeared and were standing around the driveway. They all cradled some form of an assault rifle in their arms. The muzzles pointed at the ground, but it would take only a fraction of a second to be raised and fired at the Albanian targets.
Philippe carried on, "Monsieur Koçi, no one wants this to get out of hand. There is no loss of face. No money has been lost, the police action cancelled the sale, and if you need a scapegoat, then you have the cousin."
Did I care that Philippe was basically proposing a death sentence on the cousin? I suppose I should learn his name but in the end it was easier for him to be just 'the cousin.'



Koçi appeared to ponder Philippe's words, nodded firmly in agreement and turned back to the car. I took that to mean the end of the threat. I stooped and picked up the bundle of euros and tossed it underhand to the driver. He snagged it out of the air with one hand. The Albanians got into their cars, turned around and sped off down the drive.
I let a deep breath out, not realising I'd been holding it in.
"Do you think that's the end of it?" I asked Philippe.
"I believe so," he said. "The reality is he is a businessman and we've given him a way out in several ways. He can use the police raid to justify to his contacts his inability to produce the merchandise, and, of course, the cousin is going to suffer to save his face."
"I'm not going to shed any tears over that," I said. "But why would he have been worried about his contacts?"
"He was the middleman in the deal; he was selling her on to the Algerians in North Africa for their sex trade. She would have been shipped to North Africa and even I wouldn't have been able to find her there."
"Fuck!"
"We'll hang around for a couple of days but I think it's all over. I'll talk to the head office and suggest we leave a couple of guys here for the next week or so just to be sure. We'll keep Lisette guarded on a round-the-clock basis even longer, hopefully without her knowing about it."
"Good," I replied and turned to go back inside.
In the doorway stood Simone and Lisette. Simone had her arm around a white faced Lisette.
"So, this is what you were worried about, and why Philippe is still here," Lisette said.
I nodded.
"You should have told me."
"So much had happened and we had no idea if the risk was real or imagined. It just seemed simpler to keep the security around for a few extra days. We didn't want to worry you after all that you had been through."
"Is she safe?" Simone asked.
"Looks like it." I laughed softly, "I just turned down a lot of money for you young lady." I reached out and gave a friendly poke into her soft tummy to keep some lightness in the moment.
"Ohh, so how much am I worth?" Lise said with an inquisitive tone to her voice.
"From the looks of it, I'd say a couple of hundred thousand euros."
"So am I going to have to work off your lost income," she said with a grin.
I took Simone's hand; "I think we will find a way Young One for you to pay us back." I teased.
Lisette smiled at the thought and ran back into the house with us following closely behind.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

To be continued
Oh and please vote and comment, it's your way of telling me if I'm doing things right (or wrong). I enjoy reading your comments and e-mails; I'll try to respond to them. Many thanks for reading.
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~~~~~~~~~<>~~~~~~~~
 The Weekend. Part 1
Prologue: 
Many moons ago, well almost ten years to be precise. I did, what I now realise was a very foolish thing. At the time it seemed an extremely logical response to a situation that looked like it was about to get away from me and I was going to lose the love of my life. But given my current circumstance, it was, as you are about to find out, looking like I was about to lose everything I held dear as a result. 
What happened all those years ago you ask? Well I'd just proposed to my girlfriend in the most romantic way I could think of. On a moonlit beach in Thailand, and instead of saying yes as I and all our friends had expected she wrapped my fingers back around the ring I'd just offered to her and she'd placed her mouth close to my ear so only I could hear those four fateful words. 
"We need to talk."
I'd kept on smiling, mostly because I didn't know what else to do, and she'd smiled back at me. Our friends all assumed she'd said yes. They all crowded around her and while they were all occupied, I took the opportunity to slip away. I snagged a cool bag with a pack of beer and an almost full bottle of vodka and walked off down the beach. 

 
~~~~~~~~~<>~~~~~~~~
 Many moons previously:
I'd met Karen a year earlier at one of the many university late summer balls. I say I met her but in reality she literally fell into my arms. She stumbled as she walked past me and I instinctively put out my arms to catch her. I held her tight, staring into the most mesmerising pair of blue eyes I'd ever seen. 
I don't know why I did it, but I just couldn't help myself. I gave her a big kiss. She started, then relaxed and gave back as good as she got. They say when you meet the one for you it's like an electric shock that passes between you. Not true, at least in my case. For me it was like pins and needles where our skin touched. A sensation that grew and grew for as long as we touched. 
After our lips parted and she recovered her equilibrium, and I managed to regain a modicum of normality I said hi. 
She looked at me with those mesmerising eyes and wrinkled her cute nose. She said, "I suppose now that you've tasted the delights of my lips you should introduce yourself." 
While still holding her in my arms I told her my name. "Hi beautiful lips, I'm Neil, Neil de Jong." 
She raised her eyebrows in a mute question. 
"Yah, I know it's an unusual name. I inherited from my Dutch father, but mums English," I explained as I had many times before, "I've lived here most of my life." I gabbled on not wanting to let her walk away, "My parents and my baby sister moved back to Holland last year to take over the family farm." I stopped talking as I saw her looking at me with the beginning of a smile creasing her lips.
"So Neil de Jong do you usually kiss women who fall into your arms?" 
"Only the very pretty ones," I replied. "And whose delicious tasting lips did I just enjoy?" 
She giggled, "I'm Karen." 
"Well Karen of the delightful lips, I thank you for the loan of your lips I really enjoyed them." 
She gave the most delightful little laugh and took my hand. "Are you here with someone," she asked?
I shook my head, "No one special, just my flat mates. They are probably propping up the bar." 
She gestured at a table across the room with two women seated at it, "Come and join us, I'm with my flat mates as well, Cindy and Jill." 
She turned and taking my hand we started in their direction. Her long blond hair swept down her back, contrasting against the black silk of her formal gown. She stood five foot ten in her three-inch heels, she was slim and from what I could see from her cleavage, had full firm breasts. Thee dress was cut in such a way I was hoping she'd start taking deep breaths
We walked over and she introduced me to her friends as the kiss stealer who'd saved her from falling on her arse. 
The rest of the evening was extremely pleasant, my two flat mates Paul and Mike joined us and the six of us partied the night away. Karen and I ended the evening sipping champagne from the bottle we'd liberated. I sat with my back against a tree, she had her head resting on my thigh and I gently stroked her long blond hair. Every now and again she would capture my hand and bring it to her mouth and kiss it. We watched as the sun rose over the trees lining the far bank of the river. 
I knew I was falling in love with the beautiful woman lying by my side, and from her actions I felt sure she felt something for me. We'd talked through the evening. She was in her last year studying for a degree in business and economics, and she was twenty-one. Her full name was Karen Phillips and her family lived in Cornwall. 
She in turn found out that I was twenty-six and I was on my last year of studying for my doctorate in biochemistry. 
We met up again later in the week and the magic from that wonderful evening still infused us. After a slightly sticky start we ended the date in my bed where we confirmed that our compatibility was complete and all encompassing. 
Over the months we became a couple. I felt that she was so in tune with me, we could talk for hours, baring our souls before falling into bed and consuming each other. Our friends knew it would be only time before I asked her to marry me. 
The best thing was our ability to talk, there didn't seem to be an issue that we couldn't discuss. But I thought could sense the briefest of hesitation from her whenever I would discuss our future. I guessed that it was because of the difference in our ages. She would occasionally comment on how much more world-wise I was compared to her, and how she wanted to see the world. I tried to reassure her with promises of travel and adventure but it didn't seem to work. She would just shrug it off and say how much she loved me.
There was one other thing that I never understood. Despite the fact she spent most of her free time with me, she never formally moved in; she kept her room in her old flat. She was happy to leave clothes and books in my room, in fact she took over more than half of my drawers and wardrobe. But now and again she would call me and let me know that she'd be staying over in her old room for the night and I wasn't to disturb her. 
Deep down I was plagued with a sense that this was all a dream and I'd wake up. She was young, beautiful and very popular; I wasn't. At parties she attracted good looking students and even some of the faculty like bees to a honey pot. She was polite but never strayed far from my side. I didn't understand what she saw in me. I had to keep pinching myself every time I saw her just to convince myself that it wasn't a dream. I was the quiet studious type. I was five foot eleven and reasonably fit. Mainly as a result of the rowing I did in the little spare time I had. But I wasn't a team player, I rowed single sculls. The peace and tranquility of an early morning on the river reinvigorated my soul.
Because of this insecurity I even ended up following her one night when she called to say she was staying at her flat that night. 
Of course nothing happened. She met up with Cindy and Jill at a local pub. They were joined by a fourth woman, a former flatmate called Pauline. The four of them went out for a meal and then back to the flat for the rest of the night. I sat shivering on a cold park bench until the lights went out at two-thirty in the morning. All I achieved for my efforts was a nasty chest infection, and a realisation that like all of us, she occasionally needed her own space.
I hate to use the hackneyed term 'soul mate' but that's what she was to me. We flew to the Netherlands for Christmas to meet my parents and she got the seal of approval from both my mother and my Dutch grandparents. They live on dairy farm in Brabant. My sister fell in love with her and swore if I screwed this up she'd never talk to me again.
I was invited to celebrate New Year with her and her family in Padstow in Cornwall. They lived in a rambling old farmhouse overlooking the sea, a mile outside the village. Her parents were very nice as was her older brother. Her older sister Robyn was a bit odd with me. I thought she liked me, but every now and again I'd glimpse what I felt was a fleeting look of pity when she looked at me. 
On New Year's Eve the house filled up with their friends and family. Karen kept disappearing into huddles with a group of girls she'd gone to school with. She was so happy introducing me to her friends, wrapping herself around me as though proving a point. 
I noticed Robyn watching me intently. Late on New Year's Eve when she was more than a couple of drinks worse for wear, she cornered me. 
She turned to me and said earnestly, "How do you cope with her flat mates and...?" Her voice trailed off.
"What do you mean?" 
She gave me a deep soul baring look and was about to answer when Karen interrupted us and dragged me away to meet her cousin who'd just arrived. 
Later I saw Robyn and Karen in an animated discussion in the hall that turned into a hug when they saw me looking. Karen reached out and pulled me in close to her and said in my ear, "I love you so much it makes my chest hurt." 
Robyn said, "She does you know, I've never seen her like this with a man since she was old enough to attract them."
"Robyn!" Karen exclaimed, and Robyn laughed and wandered off. 
I was walking on air for the rest of the evening. 
Her father wanted a talk later the next day. We retreated to his study and he poured me a glass of whiskey. 
"So what are your intentions regarding my daughter," he asked?
I looked at him earnestly and said, "I've two sir, to get my doctorate, and when the time is right ask Karen to marry me." 
"Please don't call me sir, I'm Charles." 
"Thank you."
"So when would you ask her then?" 
"After she's graduated. We want to go traveling over the summer and I thought I'd ask her then." 
"So where are you thinking of going?" 
"Karen has been talked about going to Australia and New Zealand, I have a nice legacy that my aunt left me so I can easily cover our expenses. Some of our friends are going to Thailand over the summer and we'd like to meet up with them for a couple of weeks on our way there." 
I took a sip from my glass. "I've already been offered a great research job after I get my doctorate. It's with a major cancer research centre, and they've offered to find us a place to live." 
He smiled, "That sound like a worthwhile job. I think you are just what my daughter needs. She talks about you all the time, I'd be happy if you were to join our family." He held out his hand and I shook it. 

 
~~~~~~~~~<>~~~~~~~~
 The next few months passed in a blur for us as we each prepared for our final exams, and I struggled to finish my dissertation. Our sex life improved and she all but moved in with me. Except as before, every couple of weeks she would go out with her old flat mates and a couple of other girlfriends and spend the night in her old room. On one occasion they all disappeared for a weekend at a country house spa and she teased me with the barest of descriptions. 
We spent Easter in Paris. We spent our days exploring the sites and the museums. The evenings the bars and restaurants, and the nights our bodies. Recharged and invigorated we entered headlong into the last couple of months of our university education. For those months we barely saw each other, collapsing in bed, and cuddling at the end of long days studying.
I remember walking out of my final exam felling as though I'd been put through the wringer. I collapsed on a bench in the quadrangle, utterly exhausted. Karen had finish hers a week earlier and I realised I hadn't seen her since that evening we'd celebrated her last exam. 
I sat still enjoying the warmth of the sun on my face for what seemed like ages until I registered a presence beside me and a warm hand took mine. I opened my eyes and once again I fell headlong into her mesmerising blue eyes. 
"I missed you," I told her. 
"And I missed you," she said softly. "You were so immersed in your studying I stayed at my old flat to give you your room." 
"Don't ever leave me again," I whispered. And she wrapped her arms around me in a mute promise. 
We made our way back to the flat and fell onto my bed in a frenzy of undressing. The sex was amazing, her body responding to my every move with a wild abandonment. Mine was eager to please her in every way she desired or imagined. 
The next few weeks were a flurry of activity as we prepared to move out of our various rooms. I wasn't going to start my research post until the beginning of September as the apartment they'd arranged for me wouldn't be ready until then. So I was going home for the summer. 
In May both our family's came to watch us graduate. My parents and my younger sister flew over from Holland. Karen revived her degree, a first. Towards the end of the ceremony another candidate and I received our doctorates. 
Karen had a similar problem, she had found a position in the marketing team of a medium-sized advertising agency in the same town. They had agreed to honour her holiday plans. She was due to start work next week and because my place wasn't ready she was going to stay with one of her ex-flat mates who lived close by. The only problem was Pauline's flat was apparently too small for me to stay in as well, nor was Pauline happy when one time I showed up unannounced. It was only for a few weeks until our trip started so I just grinned and bore it. 
The first week in July saw eight of us on a flight to Bangkok, and for Karen and me the first two weeks of our trip. Our companions were Cindy and Jill plus two of her ex-flat mates, Samantha and Georgie who were in a lesbian relationship. The remaining members of the party were my old flat mates. We were going to spend two weeks in Thailand with the others before she and I went on to Australia and New Zealand for a month. The others were going to stay a further two weeks. 
I had rented the beach front villa near Phuket for the group on the understanding that for the two weeks we were there, Karen and I got the main bedroom. There were three other bedrooms and in the original agreement: the girls got two while the boys the last. But there seemed to be a fair amount of bedsurfing going on, so you were never too sure who was going to appear from which room. They seemed to be playing a complex version of bedroom shuffle in a last gasp celebration of their student life. I think we were all nervous as to what the future would bring us. I know I was for more than one reason. Tucked away in a hidden corner of my back pack was my grandmother's diamond and sapphire engagement ring. I was just waiting for the right opportunity to ask her. 
~~~~~~~~~<>~~~~~~~~
We'd been in Thailand for the best part of a week and we'd been having a great time with our friends. Partying in the local bars and barbecuing on the beach in front of the villa. One day, I'd hired a scooter so we could get a bit of time away from the others. That morning Karen and I had driven along the coast a few miles until we spotted a track heading for the sea. At the end was a small isolated cove and it was completely free of other people. We were quick to claim it for queen and country, spreading our towels as makeshift flags. 
Karen sat up on her towel and grasped the hem of her tee-shirt, gradually lifting the garment off and over her head. There is a point in such an action when the woman's face is buried inside the shirt and her body is on show. She cannot see anything and it makes her feel sexy and at the same time vulnerable. She left it like that for a moment or two, as if to show her absolute trust, before lifting it clear and dropping it on the sand. She was smiling. She knew what she had done and what she was doing to me. 
The bikini top was pure semi translucent white, barely covering her breasts. I stared and she looked smug as she caught the direction of my gaze. She stood and I gazed up. She undid the clasp on her shorts and slowly pushed down the zip. The shorts made their way to the floor, revealing the micro bikini bottom. She picked up her shorts and, turning away, folded them and placed them on her beach bag. She was quite conscious that she was barely hiding the lower part of her bottom, the cheeks peeping from beneath the revealing bikini bottom, and her cleft tantalizingly half-hidden by such flimsy fabric. God, I loved this woman. My body responded in the only way it could and my cock grew hard tenting out my shorts. 
She lay back on the towel and removed the bikini top and with one eye on me began to spread suntan oil over her firm ripe exposed breasts. Her full pink nipples stood proud and inviting. I took the bottle from her and took over the application. She sighed and wrapped her arm around the back of my neck drawing my mouth down to her lips as I massaged the oil onto her breasts. Her nipples hardened under my palms and she groaned in anticipation and need.
Running my slippery fingers down her abdomen I slid them under the fabric of her bikini bottoms and let my fingers curl protectively over her mons. 
"Oh God, I love it when you touch me there," she gasped and spread her legs inviting me to plunder further. I untied the ties at the side of the bikini bottoms and with a slight of hand made them disappear. Her little blond tuft drew me down and she shuddered as I licked along her succulent pussy lips, tasting the sweet honey of her arousal. I licked and sucked her clit, my arousal painfully pressing against the hot sand. 



She came with a muted cry as I pushed two fingers into the hot wet warmth of her cunt. She came again moments later as I caressed her G-spot, this time with a loud cry. Her legs tightened around my head and I nibbled at her clit a she writhed under me. 
"Oh holy fuck, what are you doing to me, I love you so much." 
I looked up at her flushed face as she rose to her elbows and peered down her body at me. 
"I love the sweet taste of you," I told her, "But now I just want to bury myself deep inside you." 
"Please," she said, "fuck me, show me how much you love me." She held her arms out to me inviting me to cover her body with mine. 
I knelt up and pulled my shorts off and tossed them over my shoulder. My rampant cock was as hard as I'd ever seen, and moments later all seven inches drove into her willing passage. 
I groaned as I slid into her tight wet cunt. The walls fluttered as they stretched to accommodate me. 
"Oh fuck yessss," Karen gasped as I pressed down on her. Her legs arms and legs wrapped around me holding me in place. 
She felt so wonderful and I wanted to watch her face as she lost herself to the waves of pleasure that ran across her features when with slow deliberate movements I thrust in and out of her. She met my thrusts, pushing up against me each time. Her mouth was open as she gasped each time the head of my cock ran across her G-spot. We moved to the rhythm of the waves lapping at golden sand. Both of us reaching our climaxes at the same time. Karen crying out incoherently, and I groaned as I came, cum pulsing out to coat her willing vessel. 
We lay in the dappled shade it the coconut pales that fringed the sand. It was an afternoon of new delights. I can't remember how many times we made love, on the towels or in the sea by the time the sun dipped below the horizon. 
Finally, we dressed and rode the couple of miles back to the villa in the falling twilight. As we rode Karen's arms were wrapped tightly around me and I could hear her murmuring in my ear. 
"I love you; you make me feel complete." 
They were my sentiments as well and I decided that tonight was the night I would ask her the question. 

 
~~~~~~~~~<>~~~~~~~~
 Through the pain, nausea and the constant throbbing in my head, I heard a jeep coming down the track to the beach. Then voices and finally the sound of the jeep faded into the distance as it drove back up the track. I prized a gummy eye open and winced at the bright afternoon light. Karen stood at the top of the beach beside my scooter that lay on its side. Her hand shaded her eyes as she searched for me.
Karen saw me sitting in the shade of a coconut palm and I watched through bloodshot eyes as she walked over to me. She gave a little moan of horror as she saw the state of me and the empty bottles that lay scattered around me. She knelt down on the sand beside me, holding her hands out to me. Her eyes were red from crying and were full of fresh tears. She could barely look at me. 
"I'm so sorry," she said, barely above a whisper. "What did I do to you? I didn't handle that well. You surprised me."
"No, you handled it just fucking perfectly," I said through gritted teeth. "You told me everything I needed to know."
"Neil, please love, don't hide away from me, talk to me. I love you. I've never loved anyone like you."
I gave a small ironic laugh and buried my head in my hands as the pain skewered my brain. I had to breathe deeply, swallowing to stop myself throwing up. Seeing her in front of me brought my reality crashing down on me again. I didn't think I could feel any worse but I was wrong. All my fears over the years that our relationship was a dream I would wake up from looked like they were justified. I wasn't good enough for her and she'd finally realised it. She was still talking and I had to concentrate to understand her words.
"I didn't mean to hurt you. I only wanted to talk about it first."
I lifted my head to look at her with despair tinged with a bit of anger written across my face. "Talk? All I wanted was the the answer to one very simple question. Either you wanted to marry me or you didn't. You didn't say yes. I understand. I'm sorry if I embarrassed you in front of your friends."
"Embarrassed me? Neil, you could never embarrass me. It was the most romantic thing anyone has ever done for me."
"Yah right!" I shook my head and groaned as the pain stabbed from the back of my head to my eyes. "Shit," I groaned, "What do you want, Karen? Can't you see Id like to wallow in my misery alone."
"I want, I need you to talk to me, please, and we've always been able to. We can talk about anything. It's one of the things that's so great about being with you. I love you Neil with all my heart, but I'm just not sure if I'm ready to get married. Please, please can't we go back to the villa and talk?"
"Why," I asked, "We're hardly going to be disturbed here." I gestured around us at the deserted beach.
"Please, Neil," she begged, "Come back to the villa, you need to eat something and get cleaned up. You smell like a brewery."
I stood up and swayed and then I had to hang on to the trunk of the palm tree as I lost the battle with my nausea and emptied the contents of my stomach over the sand. She held my arm and I shrugged her off. I wiped my face and turned to walk back to my scooter. 
I looked back over my shoulder and said despairingly, "Karen, I know when I'm not wanted; frankly I'm surprised it's taken you so long to get tired of me. I'm going to get my bags and go back to Bangkok. I'll get a flight home. You enjoy your holiday." She staggered back from me at the sound of utter despair in my voice. 
"Please no; you can't leave me." We both stood there crying and she pulled me back into the shade of the palm trees and we sat down again crying. 
"Why didn't you say yes?" I finally asked, once we were both cried out, sitting there silently.
"I don't know. I've been waiting months for you to ask me. But when you did, I panicked, and all of a sudden I was petrified." 
She gently caressed my matted hair. "For a few moments I completely lost the whole direction our relationship had been moving. Dad hinted that you were going to ask me whilst we were away, and I couldn't wait. Suddenly there you are kneeling at my feet holding out a ring. I froze, I swear my heart stopped beating for a few seconds. A montage flashed in front of my eyes of me married, tied down with children, my freedom lost."
She whispered, "Look at me Neil, I'm twenty one, I've done so little with my life. But I've got all these ideas, dreams, things I want to do."
I reached out and tucked a lock of her blond hair behind her ear. "I've dreams as well, I've a list as long as my arm of things I want to do someday. But the difference is I wanted to do them with you. I can't picture doing them without you with me ... but now I'll try."
Karen looked pitiful and she curled up looking out across the sea, her head on my lap. "I've been such an idiot," she whispered. "I've spoilt the most important moment of my life. I love you so much. I've been hoping for a life with you, to grow old and wrinkled with you. I want to have your babies." 
She sat up and looked at me and said with a tremor of fear in her voice, "But I'm afraid. What if there's something I want to do, and you don't want to? Do I just give it up? Will I regret getting married before I'd done more with my life?"
"I can't answer those questions. But I think the fact that you need to ask them tells me you aren't ready." 
She shook her head, "That not true, I'm just panicking, and I am ready. I know I'm ready." 
I stood up and began walking to the fallen scooter, Christ, I'd left the keys in it. I was lucky that it hadn't been stolen. 
She caught me as I reached the scooter and almost knocked me down, throwing her arms around my waist and clinging to me. "Neil, I'm begging you. Please don't do it. I love you so much it hurts. Yes, I'll marry you, and I'll do whatever it takes so you don't leave me."
I froze, indecision racked my very soul, and there was no doubt in my mind that I loved her. Loved her with every fibre of my body. I wrapped my arms around her. I so wanted to say yes, but how could I do that to her now. 
"And if I agreed, how soon would it be before you hate me?" I asked. "It wouldn't be fair or kind if we got married now. I understand the situation more clearly now. I love you with every fibre in my body but it would destroy me if you grew to hate me. But I agree we need to talk." I sighed, "Let's go, Karen."
She sobbed all the way back to the villa, the back of my tee-shirt growing wet with her tears. Somehow the alcoholic haze I'd been in before I barfed had disappeared so at least I could drive safely.
She held my hand desperately as we walked into the villa. She followed me into our room and then the bathroom. She sat down on the toilet and watched intently as I undressed and stood under the shower letting the cool water stream over me. The next thing I knew she was standing beside me fully clothed, and we held each other. We both cried, my tears streaming down my face mixing with the shower water. She let it all out, sobbing. I hugged her to me and stripped her sopping shorts and top off her, and finally her panties. I wrapped a bath towel round her, and we lay down on our bed. 
I knew she was racked with doubts, and I wondered if there was one underlying fear that was triggering the situation, and I thought I knew what it was.
I sat up as well and took her hands in mine. We both sat cross legged, and I asked her, "Karen I know you're scared, I'm trying to understand, is it the sex, or rather your lack of previous partners?" 
She was quiet for a long while. The towel had slipped to her waist and I counted her breaths, watching as her breasts rose and fell. Finally she spoke, "I'm not sure, possibly. It's a part of it I guess. I think I'm jealous that you've done so much more. You were my first real lover, the couple of men I knew before you were fumbling children in comparison. I hadn't realised how great sex could be until I met you. You make my body sing at your barest touch, and you were so patient with me." 
She gave me a crooked smile, "Even when I hurt you." And we both recalled the time I had to sleep with ice packs on my groin because of her over enthusiastic blow job. "You taught me so well my love." She leant in and briefly kissed my lips. 
There was a sense that wasn't all, "But..."
"But because you taught me so well, there are times I get jealous. I look at you and wonder, how many women did you have before me? How did you learn to be so amazing? I lie there beside you after the most mind blowing sex and I wonder, will I always be enough for you? Will you get tired of me?" 
I shook my head. 
"And sometimes what's even worse, I wonder, will there come a day that I feel I that I've missed out? Will I succumb to temptation someday?"
What was she saying, I thought that we were meant for each other. "Temptation?" I asked a tremble in my voice. "Aren't I enough for you? Don't I satisfy you?" And then a worse thought struck me, "Is there someone else?" 
"Nooooo, believe me when I tell you that you are the only man in my life, there will never be another man. You are wonderful in bed. You leave me a quivering heap each time we make love." 
She reached out to me and I pulled her into my lap and she sighed as my arms wrapped around her. She whispered, "I had no idea love with a man could be like it is with you."
"And yet it's still not enough?" I said softly.
"That's not it, Neil. I swear." She paused get her thoughts straight. 
"You know I get men hitting on me all the time, I can't help it. You've seen it, even yesterday in the bar, remember that pushy Australian. And yet I have no interest in them, none at all. But just occasionally late at night, I wonder what it would be like with someone else. Don't you ever look at a woman and wonder what it would be like with her?"
"I'm a man, of course I have on occasions. It's built in to every red-blooded male's psyche. But I don't act on it. Why would I when I have you?"
"But just suppose, that one day it's different, Neil? And you do succumb to another woman's attention."
Again I shook my head. "It would never happen," I told her. 
"Neil, I promised myself that I would only get married once and it would be for the rest of my life. It would be the end of my world if you were to cheat on me. I take the words of the marriage vows seriously, and I need to know that you do too." 
"There is one thing I can promise you, I'll never cheat, Karen. I hate cheating. I know what it's like to be cheated on. Before I met you, I had a bad experience, but you know that. I hurt so much when I found out that I swore I'd never put anyone I loved through that."
"Thank you," she whispered, "but I'm so scared I might I cheat on you. If I'm wondering about it now, when everything so perfect, what might happen in five, ten or even fifteen years' time?"
We kept talking about all of her concerns as the sun went down until we both collapsed in exhaustion and fell asleep. But for me it was a fitful sleep, we hadn't resolved the big question, and I was scared to ask her again. 
I woke to the sounds of the rest of our group returning from their night out. I stretched my arm out and felt an empty space. I could see that I was alone on the bed. Getting up I padded silently into the main room. As I passed the first bedroom I could hear the soft love murmurings from Sam and Georgie. From the veranda I heard muted voices, and I couldn't help myself; I crept over and listened in to the conversation. 
It took me a moment to work out who was there, Karen of course, and I could hear Cindy, so I guessed that Jill was there as well although I hadn't heard her. I'd heard the others in their rooms so I knew they weren't there. 
"I think I've completely screwed it up," Karen said in a voice that was suffused with tears. 
Cindy said, "I still don't understand why you didn't say yes. You love him and we all know he loves you." 
"I was going to, but then I looked around the bar at all those people enjoying themselves and all my hidden insecurities came surging up out of the hidden recesses of my mind. And having you two there made me panic so I didn't say yes, just that we needed to talk." 
Jill spoke, so she was there. "You are an idiot; Neil wears his heart on his sleeve for all to see. We love you and we know he's the best thing for you. Last month you couldn't wait for him to ask you, what changed?" 
"Shit, I know," Cindy snapped. "It's that bitch Pauline, you know how she hates Neil. She's been working on your fears while you were staying with her, hasn't she?"
Crap, I knew we'd never really got on but I hadn't known that Pauline hated me. 
"She kept asking me questions about what I wanted out of life. When I said Neil, she would laugh at me and ask me about the dreams we'd talked about in the past. She kept going on about it all the time I was there." 
"She always was a manipulative bitch," Jill muttered. 
"So when you found him did you say yes?"
"I did, I begged him to marry me, but I'm not sure that enough for him anymore."
"Why?"
"Because he said that he couldn't do that to me. I had to want to be his and only his for the rest of our lives. I told him he was the only man I'd ever fully loved but I admitted that I was scared that one day I might just wonder what it would be like with another lover ... I even worried about cheating on him. You know what he thinks about fidelity, he's not looked at another woman since he met me." 
"Why did you say that?" 
"Because I can't lie to him." 
And do you want another lover?"
"God, no, but what happens if some time in the future I get curious and respond to a temptation. If I did it would destroy him; I couldn't do that to him." 
She stopped talking as a wave of crying overcame her. My heart went out to her, and I was beginning to fear that we were going to end up as star-crossed lovers. Destined to love each other from afar. There was something at the back of my mind that refused to open up, I kept thinking it was the solution but for the love of everything I held dear I couldn't remember it. 
I could hear Cindy and Jill consoling her then Karen said, "I need him so much, I don't care if he never asks me to marry him again. I'll live with him and take whatever scraps of love he offers me. In my heart I know I'm married and he's the only man for me. Now all I have to do is stop him flying back home and if that means screwing him into a coma then that's what I'm going to do." 
I heard her getting up and I quickly scurried back to our room and feigned sleep when she slid naked into the bed and curled up behind me, hugging me to her. 
"I love you so much," I heard her whisper, "Please don't leave me." 
I rolled over and kissed her and she sobbed into my chest, "I'm so sorry, please, please don't leave me. Say you'll marry me." 
"I can't, I love you too much to hold you to a promise that one day you might not be able to keep." 
"Please," she sobbed. 
"I promise you, we won't leave Thailand without making a decision. I love you too much, and you love me, but we'll talk tomorrow." 
She rolled on top of me and her hand grasped my hard cock. With a cry she impaled herself on me and rode me to a shuddering orgasm. We made love a couple more times before we both collapsed and fell onto a deep, deep sleep. 

 
~~~~~~~~~~~<>~~~~~~~~~~
 When I woke Karen was still dead to the world, I kissed her on her forehead to the world and left her asleep. I showered and then sat down on the veranda. I need to clear my head and decide what I wanted to do. After a while I wandered into town and stopped at a bar that was serving a wonderful spicy seafood omelette for breakfast. 
As I waited for my food to be cooked, I thought about what I wanted to do. Well that was simple, I wanted Karen as my life partner. But I didn't want to trap her into a marriage where she would always be scared that one silly mistake would end it. I understood her fears, at least I thought I did. Our age difference although not vast, only six years in fact, meant that our experience of life and relationships was completely different. 
Karen went from an exclusive all-girls grammar school in Cornwall, straight to university. I had gathered she'd never had a serious boyfriend until she met me. Oh, she wasn't a virgin, she'd told me about a couple of short affairs. But when I'd met her, she'd been a sexual novice and had been so cute and timid in bed with me. So I understood her revelation that she'd thought about what it would be like with other sexual partners. But I also knew that it would destroy me if I found out about an affair in the future. 
I on the other hand, had in the words of that wonderful phrase 'sown my wild oats' in my youth. I'd had several long-term girlfriends though the eight years I'd been at university. Unfortunately the last of whom had spent the whole month when she was supposed to be on a field trip, in the arms of another man. As I'd been ready to ask her to marry me when she got back, her betrayal had turned me into a basket case for months. That had been a year before I'd met Karen and her words over the last days had opened wounds I thought were closed. 
Karen was everything I'd ever hoped for to spend the rest of my life with, and the events of the past few days hadn't changed my opinion. If I asked her to marry me again I was sure she'd say yes this time. But would we both be wondering about the 'what if' scenario she'd talked about. 
My breakfast arrived interrupting my musing. I sat eating and drinking a fresh mango juice and while I did the possible solution finally surfaced in my brain. It was all based on a corny story I'd read on line last year where a couple were in a similar situation to Karen and myself. In the story the guy had given his girlfriend a Monopoly 'get out of jail free' card. He had explained to her that it was valid for one time only and no questioned asked. She had accepted it but because she knew that she had the opportunity she never actually took him up on it. It sounded really corny but I thought that with a few adaptions it had the a potential to ease Karen's fears. Because deep down I was aware the issue wasn't that she wanted to cheat, it was the uncertainty that she might. 



I spent most of the rest of the day walking around, refining and editing my idea. The idea of using a Monopoly card was a no go, primarily because I couldn't find a damn Monopoly game anywhere. At last I ended up in a local jewellers where I found a gold heart locket with a small diamond set into it. I had the jeweller engrave inside on one side the words,

 
'ONE FREE 
PASS'
 and on the opposite side, 

 
Whatever you need 
to do 
No questions asked
No recriminations.
I love you
 I had the jeweller attach it to a gold chain and place it in a fancy box.
It was late afternoon as I made my way back to our villa. I must have looked in that damn box a dozen times on my way. Each time I was racked with indecision. Was I doing the right thing or was it going to come back and bite me sometime in the future, shit I'd find out then. I'd barely walked up the steps to the veranda before I was attacked by her two flat mates. 
"Where the fuck have you been?" Cindy snarled. "She's been frantic, she thought you'd left her. The others are searching all over." 
"And you didn't think to check if my bags are still here." I replied. "Or that my passport is still on the bedside table. God damn it Cindy you're supposed to be her friend. All you had to do is open your eyes and you'd have known I hadn't gone. You can guess that I had a lot of serious thinking to do." 
"But why are you doing this to her?" Jill asked. 
The frustrations of the last days surfaced. "For fucks sake, I'm not the one who said 'no,' and ripped my heart out." 
"But she didn't say no."
"She damn well didn't say yes, I think I might have noticed that response, and she'd have a ring on her finger. Look just fuck off will you, I need you all to disappear so I can talk to her in private. Where is she?" 
Cindy and Jill looked at me earnestly for a few moments before nodding, pointing at our room, and leaving. As Cindy left she said, "You better not hurt her." 
"What, any more than she did to me!" I called after her. The villa settled into silence after my parting words. I sounded bitter, and resolved to fix that attitude immediately.
I found Karen huddled on the bed dressed only in an old tee-shirt of mine clutching my yesterday's dirty tee-shirt to her. Her eyes were puffy and she looked all cried out. She looked up when she heard me enter the room, hope flashing across her face. 
I sat on the edge of the bed and she crawled across to me. "I thought that you'd left me," she whispered.
"I just needed some time to think," I told her. "I said we'd talk today and we are going to. But first I have a couple things I'd like to give you." 
I held out my hand and opened it reviling my grandmother's ring.
"Yes, yes, yes," she cried wrapping her arms around me in a bear hug that threatened to stop me breathing. "I promise to be the best wife you could ever imagine." 
"There's something else," I said and she relaxed her grip on me, giving me a worried look. 
"What?" She said nervously. 
"This," I said and I held out the box containing the heart.
She opened it and lifted the locket out, she looked at it then opened it and saw the engraving. She carefully read the inscriptions on the inside. Then she looked at me and tried to read my expression. I kept my face still. She looked down again at the open locket in her hand and reread the inscriptions. 
"Does this mean what I think it means?" She whispered. 
"If you think it means I'm offering you one chance to stray in the future without any arguments or recriminations then you're right."
She looked at me with wide open eyes. "You...you would do this for me? I can't believe I would ever ... you would forgive me, God I don't deserve your love." She clutched me tight, kissing me with a passion that was almost painful in its intensity.
"I understood what you were feeling when you said I was more experienced than you. I realised I didn't want to lose you if you ever decided to experiment in the future. There are some rules though," I said. "Should you decide to use it then you must practice safe sex and have yourself tested afterwards. Then you have to give it back to me so I can destroy it. One time means just that Karen. One time only or we're done."
She looked at me with her wide innocent eyes, "I'm never going to use it, but I understand love." She pulled me from the bed and dragged me into the bathroom. "Can we shower and then find the others to tell them the good news." 
She attacked my clothes virtually ripping them off me before shedding her tee-shirt. She drew me into the shower with her and stood in front of me, her lithe body glistening in the spray of cool water. 
"I said I will be the best wife ever," she said seductively. 
She sank to her knees and stroked my cock as it grew and saluted her. When it reach the perfect size she swallowed the crown and gave me the best blow job I'd ever had. I tried to warn her as I reach the point of no return but she refused to let go. Sucking and swallowing all my cum as I emptied myself into her waiting mouth. She looked up at me with a broad grin plastered across her face and opened her empty mouth to prove she'd swallowed all of my essence. 
"I will never spit out your gift to me," she told me proudly. 
I pulled her up and she laughed in happiness as she pressed her delicious body against mine. 
"You're a greedy minx," I told her; "aren't you ever going to share?" 
She shook her head, "Nope, it's all mine; God I love you so much." 
We made it to the bar a couple of hours later where we were greeted with looks of concern until Karen proudly moved her hand from behind her back where she had hidden it and showed them the ring on her finger. Around her neck she wore the locket. She'd cut up a pair of photographs of me she had found her purse and had stuck them in the locket hiding the inscriptions. 
She'd said as she did it, "It's to remind my just how much you love me and I don't think I'm ever going to take it off. I just have to open it and I'll know why marrying you will be the best thing I ever do." 

 
~~~~~~~~~<>~~~~~~~~
 Interlude: Almost the present.
So we fast forward almost ten years, and Karen and I are still very happily married. Karen is no longer the stunning young woman I'd asked to marry me. She has morphed into the most beautiful thirty-one year old and even after all these years I had to pinch myself every time I woke up beside her. We had discussed children and although we both wanted them we decided to put it off for a couple of years. She still wore the locket but I'd almost forgotten what it represented, in my mind it was just a symbol of our love. 
Four years ago I was offered a position as senior lecturer in molecular biochemistry at Cambridge. A move back to academia and the environment I'd loved. Karen knew how I felt and actively encouraged me to take the position. Last year I was offered the chair of the department. We moved to a small cottage in a village close to the city. Karen's company had grown and expanded in to publishing. It was now located in Epping, north of London, twenty five miles away. As they didn't want to lose her, she was offered a promotion to become their marketing director. The job came with a great pay rise, stock options and a BMW X5 as her company car.
With me Karen was the most passionate wife, companion, and lover. So I was intrigued to discover at her company's Christmas party that behind her back her male staff called her the 'Iron Lady' (a homage to Margaret Thatcher, a no nonsense Prime Minister from the 1980's). 
Her assistant explained it to me one time when she'd had more wine than was good for her. 
"She chops off any attempt to flirt with her at the knee. She's ruthless at sales pitches if the client tries to get fresh. But when she talks about you all you can hear is the love in her voice." 
So she's the 'Iron Lady' I mused; one of these days I'll have to tease her with that. 
As the chair of the department I was expected to attend a fair number of university functions each year. Fortunately Karen enjoyed attending them which made an onus task extremely pleasant. I loved watching her cutting down to size the inevitable cock hounds who graced every event. I have no idea what it is about my fellow academics, but give them a couple of glasses of that God awful wine they always served on these occasions; and stir in the presence of a beautiful woman, and it always brought the worst out in them. 
One night it was the turn of a visiting American professor. He'd arrived the day before and I was yet to meet him. The party was a meet and greet affair for him, and I was running late. I'd called Karen and she said she'd meet me there. When I arrived I saw her in conversation with the Dean and a second man in his late forty's. She'd seen me arrive and she gestured to her empty glass so I headed to the bar. 
I'd been waiting to be served when the Bursar spoke to me. 
"I see our American visitor has found your beautiful wife." 
"Is that who he is? I was surprised to hear he'd agreed to join us for a year."
The Bursar laughed, "Not that surprising, he's in the midst of a messy divorce. I think our offer came at an opportune moment." 
I caught the barman's eye and managed to acquire a couple of glasses of a decent Chablis I knew he had hidden behind the row of the usual plonk. As I made my way over to Karen I could see that she'd been cornered by our guest of honour. I walked up behind him and stood there listening to his technique. 
He'd obviously been explaining how important he was and what important research he would be undertaking. And she'd been making the appropriate interested sounds at the opportune moments
"And are you going to be visiting our quaint little town for long?" She was asking as she saw me and gave me a quick smile. I put her glass down on the table beside her and sat down on one of the chairs and waited for the fun to begin.
He looked around to see who she'd smiled at but I had my back to him as I settled down. "I'm going to be here for the next year," he said. "Maybe I can convince you to show me around?"
"Oh, and you think that would be appropriate? I am married."
"He's not much of a husband if he leaves you to fend for yourself. I think I need to look out for you. I understand he's a lecturer here?" 
There was ice in her eyes as she replied, "My husband trusts me, and I never need 'looking out for', as you quaintly put it. And yes he's a lecturer here, he's the chair of the molecular biochemistry department, aren't you darling." She looked over at me and I turned in my seat and offered her, her glass. 

 
~~~~~~~~~<>~~~~~~~~
 And then: 
Karen looked at me across the kitchen table with a look of shock and a hint of fear in her eyes. I looked down at the broken wine glass in my hand. There was no pain but the shard of glass protruding from my palm was glistening with red blood. 
"Shit, Neil what have you done?" 
"Fuck!" I moaned as the pain hit me. 
"Neil, please forget I said anything," Karen cried. 
I groaned as I pulled the shard of glass from my flesh and grabbed at a clean tea towel to staunch the flow of blood. 
I looked across the half eaten meal at her white face and tried to put into context the last few minutes. 
There had been no warning. We'd gone away for the previous weekend to our little cottage on the coast. We'd spent the time recovering from the stress of our jobs or more accurately Karen was recovering from the stress of a unexpected weeklong sales conference in Chicago. I'd picked her up from the airport on the Saturday morning and we'd spent the weekend reaffirming our love. 
Early Wednesday evening she'd served up my favourite seafood linguine for dinner. We sat at the table on the terrace and I'd poured us each a glass of a nice crisp white wine. I'd just taken a sip when she asked. 
"Neil, do you trust me?"
I gave her a puzzled look, "I've always trusted you, why?" I replied. 
"Do you love me?"
"Is this a trick question?" 
"I'm serious." 
"I love you just as much as I loved you yesterday, and the day before that and the one before tha..."
"Ok, ok I just needed to know that you loved me." 
"I guess that means I should ask you the same thing?" 
She looked at me seriously, "I not only love you but I love you more that ever. You are the one thing that makes me complete." 
She swallowed and said, "Which is why this is so difficult to say."
There was a long pause then she said softly. "There's something I need to do this weekend. I need you to let me do it, and trust me that it won't affect the way I feel about you." 
She held out her hand and opened it slowly to reveal her heart locket. I looked at it blankly, my mind not totally comprehending the implications. Then it hit me, she wanted to cheat on me. After all these years she'd finally decided to use her free pass. Christ I'd thought that she'd forgotten all about it, I know I'd only rarely remembered what the locket truly signified.
My mind went blank and in the distance I heard the sound of breaking glass and a scream. 

 
~~~~~~~~~<>~~~~~~~~
 "No." I smacked my hand down on the table then gingerly lifted it up as a shearing pain lanced across the palm. Fuck, there must still be some glass in the wound. There was a perfect impression of my hand in blood on the table top. Both of us looked at it in horror.
Karen started to stand, tears rolling down her cheeks. "Sit down," I said, a lot quieter that I thought I would sound. 
"But your hand."
"My hand's not important, I think you wanting to go away this weekend to get fucked is a bit more important than anything else in the fucking entire world right now."
She hunched up at the tone of my voice. Then ignoring my words she fetched the first aid kit from the larder. She sat down and grasped my wrist, turning the hand palm up and inspected the cut. 
"Ignore it," I said, "I need to understand exactly what you want to do and why?" 
"Shut up, I can see some glass, I need to remove it." She used the tweezers and deftly removed a small sliver of glass. I winced as she sprayed antiseptic on the wound before closing it with a couple of steristrips. She wrapped a bandage around my hand and then she looked up at me. 
"Why?" I asked. "Is it something I've done, or not done? I thought you loved me." 
The tears she'd wiped away earlier reformed in her eyes. "I love you more than I've ever done. Please Neil, forget I asked," she pleaded. 
"No, you can't do that to me. There has to be a reason you want to fuck someone else. Are you bored with me?" 
"I never said I wanted to fuck someone. I just ..."
I interrupted, "Then why the locket?" 
"Because what I was going to do stretched the boundaries of our fidelity, and I couldn't lie to you."
"And what do you want to do?" 
She looked at me desperately, her eyes pleading with me to understand. "I can't tell you, but I was going to fulfil a promise I made to someone I knew before we got engaged." 
"That's not good enough. If you expect me to let you go with no recriminations I need to know who and why?" 
Her eyes where full of tears, "It doesn't matter I'm not going to do it. It would hurt you too much." 
"Who and why?" I repeated. 
"I can't tell you, I made a promise, please understand."
"Damn it, Karen you can't sit there and pretended that nothing's just happened. You made a decision to be unfaithful, and even if you don't go through with it I'm always going to wonder what it was that was so important you'd risk our marriage. And..." 
I stopped at that point as the true reality of the situation hit me. Regardless of what I thought, I'd already given my permission, she thought she wasn't risking our marriage. I looked down at the locket sitting abandoned on the table where Karen had dropped it. I picked it up in my good hand and clenched it tight, the knuckles turning white with the effort. I slowly relaxed my hand and opened the locket and looked at the inscription I'd had engraved all those years ago. 

 
'ONE FREE 
PASS'
 I'd made the offer and I had to honour it even though it threatened to tear my heart out.
"When are you going?" I said softly.
"I'm not, it's hurting you too much. I can't risk our marriage" 
I shook my head. "That's not the point, I gave you my word all those years ago. I know I hoped that you would never take me up on it." I held out the open locket and dropped it into her open hand. 
I went on, "But I meant what I said all those years ago, 'Whatever you need to do. No questions asked. No recriminations. I love you'. So again when are you going and when can I expect you back? Forgive my earlier outburst; I'd almost forgotten about the Free Pass." 
"Neil, please let's just forget all about it." 
I shook my head, "You made a promise, as I did, and I intend to keep mine." 
She looked at me shaking her head, both hands outstretched seeking reassurance, but at that moment I couldn't touch her. I had to get out of the house to clear my head. I picked up my car keys and ignoring her words of protest, hurried out of the house.  
It was a warm sunny evening in late June but I felt chilled. The sun was still well above the horizon as I drove aimlessly along winding country lanes. The phone buzzed in my pocket, but I ignored it. I finally found myself in a small village. I stopped outside a white painted pub. The conversations ceased as I entered, and irrationally I thought that they knew all about me. Stupid I know but that how paranoid I was feeling. I pasted a smile on my face, ordered a pint and found a quiet corner to hide in. 
As the alcohol began to infuse my veins I started to take stock of my life. Until a few hours ago I thought I had a wonderful marriage, and a wife that loved me. 
A second pint appeared miraculously in front of me and I sipped the amber liquid. Was I going to leave Karen? Don't be silly I told myself. This whole damn situation is your own fault. You're behaving like a spoilt child that's had his favourite toy taken away. But why after all these years did she feel the need to taste forbidden fruit. She seemed as eager and as enthusiastic as ever when we made love and whilst we were no longer fucking like bunnies we still made love most nights. 
Did she want an affair? That didn't make sense, one time wasn't an affair, and that's all the agreement allowed. I suppose the thing that hurt the most was she wouldn't talk to me about it. We had no secrets as far as I knew. Every time she got hit on she'd tell me about it, often in excruciating detail. 
My musings were interrupted by the bell for last orders, if I had another drink I'd be over the limit and with the way this night was going, I was sure to get stopped by the local plod. 
I took my empty glass over to the bar. 
"You alright lad?" The grey haired bar man asked. "Do you want one for the road?" 
"If I do then it won't be one for the road, I can't risk losing my licence." 
He gave me a deep look. Then said, "We've a couple of rooms we rent out if you want a place to stay? Thirty-five quid with breakfast thrown in." 
"In that case I'll have a large scotch." And gave him my car keys. 

 
~~~~~~~~~<>~~~~~~~~
 George. Just why the hell are all genial hosts called George I wondered? 
George said as he sipped from his glass. "So let me get this straight. In order to convince your wife to marry you. You gave her permission to cheat, but only once." 
"Correct." 
"So now you're just feeling sorry for yourself because she wants to take you up on your offer and go away for a weekend of passion."



"Brutal, but again correct." I said, careful to enunciate each word as I filled my glass from the half-empty bottle on the table. "But that's not everything. I guess what hurts the most is that for the first time in our lives she won't discuss the situation with me. We have no secrets or at least until today I didn't think we had any." 
"And your response to this was to walk away and drown your sorrows," 
"As I'm sitting here I think we can both agree that a yes." I gestured towards my again nearly empty glass.
He sighed, "Not that I'm an expert in this field, but I'm afraid that wasn't your best decision on the night." 
Another sip and I continued, "Again an astute comment. What I don't understand is where she met the bloody guy. My best guess has to be the sales conference in Chicago but there was no indication that anything had changed when she got back. Suddenly, this evening over a bowl of pasta she tells me she wants ... No, that she needs to go away this weekend, and insinuates by giving me the locket, that she won't be faithful to me." 
I thought about her words, "Oddly though," I said, "She didn't actually say she was going to fuck him. Just that it would 'stretch the boundaries of our fidelity' whatever the fuck that means?" 
George considered my words, "Have you asked her?"
"I tried but she wouldn't discuss it, and I don't really have the right to force her. When I gave her the free pass, I said no questions and no recriminations so basically I've fucked myself." 
"I think you need to ask her again, after ten years of marriage I think you have the right to get answers. And for Christ sake, will you either answer your damn phone, or switch it off. The buzzing every five minutes is pissing me off."
"Sorry," and I finally pulled it out of my shirt pocket and checked it. Multiple missed calls and then I guess after she'd filled the voice mail, numerous texts.
I tried to focus on the last few texts.
Please come home you are the only one I love and we need to talk. 
Neil, where are you?
Neil, please come home and I'll explain everything.
I clumsily typed in, thankful for corrective text. 
Not sure where the hell I am, but far too pissed to drive. I'll be safely back tomorrow luv me :). 
And pressed send then switched it off.
I looked at the now almost empty bottle and decided that the siren call of a bed was too loud to ignore. With George's help I made it up the stairs and he showed me my room.
The bedside clock said one-thirty the first time and then nine-o-five when I managed to prize my eyes open the next morning. Considering the amount of alcohol imbibed last night I felt a lot better than I expected, or deserved.
Thirty minutes later, after a refreshing shower spoilt by the fact I had to dress in yesterday's clothes, I made my way down stairs. I followed the aroma of frying bacon to its source. George and a woman who he introduced as his long suffering girlfriend Milly, greeted me with a plate of bacon and eggs, toast and marmalade washed down with the perfect cup of tea.
As I mopped up the last of the egg yolk with a piece of toast, Milly said, "George was telling me about your situation. I admire the strength of your love that you comfortable to give your wife one chance to let her hair down." 
I shook my head. "Honestly, I'm not sure I am that strong. I was a lot younger and stronger when I made the offer than I am now. I love her and it came as a bit of a shock that after ten years she felt the need to roam." I put my hand up to forestall the question on her lips. 
"I thought she'd forgotten all about my offer; I know I almost had. So when she let me know last night that she wanted to go away this weekend. I don't think my initial reaction was the one she expected, and I'm not proud of my behaviour." 
Have you spoken to her?" 
Again I shook my head, and replied. "Not since I sent her the text last night," 
Milly looked pointedly at the phone in my shirt pocket. "So call her."
I suppose now is as good a time as ever, I thought and switched my phone back on. The welcome message had barely appeared before it buzzed in my hand. 
I accepted the call and put the phone to my ear, moving away from the table as I did. 
There was a long pause before I heard a timid voice say, "Neil is that you?" And then another long pause. "Please speak to me Neil," she sobbed down the phone. 
"Hi love." 
"Neeeil, please don't leave me." And I heard her crying uncontrollably. 
"Karen, I'm not going to leave you. I'll be home in a couple of hours." 
"Good," said a strange woman's voice, "because I won't let you hurt her anymore. Not when it's my fault!" The phone disconnected. 
I looked blankly at the phone in my hand. Who the fuck was that? Somewhere in the back of my mind her voice sounded vaguely familiar. 
Milly and George looked at me as I returned to the table. "All sorted?" Milly asked. 
"Damned if I know?" I replied. "There was someone with her. A woman who said it's all her fault. I think I getter go." 
I paid my bill and George gave me back my car keys and a travel mug of strong coffee. I made a quick call to the department secretary and let her know that I wouldn't be coming into the department that day. I had a feeling the discussions when I got home were liable to extend deep into the night.
The sign at the side of the road as I left the village said. 

 
You are leaving 
UPTON
Thank you for driving carefully
 So that's where I was; I'd never asked. The Sat-Nav said I was an hour and a half away from my destination. I headed down the windy road to my date with destiny, Christ even in my head that sounded pretentious. 
The main thought that did rattle around my head was who was this woman, and why is this her fault. Was she to one that had convinced my wife that it was ok to betray her marriage vows. Fuck had she introduced Karen to the man.

 
~~~~~~~~~<>~~~~~~~~
 The clock in the church tower was striking noon as I pulled up outside our cottage. My old Golf looked shabby compared to Karen's X5 and a new top of the range Porsche Cayman parked in the drive.
Shit, whoever it was, they had a lot of money. I parked in the lane. Seeing the Porsche parked in my spot felt like a statement and unconsciously I was preparing myself for a quick surrender and retreat. I wondered if Karen's infidelity and stretching of boundaries had already happened.
I almost rang the doorbell but controlled myself. I walked around the side of the cottage and let myself in silently through the back door. I paused in the utility room and heard low voices through the partially open door to the kitchen. Although I'd showered at the pub I was still wearing yesterday's clothes. I didn't feel like facing Karen wearing creased slept in clothes so I snuck out the door into the hall and crept up the stairs. A quick change and wash and I made my way down stairs. Rather than surprise them I opened the front door and closed it loudly.
Karen ran into the hall. Her eyes were red from all the tears. She hesitated until I held out my arms to her. With a sob, she threw herself into my arms pushing me back up against the wall. 
She buried her head into my neck, her lips desperately seeking mine as she constantly repeated, "I'm sorry, I'm sorry, I'm sorry." 
I stroked her hair and replied. "Why are you sorry? It's all my fault. I shouldn't have reacted the way I did. You had every expectation that I'd agree to your Free Pass, although I was surprised I do admit to being surprised that you'd decided to use it." I placed my finger on the locket that was once again nestled between her breasts. 
She shook her head and kept whispering, "I'm sorry."
I had a thought, "Whose car is that, and who was the woman I spoke to earlier?" 
"It's mine and that would be me," came the voice from the phone. I looked in the direction of the voice. Standing in the door to the kitchen stood a very recognisable raven haired beauty. Her face graced the covers of countless magazines and had stared down at me from posters and cinema screens. She was the sex fantasy of almost every man including me and more than a few women I knew. Her name was Gillian Faith and from the look on her face she wasn't pleased with me. 
"This is the second time you've fucked up my life," she said bitterly. 
"Jilly, you can't blame him. It was my decision both times." 
I looked from Karen to Gillian. Several emotions struck me. The first was that my wife knew Gillian Faith, and it seemed to be much more than a passing acquaintanceship. Secondly what the hell had I done to piss her off and come to think about it, what the fuck was a movie star doing in our home?
Karen could feel me tensing and stepped back slightly, although she didn't let go. "Neil, this is Jilly Rodgers, she's a very old and dear friend of mine. We went to school and uni together." 
"Rodgers," I said with a hint of disbelief in my voice. 
"He's not an idiot; he knows who I am. Rodgers is my real name, my agent decided it wasn't suitable and picked Faith as my stage name." 
We moved into the kitchen, the evidence of a long occupation was spread across the surfaces. I looked at Gillian and asked, "I'm not sure where you fit into all of this? Nor why a major film star is in my home, but the fact is I want to talk to my wife about her lover and I'd rather do it in private. You picked a rather bad day to visit, I'm afraid."
"No, she needs to be here," insisted Karen as she continued to clutch my arm to her breast. 
"No, she doesn't. I've made some mistakes and I'd prefer not to have to air my dirty laundry in front of someone I don't know and doesn't seem to like me. Sorry no insult meant," I said as I sat down looked at Gillian sat across from me.
She started to rise but Karen stepped behind her and placed her hands on her shoulders holding her in place. 
"No, you need to be here. I have to break my promise to you and tell Neil the truth. You need to be here so you know exactly what I tell him." 
Gillian twisted in her seat to look Karen in the eye. "You promised," she pleaded."
Several emotions flitted across Gillian's face: fear, terror, and underlying it all love. Shit she was in love with my wife, and from the casual but tender way Karen's hands rested on Gillian's shoulders. The way the tip of a finger caressed the side of her face. She too, had feelings for this celebrity.
A light bulb exploded behind my eyes. My shoulders slumped and I whispered, "Oh fuck! She wasn't going away with a man, it was you. You're her lover!"

 
~~~~~~~~~<>~~~~~~~~
 To be continued - part 2 will be submitted tomorrow 
Please don't forget to vote. 
Andyhm
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~~~~~~~<>~~~~~~~~Several emotions flitted across her face. Fear, terror, and underlying it all love. Shit she was in love with my wife, and from the casual but romantic way, Karen's hands rested on Gillian's shoulders. The way the tip of a finger caressed the side of her face. She too had feelings for the other woman.
A light bulb exploded behind my eyes. My shoulders slumped and I whispered, "Oh fuck! She wasn't going away with a man, it was you. You're her lover!"

~~~~~~~~<>~~~~~~~~The Weekend. Part 2
They both snapped their attention back to me, Karen's hands flying off Gillian as though her touch burnt her. She shot around the table and knelt at my side. 
"Neil, it's you I love. Jilly, she...we...we used to be lovers before I met you. I...I left her for you." She stumbled over her words in her haste to say them. A tear threatened to trickle down her cheek and I wondered if it was for me or her lost love. 
"I said I'll explain everything, but you've got to promise you won't discuss what I tell you, it would damage her career."
"Come on that's ridiculous, she too big a star for an old love affair to hurt her, and honestly I don't give a flying fuck about her career." And I didn't because it was fairly obvious she didn't care for me.
Karen blanched at the bitterness in my voice. She looked at Gillian, who shrugged her shoulders. Gillian stood and started fussing with the kettle and Karen settled in the chair next to mine. She held my hand and started talking. 
"I met Jilly when she transferred to my school. Her parents bought the guest house on the hill near our family farm. We were both in the lower sixth form, she was beautiful, sophisticated and I fell in love with her. It took me most of a year to tell her, only to find out that she liked me as well."
"I didn't like you, I loved you," Gillian said from where she stood with her back to us. Her voice trailed away as she added with a hint of desperation, "And I still do!"
Karen looked at her and started to rise, then she tightened her grip on my hand and settled back down. I squeezed back and then gestured at Gillian who still stood with her back to us, her shoulders shaking as she silently sobbed. I began to feel like the villain in the story so I nodded my head in her direction and smiled. Karen smiled back gratefully and went and put her arms around her. Gillian relaxed and turning gave Karen a grateful smile. Her gaze hardened as her eyes flicked over me. Jesus, I can't do anything right, give the woman an inch and she wanted a mile. 
A few moments later they brought the teapot and the cups over to the table and resumed their seats. 
"I guess this wasn't a purely spiritual love," I said. 
The pair of them looked a bit embarrassed. "It took us over a year of pussyfooting around each other before we finally got together," Karen said. "It was on my eighteenth birthday." A brief smile cracked my face over her choice of words.
Gillian poured the tea, it always amazes me how the British respond to crises by serving tea. Not that I'm complaining, I sipped mine contentedly. 
Gillian continued, "For most of our last year at school we were lovers. We had to keep it a secret as my parents wouldn't and still don't accept that I prefer female partners. We were a lot more open when we got to university, she and I shared a bedsit." 
I looked at Karen, "Just when did your relationship with Gillian end?" 
"I told her it was over when she got back from France, that was about two weeks after we met. But emotionally I'm not sure I've ever been completely over her," she admitted. 
I had to swallow the surge of anxiety her words created and asked Gillian, "I don't remember ever seeing you at University." 
"I was studying drama and the arts. I was in Paris at the Sorbonne for a month's exchange when you first met. And we did meet afterward but I didn't look like this. I had mousey brown shoulder length hair and I've had a nose job." She looked at me expecting to remember her, but unfortunately, nothing came immediately to mind.
Something else clicked and I said to Karen, "This is why you hesitated when I asked you to marry me. It wasn't what you thought you hadn't experienced, but more what you knew you were going to miss." 
She shook her head, "No by then I was fully committed to you. I was just scared that was all. I just agreed with your thoughts, it seemed simpler. Have you never wondered why they call me the Iron Lady at work? Don't deny you didn't know that." I smiled at her and she gave a little laugh. "It's simple, there is only ever going to be one man in my life. I've never had any feelings for any man other than you. I'm a closet lesbian with a dirty secret, I love one perfect man. All my female friends were either gay or bi. I'm more at risk from the women in my office." She gave me a half grin. 
She reached out and ran the back of her finger down my cheek, "I love you, Neil, and you're the only man I ever could love."
Gillian wriggled uncomfortably in her seat and I had to ask her, "Are you with anyone at the moment?" I hoped there was, as then I wouldn't feel as guilty. No such luck.
Her response was sharp and bitter, "You mean since you stole her from me." She shook her head and the fight seemed to leave her. She murmured, "No, just a few random brief affairs, a few men but mostly women. I've never met anyone who comes even close to Karen." 
Karen looked close to tears again. She took Gillian's hands and said softly to her, "He didn't steal me, he never knew about you. I met him and my world lurched, I fell in love with him that first night. I told you all this last week." She heard my gasp and gave me a concerned glance
My world lurched. They'd been together last week. I needed some fresh air, I made it the ten steps to the garden patio before the tears rolled down my face. They'd met up in Chicago, was it an accident or had the sales conference just been a convenient excuse and they'd planned this? 
The sun warmed my face as I sat down in one of the chairs. Through the open patio doors, I could hear them arguing. I'm not sure how long I sat there trying to regain my composure, but it was probably only a couple of minutes. Taking a deep breath, I stood and joined them in the kitchen. 
"I have to know, did you actually go to the sales conference, or was it just an excuse to hook up?" I said as I sat down. 
Karen looked horrified at my question, "I went for the conference, meeting Jilly was an accident. She was staying in a suite at the same hotel. I was going to dinner and she was in the lift. I don't know who was more surprised, her or me." 
That didn't sit right, a mega star staying in a conference hotel and riding the lift on her own. "Is that how it happened?" I asked Gillian. 
"Yes," she said defiantly, her hands clasped in her lap.
I sensed that there was more to this than Gillian was admitting to. We waited for her to continue.
Nothing, so I pushed her, "That sounds just a bit too convenient. Same hotel, same lift, you all on your own." 
After a long pause, Gillian said to Karen, "I knew you would be there and I made sure we would bump into each other. I needed to see you." 
"So everything you told me was a lie?" 
"No, everything I said was true, I just engineered our meeting that's all." 
I looked at Karen as she stared at her ex-lover or was she still an ex anymore? "Have you already used your free pass?" 
She gasped and turned her attention back to me. "No, we cuddled and kissed that's all, nothing really sexual. Mostly we talked."
"So in that case, what's this weekend all about then?" 
Karen hesitated and after a few moments, Gillian said, "It's my problem so I'll answer that." 
Gillian said, "She didn't do anything wrong. I sought Karen out for a reason. I had a bit of a meltdown last year, well more than a bit if I'm honest and I've been having therapy ever since. My therapist says that most of my issues stem from hiding my sexuality and never getting closure from my time with Karen. I returned from Paris and she'd already moved out of our bedsit and into the room in the flat. She'd moved on, but I never could. I ended up moving to the States to finish my last year. I joined a drama society and well you know what happened after that." 
"I want to get on with my life," she continued. "My therapist felt I needed to ask her to spend one last weekend with me. To go back to where we were in our relationship and have that final time I was denied." 
There was something in the way she said that that didn't sit quite right. Everything was just too pat.
Karen said softly, "I promised her a long time ago that if she were ever to really needed me or she was in trouble, I'd be there for her. Neil, I spoke to her therapist and she confirmed all that Jilly told me. She wanted me to stay in the States with her last weekend, but I refused. I had to talk to you first." 
"And I just fucked it all up didn't I," I said. "Mind you if you'd told me what this was all about I might not have lost the plot in the way I did. You should have talked to me." 
"How could I say I was into women when you first met me and I wanted to go away for a weekend with my ex-girlfriend. I just hoped you'd trust me enough to let me go."
I swallowed hard and praying to all the Gods that I wasn't going to regret what I was about to say. "I do trust you love, but I'd rather you didn't go away. This is your home. If this is what you really want to do, then...then I'll find somewhere to stay for the weekend and you two can stay here. It'll be a lot more private." I guessed that the pub in Upton was about to get some repeat business from me. And I hoped that them being surrounded by all the reminders of our happy marriage would reduce the risk that I'd lose her to Gillian. 
Karen dragged Gillian out of the kitchen and into the lounge. There was a flurry of words, most too indistinct for me to make out. At one point, Karen's voice was raised and I heard, "I'm not......make.....husband....our home.....feel more......love him." Before her voice dropped away. 
I had been trying to remember Gillian before she was transformed into the beautiful woman that she was now. I had a vague recollection of a cute, quiet girl, who been on the periphery for a brief period after I'd first Karen. Was that her? I couldn't be sure. 
As I waited, something shifted in me. The more I thought about it, there was just too much about this that I felt uncomfortable about. I was sure there was so much more to this than Gillian was admitting to. My contemplations were interrupted as the voices from the lounge rose and then finally tailed off. Moments later they returned holding hands. My hackles rose. 
Karen walked over to me and sat on my lap. "You are my one and only love. I can only do this if you give me your blessing. This is gaining closure for both Jilly and me. I hadn't realised that I also needed to draw a line under that part of my life until I spoke with her therapist." 
I said, "I'm not sure anymore. I always assumed that if you ever decided to use your free pass, it would be the desire to try something different, maybe even something exotic. Not this, not to rekindle a lost love. Neither option would have made me happy. But this, this wasn't what it was for. It scares me, I think this could destroy our marriage. I don't want to lose you."
"You need to trust me, love, I'll never leave you," she said. I stroked her hair and then looked away. 
She swallowed and then said hesitantly. "Neil, Gillian's going to go back to London tonight and I said I'll join her tomorrow. I promise I'll be back Sunday evening."
I stiffened, it was happening I was losing her. 
"No, I'm sorry, if you go, then I won't be here when you get back. I can't stay here on my own, it'll hurt too much. I'll find somewhere to stay and decide what I'm going to do with my life." 
She whimpered, but I carried on. "You know that this wasn't what I meant the free pass for. This is cold and calculated and I'm sorry, but I feel manipulated. You have a choice love, make it wisely." I eased her off my lap and stood up. The colour left her face and she sat down quickly. 
Gillian was in my face immediately. "You bastard, she loves you. You have everything I've ever wanted and you can't give her just this one little thing." 
I pointed a finger at her, "Be honest bitch, this isn't one little thing, nor is it one weekend. It's not a case of me giving her one little thing, it's you taking her away from me. This is you wanting to rekindle her feelings for you." 
"No that's not true," Karen gasped.
"Christ, Karen think about it. Was last week really as innocent as she wants you to believe? She was stalking you for fucks sake. She has her therapist conveniently on tap. I know you feel strongly that you have a responsibility to help Gillian. I feel just as strongly if you go away with her this weekend that her goal isn't to heal herself but to steal you away from me. She's admitted she still loves you and I can't see how one weekend is going to resolve that." 
"Neil I know and trust her, that's not the Jilly I know." 
"I don't."
"Don't what?" 
"Know or trust her," I said bitterly. 
"You don't need to believe me," Gillian said sharply. "Only she does. She knows I'm telling the truth." 
We'd apparently come to an impasse. Karen looked back and forth between Gillian and me, but neither of us seemed willing to compromise. 
"In the end, it's your decision love," I finally said, and I started fighting in earnest for my marriage. "You know what I think. I understand that you want a resolution to all of this. But I know I can't compete with everything she can offer you." I gestured at myself and around us. "In my case you get what you see." 
"And I love what I see," she murmured. 
"I'm offering you a compromise, you can have your weekend, but it has to be here. I need to know where you will be." 
Karen looked pleadingly at Gillian, "I'd be just as happy here, please Jilly it's a fair compromise." 
"No, it won't work. Dr Stein thinks it needs to be somewhere I'm comfortable." 
"This is my home, what could be more comfortable than here." 
"Is a hotel in London where you are comfortable?" I added. I assumed that Dr Stein was her therapist. 
"I don't intend for us to stay at my hotel. I have a villa in the south of France, my bolt hole. We are going to fly there Friday night. We are just going to meet at the Dorchester." 
"Oh fucking fantastic, and just when were you going to tell me this Karen. When you were on the plane?"
"I didn't know, please, believe me, I didn't know. I thought we were going to her hotel. When were you going to tell me," she asked her friend. 
"I didn't think you would mind where we went for the weekend."
"And you wonder why I don't trust her," I said in exasperation. "Karen it's decision time. In the last twenty-four hours, you've turned my life upside down. You have a past life that you've kept secret from me for over eleven years, and because she comes back into your life with a sob story, you've agreed to spend the weekend with her. This farce ends now, you need to make a decision. Me or her!" 
Turning to Gillian, I said, "Gillian, you need to go, you're no longer welcome in my home." 
I stood up and walked over to the counter, I was thirsty and I seriously needed a drink. I got a glass
Gillian reached out to Karen, who was trying to follow me. "Come with me, please babe, you know I need you. My life's not complete without you." 
Karen shied away from her and looked at me with a scared expression.
"I agreed to the weekend because you and your therapist convinced me it would help you," she said. 
"I felt I owed it to you for the abrupt way our relationship ended, and yes I still have some feelings for you. But I won't put you before my marriage. Let's be honest we were drifting apart before you went to Paris and you proved that when you slept with that tart. I never planned to meet Neil, but falling into his arms that night was the best thing that ever happened to me." 
Gillian began to sound desperate. "Please love, let me back into your life." She held her hands out to Karen. "I know I made mistakes but I've never been able to get you out of my mind, and I've tried. Honestly, I've tried so many times."
Karen looked from her to me and I could see she wanted to comfort her. 
"What do you really want from us Gillian," I asked. 
She looked at me pitifully, and for the first time that day her words rang true. "I want what you two have, the trust, and the love. Do you want to know how many times I've watched you, so many times secretly hiding in the shadows, wishing I was part of your love. I've imagined being with both of you." 
If I didn't find out what this was really all about I knew, I was going to regret it. I needed to know what if anything was Karen's involvement. I couldn't afford to jump to conclusions. My stomach grumbled reminding me I hadn't eaten since breakfast at the pub and it was getting late. 
Reluctantly I said, "Sit back down Gillian." 
She gave me a grateful look and sat down again, and I could sense Karen relax a little. 
"I don't know about you two, but I'm hungry so it's either the village pub or we order in. Personally, I could murder a pint. I guess that there's a lot more to this than the pair of you are admitting to. And I'd like to get to the bottom of it." 
Gillian said, "It might be better if we stay in, the paparazzi have been trying to find me since I rather publicly split up from my latest boyfriend."
"Christ, what else haven't you told us? Is this you trying to replace him with Karen?" I asked.
"No, that's not what its all about. He was just a fling that got a bit out of hand." 
I wasn't convinced. 
"Are you worried to be seen with us?" Karen asked. 
"No but my life's a bit of a mess at the moment and I'd rather not drag you into it." 
Karen laughed, "I don't think we are that worried, the locals at the pub will toss anyone causing a problem in the duck pond. The locals are rather protective." 



"Ok pub it is," I said, "But Gillian you are going to tell me the truth. You will answer my questions or you might as well leave now." She murmured her agreement.
"Karen, you and I really need to have a talk about your past. The rules of the game for both of you are simple. I ask a question and you answer it truthfully." They both agreed. I had to wait twenty minutes before we headed off to the pub while they changed out of the old jeans and tee-shirts they were wearing and into something more suitable.
Their idea of suitable made my jaw drop. Gillian had borrowed a black dress of Karen's and with her raven hair pulled back into a French braid, she looked every inch the movie star she was. For some reason, I don't recall Karen filling out that dress the same way Gillian did. Karen was in my favourite denim skirt and a white peasant blouse and my heart ached as I took in her beauty. I held my arms out to her and she hugged me, her lips seeking mine.
The pub is a five-minute walk away. It nestles to one side of the village cricket pitch, close to the infamous duck pond. It's a proper English village pub, a haunt for the locals. It's warm, cosy, friendly and best of all it's off the beaten track. Strangers are a rarity and discouraged. It was our local and due to an interesting set of circumstances we been excepted by the locals very early on. So when Gillian walked in front of us, there was a brief hush, until they saw Karen and me following her and then the hubbub resumed.
I waved at Carol, the owner of the pub. She smiled at me as I ordered our drinks from the bar. We found a cosy corner and made ourselves comfortable. The girls sat next to each other on a padded bench and I sat on the other side of the table in a high back wing armchair so I could look at both of them at the same time. I wanted to see how they reacted to my questions.
Carol came over with our drinks. She gave Karen a kiss on the cheek and me a hug, she ruffled my hair. Karen induced her to Gillian calling her Jilly.
"You remind me of someone," Carol said to Gillian, but she didn't wait for a response. Turning to Karen, she asked if we wanted food and seeing us nod she listed the specials. The girls ordered the grilled salmon and salad. I was happy to hear that my favourite was on the menu, game pie.
Once Carol had left, I looked at the two beautiful women sitting across the table. They both looked nervous and apprehensive, but they sat quietly waiting for me to start.
I swallowed a mouthful of my beer and then asked, "Why all these charades Gillian? Because I don't think a final weekend with Karen is what you are looking for."
"It did start out like that, I followed the script just the way my therapist proposed. But after meeting Karen last week I knew it would not be enough. I could sense that she still loved me." She turned to my wife and looked at her with desperation in her eyes. "Please don't deny it, I know you felt it as well."
"Jilly I've never stopped loving you, holding you in my arms brought it all back to the surface." Gillian's face lit up but lost its sparkle as Karen continued. "But as much as I love you, it doesn't compare to how much I love Neil."
Karen reached out and delicately caressed the side of Gillian's face. "You will always have a significant place in my heart, but he owns it. You were my first true love and you helped me understand who I am. I don't think I would have survived my first year at university if it hadn't been for you." She put her arm around Gillian and she responded by laying her head on Karen's shoulder with a little sob.
The image of the pair of them sitting opposite me brought back a fleeting memory.
"Now I remember you," I said. "That midterm party at Michael's a month or so after we met. I got there very late and you two were sitting just like that on the sofa. I was just happy to see she wasn't being hit on by Michael's mates." I gave an ironic laugh. "Only you were hitting on her weren't you?"
She smiled ruefully back at me, "That's right, only it was probably one of the few times I wasn't trying to win her back. I just told her that I was going to the States the following term to finish my degree."
"I couldn't let you see me crying," Karen remembered. "I had to rush off to the loo, I was scared you'd ask awkward questions."
"Time for a bit of honesty I think," I said. "Who wants to go first?"
There was a long pause while they looked at each other. "I'll go first," Gillian said.
She leant forward so she didn't need to shout. She held out her hand and Karen took it.
"Here goes. When Karen told me she'd fallen in love with you, my world fell apart. I was freer with my relationships, but I always knew that Karen loved me. She was the one I'd go back to and she'd take me back each time. When she rejected me, I had to get away and there was an opportunity to finish my studies in New York. I jumped at it hoping for a fresh start and didn't I just get one. The drama professor got me a job as an extra on a film. An old student of hers was directing it."
"She went with me and introduced me to Rachael, the director. When she heard my British accent, she gave me a few lines to say. She gave me a small role in her next film and then the roles kept coming along until three years later I'm staring in my first movie."
She took a sip from her drink and then continued. "And yes before you ask I did sleep with Rachael. The sex was fun, but I didn't love her. I've stumbled from one role to the next and one affair to the next. I love the acting, but not one of my affairs actually meant anything. I knew that there was something missing. I enjoyed the sex, but there was never the spark. I love Karen and I always will."
"This is where it gets a bit embarrassing. I've had a firm of private investigators on retainer for the past five years. They've been keeping an eye on both of you."
"What the fuck!" I exclaimed.
"I wasn't looking for anything bad," she assured us. "I wanted to know what Karen was doing. I just wanted to feel like I was part of your life. They'd send me updates, photos and videos. Getting new ones were the highlights of my week. They let me know if you were going somewhere I could watch you safely. I even sent you tickets to events so I could see you."
"A month ago they informed me you were going to Chicago to the conference. I had it all set up so that when we met it would look like a complete accident."
Karen said, "You're a Hollywood megastar, how did you keep this secret? If it came out you were spying on us the gossip columnists would have plastered all over the papers."
"Money buys silence," said Gillian. "Plus everything is done through my lawyers and they use several different cut-outs."
We fell silent as Carol served our food. She looked carefully at Gillian and then said quietly, "You're Gillian Faith aren't you? I thought I recognised you earlier."
I said, "Damn it, Carol don't tell anyone. She's an old friend of Karen's and the last thing we want is for a pack of paparazzi to descend on the village."
"I wasn't going to say anything, but I don't know if you've seen this. It might be wise if I give Philip and the lads a heads up in case people start asking questions about her." She laid a tabloid paper on the table open to the gossip pages. Then she walked over to a couple of the local lads from the village cricket team and started talking with them.
Gillian's face was prominent under a banner headline.
'JACK AND JILL. BIG BUST UP IN RESTAURANT'.
"Fuck!" Gillian looked around her as though she expected hordes of photographers to pop up. "The big bust up was me saying I needed a few days alone to sort out a personal issue and him taking a huff and walking out on me. He was a bit of a waste of space so it's no great loss."
Karen said, "Are you talking about Jack Williams, the singer?"
Gillian nodded.
I gave her a questioning look, she'd mentioned splitting up with her boyfriend earlier, but I hadn't registered it. "Am I missing something here, your boyfriend?"
"Neil, I'm bi, I prefer women, but I do enjoy sex with the odd man. And having a boyfriend is right for my public persona. Karen was only interested in women when I knew her, I was so shocked when she told me she'd fallen in love with you."
"Yes, that's another thing I've learnt today."
Karen reached out and grasped my hand, "I know I should have told you before this. It's true that when I first met you, I was only interested in women. I met you and that changed, now you are my only love. I've never met another man I'm attracted to."
I had to ask the question that was in the front of my mind. "What about other women. Have you had any other lovers since I've known you?"
"No one new since before Thailand when you asked me to marry you. And before that, there were no mad love affairs, but I'd kept in contact with my old friends in the flat."
The overnight stays at her old flat I thought. "The nights you would stay over at your old flat. I never understood why you kept your room, it makes sense now."
"It was an extremely confusing time for me. I thought of myself as gay and yet I loved a man. You only had to smile at me and I went weak at the knees. I'd go back to the flat and immerse myself in the company of women. But all it did was prove to me how much I love you. If you recall my visits to the flat, tailed off in the last few months."
"So all those months you'd leave my bed and find solace in the arms of your lovers," I said bitterly.
"I was trying to understand all my conflicting emotions."
"And did you ever resolve them?"
"I love you that's the simple truth, but I still find women attractive."
I laughed to myself, "And I used to be worried about the men in your office. Now I guess I need to worry about the women."
"I might go window shopping darling, but I will never go into the shop." Her tone was bright but brittle to my ears.
We'd finished the food and Carol took the empty plates away. Nature called and I needed to recycle the beers I'd been drinking. As I walked back to the corner, a couple of the lads from the local cricket club called me over.
"Mum's given us the nod about your guest," Philip said. We'll pass the word around on the QT. If we see anyone hanging about, we'll suggest they move on and we'll let you know."
I grinned, from past experience, Philip's idea of suggesting someone move on was usually achieved with the aid of his size twelve boots and a quick visit to the duck pond. "Thanks, mate, I owe you."
"Funny you should say that, but we're a man short for the match on Saturday." I groaned theatrically and the pair of them laughed.
I made my way back to the girls. They'd moved apart on the bench leaving a place between. They indicated they wanted me to sit there.
Gillian started, "I want to say I'm really sorry, I never wanted to damage your marriage. It's just, I so missed her. I really did want a last weekend, but I was hoping that it would also be the start of something with both of you. When I saw her last week one of the things she mentioned was that you loved her so much, you were willing to let her have one chance to stray."
Gillian took a deep breath and continued. "So I worked on her until she agreed to spend some time with me. I wanted her to stay for the weekend after the conference, but she refused."
Karen said, "There was no way I could do it without talking to you first. I know you gave me your permission all those years ago, but I needed you to say it was ok again. I was hoping that you trusted me enough that you wouldn't ask awkward questions and I wouldn't have to own up to my lesbian past."
"I just wish you'd explained why you wanted to go. I thought I was losing you."
"Never love," she whispered as she took my head in her hands and pulled me into a long sensual kiss that left us both gasping. Then to my surprise, Gillian pulled me around to face her and drew me into a passionate kiss.
I must have looked panicked. Karen took my hand and smiling whispered, "Its ok." So I relaxed and enjoyed the kiss.
After the kiss, I rested my head on the back of the bench and said, "Thank you for that but I thought you didn't like me?"
"You're growing on me and it was only in the early days I hated you. Now I'm just jealous of the relationship you have together. I wanted to try for myself and discover what it is that Karen sees in you."
"And?" Karen asked.
"He kisses beautifully."
"He does, doesn't he," she said with a sigh. I looked back and forth at the soppy grins on both of their faces and came to the conclusion that they were both daft. Not that I was ever going to say it out aloud, I value my body parts too much.
Then suddenly I was alone on the bench as they disappeared in the direction of the loos. There seems to be an unwritten rule that no woman can ever visit the bathroom alone. The question that every man has asked himself is. What in gods name do you do in there that requires two or more of you? On second thoughts leave me my fantasies.
Every man and most of the women followed their progress across the pub. I smiled as more than one of the lads at the bar had to adjust his jeans. One guy swivelled so much on his bar stool he had to clutch at the counter to stop falling off.
Carol walked over. "Christ lad, you put the cat amongst the pigeons with those kisses. It's the first time I've ever seen every man in the bar drooling and that includes Roger who's as bent as a nine bob note."
I had to laugh at the thought of Roger drooling over women. The trouble was I has a mouthful of beer at the time and it went down the wrong pipe. I was still red in the face and Carol was wiping down the mess on the table when the girls returned from the bathroom. I got a puzzled look from them which made me laugh and choke again.
Karen said, "I think it's time for us to go, Neil, we have something we'd like to discuss when we get home."
I paid the bill and we headed out of the pub. Philip caught me as we were leaving.
"Don't forget the match on Saturday. It starts at one, and......" I had to smile he said all that without once looking at me. His eyes were fixed on Gillian. She smiled at him and he completely lost his train of thought.
"Err...yes whites....bowling," then he got himself under control. "Karen, will you and your friend be coming to watch Neil make a fool of himself on Saturday?"
She gave me a questioning look.
"The guys are keeping an eye out for any paparazzi and in return, I'm playing on Saturday."
She looked at me and then said with no emotion in her voice, "If we're here we will come along Philip." Again she looked at me and I couldn't read her expression.
We walked back to the cottage in silence. I wasn't sure what I'd done but apparently agreeing to play cricket had upset her.
The frosty silence continued as we settled down in the lounge at home. I opened a bottle of wine for them and poured myself a whiskey before sitting down in the armchair. I watched the two of them poised on the edge of the sofa.
"Jilly's invited both of us to her place in the south of France this weekend," Karen said as she watched me intently.
Ahh, the penny dropped! This was what they had been plotting in the loos at the pub. Me agreeing to play on Saturday had put a spanner in their plans. Well, not really because I would never have gone.
"Sorry love," I replied lightly. "A promise is a promise and I've agreed to play on Saturday."
"Can't you get out of it?" She asked hopefully.
"Probably, but I'm not going to. In return for the lads discouraging any paparazzi that turn up, I agreed to play as they are a man short. And quite frankly being the third wheel at her villa isn't my idea of a fun weekend."
Karen looked hurt, "That's not fair, you were never an afterthought, and I wouldn't leave you alone this weekend so Jilly suggested you could come with us."
I drew a deep breath in and let it out slowly to control my anger. Then with a deep sigh, I said, "And that's my problem love. The us in that statement isn't me and you, it's you and her!" I sat back in my chair and watched the conflicting emotions flit across her face. Annoyance, followed by a realisation of what she said and then fear.
She came and knelt at my feet, she rested her arms on my knees and looked up at me. "I'm so sorry, we...I...thought that it would be an excellent opportunity for you to get to know Jilly."
"Did you want to go?"
She hesitated for a long time before saying softly, "Yeeess....."
My face fell, she saw my expression and said, "But not if you won't join us." Then turning to Gillian said. "I'm sorry Jilly, I can't go if Neil doesn't want to."
Relief began to infuse me, but she ruined the moment when she turned back to me and asked pleadingly, "Can she stay with us this weekend?"
"She's your friend," I said and then looked her straight in the eyes hoping that what I meant. "And as a friend she's welcome to stay."
Karen nodded in understanding and then rose up to her knees to kiss me.
It had been a long and traumatic day. The beers I'd drunk earlier began to tell. I stifled a yawn and said, "I'm sorry but I'm tired and I need to going to bed. I have a lecture and a couple of tutorials in the morning. I should be home early afternoon. What are your plans?"
"I have to go into the office tomorrow, I called in sick today and put off a couple of meetings that I'll need to deal with. I should be home at the usual time."
"And what do you want to do?" I asked Gillian.
"If you are ok with it I'd like to stay the weekend. I'll go back to London in the morning and deal with my publicist and agent. I can be back a bit after six if that's ok?"
This time, I couldn't stifle the yawn. "That's fine. Sorry, I really need my bed, I'm going up. Gillian, Karen can show you the spare room."
"I need to borrow a tee-shirt or something to sleep in. Karen have you got something I could use?"
"Of course. Neil, I'll lock up and see Jilly's got everything she needs. I won't be a few minutes," she stressed.
I nodded gratefully and headed upstairs. I undressed and had a quick shower and then lay down on the bed, our bed I reminded myself. I could smell Karen's scent on her pillow. I sighed, how close was I to losing her I wondered. Gillian's presence seemed to be a catalyst, reawakening her hidden sexuality. She still professed to love me and only me. But some of her recent words and actions made me wonder.
Unbidden, tears formed and began trickling down my face. I don't think I would survive if she left me. She'd woven her psyche so tightly into mine that it would tear me apart.
She must have undressed in the bathroom and entered the bedroom so quietly I wasn't aware of her presence until the bed shook as she lay down beside me and wrapped her arms around me.
"Please Neil believe in me," she whispered. "I couldn't live with the thought that I'd lost you."
I rolled over to face her and her eyes widened when she saw my tear-stained cheeks.
Her voice caught in her throat and tears appeared in her eyes. She murmured, "Please tell me I haven't lost you, I can't imagine my life without you."
I gently ran a finger down the side of her face. "You're not going to lose me love, but I scared I'm losing you. I get the impression you aren't happy at the moment."
She moved closer, her soft skin pressing against me. Her hand caressed my back. "I'm never going to leave you," she said. "Jilly's made me all confused. I never stopped having feelings for her, but until last week she was just a happy time in my life that I'd thought I'd grown out of."
"So where do we go from here?" I asked.
"There's nowhere to go. I'd like to stay in contact with her but as a friend rather than a lover."



She reached behind her neck and unclasped the chain the locket hung from. She placed it in my hand. 
"Open it, please." 
I opened the locket and saw that she'd managed to scratch a big X through both inscriptions. 
She said, "There is no 'free pass' anymore. I don't want it, I want to be faithful just like you've been to me all these years." 
"As much as I'm happy to hear that, are you really sure you want to deny that part of your life. Honestly, if I'd said yes to the weekend what would you have done with Gillian?" 
"I'm not sure, remember I thought we were going to stay in her hotel suite in London. But I guess that at some point we'd have slept together." 
"And were you looking forward to sleeping with her? Which for the record is not just 'stretching the boundaries of our fidelity' as you so delicately put it. It was smashing them completely." 
She gave me a sheepish grin, "You're right. I knew that you'd always thought I'd be sleeping with a man when you gave me this. I decided that if I slept with Gillian, I wasn't entirely unfaithful to you. And yes I suppose I was looking forward to it. Even if it was just for a brief moment, to rekindling those sensations that I used to feel from a woman's touch."
"Do you miss it that much?" 
"I don't know, I do know that you completely satisfy me. But remember for four, almost five years I'd only had female lovers. Men didn't interest me at all. Jilly and I were a couple for most of that time, but she was always trying to interest me in taking other lovers." 
"Anybody I might know?" 
"Cindy and Jill and do you remember Pauline." I grimace in recollection of her.
"Jilly always was the more adventurous one. She was intrigued by the thought of bringing new lovers into our relationship, even if it worried me. She even thought of us sharing a man on one occasion. I wanted unconditional love, I suppose that's why I fell for you so hard when I met you, even if you were the wrong gender."
"Why me, you never really explained what you saw in me that first time?" 
"You caught me, literally caught me if you remember when I was feeling unloved. Jilly had gone to Paris a couple of weeks earlier and was having a whale of a time. She'd wasted no time in finding a female friend to share her bed with. I'd taken the Eurostar the weekend before to surprise her. She was staying at a student hostel and they were a bit slack about giving out keys. I let myself into her room and I found her in bed with another woman. They were so busy they never saw me standing in the doorway. I wanted to scream, but I couldn't. I just turned around and managed to make my way back to the station and catch the next train back." 
While she'd been talking our hands had been gently caressing each other and her nipples had hardened and my cock was twitching. I slid a hand down her body and she parted her legs then clamped them tight around my hand. 
"Wait please," she begged, "I want to finish telling you about the me you didn't know about," I replied with a kiss and she murmured thank you. 
"I'd run to Cindy when I got back and she'd helped me move my stuff out of the bedsit and into their spare room. They had an extra ticket for the Ball and had dragged me along. I fell and this wonderful man caught me. He kissed me and it was like I'd been electrocuted. You were the first man whose touch affected me. We sat by the river watching the sun rise all I could think was 'God I hope he asks me out again'." 
"You have no idea how confused I was when I got back to the flat. I was gay and yet all I wanted to do was make love to you. Cindy and Jill listened to my tirade and I ended up in bed with Cindy." 
I grinned, "You realise that's every red-blooded male's fantasy." 
She gave me a playful punch. "Is it your fantasy?" 
I rubbed my arm, "Only if you feature in it beautiful."
She tenderly kissed my arm where she'd punched me. "And you wonder if I love you. Cindy is a very thoughtful lover and it was just what I needed at that moment. I almost cancelled our next date, but just the sound of your voice on the phone was enough to get my heart racing." 
I remembered that date. She'd been very distant and quiet for the first hour or so. I'd been so scared that she was no longer interested in me. I recall that we left the restaurant fairly early and took a walk down by the river. She kept her hands in her coat pockets then suddenly she'd put her arms around me and pulled me into a long deep kiss.
"I'd been making love to Cindy that afternoon and I'd convinced myself that you were a bad idea. I was so quiet because my brain was telling me I was gay. Yet my body was screaming at me to take hold of you and make you fuck me."
"I'm glad you gave in to your baser instincts!" 
"I did didn't I, and I've never regretted it." 
"Do you ever regret your decision to marry me?"
She pulled me close, "Never, it was the best decision of my life and I've never regretted it." She sighed happily as I dropped my head and sucked a nipple into my mouth.
"Now will you put your gorgeous cock to work and fuck me?" 
She relaxed her hold on my hand and lifted her leg resting it on me. My finger traced the line of her slit and her pussy lips were slick with evidence of her arousal. 
I said trying to sound pitiful, "Is that all I am to you, a hard cock for you to use?" I slid two fingers into her soft velvety passage. 
She gasped and bit my shoulder. "Fuck yeess. Christ, you have always been so much more that a cock." She whimpered as I found her G-spot, her hand tightening around my shaft. 
She pushed me onto my back. "I said I need your cock." She stroked my rampant member as he pointed skyward, a clear drop of pre-cum forming at the tip. She took the drop on her finger and licked it, sighing in satisfaction. She continued to writhe as my fingertips carried caressing her G-spot. 
"Oh God you glorious bastard," she hissed through gritted teeth. She pulled away from me and groaned as my fingers slid out. She rose above me and grasping my shaft, guided me into the warmth of her waiting passage. She sank down my length in one steady, deliberate motion.
I groaned as her warmth enveloped me in its tight embrace. She growled as she ground her clit into my pubis and then she began a slow, deliberate rise and fall. My hands supported her arse, caressing her flexing arse cheeks. Her eyes were fixed on mine and shone with a mixture of love and lust. She bent forward and rested her forehead on mine, all the time sliding up and down my throbbing cock. 
She whispered so softly I could barely hear her, "I love you, Neil, don't ever leave me." My mouth found hers and I replied with a kiss. 
She started making little squeaking sounds each time she sank down my cock. A clear signal to me that she was getting close. I took a hand and squeezed and pulled on her nipple and that pushed her over the edge. She cried out and her whole body shook as she came. She dropped one last time and whimpered as my hard cock seemed to swell as I started the few thrusts into her that I needed to orgasm. 
Her fingers were digging into my shoulders as I pumped my cum into her, triggering another orgasm from her. She fell forward, I was still hard and we stayed linked. Her hot sticky flesh pressed down on me as she struggled to get her breath back.
"You are so beautiful," I murmured. 
She kissed me savagely, biting my lip, pulling it out. She let go and said, "You are mine, all mine!" 
She settled down on me and then looked at me hopefully, "Can I stay here on top of you. I feel so secure wrapped up in your arms."
I caressed her back and said, "Ok, but the moment you start snoring you're on your own love." 
She giggled softly and I felt the tension in her body relax. She nuzzled the side of my neck and gave me a kiss. Her breathing slowed and she fell asleep. To be honest, it wasn't the most comfortable position for me but I knew how much comfort she got from sleeping like this so it made me happy too. 
As I lay there waiting for sleep to overcome me, my mind was racing. Every piece of evidence said that she loved me. But I sensed that deep down there was still a need in her for a female lover. She'd managed to bury this need so deeply, and keep it a secret from me. So that when it was triggered by Gillian, her decision was to try and use her free pass. I suspect she thought that she could fulfil her need and hopefully keep her sexual past from me. 
I love my wife, she is the reason I live for every day and I'm not sure I could share her. But should I cage her like a bird, never to fly free. Never to enjoy what was obviously an important part of her life, could I live with myself under those circumstances? But also, could I accept the risk that having re-tasted the forbidden fruit I could lose her. I fell asleep no closer to a decision. 

~~~~~~~~<>~~~~~~~~The alarm clock woke me in the morning and I managed to knock it on the floor as I hit the off button. Karen had half slide off me during the night and was draped over my side. She grunted as I moved and opened an eye. 
"Morning love," I said. 
She blew me a kiss and murmured, "I can't believe you still do love me after what I put you through. Thank you, and I love you too." 
She rolled off me, her hand gently stroking my morning woody. Regretfully she said, "I need to get ready for work." Then more hopefully, "Join me in the shower?" 
I agreed and we showered and she was happy to help me lose my woody. She stood facing the wall, her hands pressed against the wall and her butt shaking in an invitation I couldn't refuse. I ran my fingers down her back and fondled the soft but firm curves of her arse. My fingers dipped inside her slick passage while my thumb caressed the puckered rose of her anus. 
She gasped and turning her head gave me a wicked grin. "Are you feeling naughty, lover." 
I grinned back, she wasn't in this mood very often. But when she was, the only thing that satisfied her need was the sensation of my cock in her arse. Using the shower gel to lube up my thumb and I worked it into her arse up to the first joint. She hissed and then pushed back at my thumb taking all of it into her. 
"Oh God yesss, that feels so good," she groaned, resting her forehead against the tiled wall. "Neil fuck my arse, please." 
I rolled my thumb around and again she groaned, "Ohhh fuuuuuk, use your cock, you bastard." 
My cock, hell both of our bodies were slick with the shower gel. The head of my cock slid down the crease in her butt cheeks and with a grunt and a steady push I violated the sanctity of her arse. 
I paused for a second or two but at her urging drove my whole length into her. 
"Fuck, yeeesss," she gasped. Her hand slid between her legs and as I started thrusting into her she was rubbing her clit. 
Neither of us stood any chance that we could drag this out. The sensations were too intense for both of us. Within a couple of minutes, her legs were trembling as the first wave of her orgasm spread out. 
"Ohh...ohh...ohh...oh fuuuk yesss, she cried out as she felt my hot cum filling her back passage as I surrendered to my needs. 
Leaning forward, I kissed the back of her neck and whispered how much I loved her. I pulled out and my life juice trickled down her legs and washed down the plug hole.
She turned around and wrapped her arms around me. "Was I naughty enough for you master." She murmured as she looked at me coyly. 
I caressed her and whispered, "You don't have to prove anything to me, love." 
"I do, but you need to understand that there's nothing I wouldn't do for you." She gave a little sob, "I'm going to fuck everything up ain't I?" 
I turned the water off and wrapped a towel around her. She sat down on the toilet and I perched on the edge of the bathtub. 
"Why do you think that?" 
"Because when I saw her in that lift, I went weak at the knees. All my past feelings for her came rushing back to me." She reached out her hands for me, clasping at mine. "I came so close to sleeping with her. Thank god you decided to call me when you did." 
"So the kiss and a cuddle was a bit more than that!"
"Yes," she whispered, "But not that much more." She was watching my face intensely and she saw the question in my expression. "We were fondling each other's breasts when you called. It was like someone had thrown a bucket of cold water over me when I heard your ringtone." 
She had pulled her knees up and was hugging herself, her head bowed. "If you hadn't called I'm not sure how far I would have gone. And I hate myself because I still have feelings for her." 
"Where does that leave us," I asked? 
"Hopefully in the same place we've always been, I've never cheated on you since we got engaged and I never will. I love you, but there will forever be a part of me that loves her." 
It hurts when the person you've committed to love and honour for the rest of your life admits she still has feelings for another person. Does the fact that this person doesn't have a cock make a difference? At first, I thought it would but now I'm not so sure. Basically, I didn't want to her to share her affection with someone else. It should all be mine and I know I'm being selfish. 
I looked at her rocking slowly back and forth as she sat on the loo seat. There was a look of desperation in her eyes as she watched the various emotions displayed across my features. 
"How can we get past this Neil," she asked? 
"I'm not sure. What would you have done if I'd told you I was going away for a couple of days and I wanted to sleep with another woman? 
All the colour drained from her face. "I think it would kill me," she whispered, "You're my rock. That one stable point in my whole existence." 
"Then I guess you know how I feel." 
She moaned pitifully and I moved over to her and hugged her. She clung desperately to me moaning, "Don't leave me," Over and over again. 
"I'm not going to leave you," I kept telling her until it seemed to register. She sob slowed down and she wiped the tears from her eyes. 
"Shit, what time is it?" 
I checked my watch and told her.
"Crap, I need to get ready, I'm going to be late." 
She stood up and shrugged off the towels and started to dry her hair. I quickly towelled myself dry, dressed and went downstairs to the kitchen. 
I had a pot of coffee brewing and bread in the toaster when Gillian appeared. She stood in the doorway looking a bit nervous so I pointed at a chair and she sat down. 
"Coffee," I asked? 
"Please, cream and no sugar." 
"We've got toast, or there's some cereal in the larder." 
"Toast will be fine, thank you." 
I put a mug of coffee in front of her and placed the carton of creamer on the table. She added a dollop and stirred. She kept staring the swirling liquid. 
Finally, she broke the silence, "I love her, but I'm not trying to take her away from you." 
"Are you sure that's true?" 
She looked at me sadly, "It wouldn't matter if I tried, I can tell she will never leave you. The best I can hope is that you are willing to trust me enough to let me spend some time with her." 
"Let's see how this weekend goes," I replied as I started to butter the toast. 
"What's happening this weekend?" Karen asked as she walked in. 
"Oh, Gillian and I are going to try to get to know each other. And I'm going to play cricket," I said with a laugh. 
"Nice," she said as she stole a slice of toast from my plate. She gave me a sticky toast and marmalade flavoured kiss and then gave Gillian a kiss on the cheek. She was wearing one of her office suits. A knee length dark grey skirt and a white blouse. She hung the matching jacket over the back of a chair. I gave her my usual look and she grinned back at me. 
She wore the suit like a protective layer, but underneath lay the hidden secrets! She loved beautiful and sexy lingerie and my treat each morning was to get a memory for my day at work. 
Today was no different. She came over and stood in front of me and slowly, sensually raised the hem of her skirt. The lacy tops of her stockings were the first of my treats to be seen. The soft tanned skin of her upper thighs led up tantalisingly slowly to the semi-transparent wisp of pink fabric that failed miserably to hide her womanly secrets. She giggled happily as I leant forward and planted a kiss on the pink triangle. 
As she straightened her skirt, I saw Gillian's face. She was flushed and breathing heavily, and the intense look of desire disturbed me. By the time Karen turn to look at her, she'd managed to get herself under control, and her expression was one of amusement. 
"Is this a regular thing every morning?" she asked.
Karen laughed, "Most mornings, it's so he remembers what he's got to come home to every evening while he's surrounded by all these cute young students at the university." 
"And the girls aren't bad either," I added. And then yelped as she punched my arm. 
She grinned mischievously at me as she poured coffee into a travel mug. 
"Sorry babe, I have to run," she said, "I'll see both of you this evening. I should be back by six." 
"Do you want me to pick up stuff for supper?" I said. 
"Could you please love, the farmers markets on your way. Maybe see if you can find some nice lamb." 
She gave me a kiss and paused by Gillian to give her a quick hug. She gave me a long look, then grabbing her keys off the hook, was out the door. Silence fell broken only by the crunch of toast and the slurp of drinks. 
"I'm really grateful you're letting me stay this weekend," Gillian said breaking the silence. "I promise to behave myself, but you need to understand, I can't help it if I'm still in love with your wife." 
She stood up, "I need to get back to the Dorchester, my assistant is probably spitting fire by now. I'm not too sure what time I'll get back." 
"We usually aim to eat about seven, seven-thirty at the latest. Shall I lay a place for you?" 
She looked relieved I was offering. "Please, I should be here by then." 
She walked out of the cottage with me and we both headed out in opposite directions. 

~~~~~~~~<>~~~~~~~~I got back to the cottage at three-thirty laden down with my backpack and several of bags of goodies I'd found at the local farmers market. I'd managed to find a superb deboned leg of lamb at the butchers stall that I was going to slow roast after rubbing it with Moroccan spices. The rest of the bags were filled with an assortment of fresh and preserved food that I hadn't been able to resist. 
I reckoned the meat would need at least three hours in the oven so I started the preparations. I rubbed the meat all over with a mix of oil and the spices. I placed it in a cast iron dish on a bed of root veggies and put the covered dish in a low oven and set the timer. 
That done I could relax. A quick shower and then I took a glass of wine and sat on the patio. My morning had been rather busy. The tutorials had dragged on a bit. Then there was an urgent finance meeting with the Bursar I couldn't get out of. All in all, I hadn't had much of a chance to think about the situation I'd found myself in. 
Now as I sat sipping my glass of wine in the late afternoon sunlight. My disturbing thoughts came rushing back to weigh me down. I'd agreed that Gillian could stay for the weekend but regardless of her protestations that she wasn't trying to steal my wife away from me I still felt very uneasy. And then to add to my discomfort my phone buzzed to tell me I'd missed a message from Karen a couple of hours ago. I must have turned it to silent during the meeting with the Bursar. 
'Hi, love I'm swamped in the office. Got a late meeting that's gonna overrun. Should be home by 7:00 latest. Love you.'



Bugger, I thought. I wish she'd told me earlier. My feeling of unease didn't go away so after a few minutes I texted her.
'Lambs in the oven. Will be ready @ 7:30 latest. U sure you'll be here by then? Can try and delay if you're going to be late. Need a number for Gillian to let her know we are running late.'
I waited but got no reply so fifteen minutes later I called her. I got her voice mail box straight away. I looked at my phone in surprise, I couldn't remember a time when she hadn't answered me within half a dozen rings. I left a quick message asking her to confirm what time she would get back. 
I don't know why but then I decided to call Janice her assistant. A strange voice answered. I was surprised when she said that Karen wasn't in the office and she didn't know when she'd be back, but she'd take a message. I asked her to get a message to her saying she needed to call me urgently. 
"And who should I tell her to call," she said offhandedly. 
"Her husband, she knows the number." 
There was a gasp and then for a moment there was silence from her end. "Ohh," and then she paused again, finally saying, "Mr den Jong, I thought you knew, she had a meeting in London with a client. We're not expecting her back today." 
I hung up and stared blankly at my glass of wine. What the fuck was going on. I thought about the message she'd left me. 'Swamped in office. Got a late meeting that's gonna overrun'. I left her a second message on her voice mail. 
"Just where the hell are you because apparently you're not in your office. I don't like being lied to. Call me back now!" 
I sent a similar text message and sat back. An hour and a half later I was still sitting there. The bottle of wine was empty and my phone was silent. The aroma of roasting lamb stirred me into action. I felt I was on autopilot as I checked the food and prepared the couscous. 
Seven o'clock rolled around and still there as no sight or sound from either of them. I decided to leave another message. 
"Karen, where the fuck are you? You weren't in your office this afternoon and I'm getting worried. You need to call me." 
Eight o'clock and I sat staring at the food growing cold on the table. By now my mind was numb. I couldn't work out what was going on. I served myself a plate, but all I did was push the food around, then I had a horrific thought. 
I scrabbled for my laptop and checked out the local traffic news. I breathed a sigh of relief when there were no major accidents reported. Then I realise I'd almost hoped that an accident was the reason she was so late because otherwise... 
I called the Dorchester and tried in vain to get put through to Gillian's suite. They wouldn't even admit she was a guest, let alone take a message. 
I left several more messages for Karen. The tone grew more frantic and aggressive with each one.
Nine o'clock and I was beginning to suspect that my marriage was over. I needed some fresh air and I walked out of the cottage and made my way across the village green. I sat down on the bench by the cricket pavilion and for a long while, I sat gazing at the night sky. There was no moon and the stars flickered brightly. 
I began to believe that there was only one conclusion I could come to. At some point, she'd decided to fulfil her desire and spend the weekend with Gillian. Perversely I hoped it had been a decision she'd made during the day. Because otherwise all the sex and loving last night and this morning had been an act and that would hurt even more. 
Finally, as the falling dew began chilling my bones, I stood and hesitated for a few moments, full of indecision. Before slowly making my way into the pub. For late on a Friday night it was rather quiet. I saw Philip by the bar and he motioned me over. I wasn't interested in talking so shook my head and found an armchair by the unlit fire. I sipped at the beer I couldn't recall ordering.
I felt a presence beside me and looked up to see Carol watching me intently. 
"What's up love? You look so solemn." 
I indicated the seat beside me and she sat down. "I think that Karen's left me," I said.
"What!" 
"I said I think she's left me, Carol." 
"Don't be daft Son, she loves you. There's no way she'd ever leave you." 
"I'm not so sure, I'm not the only person she loves." 
Carol's mouth opened, but she uttered no words. 
Oh what the fuck I thought, in for a penny, in for a pound. "On Wednesday, she told me she wanted to go away for the weekend with her lover. You met her last night." 
"Lover...her!....You....you mean Gillian Faith?" 
I nodded, "Yah, apparently they were lovers at university, and it looks like they've decided to reconnect. I just don't understand it, Carol. This morning I was sure she loved me. Now I've no idea who or where she is..." 
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~<>~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
To be continued 
Please don't forget to vote. 
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~~~~~~~~~<>~~~~~~~~Oh, what the fuck I thought, in for a penny, in for a pound. "On Wednesday, she told me she wanted to go away for the weekend with her lover. You met her last night." 
"Lover ... her! ...You... you mean Gillian Faith?" 
I nodded, "Yah, apparently they were lovers at university, and it looks like they've decided to reconnect. I just don't understand it, Carol. This morning I was sure she loved me. Now I've no idea who she's with or where she is ..." 

~~~~~~~~~~~~<>~~~~~~~~~~~The Weekend. Part 3
I stared at the logs in the fireplace, my vision blurry with the tears I was trying to hold back. I finished my beer and put the glass down. Carol took my hand in hers. 
I said to her with a catch to my voice. "She should have been home at seven and now it's almost eleven. She sent me a message saying she was delayed at the office and it wasn't true. She lied to me. Now she's ignoring all my calls and messages. Gillian's supposed to be here as well, and she's not turned up either."
"I'm sure she's got a perfectly reasonable reason for being late Neil."
"I'm no fool, Carol, I can add two and two together. I guess they've both gone to her villa in the south of France, just as Gillian planned, and I've realised I don't give a fuck anymore." 
"Don't fret yourself, son, let me get you another drink." 
"Thanks," and I handed her my glass. As she turned to go, I said, "What upsets me isn't that she wanted to go, it's that Karen felt she needed to lie to me about it. You know I almost hoped she was late because she'd been in an accident, not that she just couldn't be bothered to tell me she was going."
Carol left me to my contemplation of the end of my marriage. 
It was quite a few minutes later before she returned and placed the beer on the table beside me. 
She said, "There's someone here who'd like to talk to you." 
Christ, I guess it was Philip wanting to talk tactics for tomorrow's match and I wasn't in the mood. 
"Jesus Carol, tell Philip I'll be there tomorrow, but I really don't want to talk to him tonight." 
"No lad, I think you do need to speak to this person." 
I sighed and turned to see who it was. Karen stood there beside her. She was dressed in the same clothes she had been wearing in the morning. Her face looked tear stained and her eyes were red. 
My heart lurched and then hardened. I'd devoted the past twelve years of my life to this woman and I deserved better than the crap I'd been getting the past few days. She'd kept vast important parts of her life secret from me and now I'd learned she loved someone else. This is the woman I'd poured my soul out to. I had no secrets from her, and as much as it hurt me I wasn't sure I could carry on like this. 
"What do you want?" I asked in a belligerent tone, "Is she bored with you already?" 
"Please Neil, I want you to come home, she's waiting for us back at the cottage." 
"And I thought my day couldn't get any sodding worse. What was so fucking important today that you needed to lie to me, and then ignore me?" 
She went to speak, but I stopped her. "On second thoughts, I don't want to hear yet another lie, Karen. Tell you what, why don't you go off with your fuck buddy to her villa for the weekend. It'll give me the time to pack a few things. I can stay in my rooms in college until I can find somewhere permanent. 
Karen went white and collapsed on the chair next to me. I went to say some more, but I was stopped by Carol. 
"Will you shut up you idiot, can't you see she's upset? She came running in here a few minutes ago frantically looking for you. You left your phone at home and she's been trying to call you for the past two hours." 
"So now she knows how I've been feeling since this afternoon," I said bitterly. 
"It's not what you think," Karen cried out. "Please listen to me." 
Carol snapped, "Both of you sit there and say nothing until I close the place up, then we'll get to the bottom of this." 
I suppose I should have explained much earlier, that Carol is my mother's cousin. Which makes her my, my ... well whatever it is, we are related. She's my mom's favourite cousin, and now that my parents live in Holland, has decided she's my de facto mother. Oh yes, and Philip the cricketer is her son which makes him my ... oh hell, I've no idea. 
She was one of the reasons we had decided to buy the cottage in the village and also the reason we'd been accepted into the community so easily. It also gives her the right, so she believes, to treat me like an errant son.
We sat in silence while Carol bustled around ushering the last patrons out of the door. She locked the door and switched off a majority of the lights leaving us sitting in a single pool of light broken only by the soft glow of the bar lights. There was a chill in the air and Carol struck a match and held it to the kindling in the fireplace and the flames spread. I knew what she was doing, she was trying to give me time to calm down. She knew I was upset and would lash out at Karen in my anger. 
After a few more moments Carol sat down beside us and looked expectantly at me. "Neil, it's no good blowing up if you don't, at least, give Karen a chance to explain," she said. "There may be an entirely legitimate reason for all of today. You need to let her tell you." 
I shifted in my seat to look at Karen. She swallowed and started talking. 
"Please, Neil, believe me, I never intended to upset you as much as I did. But I lost control of the meeting, and I wasn't allowed to get in contact." 
That made no sense to me and I started to say as much, but Carol shushed me and told Karen to continue. 
"The main reason Jilly got in contact with me was that she is about to launch her own range of clothing, lingerie, cosmetics and perfumes. She wanted to know if the agency would be interested in handling the branding and advertising and for us to run the campaign." 
I snorted in disbelief and Karen said, "I know ... I know, I should have let you know when I got back. I called David from the states and he told me not to discuss it with anyone and explicitly said that included you. In the end, it was easier not to say anything and I thought I could deal with it after we'd discussed the weekend." 
David owned the agency and could be a secretive son of a bitch when he wanted to be, so I wasn't too surprised by her words. Even so I was surprised he explicitly told her not to say anything to me. Something about these thoughts nagged at me, but I lost my train of thought in my bitterness. 
"Well, that didn't work out to plan did it," I commented. "So he knows you two used to be lovers?" 
She shook her head and sighed, "No, just that we were close friends at uni. I fucked that up, didn't I?" I could see the tears forming in the corner of her eyes but after a moment, she got herself under control. 
"Once you got back home yesterday, I switched off my phone. I didn't want anything to distract us. I knew I had an important meeting today but at the time, I didn't want any distractions while we sorted things out." 
"And?" I asked, not understanding what she was trying to say. 
"I forgot to switch it back on until I got to the office and that's when I found out that my plans for today had been changed. I only had one meeting and that was with Jilly's management team, and representatives of the companies who were going to create all the items we are to brand and advertise." 
That made no sense to me, surely Gillian would have known about the meeting, so why hadn't she mentioned it at breakfast. It was her endorsed products for Christ's sake that the meeting had been about. I was going to say something, but Karen continued. 
"Even then I wasn't worried," she said. "I was told we were meeting the representatives in a hotel and that David, Janice and I were going to be driving down to London in an hour. I just assumed the meeting was in London and at worse, I'd only be a little late. And that's what I told the girl who was covering Janice's desk." 
"Yah, I got that message," I muttered. "Not long after your, 'I'm stuck in the office' lie."
"I know, I worked that out when they allowed us to switch our phones back on." 
"What do you mean, allowed you?" 
"There's a hell of a lot of money riding on this and the other side are paranoid about secrecy. We got to the Dorchester where we met Jilly and her agent. Then we were driven to a country estate in Sussex. They insisted we switch off our phones. All we had with us was a thumb drive with our presentation and concept drawings. Understand that while Jilly was pushing for us, none of the others involved were. They have their own advertising agencies that they want to work with. It was an incredibly hard sell, we all worked our arses off to sell our ideas." 
"I think that they were hoping that we would fuck up and they could convince Jilly that they needed to use their agencies." 
She looked at me apologetically, "I'll be honest Neil, I got so involved I forgot all about you and the meal. Even with Jilly's support, the meeting was getting on to nine before we'd hammered out all the issues and came to an agreement and we signed a contract. They wanted us to stay for a meal to celebrate the deal, that's when I realised what the time was. When I switched my phone back on and I saw your texts and listened to the messages, I panicked. You weren't answering my calls to your mobile or the house phone, and I just had a panic attack. Jilly bless her, got me out of there. She told them that she and I had a prior engagement. Her driver drove like a maniac to us here and then I found the cold meal on the table...." She tailed away. 
"That's when I really lost it. The meal you'd prepared, sitting on the table, cold and untouched, abandoned. Just like I'd abandoned you. I sat down on the floor and burst into tears. I thought that after everything that had occurred over the past few days you'd left me."
By now I was starting to feel like an ass. In my defence, she was right, that given everything that had occurred I hadn't so much as jumped to a conclusion, but rather snatched at the one that had fallen into my lap. But then again it seemed that Gillian and her business was so much more important to her, that she'd lied and then forgotten all about me. She must have known I'd have been worried and even if they'd made her switch her phone off there would have been phones at the hotel. 
"Jilly pointed out that your car was in the drive so she didn't think you'd gone far, so I ran over here because I knew this is where you'd come."
I knew I should be apologising, but there was a stubborn streak in me that refused to let me. Plus truth be told, I was really feeling sorry for myself. 
I sighed and said, "I can't do this anymore Karen. You've turned my life upside down this past week. I've been waiting for this to happen for as long as I've known you. You're beautiful and intelligent and for years, I've waited for a better man to come along and take you away from me. More fool me, I should have been looking for the better woman." 
Karen gasped and Carol interjected, "You know she loves you, she's not looking for someone else. Nothing's changed son, it's obvious you both love each other." 
I turned to her and said, "The problem is Carol, a few days ago I thought I was the only one she loved. It seems I was mistaken and I'm sorry, but I won't share her. Tonight was a comedy of errors I admit it. But it doesn't hide the fact I've been well and truly fucked over by her for the last couple of days."
Karen clasped at my hand, raising it to her lips to kiss it. I pulled it back. "There is only one man I have ever loved," she said imploringly. "I can't bare the thought of not being with you for the rest of my life. But Jilly was my first love and I've missed her these past years. For three long years, she was everything to me and I've tried to put her in the past." 
"I need to know, me or her, who do you want?" I asked. 
Karen went silent, her mouth opened and closed several times as though she was about to say something, but no words came just an extended low keening. 
Carol hissed a breath in, "That's not fair, son." 
"It is fair," I argued, "Every time she says she loves me, the next thing out of her mouth is something about her ex-lover or is it an ex, I don't know. I need to know where I stand in her world!" 
"You," she said defiantly, "I choose you." Then softly, "I will always choose you over her." She looked at me beseechingly and then said with a faltering voice, "But I won't deny that there will always be a place for her in my heart."
"Oh, for fucks sake, you just did it again!" 
Karen stared at me, tears streaming down her face. Then she said to Carol, "I don't think I can face her at the moment. Can we stay here tonight? And she needs to go back to London. Would you go over to our place and ask her to leave?" 
Carol nodded and went to stand, but I took hold of her hand and stopped her. 
I said, "You can't ask Carol to do that. It's our mess and we need to clear it up. We need to go and talk to her together. She needs to understand where she stands in your life." 
I got to my feet and reluctantly Karen stood as well. Carol hugged the pair of us and we made our way across the village green. We held hands as we walked and I think both of us wanted to say what we were thinking, but neither knew how to start. So we walked in silence past the cricket pitch and the duck pond. I pulled her to a halt by the entrance of our drive. 
"You realise if you'd just told me about Gillian and the other women when we first met we probably wouldn't be in this fix now." 
"And you think you wouldn't have run away if I'd told you I was gay. I was in love with you and I didn't want to lose you." 
I thought back to those first few dates and shook my head. "I knew I loved you that first night we met, and I still do regardless of any revelations." 
A thought crossed my mind. "You keep telling me that you're gay, but Gillian says she's bi. You both have slept with men, I don't understand the difference?" 
Karen gave me a wry smile, "It's simple, Jilly would fuck both men and women, she just prefers women. Before I met you, my lovers were exclusively women. Since we got engaged I've been exclusively yours, I love only one man. All others make my skin creep when they touch me in a sexual way. Trust me I tried in uni, Jilly wanted us to share a boy she knew. I threw up all over him." 
She wrapped her arms around me. "When you caught hold of me that night, it was like an electric current hit me. It shocked me, you were a man and you should have repulsed me. Yet I was desperate for you to carry on touching me. And I still am!" She lay her head against my chest and sighed. 
The lights were on in the hall as we let ourselves in through the front door. There was a flicker of firelight through the door to the lounge. Gillian appeared in the doorway, a half smile faded away as she took in our expressions. She went to hug Karen, but Karen kept her at arms distance and stepped around her into the lounge. Gillian followed her in and when I entered the room last, they were sitting on either end of the sofa. A cautious look passed between them.
I sat down on the armchair opposite them and realised we were mimicking the discussion at the pub last night. Was it really only twenty-four hours ago, so much had changed.
They both looked at me expecting me to start, but this wasn't my decision. I'd made mine, I was just here for the ride. 
"You know what I think love," I said, "You need to explain to Gillian the situation, I'm not going to change my mind." I sank back into the soft cushions of the chair. 
"Neil has given me a simple choice," she said. "I can have one of you as a lover but not both. The thought that I might lose him made my decision very easy. He will always come first, I'm sorry, I still love you and I always will, but you never will be as important as Neil to me."
She seemed to pause and gather her thoughts, "Jilly I'm glad you've come back into my life and I don't want to lose you. But your place in our lives is whatever Neil says it is." 
I looked at her, she gave me a long pleading glance before turning back to Gillian. This wasn't exactly on script although it was obvious that she was desperately hoping that I wouldn't entirely reject her statement. 
What did I want? I knew what I wanted. I wanted my wife to be happy, I wanted her to be happy with me. Christ, I wanted to be happy, and if I forced her to never see Gillian again, how long would it be before I lost her and I wasn't happy? 
Did I love her enough to let her have her friendship with Gillian, knowing that the chances were that it would morph into something more? And if it did, could I cope with no longer being the only person in her life. Shit, deep down I knew I already wasn't the only person in her life. 
Then something clicked in my mind, something that had been nagging at me since our talk yesterday. Something that had almost surfaced earlier. If I was right then, Karen was being played by a master manipulator. The timing, the theatre of the last few day's events hit me with a clarity of thought. But in case, I was barking up the wrong tree I needed to have my next conversation with Gillian in private.
I said to Karen. "Can you wait in our bedroom."
"But?" 
"Please Karen, Gillian and I need to have a talk." 
Karen stood and looked back and forth between us, indecision plastered across her face.
"Please love," I said, "There are a few things I need to understand and I think Gillian has the answers. If you're here, then I'm not sure she won't lie." 
Now it was Gillian's turn to look annoyed and confused. 
Karen smiled weakly and I took her hand and she followed me to the bottom of the stairs. We kissed and she started up the stairs. 
"Wait," I said as she was half way up. "A quick question. Before you went to Chicago, had you ever discussed your relationship with Gillian with anyone in your office?" 
She turned to face me and started to shake her head then she stopped. "Well not that we were lovers. But I know I've mentioned that we went to school together and were close friends at uni. Hey, she's a big movie star, it was fun telling people we shared a flat." 



"Yeah I notice you didn't tell me." 
Karen looked a bit sheepish, "Well I didn't want you asking any awkward questions." 
"Oh, and one other thing. Do you know if there are any rumours about Gillian's intentions about entering the fashion industry bouncing around?" 
"I think so, at least, I wasn't that surprised when she mentioned it."
"In Chicago?" 
"Yeah."
I racked my brains to remember and another cog in the wheel fell into place. The Chicago trip had come up rather suddenly. Usually, her business trips were planned weeks in advance. This time, it had been the Friday evening before, far too late for me to change my plans and travel with her as I'd done in the past. 
"Who planned the trip?" 
"David, he was supposed to be going, then on the Friday something came up and he asked me to go instead. Why all the questions Neil, I thought you wanted to talk to Jilly?" 
"Oh, I do, but now I think you need to be there." 
She looked confused but came back down the stairs and followed me into the lounge. 
"Gillian," I said. "Tell us again, when did you know Karen would be in Chicago?"
"Err...it must have been at least a couple of weeks beforehand." 
"And how did you find out?" 
"Her travel details and hotel reservation were sent to me in an email." 
Karen shook her head, "That can't be right. I only found out the day before I flew." 
"Who sent you the information?"
"The PI's, they have a source in her offices."
The last card fell into place in my mind. 
"Karen, call David and put it on speaker." 
"It's one o'clock in the morning, Neil."
"Please just do it." 
She shrugged her shoulders and picked up her phone and dialled David's number. 
"It's ringing," she said, "I hope you know what you are doing." 
"Oh, I do. Please don't say anything." 
She passed the phone to me and I put it on the table in speaker mode.
"Karen?" A sleepy voice said.
"No, it's Neil."
"Is there a problem, is she alright?" David's voice rose in concern. 
"Not actually, she and I have been discussing the end of our marriage and her affair with Gillian."
"What!" David shouted and Karen whispered, "Oh God, please no Neil." looking at me with a horrified expression. I shook my head, putting my finger to my lips. 
"You need to get over here right away," I told him. 
"Neil, it's late and I'm in bed and I don't even understand what I can do to help. Can't this wait until the morning?" 
"David, I know. You've got an hour, if you are not here by then I'll get Gillian to tear up the contract with your company." 
"FUCK, you can't."
"I can and I will." 
"And I most certainly can," Gillian shouted.
There was a long pause and then he rang off. 
In the silence of the room, I grinned at Gillian. "You've worked it out haven't you?" 
She nodded hesitantly, "I'm not sure, but backing you seemed the best idea at the time."
Karen said, "You think David has something to do with this, don't you? I can't see how. I was the one who went to him about the possibility of getting the account." 
"Jilly," Christ, I'd started to call her by Karen's pet name for her. "Let me propose a scenario. You wanted to get closer to my wife. You knew that she worked for an advertising agency. And low and behold, you were just about to launch a clothing and accessory line that needs to be branded and advertised." 
"All you needed to do was find out where she'd be, and if I wasn't around, all the better. Then contrive a meeting and drop hints you are looking for a new advertising agency and you'd have a genuine reason to be around her all the time." 
I looked at her, "Convenient how things worked out wasn't it, almost as though you had a helping hand."
Silence fell and I could see both of them thinking hard. I kept myself busy while we waited to see if David would appear. I made hot chocolate for all of us, my go to comfort drink in times of stress. Karen and Gillian took their mugs with a grateful smile, blowing on the froth to cool them. 
I sat down between them on the sofa and Karen tucked her feet up and curled up against me. Gillian gave us a longing look and thinking that it's not going to kill me, I raise my arm in a mute invite. She gave a contented sigh and slid up against me and pulled my arm over her shoulders. 
Karen gave me a surprised look. 
I said to Karen as I kissed the top of her head, "Let's face it, other than the fact she's an opportunist she's still in love with you after all these years." 
"True, I am both of those," Gillian interrupted. 
"I think that when our guest arrives, we are going to find out that both of you have been manipulated into this situation." 
"Ohh, do tell?" 
"You know how I hate not having all facts so let's wait till David gets here." 
"Are you sure he's going to come?" 
"Oh, I know he will. Our threat to tear up the contract would have him panicking." 
Karen wriggled around to face me, "Yes, about that. You know that's all my hard work the pair of you are casually tossing in the bin. If we lose this contract, a lot of our plans for the agency are going to have to be scrapped. I'm not even sure we will survive." 
Gillian stretched over me and kissed Karen. "I'm not going to do it, but David doesn't need to know that, it's our secret." 
I moved away from Gillian, "Did I say it was ok for you to kiss her?"
Karen looked nervously at me, Gillian just looked annoyed.
"I still don't trust you," I said. 
She appeared to swallow her first thought. Then said, "I'm sorry I forget myself sometimes. I'm just nervous and worried about what David's going to say." 
I said, "Jilly, if it hadn't have been for the fact that Karen worked there, would David's company even be in the running to get you as a client?" 
She shook her head, "Not even on the horizon!" I felt I'd been told the truth for once.
It was another twenty minutes before the glow of the security lights coming through the window, announced David's arrival. 
"I'll let him in," Karen said as she stood up. 
I said, "Don't say anything to him, just bring him through." 
She nodded and went to open the door. We heard the sound of David's voice before she reappeared closely followed by a flustered looking David. 
"I don't like being threatened," David said as he sat down on the armchair. 
"And I don't appreciate that your actions have come close to ruining my marriage," I replied. 
"I don't know what you mean." 
"Why don't I tell you all a story, you three can fill in the gaps. David if you don't cooperate, then I'm going to get Jilly to tear up the contract." 
"And I will, 'cos I'm not happy with you," Gillian said. David sank back into his chair with a resigned expression on his face. 
"So this is how I think it went down," I said. "Please step in and correct me where I go wrong." 
"I guess this all started a few months ago. Karen, I remember you telling me that David was looking for a big client to help fund his expansion plans."
"That's right though it wasn't just for that. The recession has hurt us; we've lost several of our old clients. We need to find new business to survive." 
"Ahh, that explains a lot. David, I suspect that you heard rumours that Jilly was about to enter the fashion industry. You already knew that she and Karen had been close friends at university. How did you find out that they had been lovers?" 
He gave a little smile at that, "Ah, that was Sally, my secretary. It seems her girlfriend was part of the group that ran around with the pair of them at uni. She saw both of you, at last year's Christmas party. She couldn't believe that Karen was married. She remembered you as a hard hard lesbian, who was in in a long-term relationship with Gillian. She told Sally, who told me." 
"Ok, that clears that one up. Then you found out, or were told that Gillian was still interested in Karen." 
"You can chalk that up to Sally as well. She let slip a year ago that someone was paying her for information about Karen. She didn't see any harm in it as all they wanted to know was Karen's travel and social calendar. I was worried that a competitor was trying to head hunt her. I got Sally to arrange a face to face meeting which I crashed. That's when I found out it was a private detective and that Gillian was paying them to keep tabs on Karen." 
Gillian said, "Fuck, sorry Neil; they never told me that they'd been compromised." 
"So your investigations weren't as anonymous as you thought they were," I said. "Which means that David was able to work out that you still had feelings for Karen." 
David ignored my statement so I carried on with my tale. I was getting worked up so I stood and started pacing the room. A bad habit of mine that I thought I'd managed to control.
"So this is what I think happened. David needs a big new client to save the company. He knew about your past and your relationship with Jilly. He was also pretty sure that she wanted to rekindle that relationship with you. A relationship he felt would give him an in, and an edge in any contract deals with you." 
"Remember Karen, Gillian confirmed earlier, under normal circumstances your agency wouldn't have been in the running. I think, hearing the rumours that Gillian was about to launch her own range, David decided his best option was to engineer a meeting between the pair of you. He settled on the Chicago conference as his best option and then booked a flight and room for Karen. He had no intention of going himself. Then he made sure that Sally passed on the information about the Chicago trip." 
"I suspect he got her to include rumours that Karen still had feelings for you to wet your appetite Gillian. Next, I suspect he re-enforced the agency's need for new clients to Karen." 
"He did go on about over the past few weeks. But why did he wait for the last moment to tell I was going if he'd already booked for me, he waited until the last minute to tell me I was going?" 
"That one's easy. He knew that if you had told me about the trip in time, I could have arranged to travel with you, I've done it in the past." I looked at Gillian, "If I had been there, would you have approached Karen?"
"Probably not." 
"So Gillian, you two were finally in the same place and you set up the meeting to look like an accident. You spun her a story about why you were there, and when the time was right, you told her about your new venture. That you were looking for a new agency to help launch the lines. Karen must have thought Christmas had come early. An old friend she still had feelings for, just happens to need what her company could provide. What a coup that would have been?" 
"What I don't understand is why you thought she'd stay the weekend with you?" 
I stopped in mid-steam. "Oh, of course, I'm an idiot. You already knew the story behind the locket didn't you?" 
Gillian gave a short nod. 
"It's not something I hid, Neil," Karen added. "I was proud that you trusted me so much. I used to show it to the girls in the office. The fact I hadn't used it was proof of my love for you. When she asked me about it, I saw no reason not to tell her about it." 
"But of course, you already knew Gillian, your whole goal was to make her feel that it was alright to use it. You were fairly sure you could pressure her into staying with you and she wouldn't feel guilty about it."
"That's what I hoped. Especially after I heard that she was having second thoughts about her marriage. I thought if I could just get her on my own for a couple of days it would rekindle her love for me." 
Karen spluttered, "But that not true, I never said anything like that. I'm more in love with him now than I've ever been." 
I looked at David, "Something else you got Sally to pass on I guess. Basically, you pimped out my wife expecting her to come back with the contract. And you didn't care if you destroyed our marriage on the way." 
"No," he said vehemently.
"Bollocks, you were stacking the cards in your favour and you didn't care who you hurt so long as you claimed the pot." 
The fight seemed to ooze out of him and he put his head in his hands. "Fuck it, I was just trying to save the company. The divorce meant I had to pay back the investment Sandra's parents made in the business. I took personal loans out against the company to be able to afford it. But with business the way it's been over the past eighteen months I've had to dip into the company accounts to be able to make the loan payments." 
Their divorce had been a couple of years ago. Sandra had found about his reputation of playing away from home on his business trips. She'd set a PI on him and had easily got the proof of his lifestyle. She'd really been upset and I knew the divorce had hurt him. 
I shook my head and got my thoughts back to the point in hand. 
"So I guess that means you admit it," I said. "You were happy to do anything to save your bloody company. You fed false information to Gillian hoping that her feelings for Karen would make her eager to work with your business. And you sent Karen to her, hopeful that when she met Gillian again, it would rekindle her feelings for her. If they became lovers again, then you would be sure of getting the contract. 
Then I raised my voice, "You didn't give a fuck if you screwed up our marriage." 
Karen stepped over to him and slapped his face. 
"You can take that as my resignation," she snapped at him. Then she clutched at me and burst out crying. 
Shit, I thought, she loves that job. If she goes and Gillian carries through with her threat then ...
And if she was reading my mind, Gillian said, "If Karen's not there, then I'll cancel the deal. She's the reason I pushed so hard for your agency." 
Then to Karen, she said, "Come and work for me instead..."
"Fuck no," I blurted out. Karen stiffened in my arms. 
"Why wouldn't you want me, not to work for her, I thought you said she was as much a victim in this as I was." 
"David may have manipulated the pair of you. But that doesn't condone the fact that within hours of meeting her again, she almost had you agreeing to spend the night with her. If I hadn't called when I did, I would probably already be filing for a divorce!" 
I sighed in desperation. "I wouldn't be honest with myself if I didn't say no. Let's be realistic, it seems that no sooner do you profess your love for me than you are going on about her. I meant what I said earlier. I'm not willing to share you." 
Karen shook in my arms, "Oh God, I so wanted you to like her. The thought that I might have Jilly back in my life again has made me so ..."
She felt me stiffen and her words trailed away into silence. 
Into the awkward silence came David's voice. "So what happens now?" 
I struggled to get my racing emotions back to the question of David. 
"Without the contract how long can the agency survive?" 
"A few months at most. That is unless I can find a hell of a lot of new contracts in the next few weeks. Otherwise, I'll need to let most of the staff go. I'll declare bankruptcy to try and save the little I can." 
My mind was racing as I tried to think of something. But there at the back of my mind, overriding all others, was the thought. If the agency failed then, Gillian would go away. 
Gillian cleared her throat. "Why don't I buy you out? You could stay on as the manager and so could Karen." 
"No," Karen said. "That would be the same as me working for you and Neil's already said no to that. Buy the company, that's a good idea, but I can't work for it."
Gillian sat still for a moment, biting her lips in concentration. "What if you owned it?" She mused. 
"I don't understand," Karen said. 
I could see Gillian lining up her thoughts. 
She held up her hand and said. "Bare with me for a minute. I have a proposal that might solve this. What if I do buy out the agency. But then I sell it to you, for say a pound... yes, a pound. Then you wouldn't be working for me, I'd just be the client." 
In the silence that followed this statement, a plethora of emotions flickered across the faces of all of us. 
There was a look of satisfaction with a tinge of triumph on Gillian's. David's just showed a mix of hope and relief. And Karen looked so hopeful I wanted to cry. All my fears and insecurities came rushing to the fore again. 
My groan of despair echoed around the room. Gillian had managed to do it, offer Karen the one thing she'd always wanted. Something that was way out of my reach to be able to give her. The chance to run her own agency. 
I moved away from them, I knew I'd lost; if this happened then at best, we would stagger along for a few months until I became irrelevant to her future. I couldn't bare to see her face and I stumbled up the stairs. I felt a hand on my shoulder, but I shrugged it off. Behind me, I heard a whimper and then more raised voices. I was no longer interested in anything. I made it to the top of the stairs and collapsed on the single bed in the little box room. Surrounded by the clutter of broken furniture, the dregs of our life together. A fitting place for me I felt. I was physically and mentally exhausted and fell into a deep dreamless sleep within moments of my face hitting the musty pillow. 
 
~~~~~~~~~<>~~~~~~~~ I woke up at nine, the next morning with a thumping headache and a sour taste in my mouth. As I turned over, I realised that at some point someone had undressed me and had spread a quilt over me. The house was quiet, too quiet for anyone else to be there. I made my way to our bedroom and the bathroom. I stood under the shower for a long while as I slowly recovered. Pondering all the while about the revelations of last night. 
My gut was telling me that if Karen lets Gillian buy David's agency for her, then ultimately I was going to lose her. She was always going to feel obligated and I was sure that Gillian would eventually play on that. And as much as I loved her, I couldn't envision sharing her even if the other woman was as beautiful as Gillian. My heart was praying for a miracle.
I stepped out of the shower, dried myself and got dressed. Carefully laid out on the bed next to a sports bag were my cricket whites. Christ, I'd forgotten, I was supposed to be playing this afternoon. 
I made my way downstairs and the rest of the house was as empty as the first floor. Only my car sat in the driveway. It looked like she'd left. I thought about checking to see if she'd taken any clothes but to be honest, I couldn't be bothered. 
The kitchen clock said it was ten to ten and there was half empty pot of coffee on the warming pad. My eyes were drawn to a sheath of official looking papers on the kitchen table. Which I pushed to one side as I sat down with a mug of coffee. I hesitated to read them, but the top one was titled 'Intent to purchase'. If they were what I thought they were, then she'd made her decision and all my fears had been real. 
From the front of the house, there was a crunch of tyres on gravel and I heard a car pull up. A car door slammed and moments later the kitchen door opened. A tired but smiling Karen walked in. She was dressed in her favourite pair of old blue jeans and a soft white cotton shirt. She stopped when she saw me and put the grocery bags she was carrying down on the table.
She gave me a sympathetic grin, "I wasn't expecting to see you up this early, you were out for the count when I checked on you earlier. I see you found the coffee, can you pour me a mug." 
I stood and poured a coffee, as I did so I asked, "So how do you want to do it?" 
"Do what?" She replied 
"Well, do you want a separation or a divorce?" 
"What the hell are you talking about, why would I want either of those?"
I pointed at the papers. "It looks like she now owns you body and soul, so what's left for me." 



She gave me a bemused look, "Have you read them correctly?" 
"Not really, I just glanced at the top page." 
"Oh, you beautiful fucking idiot it's good news. Yes, Jilly's agreed to buy out David." 
"It seems your idea of good news sure as fuck ain't the same as mine. So you now work for your lover." 
"Yes."
I looked at her smiling face in horror. 
"You need to read the papers, Neil before you jump to a conclusion." 
I made no move to pick them and she hissed in frustration. "Oh, for Christ sake you stubborn idiot. Yes, Jilly is buying David out, and no I don't work for her. She's signing it all over to you. I'll be working for you." 
"What!" And I sat back down in my chair in surprise. 
"She and David agreed on a price quite quickly, even though I kept telling her I couldn't work for her. She kept telling me she had a cunning plan. I knocked up a simple letter of intent. They both signed it and he went home. He'll stay on as general manager." 
"No, hang on a moment, go back a bit. Did you just say I owned the agency?" 
"What part of 'she's signing it over to you' did you not understand?"
"Why for fucks sake?" I was seriously beginning to think I hadn't woken up and this was all a frigging nightmare. On top of which my head was still thumping away.
"Because you were right when you said, I would always feel indebted to her, and obliged to give her, her pound of flesh." 
"I know that it's why I thought the whole thing was a bad idea." 
"It is and it isn't." 
I put my head in my hands and growled, "Fuck it, Karen, will you please stop trying to confuse me. In my fragile state, it doesn't take a lot." 
She came over to me and sat on my lap. She wrapped her arms around me and kissed my forehead, then my lips. 
She said wistfully as she gently massaged my temples, "I'm so sorry, the last few days have been really rough on you, and none of it is your fault. I hurt you by wanting to go away for the weekend with her. It was a stupid idea, but I was all swept up in the emotion. Then you found out about my sexuality." 
She kissed me hard crushing my lips. "I was so scared you would reject me and so happy that you didn't."
I murmured, "I'll never understand why you thought that knowing you were ... still are, attracted to women, would make me not love you." 
My voice rose slightly, "What I won't accept is that someone, anyone is trying to steal your affection away from me. So do you want to explain to me what the hell, you and Gillian are plotting? And come to think about it where is she?" 
Her body shook against mine. "Gillian said she'll explain it properly this afternoon. Her driver picked her up a couple of hours ago. She said there was something she needed to get from her hotel. But if you asked, I was to tell you that the gift of the agency is by way of an apology that she never got us a wedding present." 
"A whole company's a fucking big wedding present." 
She laughed, "I think she does know you. She said you would say that and I was to point out that she was paid over forty million dollars for her last film. She won't even notice the million or so that buying out David costs." 
It took me a few moments to take all this in, moments I used to reacquaint myself with the beauty of the woman on my lap. One question still needed to be answered, the elephant in the room question. 
"Is there still an us, or do you expect me to share you with her?"
Her response was quick and forceful. "Only you, with one hundred percent of my body, mind and soul. Jilly will be here this afternoon to watch you play and she wants to talk to you. She's going to confirm she understands that she can never be my lover again." 
Then her voice turned all wistful again, and she pleaded, "Please Neil, don't make me give her up as a friend. I've missed her over the years." 
The problem was that I was growing to like this interloper in our lives. I may hate the thought of her swooping in and trying to steal my wife, but hadn't I done just that to her all those years ago. She was beautiful and when she got her head out of her arse, I could see the personality that had attracted Karen all those years ago. 
Karen had never had a female best friend in all the years I'd known her, and now I knew why. She'd never found anyone who could replace Gillian. But I was still so scared that if I agreed I'd slowly lose her. I tried to say what I felt, but my words seemed stiff. 
"I have no objection to the pair of you being friends. But can you promise me that you'll only stay friends?"
This was one of those times I was so grateful she knew me so well, that she understood there was so much more I was trying to say than my few words implied.
She took my hands off her body and held them between hers. "I know you want me to say yes. But I can tell that every fibre of your body is screaming at you to make me tell her to go away." 
She looked me straight in my eyes and said forcefully and deliberately, pausing between each word. "There ... is ... no ... way ... I'm ... ever ... going ... to... leave ... you!" 
She kept looking at me as she leant in to kiss me, forcing me by her willpower to keep eye contact. 
"Since we got engaged I've never been unfaithful to you. Yes, there was that brief period after I met you that I was still sleeping with other women. Neil, there was even one time with Jilly the day she got back from Paris. I needed to know if I forgave her for the woman she slept with there." 
"And I guess you did."
"Not immediately, but I had by the time she left for New York."
"Karen, you didn't really answer my question, am I going to have to share your love with her? Because if that's what you want, then I'm not sure our marriage will survive!"
"No," she said adamantly, "Our marriage is over when I say it is, and I can tell you it isn't now. I know what's at stake and only one person is ever going to decide who shares our bed and that's you." 
There was a short pause then she said, "Please take me to bed, fuck me hard. I have to prove to you that I'm yours," Karen whispered. "And I want to have our baby. I stopped taking birth control last month and I'm ready and fertile now. I was going to tell you earlier, but I wanted to surprise you." 
I carried her upstairs, setting her down at the foot of our bed. I swept my cricket whites and sports bag off the bed. I went to take off my shirt, but she stopped me. 
"You're the most important person in my life and I'm going to prove it." She pushed me up against the wall pulling hard at the front of my shirt. Pulling it open without undoing the buttons. Then bestowing feather-light kisses across my chest before sucking my nipples making me moan in pleasure. 
"You are all mine," she whispered, "and I'm all yours and only yours and I'm going to prove it until you beg me to stop." 
She fumbled at the belt of my jeans, undoing it and the jeans. She pulled them down over my hips and let them pool at my ankles. She groaned in satisfaction as she saw the growing bulge in my boxers. She slid them down to free my cock, rampant with desire, from his confines. Her mouth opened and she swallowed the head, sucking hard and running her hands along the shaft and under my balls. I leant back against the wall, moaning as her head bobbed faster as she swallowed more of me each time. Her long blond hair cascaded over shoulders and tickled the front of my legs.
The pent up anger in me made me lose control quite quickly. I felt the pressure building up and I managed to gasp out. "Ohh shit, Karen, I'm going to cum." 
She grinned up at me and sucked harder. I came with a shudder, filling her mouth and she swallowed, licking me clean. I pulled her up and she kissed me, her tongue sharing my essence with me. 
"It's my turn," I whispered and I stripped her jeans and top from her. She wore no bra and an almost transparent little pair of emerald green panties. She lay back on the bed, letting her thighs fall open. I kissed my way slowly up the inside of her thighs until my lips hovered above the centre of her sex. Her panties were wet with desire. Pulling them to one side exposed the glistening beads on her puffy labia. The little sighs of pleasure became a loud moan as my tongue slid along the length of her slit.
"Please, just there," she whimpered as the tip of my tongue paused on her erect clit. I let my tongue circled and caressed her clit her growing urgency evident from the guttural cries forced from her throat. I slid two fingers into her, the tips finding and stimulating her G-spot. 
She rolled her hips, pushing up against me as my mouth and fingers moved tirelessly teasing, first one then a second screaming orgasm from her soul. 
"Ohh God, fuck ... me ... now ..." she gasped out. 
Her fingers clenched in my hair, and pulled me up, urging me to cover her. I tore her panties from her, throwing the ruined scrap of fabric over my shoulder. I pushed in deep and hard. Her legs wrapped around the back of my thighs. Her fingers clenched against the flesh of my buttocks, urging me to push in deeper. I reveled in the sensations as her soft silky cunt enveloped my trusting shaft. 
I kept up the pace, changing the rhythm of the strokes in tune with her needs and the movements of her hips. Her body stiffened as she came. She babbled out my name repeatedly. I kept moving, she was mine and I was going to prove it to her. 
She whimpered and cried out again as another and then yet another orgasm washed over her. Until I came with a rasping gasp, pumping my hot cum against the entrance of her ripe womb, covering her cervix with my possessive life-giving essences. 
Her fingertips were dug deep into muscles on my back and the walls of her passage clenched tightly around me, milking the last drop from me. 
Her eyes fluttered open and she looked up at me with a familiar look of love and desire. I rolled to the side, but she refused to let me pull out. Her finger traced a line of sweat running down my chest. She kept squeezing my shaft with her cunt. 
She kissed my nipple, "I love you so much," she whispered, "I am yours, please don't ever stop loving me."
"I won't, I couldn't. You're part of me, love." 
She gave a little sob of happiness and relaxed in my arms. 

~~~~~~~~~<>~~~~~~~~~The church clock striking midday woke us up from our post coitus doze. My semi erect cock was still nestled inside her. We'd rolled onto our sides and she'd draped her leg over mine. Her mesmerising blue eyes stared at me and I recalled the first time I'd seen them. And all the good times since then that I didn't want to loose.
"When were you going to tell me you were ready to start a family," I asked. 
"It was going to be my present to you. Announce I'm pregnant with a big fanfare at the right time. I've been thinking about it for the past few months. I know you wanted children and I'm thirty-two. My body's been telling me it's time. I finally made my mind up last month, and I stopped taking the pill." 
She gave a shrug, "I thought about to telling you but then I had to fly to Chicago. With all that was going on when I got back, I didn't want to say anything until the weekend with Jilly was resolved. I thought the news would cushion any resentment you felt." 
"Jesus Christ Karen, what the hell did you think I was going to think. When you 
turned around and said you were pregnant after a weekend away with a stranger." 
"But it was going to be Jilly, how could she get me pregnant." 
I stared at her and shook my head in disbelief. "I wouldn't have known that if your original plan had worked, would I?" I pointed out. 
Her eyes widened as she understood the implication. "I didn't think that through did I? Will you ever forgive me?" she murmured. 
"There's nothing to forgive at the moment. How about keeping it that way?" I said lightly. 
She gave a little laugh and then glanced at the alarm clock. "What time is your match?" 
"Starts at one."
"You need to move, it's twenty past twelve." 
"Crap, I need a shower." 
I gave her a kiss and rolled off the bed, my cock sliding out of her. A quick shower and I stepped out of the cubicle and into the towel held out by Karen. 
I only just made the start of the match, Karen's idea of drying me included the use of her mouth to check my cock was immaculately clean.
We won the toss and put the other team into bat. I'm a bit of an all-rounder, I'm a fairly decent mid-order batsman and I am, on a good day a pretty good spin bowler. 
And today was a good day. Between myself and the three other bowlers, the opposition all out in an hour and a half, for one hundred and one runs. Their last wicket falling to one of my best efforts of the season. 
As we walked back to the pavilion to get ready for our innings, I saw Karen and Gillian sitting on deck chairs in the dappled shade cast by an old oak tree. With them sat Carol. I hadn't seen if Karen and Gillian had arrived together or separately. In fact, I hadn't seen either of them arrive and there was something odd about Gillian. Glancing over to our cottage, which was just visible at the far side of the village green, I saw Gillian's Porsche in our driveway. 
I looked back and realised as I grew closer to the three of them that they were in an animated discussion. Gillian was either wearing a blond wig or she'd dyed and cut her hair since last night. She was wearing a dark blue silk camisole top and a white denim skirt. Most people would not recognize her as a movie star.
Karen was wearing one of my favourite dresses, a short light blue sundress, over which she wore an old cream cotton shirt she'd stolen from me many years ago. The shirt was a statement to me. She wore it when she wanted to feel close to me, and she slept in it on all her travels. She'd make me wear it the day before so it smelt of me. 
They fell silent as I approach them, Karen stood up and hugged me. As I looked at her face, I saw the track of a tear running down her cheek. Gillian's cheeks were similarly tear stained. It wasn't a wig, sometime in the past few hours she managed to have her hair dyed blond and styled. 
"Are you ok?" I asked Karen. 
"I'm all right," she whispered into my chest. "We've just been discussing the reality of the situation we are in." 
"You can still stay friends," I said softly. "It's just that the way I feel at the moment, I can't...won't share you." 
"I understand. Can you sit with us while you wait to bat? 
I nodded, "I'll get my gear and tell the lads where I'll be." 
Carol rose up and walked with me to the pavilion. 
"She does love you," she said as soon as we were out of their earshot. "But you need to be careful. Between you and Gillian, you are tearing her apart emotionally." 
"What do you want me to do Carol, let her go away with Gillian?" 
"That's not what I'm saying, Neil. How much do you trust her?" 
"Before all of this I would have said with my life, now I just don't know. If I let her go away with her, will I ever get her back? I'm not sure if I'd survive if she left me." 
"She will never leave you, but I think she'll always wonder what if." 
There wasn't much I could say as I headed into the pavilion and collected my bat and the rest of my gear. Philip confirmed I was batting at number five and I told him I was sitting with the girls. 
"What's she like?" He asked. 
"I'm not too sure mate, she's Karen's friend and honestly I don't think she really likes me. Are you opening?" 
He nodded.
"Come over and join us after your innings and meet her." A happy smile lit his face. 
The umpires and the fielding team walked out onto the field announcing the beginning of our innings, and our opening batsmen joined them. I made my way back to the girls. Strapped on my pads and sat down on a deckchair beside them. Carol's words still rattled painfully around in my head. So while we talked to pass the time, I sat back and observed them through half closed eyes. 
It was painful to watch the internal conflict going on within Karen as she sat between Gillian and myself. She was desperately trying to concentrate all her attention on me. But her body and mind betrayed her every time Gillian spoke. It wasn't as though I could sense her love for me had diminished. No, it was evident from her actions that this love had expanded to include her old lover. 
Karen must have sensed my anguish at this revelation because the conversation slowly dried up as she focused all her attention on me.
She came and knelt by my side and rested her head on my thigh. She said quietly, "She's not trying to steal me, my love. She knows that you come first with me, but she likes you, you need to give her a chance." 
I tried to process my thoughts. The fundamental issue was when I fell in love, I did so to the exclusion of all others. It was as though all other women became objects of art to me: to be admired, appreciated, but not touched. And I expected my partner to respond in kind. What Karen was feeling for Gillian, was a betrayal of those beliefs. Did it matter that Gillian apparently liked me. was I able to extend my love of Karen to include Gillian? It was something I seriously need to think long and hard about.
It was those thoughts that kept me on edge, as I sank further back into the canvas of the chair. I closed my eyes to the pain I felt. Gillian wanted to discuss the issue of the agency, but her words washed over me and I ignored them. I heard my wife telling her angrily that now wasn't the time. She moved closer to me and kept gently touching my legs. I couldn't help myself, I slowly turned both of them out, focusing all my attention on the action on the pitch in front of me and my own confused dark thoughts.
A cheer from the centre of the pitch made me banish those thoughts. A glance at the scoreboard showed the number of wickets lost changing from two to three, which meant it was my turn to bat. Karen jumped up and handed me my bat. 
She kissed me and said. "I love you, don't ever forget that." 
It's a lonely walk to the crease. I pulled my gloves on and swung my bat around to loosen my shoulders. Philip was still at the crease and we needed a another forty-two runs to win. I looked back at Karen and she was still standing. Her hand shielding her eyes from the sun as she stared at me. Her hand rose hesitantly to wave at me, and then Gillian stood. Coming up behind her and putting her arms around her. 
I looked away and prepared to meet my first ball. All my pent up anger focused itself on the ball as it left the bowler's hand. With a sharp, satisfying crack, I hit the ball with one bounce over the leg side boundary rope, a four. The second ball went into almost exactly the same place. A second four and that was the last ball of the over. Philip walked down the pitch to meet me in the middle. 
"Bloody hell Neil, I haven't seen you like this for some time." 
"I'm motivated to wrap this up quickly," I replied as I glanced over to where Karen and Gillian were standing hand in hand watching me. 
He grunted and returned to his crease to face the next ball. He scrambled a quick single from the next ball, which put me back on strike. 
A wild swing and a miss were my response to the next ball, and then a straight drive over the bowler's head to the boundary for another four: twenty-nine to win. I managed seven runs from the remaining three balls of the over. The last a single that kept me on strike. 
In the pause between the overs, I could see Carol was now talking to Karen and Gillian. I was too far away to be sure, but it looked like Karen was crying and Gillian had her arm around her shoulders. Karen shrugged off Gillian's arm and then glanced in my direction. 
A cough from the umpire refocused my attention back to the game. I got nine, and Philip, two runs from the next over. The scoreboard showed we only needed another eleven to win. 



It took us exactly one more over to reach that total. Philip scoring two runs off the sixth and last ball of the over for the win. There was a polite round of applause from the opposition and the spectators as we walked from the field and to the pavilion. On the way, I had a brief conversation with Philip. He gave a surprised look but nodded his agreement.
In the pavilion, I took off my gear and with a nod to Philip slipped out the back door. I hurried over to the cottage. It only took five minutes before I was climbing into my car having stripped off my whites and dressed in jeans and shirt.
It had come to me as a sickening realisation as I'd played those last few balls that I needed to make a decision. Looking at the pair of them, I was sure Carol was right. Karen was always going to wonder 'what if'. If we were going to survive I needed to let her try her 'what if', regardless of how much it hurt me.
Having made my mind up, I drove out of the village and began the three-hour drive to our little holiday cottage on the Devon coast.
No, I hadn't just walked out on Karen, I'm not that much of a bastard. I was going to come back. As we'd walked back to the pavilion I'd asked Philip to tell Carol, I'd taken her advice. I was going to give Karen and Gillian some space tonight. But I couldn't be around them; I had to get away to a place of good memories.
Carol was to let Karen know before she got worried and tell her I intended to be back tomorrow evening. Was I happy, fuck no. Was there a risk I could lose her, hell yes. I just had to hope she did love me and Carol was right.
As I suffered the traffic on the M25, I was deep in thought. I was starting to regret my actions, but Carol's words kept coming back to me. I was scared that if I just said no, which was my gut feeling, I'd lose her; maybe not to Gillian, but ultimately I'd lose her. I'd been driving for an hour before my phone started ringing. I ignored it; I think I'd have lost it completely if I had heard her voice.
Over the next two hours, it took me to reach our holiday cottage. I'd almost turned around, at least, a dozen times and it took a great deal of willpower to get out of the car and not go back immediately. One thought kept me driving, and that was, I loved her and I knew she loved me. And because I loved her I had to trust her feelings. She was convinced that Gillian had feelings for me, so I resolved to talk to Gillian when I got back. She was stunning and I suppose if she did show me that she wanted to be part of our lives, not just Karen's, it would soften the blow of them being together periodically.
Our holiday cottage is an old fisherman's cottage that sits on a low rise at the head of a tiny cove. We'd been very lucky; it used to belong to a distant relative of Karen's mother. She'd inherited it and was going to sell it, as it needed a fair amount of work. We bought it from her for next to nothing on the understanding that the family could use it after we fixed it up.
I parked the car at the top of the track and walked up the long path to the cove. The trail curves around until it tops the rise. The early evening sun hung in the sky casting a warm glow on the grey slate of the roof. The peace of the cove settled around me like a warm blanket and for the first time in days, I began to relax.
The cottage squats in the landscape as though it's been there forever. It's small, basically, only two rooms, although we'd converted an old external lean-to outhouse into an extension to house a decent bathroom. The granite walls were painted white and the roof a grey slate cap.
I opened up the place, throwing the windows open to capture the gentle warm sea breeze. I took a bottle of wine and a glass and sat down at the table and chairs in the small walled garden. I checked my phone and smiled. No bars, the cove was a cellular blind spot on the on the map, another check mark on the plus side of the place in my mind.
The sea in front of me reminded me of a Turner painting, flecks of colour reaching from the deepest blue to golden orange. Our twenty-four-foot sailboat was moored to a pair of buoys in the middle of the cove and was framed by the dark granite rocks forming the headlands to either side of the inlet.
I relaxed in the chair, a glass in my hand and my feet propped up on a log. The sounds of the cove were a lullaby to my soul: the waves on the rocks; the rustling of the leaves in the breeze; and the bird songs and occasional lowing of cattle in the nearby fields, a perfect counterpoint.
The usual sounds of civilisation were conspicuously absent, no traffic or people assaulted my senses. I closed my eyes, feeling the sun on my face and the breeze as it stirred my hair while I occasionally sipped from my glass.
The sound of a distant helicopter briefly disturbed the peace. I topped up my glass before letting the magic of the cove settle around me again.
Was I seriously considering the thought that Gillian could become part of my relationship with my wife? I was so focused on my thoughts and the harmony of my surroundings that I never heard them arrive.
A softly spoken, "Master" appearing on the periphery of my senses was my first indication I wasn't alone anymore. It took me a moment to realise that this wasn't the first time I'd heard this familiar voice. I opened my eyes to see every man's fantasy. Two beautiful women, no let's be accurate here, two beautiful women dressed in skimpy skirts and tiny bikini tops kneeling on the grass in front of me. Each wore a leather collar and held out a lead to me in the hand that wasn't clasped demurely in their lap. They weren't looking at me but at the ground in front of me.
My first thought wasn't 'holy fuck there are two almost naked women kneeling before me'. It was 'where the hell did they get the collars and leads'. I'm not sure what that says about my emotional state.
There was a long pause while I gathered my thoughts. Karen, yes it was Karen and Gillian, was as still as a statue. The only movement her long hair as the breeze caught it. Gillian was trembling and I could see a bead of nervous sweat trickling down between her breasts.
"Master," came Karen's soft voice again, interrupting my thoughts. "You must take our leads and accept us as your slaves."
"Why?" Because I was sure if I did, I would have stepped over a line into a future I wasn't sure I wanted.
"Because ... we have hurt you and this is the only way that we can earn your love, forgiveness and trust back. You need to know that you own me body and soul."
"And if I don't want to?"
Her face fell and her voice got all trembly, "You have to Neil, I love you." And tears started running down her face.
"What about you?" I asked Gillian. "Why do you want this, what's in it for you? Why should I accept your offer?"
She swallowed and then said nervously, "I love Karen, and I want to be near her as much as I can. But I know you're not going to let that happen, so I hope this proves I'm not trying to steal her from you. If you take me as your slave, then you completely control me and my access to her. I will obey you, Master."
"You're rich and powerful Gillian, do you honestly think you can surrender your will to me?"
"I have to, I know that getting you to trust me means I have to put myself entirely in your hands. And I won't be the only one rich anymore."
The last part of her answer confused me and I said so.
She raised her head to look me in the eye. "I'm giving you half of everything I've saved, that's half of a hundred and twenty million, and half of anything I earn in the future will be yours!"
I sat back in my chair stunned by what I'd just heard. For long minutes, I racked my brain trying to work out all the implications of both of their offers. How far were they willing to take this, for as I understood this lifestyle was very much a two-way thing. Was Gillian trying to buy me with her millions?
Coming to a conclusion, I looked up to see both of them shivering both from the evening air and from the humility of their situation. The sun had dropped below the horizon and the garden was now in shadow. The pleasant cooling breeze from earlier was now chilly, and I could see goosebumps on their arms. Karen and Gillian both had tears running down their cheeks.
Not sure if I was doing the right thing and knowing it was risking the dynamics of our marriage, I stood and without taking the offered leads, said. "Come."
They both struggled stiffly to their feet, supporting each other, and I ushered them into the cottage. The tiny pleated skirts barely covered their arses, and it was fairly obvious neither wore anything under them. I'd seen both of them before, Karen had bought them to wear to a fancy dress party. She'd gone as a naughty schoolgirl. I'd gone as ... oh you get the idea. One was blue tartan, the other red. She'd not been able to choose between them and so had come home with both. I'd picked the red and she'd wear it when she felt she wanted to be a naughty girl and be punished. That said, we had never done the dom-sub thing before, and I certainly couldn't even imagine it with two women.
The cottage still retained the summer warmth and they both looked more comfortable. I sat down on the sofa, they both went to sit at my feet, but I stopped them.
"This isn't something we just jump into, we need to talk about it," I said. They didn't say a word and just stood there waiting for me to continue.
It was a bit unnerving, I loved the old Karen and this Stepford Wives version of her was disturbing. I made them sit either side of me and unhooked the leads from their collars. There was a tag attached to each of the collars engraved with the words 'l belong to Neil'.
Ideally wondering how they managed to get them engraved so quickly, I asked. "How long is this going to last?"
Karen said in a reverent tone, "Until we have proved you can trust us, then if you wish you can release us. But just so you know you've been my master since the day I met you and will be until I die."
Gillian whispered, "I wish she loved me to the same degree." Then in a firmer voice, "She loves you so I love you! And as I love you then you're my master too."
Christ, I wasn't expecting that. "You don't need to try and love me just because she does."
"I don't love you just because she does, but because of why she does. You are the centre of her universe, just as she is yours. When I knew her, the touch of a man frightened her. But look at her ..."
And I did.
"She's desperate for you to touch her, to hold her. You have overcome her body's natural desire for women. And then you go and offer us a night together, after all that I've done and has happened between us. Well, no shit Sherlock, that just about sealed my affection for you. The night without you as part of it wouldn't be right."
The more they said, the greater grew my discomfort at the scene being played out in front of me. Was Gillian saying I needed to be part of their night, was that what this display was all about? And was she talking just about tonight or did she mean in the long term?
Finally, I stood up and began pacing, waving my hand at them to stay seated. Karen had already popped up to stand at attention, catching Gillian off guard. She sat at my gesture.
I started speaking, I wasn't actually talking to them; all my confused, disturbed and irrational thoughts came spilling out of my mouth.
"This feels so wrong. I don't want a fucking mindless slave; I want the loving wife who's been my partner in all things, discussing everything. And having two slaves ... ughhhh!"
I kept glancing at the pair of them, each time I did so, my thoughts would fly off in another direction.
"And if I do this will Gillian expect me to sleep with her. Hell, isn't this just a game so she can have sex with my wife. Or does she really believe I need to be part of it?"
"Fuck, fuck, fuck, this has to be all her idea. Why couldn't they have just taken the night I gave them? No, of course not; one night isn't enough for her, this way she gets to steal her from me."
"Why did you think you needed to lie to me for all those years?"
"What the fuck makes the other think she can buy me off? Fuck is that her idea, to buy Karen from me."
At last, my thoughts coalesced into one all defining one.
"No, I don't want this," and I sank to my knees, on the rug in front of the fireplace. My eyes squeezed tight, because what I can't see isn't there!
Moments later Karen was beside me, her arms wrapped tightly around me her head pressed against mine. Her sobs broke through the barrier I was trying to build. I always was a sucker for a crying woman. I drew a breath in, assaulting my senses with her unique scent. And opened my eyes.
Her wide red-rimmed blue eyes stared at me from a couple of inches away. Framed in a face that expressed a mix of love and fear. Gillian also knelt nearby, only a few feet away. She put her hand out and stroked my arm.
Karen pleaded, "Neil, you walked away and left me and I didn't know what to do. Carol read us the riot act when she found out what you'd done. I've never seen her so angry. She said we should throw ourselves at your feet and hope you'd forgive us."
"Why like this, and how did you know where I'd gone?"
"It was Carol's suggestion that we should throw ourselves at your feet that gave us the idea of offering ourselves to you as slaves. We thought that if you knew you were in charge, you might forgive me – forgive us."
Karen sat back on her heels, "Probably not my best thought out plan. I'm sorry we honestly thought that this would help you get over our stupidity." Her voice faded away as she resumed crying.
Gillian sat back with her knees drawn up and her arms wrapped around them, oblivious to the fact she wore no panties.
"It's my fault," Jilly said. "Don't blame her, all I ever wanted was to be a small part of her life again. And yours, I wanted a bit of what she gives you and some of what you give her."
"Finding where you'd gone was easy, you took the keys for here from the hook in the kitchen. Karen noticed they were missing as soon as we got back to the house. Deciding what we were going to do and then getting the costumes together took a bit longer. I arranged for a helicopter to pick us up and he dropped us off in a field back there." She waved in the general direction of the lane.
I don't know why but the irrational thought struck me and I had to ask. "Did you fly dressed like that?"
She nodded looking down at herself and then gave a nervous laugh. "Ah yes, but we wore coats over them. Magazines would pay a paparazzi a small fortune for a photo of me dressed like this. We left our other clothes in a couple of bags by the gate when we looked and saw you on the bench."
"I'll go and get them." I got up grateful to snatch a breath of fresh air and stepped out into the garden. I was back a couple of minutes later with their bags and coats.
They were sitting back on the sofa as I dropped off their bags.
"Do you want to get changed?"
They both looked at each other. Karen said submissively, "Do you want us to change?"
Hell no. Two of the most beautiful women I know dressed to seduce me. It was every red-blooded man's dream. But, and I can't believe I'm thinking this, the lack of panties was a tad distracting. My cock was starting to influence my thoughts. And when I looked closer they were both shivering in the chill of the evening.
So regretfully I said, "At least put some panties on and a warm top." Then with a smile, I added, "But the skirts stay."
That got a laugh from both of them and gathering the bags they disappeared into the bedroom. A fire had been laid in the fireplace and it only needed a match to get it going.
Karen was the first to return. She lifted the front of the red tartan schoolgirl fantasy skirt to display a thong. Her top was an old shirt she'd tied off around her waist, I could tell she'd lost the bikini top as the heavenly outline of her areoles showed through the soft white cotton.
She gave me a spin as though she was seeking my approval, and I held my arms out to her. With a little sob, she threw herself into them. Pressing her sexy body up against mine, and covering my face with a multitude of kisses. My poor confused cock happily responded to her presence by doing what he does best. Karen whimpered as she felt the bulge in the front of my jeans and pressed her pussy hard against me.
There was another whimper, this time from the bedroom doorway. I looked to see Gillian standing there with such a sad expression on her face. I motioned for her to join us. I expected that she would hug Karen. But no, she pushed herself up against me, and Karen gave her a few inches, which she took gratefully. Suddenly, I had two warm, attractive and delightful smelling women in my arms, rubbing their perfect bodies up against mine. To my surprise, Gillian gave me a dozen little kisses on my cheek and neck. I remember thinking that this wasn't so bad.
My hand traced its way down Karen's back until I could caress the soft skin of her arse cheeks. She buried her face into my neck giving me a happy sigh. She eased her legs either side of one of mine, rubbing her pussy on my thigh.
Gillian gave me a shy but hopeful look and tugged my free hand down her back and onto her arse. I ran my fingertips over the incredibly soft silky fabric covering her firm arse under the mini-skirt.
In my mind, I was wondering if this was wise. But then again how often do you have the chance to caress the arse of an A-list movie star. A movie star who was happily pushing her firm unfettered breasts into my chest; her nipples hard against the silk of her top. Jilly also mounted my other thigh and pushed her essence against me. Did she really mean it when she had said I needed to be a part of everything?
Karen lifted her head and her lips sought mine and drew me into a long kiss that left both of us gasping for breath. No sooner than my lips had left Karen's than Gillian had her face upturned waiting for her kiss. I gave her a hesitant kiss, but that wasn't to her liking. Her tongue darted into my mouth and she drew more and more from me.
My brain overruled my cock long enough for me to ask Karen. "What's going on love? Is this what you want to happen?"
She gave first me and then Gillian a speculative glance. "I'm not sure, I know that I need you to take me into the bedroom and fuck my brains out."
"And what do you want," I said to Gillian.
She hesitated for a moment and then said, "I want to experience what you two feel. I want someone who makes love to me, not just fucks my body. I want to be part of what makes you both so amazing."
She started crying and we both hugged her. Finally, she was able to bring her sobs under control. She eased herself out of our tight grip and swallowing hard started to speak.
"I've not given you any reason to trust me, Neil. I've been manipulating the situation to try and reclaim something I foolishly threw away. I promise I've stopped all that."
"But ..." Karen started to say, but Gillian stopped her.
"Please, this is hard for me. I know that David was happy enough to take advantage of my feelings for you, but I was ready and willing to accept his help even if I didn't know why he was giving it or the impact it was having."
"Neil, it may not look like it, but I never wanted to take her away from you. I wanted her to love both of us, I wanted Karen to be part of my life again, just as much as I need Karen to be with you. But I also want a part of what you give to her every day."
"I can't just give you part of my love," I said.
She shook her head, "Of course not, it's something I need to earn. But Neil." and she took hold of my hand. "Whether you love me or not is immaterial at the moment. What is important is you're inseparable. I can't have one of you without the other."



She stopped, "Crap, I'm not explaining this very well. I'm a fucking actor; I should be better with my words than this. And no, I'm not acting now, I'm not that good." 
"At first, I hated you, you had taken something I'd been foolish enough to let slip from my grasp. I waited for her to come to her senses. I was so sure her infatuation with a man had to be a passing fad. How wrong I was. Then as I watched you, I realised how much you loved her and how much she loved you. Over the years, I've grown to admire you, and yes as crass as it sounds I've fallen in love with you. If you're good for her, then I know I want to share in that." 
"I know I've not shown much evidence of that these past few days, I'm not surprised you don't trust me. I really didn't think it would upset you if Karen and I got back together again. Isn't it every husband's fantasy to see his wife make out with another woman?" 
It was Karen who spoke next. "Husband;" oh shit, she only called me that when my world was about to change. 
"Husband," she repeated, "One of two things is going to happen now. Both revolve around the premise that you are about to fuck me. In the first, you take me into the bedroom where I will prove to you just how much I love you while Jilly sleeps out here on the sofa. In the second, we will both take you into the bedroom and prove how much we both love you." 
I think 'deer in the headlights' best described me after those words. There the whole situation was in a nutshell.
She tightened her grip on me, her arm around my waist pulling her tight against me. Her rock hard nipples seemingly drilling holes in my chest. 
She grinned up at me, "Oh, and so you fully understand. You don't get to choose, I do! Now, trust me that I'm doing the right thing for US."
She stepped away from me and with a nod to Gillian, they both led me into the bedroom like a lamb to the slaughter. I have to admit that I did go willingly. If you get hammered on enough and in the right way, even the toughest nail gives way.

~~~~~~~~~~~~<>~~~~~~~~~~~~The end
.
.
.
.
.
.
.
Well not really. It wouldn't be fair to leave it like that so ...
Epilogue. 
I think the term in my case was a willing lamb to happy slaughter. 
In the bedroom, the pair of them drew me to the end of the bed. It didn't take them long to remove the few clothes I was wearing. But they did take their time that they bestowed all over my body. Gillian was careful to check with Karen before she moved her lips to the next place on her journey of discovery. 
It was like two butterflies flitting across my skin, but only briefly. Karen pushed me in the direction of the bathroom. 
"You need a shower," she told me after she wrinkled her nose. "Get the water running and we'll join you." 
Our one big indulgence when we'd fixed the place up was to convert a lean-to outhouse into a luxury bathroom. We had knocked through from the bedroom and installed a large shower and a whirlpool tub
Karen had been right, I had been a bit ripe after the cricket match. I'd forgone my usual post-match shower in my urgency to get away. 
I stood in the shower and the sensation of the warm water thrumming on my skin was pleasure in its self. Karen came up behind me wrapping her arms around my waist, and pressing her breasts with their hard nipples into my back. Her hands slid lower and found my cock firming and rising to meet her. I closed my eyes and lost myself to the gentle touch of her fingertips on my sensitive flesh. Her lips feather kissed the back of my neck. 
I stiffened as I felt a second pair of hands on my body. I turned to see Gillian standing beside us with a hopeful look. She was nude and absolutely gorgeous.
Karen answered her unspoken question by wrapping one arm around Gillian and drawing her into a three-way caress. After a kiss, she turned on the other shower head so we were all deluged with warm water.
I took a cloth and the shower gel and began the very enjoyable task of washing the two beautiful women with me. Gillian's body in its entirety didn't disappoint me. She had the slim, trim and toned body that I remember from the many films I'd seen of her. But now, that wet naked body from the silver screen was pressed up against mine, her breasts and erect nipples also tracing patterns on my skin.
I let my fingertips toy with her pubic curls and heard her whimper as I grazed her clit in passing. Karen took the cloth from me and started washing my back. 
Gillian slid her still soapy body up against me whispering, "I've been waiting a long time for us all to be together." She kissed me hard and passionately.
Gillian sank down to her knees and looked to Karen for permission. 
"May I suck master's cock, mistress?" 
Seeing Karen's approving smile, she licked the crown of my erect cock, running the tip of her tongue around the groove. Then she sucked the head into the silky warmth of her mouth. Her head bobbed as she sucked. Beads of pre-cum formed at the tip and she swallowed them without hesitation. 
Karen ran her fingers down my back and I did the same to her. Caressing the perfect curves of her arse cheeks, made even smoother by the soapsuds. My finger slid lower and she sighed and opened her legs to give me better access. I found the entrance to her pussy slick with the water and her own juices. She pushed against my fingers, eager to be penetrated. Two fingers granted her wish and I gave her the bonus of my thumb on her clit.
She gasped and slumped against me. She whimpered, "Please Neil, make me come," as she wrapped her arms around my neck for support. 
Gillian looked up and grinned at me around her mouthful. She paused to say, "I love the taste of you in my mouth." 
I groaned, "And I love the feel of your mouth on my cock." I groped for the shower controls and slowed the tropical rainstorm to a light drizzle.
Karen writhed as my fingers moved inside her, stroking her G-spot while my thumb rubbed the hard nub that was her clit. She buried her face into my neck whimpering in pleasure as she nibbled my flesh. I felt her legs shaking and the walls of her cunt shivered as her eagerly sought after orgasm built up in deep inside her. 
After a few minutes, Karen came with a final long drawn out cry. Clutching tight against me for support as her knees buckled. I held her up as she regained her composure, I let my own pleasure from Gillian's mouth control my actions. She was caressing my shaft as she sucked the head deep into her mouth. I rolled my hips eager for her to suck me in deeper and she obliged. She placed her hands on my hips to control my movements. Each time she swallowed more until her face was resting against me. Her throat muscles massage my cock and it was too much for me to resist. 
I gasped, "Fuck, I'm going to cum." 
She pulled back so my cock crown filled her mouth as my first spurt of milky cum appeared. Karen dropped to her knees beside her and after the second pulse of cum, she took Gillian's place and milked the last of my cum from me into her own mouth. 
I leant back against the tiled wall of the shower for support. Jilly and Karen stood and they both showed me my frothy cum in their mouths before they kissed each other, apparently sharing my spend, and swallowed. When they broke apart, I pulled first Karen then Gillian to me and kissed and tasted their mouths. 
For just a few moments we all hugged, then I looked at Gillian and said softly, "Your turn I think." 
She looked at us gratefully and said just one word, "Pleeeease."
Karen and I led her back into the bedroom, stepping over the three piles of clothes abandoned on the floor. We grabbed towels as we passed the rack. And spread them on the bed before Gillian lay down on her back. After checking with me, Karen crawled up beside her curling up against her. She kissed her lips and caressed her breasts. Gillian let her knees fall apart inviting me to admire the beauty of her pussy lips and the crowning glory of her soft trimmed curls. I leant forward to taste the beads honey juice forming on her lips. I slowly licked up from the pink puckered rose to the hard nub of her clit as it emerged from its hiding place. Her hand stroked my hair as she whimpered. Her other hand pulled Karen's head to her breast and her whimpers grew louder as Karen suckled on her nipples.
I lapped at Gillian's pussy lips for the first time, letting my tongue dart between them and she wriggled in pleasure. Her whimpers became moans and then a groan as I pushed my fingers into her wet silky passage, finding her G-spot. I sucked and nibbled on her clit and she jumped, pushing herself hard against my mouth. 
"Oh shit," she gasped, "you're both making me feel fucking wonderful." 
I kept caressing her G-spot, feeling the walls of her cunt ripple in response. She grew wetter and rested her legs on my back as I ate at her feast. Each time she drew close to coming I'd stop and blow on her clit and she would groan in frustration. 
Karen said, "Stop teasing her, she needs to cum."
I smiled and nodded. I shuffled up the bed until the tip of my erect cock pushed at the entrance to Gillian's beautiful cunt. With my hands on her hips, I pulled her to me sliding deep into her wet, silky passage. 
"Fuck, yessss, fuck me you wonderful loving bastard," Gillian cried out. 
I thrust into her, quickly gaining my rhythm. She rolled her hips meeting my thrusts, moans forced out of her each time I slammed into her. 
I looked briefly at Karen, and she had a happy smile from ear to ear.
"Harder," Gillian gasped shaking her head from side to side. "I'm close." Then she came shuddering on my cock like a major earthquake. "Ohh fuck, yesssssss."
I wasn't done, so I kept plunging in and out while her orgasm kept washing over her. She was having a second orgasm as I felt my balls tightening as the pre-cum ache built up. Then I came, hot cum filling her cunt as I pumped into her spilling my seed. By then, she had her head resting on Karen's lap as she came down from her high. Her cunt kept clutching at me, reluctant to let me go, but as I softened, I pulled out with an audible pop. Trickles of cum and pussy juice ran down her arse pooling on the towels. 
Gillian sat up and wrapped her arms around me, "Christ, I dreamt about how you would feel inside me; the reality is even better." Then she turned to Karen and held her arms out. They hugged and kissed and tears formed in their eyes. 
Gillian said to me, "I can't believe I'm saying this, but you coming into her life was by far the best thing that's ever happened to her. Me being with both of you is the best thing that's happened to me in a long, long time." 
She stood up and smiled as she looked at the mess trickling down the insides of her thighs. "Bugger, I need another shower." She smiled at us.
I looked at the sticky mess in my groin and was about to say I needed one too when Karen shook her head and started to clean the mix of my and Gillian's juices from my groin with her tongue. 
Her tongue and mouth performed a minor miracle and my spent cock rose to his full height again. The sound of the shower a background counterpoint to the pleasure she was giving me. 
I pushed her away only to bury my face between her thighs. My tongue hovered above her glistening slit as she lay trembling in anticipation in front of me. With my hands caressing the sides of her thighs, I dipped the tip of my tongue into the honey pot at the top of her legs. She quivered as I sucked on her clit, her small tuft of blond silky soft pussy hair tickled the tip of my nose. I kissed my way slowly up the inside of her silky thighs, then up across the gentle curve of her abdomen to her belly button. 
She stroked my hair and murmured, "Oh Neil, I can't believe I came so close to losing you." 
I kissed my way down the fine line of down that led to the tuft of hair on her mons. She groaned as my lips grazed the tip of her clit before dropping lower and sucking on her labia. Tasting the sweet elixir of love that formed glistening beads. Like a cat, I lapped back and forth along her slit collecting the cream. 
She shuddered and her hips rose off the bed. Pushing against my mouth as she came with a long drawn out moan. She collapsed back on the bed sighing contentedly only to cry out again as my fingers invaded her inner being. 
"Oh God, yes," she groaned. 
The tips of my fingers found that elusive patch on the wall of her passage that sent her writhing towards a second intense orgasm that left her gasping out my name.
"I want you," she gasped and my rampant cock agreed with her. 
She pulled me up to cover her with my now naked body. Her legs wrapping around the back of my thighs as she fed my throbbing cock past the slick gates and into the sweet slippery confines of her cunt.
I groaned at the sensations of being surrounded by her warm flesh. Her heels and arms urged me to move and move I did. Thrusting in and out of her willing body, moving in rhythm to her vocal urgings. Our cries grew in intensity as we forged ever closer to a mutual completion of our act of love. I came, she came and for a few seconds, I think we both passed out. 
There was a sigh from the bathroom and I saw Gillian resting against the door with her fingers moving slowly back and forth along her slit. She was watching us through almost closed eyes, her tongue licking her lips. She still hadn't showered, and I could still see the mess I'd made of her pussy area.
I called softly and she opened her eyes. I patted the bed beside us and she came over to me with a happy smile. I motioned for the two women to be together, and soon they shifted into a sixty-nine, each eating my cum from the other as their hands and fingers assisted in an erotic fashion. I had to admit that watching them was one of the sexiest things I'd ever seen.
Each woman made the other cum in a rainbow of sparkling fireworks and sounds that filled the evening. 
Later, I pulled the covers over the three of us and Gillian curled up behind Karen, my arms clasped protectively around the pair of them. It had been a long emotional day for all of us and it wasn't long before we all drifted off to sleep. 
I was woken by Gillian's voice, Karen stirred in my arms. 
"Good morning sleepy heads, do you want tea or coffee?" She stood at the bottom of the bed. A naked goddess grinning at both of us as we struggled to wake up. "Nice arse, Neil," she said approvingly and I growled and tugged the cover over my bare arse. 
"Coffee for both of us please," I said trying but failing not to smile,
"Coming right up," and her naked body disappeared. 

~~~~~~~~~<>~~~~~~~~~ So do I trust Gillian? Mostly I guess. She's not given me any reason to question her feelings for either of us since that memorable evening at the cottage. In fact, it's nice to have her around. 
Have we become a threesome? Almost. 
Are we in a polyamorous relationship? No, we haven't quite taken that last step. 
Karen and I are still very happily married, but we seem to have acquired an almost permanent house and bed guest whenever she is in the country.
I had thought that once we had broken the ice so to speak, she and Karen would spend some quality time together. They do but not in a sexual way. They love each other but for them to get intimate I have to be part of it. Apparently they tried it on their own but it lacked a spark, me! 
As Karen said, "I need you there to be able to relax enough to be able to lose my inhibitions." 
Gillian just grins and rubs her luscious body up against me. It's not every night, Gillian just seems happy to be with us, she'd sleep at the foot of the bed if I told her. I know she would because she did one night when I was upset with her. It was pitiful, she sobbed for hours until I relented. 
Actually, my first statement is not totally accurate, Karen and I are in a threesome. We have a beautiful six-month-old baby daughter, Mia Francesca. Gillian is her doting godmother. 
And in three months Karen will become the godmother and aunt to the baby boy Gillian is carrying. Who's the father? It seems I am. Was it planned? Well, not by me, but from the knowing looks cast between the pair of them when I was told, I'm sure it had been discussed, planned and agreed upon by them. There's no way that Gillian would have done it without Karen's permission. 
Our family is quickly outgrowing the cottage. And the villagers are getting a tad pissed off with the paparazzi. Phillip and the lads from the cricket club have discovered a new sport. How far can you toss a person before they land in the duck pond? Phillip holds the current record, eighteen feet. 
We've found a small walled estate a mile or so outside the village. The house has twenty rooms and six bedrooms. There was a guest cottage which I sort of hope Gillian will use, but I'm not holding my breath. She's been cooing over a bedroom that had a view over the distant hills and has an attached nursery. On Karen's decorating notes it had been identified as Gillian's room. 
We put the cottage up for sale a couple of months earlier. It had sold almost immediately, and we will be moving into our new home in a month. 
Ah yes, the money. Did Gillian give me half of everything? Yes, but I gave it all back to her. And she promptly gave it back. And then I gave it back again...well you get the idea. After a couple of months, at about the same time Karen confirmed she was pregnant, we compromised. 
A quarter of everything the three of us earn goes into a joint account. It's an investment for the future and our children.
Gillian does love buying us presents, though. I keep leaving superyacht magazines lying around hoping she'll get the hint. 
Do I still own the agency? Don't be daft, what the hell do I know about product branding and advertising. I gave it to Karen and she gave forty-nine percent of it to the employees. I'm still chairman of the board, but Karen's the CEO and runs everything. 
And that's where we are, a happy, loving couple who just seem to have a movie-star lover. Does Karen love me any less? No, just the opposite if that is possible. 
Do I regret ever giving her the 'Free Pass'? Hell no, it was the clinching gesture that gave me Karen, and if you think about it, she's not really used it. The locket is her most precious piece of jewelry and the words still have the big crude X she scored across them. 

~~~~~~~~~~~<>~~~~~~~~~Finally the end
Please don't forget to vote, its only a click away.
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~~~~~~~<<>>~~~~~~~
Ok I lied, for various personal reasons that I can't and won't go into, the process of writing this chapter has become extremely hard and drawn out. I'd said at the end of the last chapter all those months ago that this would be the 20th and last chapter in this series. Only I've decided to add an extra chapter. Otherwise, I don't think that I would be finished for quite a few more months. 
So this is chapter 20, I never thought when I started writing this tale about Andy and Simone that it would take up so much of my life. I strongly recommend you to read the previous chapters in order, before this one, it's not going to make a lot of sense otherwise. 
The next chapter will cover the actual wedding, this first part covers a couple of weeks prior to that event. It won't be a long chapter, more an epilogue that celebrates the family and the wedding. 
I can't thank Romantic1 enough for the time he spent reviewing and editing this and the previous chapters. Any remaining mistakes are all mine.
Oh and I now own my own version of the RosieM - a 64ft Branson designed replica Dutch barge. As of late this summer, I will be cruising the rivers and canals of southern France. 

***************************
I laughed softly, "I just turned down a lot of money for you young lady." I reached out and gave a friendly poke into her soft tummy to keep some lightness at the moment. The excitement of Lisette's kidnapping, the theft of the RosieM, and Bernard's suicide was slowly ebbing from our moment-to-moment thoughts. Our adrenalin levels were returning to normal.
"Ohh, so how much am I worth?" Lise said with an inquisitive tone to her voice. 
"From the looks of it, I'd say a couple of hundred thousand euros." 
"So am I going to have to work off your lost income," she said with a grin. 
I took Simone's hand; "I think we will find a way Young One for you to pay us back." I teased.
Lisette smiled at the thought and ran back into the house with us following closely behind. 

~~~~~~<<>>~~~~~~
Christmas. 
I was lying on the hammock on the veranda of our villa. The villas and verandas we were staying in stood on stilts over the crystal clear water of the Maldives lagoon. A gentle breeze stirred the air, keeping me cool in the heat of the early afternoon. The sound of Michael and Anna splashing in the sea kept me company. In the background, I heard Lisette and Simone talking in the bedroom. Lise kept breaking into sobs, and Simone sounded upset. I'd said my piece earlier, and now it was up to them to resolve their issues. 
There were just four days to go to Christmas. We, that's Simone, Lisette, the children and myself had arrived several days earlier than had been planned. We were taking full advantage of a couple of cancellations at the resort. 
The last of regular holidaymakers were scheduled to leave today, and the family members and the rest of the wedding guests would start arriving tomorrow evening. Not all of them could make it for Christmas, but no one had declined the New Year's Eve wedding invitation. From tomorrow the exclusive luxury twenty-cottage resort would be a family and friends only zone. 

~~~~<>~~~~
The last few months.
I'd contacted the resort manager a couple of weeks after the events surrounding Lisette's kidnapping. I wanted to find out if there was any possibility for the five of us to extend our stay and arrive a week or so earlier. With all that had gone on, I was keen to get away as soon as the children's school closed for the winter break. Lisette's winter semester vacation would start about the same time, and we all needed the extra time together. The response hadn't been very hopeful, and I'd resigned myself to the original dates. 
Lise had wanted to go back to university after a week, but for the first few weeks, she insisted that one of us stay at the flat with her. She wouldn't stay in Paris for the weekend so we all spent the weekends at our home. We'd had to have a bodyguard assigned to Lisette for two months until Philippe had finally got confirmation that the Albanians had confirmed with their contacts in North Africa that Lise was no longer for sale, and she was not at any further risk. 
The police had released the boat back to me after a couple of weeks and George, and I had sailed it to a local boat yard. Rosie was taken out of the water, and the damaged rear cabin was gutted and completely rebuilt. All the other damage was repaired, and I took to opportunity to upgrade the solar cells and the storage batteries so that I could replace the gas cooker and make the boat all-electric. After two weeks and a fresh coat of anti-fouling paint and new anodes, she was returned to her natural habitat. 
At the end of October, the three of us made a short trip over to the states for Diane and Bryan's wedding. The children stayed with Rachael for the few days. Angie and Pete were there as well. The wedding was held on Bryan's parent's farm. After the wedding, the happy couple was off on a honeymoon in New Zealand, after which they were moving to Dubai. They had both started their new jobs with A&R, and we'd offered them their places in the family. 
The trip was fun, but it was noticeable that Lisette was still very nervous around strangers. It was only around the other family members and us that she was able to completely relax. Simone and I watched her carefully and talked to Angie about the situation. We resolved to see if she would try some further counselling and to see if we could find somewhere to holiday the week before Christmas. 
On a Monday in mid-November, I was working on Rosie's engine. I wasn't expecting to use her a lot over the winter, and I wanted to make sure she was ready for the long layoff. The children and Lisette were on a long weekend and were home. Michael wanted to help me, and I was happy to let him. His arms were smeared with oil all the way to his elbows. There were oily handprints on his t-shirt and jeans, and I was anticipating Simone's comments when she saw him. Fortunately, she'd gone into town with Lisette, so I had a breathing space, and hopefully I would be able to clean him up before she saw him.
No, I didn't, as I heard her calling from the bank. I was about to discover the depth of her ire as the boat shifted slightly as she stepped on board. Her face was flushed and glancing at her son as he stood in the engine bay, she just messed his hair as she turned to face me. 
"I can explain the mess ... ," I trailed off as I saw the expression on her face. "Who are you, and what have you done with the woman I love?" I asked.
She gave me a bemused look and then grinned madly. "We are going to have a baby," she blurted out. 
"What ... How?" 
She gave me an amused look, "Well if you don't know how babies are made by now I may have to reconsider our engagement." 
I spluttered, "I may be an old man, but I seem to remember that you put tab A into slot B." 
She laughed, "I love you, and you're my dirty old man and don't you forget that." Then she took in the state Michael was in and gasped. "Merde, he's more oil than a boy." 
"Never mind him, how far on are you?" 
"The doctor says almost two months." 
"Is that where you were," I said rather pointlessly. Then looking around I asked, "I thought Lise was with you?" 
"She was, she held my hand all through the appointment." 
She saw the upset expression that flitted across my face. She said, "I wasn't sure, and I didn't want to tell you until it was confirmed. I was hoping I was, and Lise could tell something was worrying me, and she guessed. She's waiting for us up at the top of the track. I told her I wanted to tell you on my own." 
Looking back on the track I could see Lisette sitting on one of the stone walls looking down at us. I gave her a wave, and she ran down the track and jumped into the boat. 
"We're going to have a baby," she gasped out as she threw herself into our arms, hugging both of us as tightly as she could. 
Michael stood looking up at the hugging adults and shook his head. "It better be a boy," he moaned. "Another girl and I'm completely outnumbered." 

~~~~~<>~~~~~
The wedding trip.
So with that news and wanting to give Lisette a comfortable break before the madness of the wedding, I had been pleasantly surprised when I got an unexpected email from the resort manager. He wrote that there had been a cancellation, and he could now offer us a pair of villas for the week before Christmas. I was quick to say yes. 
The day after the children were out of school found the five of us on an Air France plane heading for the Maldives. 
The children felt the seaplane ride to the resort was the best bit of the whole trip. We flew fairly low, and the multi-shaded blue sea sparkled and shimmered beneath the wings. Anna and Michael peered out of their windows at the ever changing vista of large and small islands. The resort glowed white and green set in a sparkling blue sea. 
The pilot flew in a broad low circle around the island before settling the plane down on the still waters of the lagoon. He taxied to the landing jetty where the resorts manager waited to greet us.
He bowed to Simone as she stepped off the plane and onto the jetty. 
"Welcome Contessa," he said and introduced himself as Henri. 
She shook his hand and told him to call her Simone. 
I watched as he took in our group as the rest of us stepped onto the jetty. In his mind, he saw us as a couple with their children and Lisette as the nanny. I was impressed by his professionalism as his expression never wavered when Lise threw herself at me and then Simone with cries of, "This is perfect, I love both of you so much." 
Henri told us to leave the luggage, it would be taken to the villas. He asked us to follow him to the reception and restaurant complex set back from the beach. We signed in and were told that the first of the wedding deliveries had arrived. The dresses had arrived; Simone's had been quickly altered to allow for her growing waistline. 
George had insisted that he would provide all the wine and drinks for the wedding. He had raided the private reserves of the château and winery. He'd called in favours from colleagues in the trade and from old friends. 
The fruits of his labours were on their way to the island, cases of the chateau's finest red, vintage champagne and white wines. There were two cases of fifty-year-old brandy Simone's grandfather had bought for her mother. Knowing I loved a good single malt he'd also managed to get hold of a case of a rare forty-year-old Glenmorangie. 
I hoped that this bonus week would be just what we had all needed. I don't think any of us had really realised just how much the past six months had taken out of us. We had lurched from one crisis to another. 
The children had surprised us with how quick was their complete acceptance of both Lisette and me in their lives. I loved the fact that when I told them to ask their mother something they would go to Lisette almost as often as they would to Simone. 
The children were going to camp out in the villa next door while the adults shared the second one. Initially, we thought that one of the adults would take turns to stay with them at night. That idea lasted as long as it took the children to stake their claims on which side of the bed they were having. Michael grandly informed his mother that he'd look after his sister, and their villa was a no adult zone.
On our first night at the restaurant, the matri d' had offered to seat the children and 'their nanny' at a second table if Simone and I wished some alone time. 
Anna looked surprised and asked, "Mummy, Lisette, have you hired a nanny for us, only we're too old for one honestly."
Simone just burst out laughing, and I was left to explain to the now rather embarrassed resort official that we were one big family, and we would be eating together. 
After dinner, we had settled the exhausted children down to sleep. Leaving a babysitter provided by the resort to keep an eye on them, we had retired to the poolside bar for a well-earned drink. 
The evening was hot and humid, the only relief came from the numerous ceiling fans and a sea breeze that rustled the palm fronds. I was grateful to be drinking an ice cold beer, and my lovers were sipping at a pair of tall fruity and in Lisette's case, highly alcoholic cocktails. They had changed after dinner into a pair of matching light short sundresses. Simone's was a pale blue and Lise's a soft pink. The fabric was soft and clung to their bodies, highlighting the curves of their breasts, yet the skirt swirled around their legs as they moved. There was just a hint of a bulge at Simone's waist. 
There were several other groups of guests on the bar, mainly couples but there were a couple of larger groups. The largest was four young men sitting with two girls. The oldest was about Lisette's age. All the men's eyes had followed Simone and Lise as they walked across the bars floor to an empty group of large comfortable chairs around a low table. I'm sure I heard an audible sigh from the young men as they sat down, their dresses sliding up their long smooth legs. 
Soft music playing in the background was enhanced by the flickering yellow light from the flames of the numerous torches dotted around the edge of the building and around the pool. The atmosphere in the bar was relaxing, and I sat back in my chair and allowed the soft cushions ease the aches of international travel. 
Simone gave a quiet laugh and said to Lise, "I think you have some admirers love. There're a couple of those young guys who are watching your every move." 
"I don't think it's just me they are watching," Lisette commented as she glanced over at the men.
Simone shook her head, "I don't think so." 
"And why not," I said. "I know I'm enjoying watching both of you." 
"Huh, you're just an old softy and easy to please," Simone responded. 
"That's dirty old softy to you if you don't mind," I said as I turned my head to observe the group. From the way, they were sitting I surmised that the two girls were with a couple of the boys who's features suggested they were related. The last two men in the group looked maybe a year or two older.
They were both watching Lisette, their heads close together as they talked. I glanced around the rest of the room and realised that all the other women present appeared to be with a partner. From their perspective, I'd just walked in with a wife and a daughter, and you could sense their interest rising at what looked like the only unattached woman in the room. 
"You realise that they think you're my daughter don't you?" I said. 
"Would your daughter do this?" she said, coming over and sitting on my lap. She gave me a long sensual kiss that had my toes curling. Then she smiled at me and added, "Come to think about it, knowing Kirsten she probably would!" 
She wriggled in my lap getting comfortable until Simone complained that she wanted to have her turn. Instead of Lisette making room for her, she jumped up and dropped down onto Simone's lap and gave her a long kiss as well. She placed a hand on Simone's belly and grinned happily at both of us. 
"Well, I suppose this works as well," Simone said as she smiled at me. 
For a few seconds, the guys' faces were a picture of shock and disappointment. Until that is, Lisette stood up and casually walked towards the bar. She took a route that ensured the two young men got to fully enjoy the way her skirt flowed around her arse on every step. 
I managed to stifle the laugh, turning it into a snort. "That's a hell of a show she's putting on, isn't it," I managed to say. 
Simone nodded, "It is, let hope it doesn't come back and bite her in that cute butt of hers." 
I nodded and observed as the lads followed her to the bar where she was talking to the barman. Two of the handsome young men went up to her and began engaging her in a conversation. They were obviously inviting her to join their group as they pointed at their friends. 
We watched as they poured on the charm, but it seemed as though she was holding her own. 
Simone stirred and went to rise. "Wait," I said, "Let's see how she copes with this." 
"You really trust her, don't you?"
"I trust her to remember the rules." 
Simone nodded and came and squeezed in beside me on my chair. 
"She's young," I continued, "and it's been an eventful year for her. I don't mind if she wants to blow off a bit of steam. It is good to see her getting back to her old self. I just don't want to see her getting hurt again." 
"So you don't mind if she flirts with them?" 
"Do you mind? She's as much a part of you as she is me." 
She turned to face me, her face serious, "I know she is. I never realised that I could love another woman as much as I do her." She glanced down at the intertwined hearts on her anklet. The matching necklace hung around Lisette's neck. On my finger, I wore a gold ring with a same three intertwined hearts engraved on it, a recent present from my lovers. 
"It's weird, I'm not jealous when she's with the family, and I know there's a much greater possibility she'll sleep with someone from the family. But watching her with those two scares me." 
I glanced up at the faces of the two and saw the hunger and desire on their faces. Lisette was chatting to them while she waited for the barman to create the fantasy cocktails she and Simone were drinking. I thought that she was wise enough to realise what they were up to, but Simone was squirming beside me. She'd been very protective of our young lover since the kidnapping. 
"Do you think she needs a hand with the drinks?" I asked, knowing she was just looking for an excuse to go over. 
"I think I will see if she does need any help," Simone said, and she moved in their direction before I could say anything.
I hesitated and then decided that they were capable of resolving the situation and relaxed and returned to my beer. I watched as Simone approached the bar. Lisette greeted her with a smile and a hug and seemed to be introducing her to the young guys. 
I tensed as one of them put his arm around Lisette but relaxed as I saw her carefully remove it. She shook her head at a question and held up her hand with her engagement ring clearly visible. Simone said something and collecting the drinks from the bar led Lisette and the two men over in my directions. 
"Darling, this is Kurt and Johan," she said. Kurt was the taller of the two, light brown hair and a wispy beard. Johan was a couple of inches shorter, about five-ten, stockier than Kurt. Both were quite handsome in a 'surfer dude' style and were probably in their early twenties. 
They greeted me in German-accented English, and I said hi back. 
"Lisette was telling them about the dive we made when we were in Dubai," Simone told me. "They are here with their friends to dive on the reefs around the resort." 
I smiled with a happy recollection. "Yes, the diving in the Maldives is spectacular." 
"You've been diving here before?" Kurt asked. 
"Back in the eighties, not at this resort, it didn't exist then, but yes several times. It was a popular place to visit when I worked in Saudi." 
"You dived a lot?"
"I used to, mostly in the Red Sea." 
"I loved the dive we went on in Dubai," Simone said. "Do you think the children are old enough to go diving with us this week?" 



"They can definitely go snorkelling, we can pick up some gear for them tomorrow." 
"And proper diving?" 
"If the resort has the right gear and instructors I don't see why not. I'm a bit rusty, but there's supposed to be an excellent dive master on the staff." 
Simone asked me quietly, "Can I dive?" 
"I'm not sure," I replied so only she could hear me. "It'll be safe for you to snorkel and we can ask the divemaster in the morning. I think if you stay near the surface then it should be safe." 
Johan said, "The dive store's got a good selection of the better equipment." 
I nodded in acknowledgement. I was growing tired of staring up at the two Germans and as they appeared to be in no hurry to leave I suggested that they sat down. 
There were four wide wicker armchairs spaced around a low table where we were sitting. I was in one and Simone had settled down on the one to my left and Lisette was facing me. I had expected them to pull up an extra chair but instead Johan dropped down into the vacant chair and Kurt perched on the arm of Lisette's chair. 
Simone and Lisette returned to the conversation they'd been having with Kurt and Johan. I'd been wrong in assuming that they were German as it turned out that they were Swiss. My ladies were speaking in English but for some reason, which I found increasingly annoying, their replies were in French, except when they addressed me. 
From what they were saying it seemed that their group was on a sabbatical from their university in Bern. This was part of a trip that was apparently a present from their parents after they had all graduated. I gathered that they were all returning in the new year to begin the next phase of their studies. I'd thought that the others in the group were younger but apparently they were all the same age, twenty-three. Christ, I was beginning to show my age, I used to be able to guess a person's age with a fair degree of accuracy. 
"How long are you staying here?" Kurt asked. 
"Through to the end of the first week in January," Simone responded. 
He looked a bit surprised, "But I thought the resort was closed over Christmas and the New Year, at least that's what we've been told. There's a wedding being held here. We are going to have to move to another resort in a few days." 
Then he paused and looked at Simone's finger with its engagement ring prominently displayed. "Are you part of the wedding party then, if you're staying here?" 
She nodded, "We are a part of that group." She nodded in my direction, "Andy and I are getting married on New Year's Eve ..." She trailed off and glanced at Lisette and me. 
I continued for her, "We and our family and friends have booked the whole resort for Christmas and the New Year. There's going to be about forty of us here." 
The conversation floated amongst us covering various topics, mainly about the resort and the diving. I noticed that both Kurt and Johan spent most of their time concentrating on Lisette. 
Finally, came the question I was expecting. Johan asked, "So, is that an engagement ring you are wearing Lisette? Is your fiancé here with you?"
"It is," she said grinning down at the ring on her finger, "and they are both sitting next to you." She gestured to Simone and me with one hand.
His mouth opened in surprise, "Them? But they are getting married!" 
"They are," she agreed, "But I'm going to marry both of them as well." 
"At the same time?" 
She looked coyly at Simone and me. "It was supposed to be in the summer next year. But I'm hoping they will surprise me." 
"If she's a good girl," I said. 
"I'm always a good girl," she responded in a coy voice that sexually teased all of us. 
"You are, young one," Simone said as she leant forward and gave her a kiss. The Swiss guys looked surprised, and both of them gave me a calculated look. 
I stifled a yawn and then laughed in embarrassment. "Sorry guys it's been a long day, and I'm an old man. I'm going to head off to bed." 
I looked at Simone and Lisette. "If you want to stay here, please do, I'll check on the children and let the babysitter go." 
Simone got to her feet, "I'll come with you, I and bump are ready for bed as well." She rubbed her little bulge and Lise caressed it as well. 
"You're pregnant?" Johan asked. Simone nodded.
Lisette asked, "Do you mind if I stay and talk for a bit?" 
We both murmured our agreement, Lisette jumped up and hugged me and then Simone. For a moment I saw Simone whisper to her and Lisette nodded, then shook her head and kissed her. 
As we walked back to our villa, the way lit by the full moon that hung lazily in the star-studded night sky, I asked Simone what she'd said to Lisette?
She looked at me carefully before she answered. "I just reminded her of the family rules!" 
"Why?" 
"Because I think our Swiss friends are hoping that they convince her to be more than friends with them! You may have somewhat challenged their manhood. Two women and one of them pregnant." 
I stopped and thought about retracing my steps, but Simone caught hold of my arm. "I know I was the nervous one earlier, but now you need to let her deal with it, she needs to know you trust her." 
"Oh, I trust her, it's the other two weasels I don't." 
She laughed and then turned serious, "It's been a hard year for her and she's lost a lot of the confidence she used to have. I trust her, and it's good to see her relaxing in the company of strangers. Let her have her head, she won't come to any harm." 
For one long moment, I considered going back to check on her. But then Simone's words resonated with me. It was true that Lisette was still very nervous around male strangers. Not too surprising really, given what she'd gone through only a few months ago. The underlying goal of extending the holiday had been to ensure she would be her old self by the time we each committed ourselves to the other two on the stroke of midnight on New Year's Eve. I loved the girl, and I needed to let her find herself again. 
We continued walking back to the villas, I checked in on the children and dismissed the babysitter, thanking and giving her a tip. They were both fast asleep, not surprising given all the travel in the past day and a half. Anna was clutching her favourite soft toy, she may be on the cusp of womanhood, but there's always the young child in all of us. 
We had hoped to surprise the two of them with the confirmation, that with Simone's backing the French courts had approved my adoption of her children. Unfortunately, the last of the paperwork hadn't been finished by the time we'd boarded the plane. With luck, we would receive confirmation before Christmas. 
I walked across the bridge to the veranda that surrounded our villa. I couldn't see Simone at first but then I heard her calling from the bedroom. The sight I saw almost stilled my heart. 
The first time I saw Simone she glowed in the sunlight that backlit her as she walked towards me across the town square. Now she stood silhouetted in the French doors on the far side of the bedroom. The moonlight casting a silvery ethereal glow over her naked skin, her silky hair a shining halo. 
I stumbled across the room towards her, drawn to her beauty, like a moth to the flames. Our mouths met in a long kiss and her hands performed moon magic and my clothes disappeared. She kissed her way down my body, sinking to her knees. She stroked my growing cock, kissing the crown and running her tongue over the sensitive tip, then swallowing the head. 
I hissed in pleasure, stroking her soft golden hair tinged in silver from the moonlight. She looked up at me the hint of a grin at the corners of her full mouth. Her hands stroked my shaft and cupped my balls.
"Christ, that feels so good," I gasped. My knees felt weak, and I leant back against the doorframe. Her head bent forward as she swallowed more of my shaft. She hummed, vibrating her throat causing further waves of pleasure to wash over my groin. Under the double attack of her mouth and hands, there was no way I was going to last long. 
With a grunt I came, waves of pleasure surging through my cock. Hot cum pulsing out, filling her mouth, a bead of the cream liquid escaping the corner to trickle down her chin. 
She licked the last drop from the tip and looked up and grinned at me. She licked her lips and worked her way up my body. I caressed her back and grasped her arse, pulling her tight to me. 
"It's my turn," I whispered and I picked her up and carried her over to the large canopied bed. She lay back on the bed, letting her thighs fall open exposing the glistening beads of desire on her puffy labia. The little sighs of pleasure became a loud moan as my tongue slid along the length of her slit.
"Please, just there," she whimpered as the tip of my tongue paused on her erect clit. My tongue circled and caressed her clit, her growing urgency evident from the guttural cries forced from her throat. I slid two fingers into her, the tips finding and stimulating her G-spot. 
She rolled her hips, pushing up against me as my mouth and fingers moved tirelessly teasing, first one then a second screaming orgasm from her soul. 
"Ohh God, fuck ... me ... now ..." she gasped out. 
Her fingers clenched in my hair, and pulled me up, urging me to cover her. I pushed in deep and hard. Her legs wrapped around the back of my thighs. Her fingers clenched against the flesh of my buttocks, urging me to push in deeper. I revelled in the sensations as her soft silky cunt enveloped my trusting shaft. 
I kept up the pace, changing the rhythm of the strokes in tune with her needs and the movements of her hips. Her body stiffened as she came. She babbled out my name repeatedly. I kept moving, she was mine, and I was going to prove it to her. 
She whimpered and cried out again as another and then yet another orgasm washed over her. Until I came with a rasping gasp, pumping my hot cum against the entrance of her ripe womb, covering her cervix with my possessive life-giving essences. 
Her fingertips were dug deep into muscles on my back and the walls of her passage clenched tightly around me, milking the last drop from me. 
Her eyes fluttered open, and she looked up at me with a familiar look of love and desire. I rolled to the side, but she refused to let me pull out. Her finger traced a line of sweat running down my chest. She kept squeezing my shaft with her cunt. 
She kissed my nipple, "I love you so much," she whispered, "I am yours, please don't ever stop loving me."
"I won't, I couldn't. Your part of me, love," I replied. 
She gave a little sob of happiness and relaxed in my arms, and we rolled onto our sides, and I curled up behind her, spooning as we drifted off to sleep. 
I'm not sure how much later it was when I sensed the warmth of another body behind me. I rolled onto my back, and the scent of a warm aroused woman assailed my senses. Lise wrapped herself around and over me. In the moonlight, her blue eyes looked grey as they peered at me. 
"I love you," she whispered, and she nuzzled my neck. Her lips tasted of exotic drinks, and she smelt of arousal and an aftershave I didn't recognise. 
"Did you have fun?" I teased her. 
She gave a cute slightly drunk, little giggle, "It was fun flirting with them. I was a bad girl; I got them interested and then shut them down. Told them I was coming back to my best lovers ever." 
"So how bad were you?" I asked as I gave her arse cheek a playful smack. 
"This bad." She took my hand and pressed it between her thighs. Her labia were puffy and slick with her own juices. Her hand tightened on mine, pressing down hard and she gave an involuntary gasp. 
My finger slipped between her lips and into her warm wet passage, and she groaned in pleasure. 
"I guess the teasing worked both ways then?" 
She froze under my touch. "I promise nothing happened, I just gave them a couple of kisses, and they tried to touch my breasts, and that's when I stopped them." 
"So what happened then?" 
I kept my fingertip moving gently against her G-spot, and she gave little sighs of appreciation as she carried on talking. Her pelvis rhythmically pushing up against my hand. 
"We joined their friends and sat around ... Oh god, yes, that feels so good, don't stop. Err, yes we talked about studying and travel. They wanted to know about you and Simone. Was I really your girlfriend ... Ohh, fuck." She shuddered and clamped her thighs around my hand. 
"Shit, that felt good. I didn't know I was that turned on ..." Her voice trailed off, and she looked carefully at me. "I know the rules Andy, and I promise I won't break them, it was just a bit of fun. This is the first time in months I've felt safe outside of our place at the chateau." 
I wrapped her in my arms, and she gave a little sob and buried her face into my chest.
"I'm glad you're feeling that. I've missed the bubbly Lise. All we ask is that you stay safe and check with us before you do anything, remember the rules are there for everyone's safety, not just yours." 
I felt her head nod against my chest. "I know, and I will remember," she whispered, "It's just so nice not to worry anymore. So you don't mind if I flirt with them then?" 
"No, you have some fun, just remember that we love you." 
She murmured happily and curled up tight against me with her head tucked on my shoulder and her leg thrown over my thigh. I felt Simone stir on my other side, her head turned towards me, and she smiled and kissed my cheek. She mouthed "I love you," before mirroring Lise position, her head resting on my other shoulder and her leg draped over my thigh. 

~~~~~<>~~~~~
Early next morning we were under attack from two bouncing children. Squeals of, "Get up, we want to go swimming," were interspersed with cries amazement as they discovered the sunken glass walled and floored seating area in the lounge of the villa. The seating area was set into the floor and was almost another room. The walls and floor were apparently two-inch thick clear acrylic and gave a 360-degree view of the reef and sandy seabed. Through the glass, fish could be seen darting in and out of the coral heads. 
I took the opportunity to make a dash for the shower and washed off the evidence of last night's lovemaking. Lise pushed in beside me demanding me to wash her. She purred as I used a soapy sponge to coat her in a layer of suds. She squeezed her eyes closed resting back against me as I worked shampoo into her golden hair. She turned in my arms and held her head up and let the water cascade onto her face. When the last of the suds washed off, she opened her eyes and stared at me.
"You know I love you don't you?" 
"I do," I replied. 
"I'm not going to do anything stupid I promise. It's just they are fun to talk to." She didn't sound too convinced with her own statement. It was almost like she was trying to prove a point to herself. She pressed herself tight against my body as she spoke and I stroked her wet hair. 
"I trust you, just remember if you break the rules it's not just me you hurt, it's also Simone!" 
She gave a little whimper and shivered in my arms, but she didn't reply. 
Calls from the other room made us move apart, and we both quickly finish washing. I dried myself and dressed in a pair of shorts. I made my way to the veranda where a table had been set for breakfast. I sat down and joined the children. Simone smiled at me gratefully and headed back into the bedroom to wash and get dressed. 
Once we'd eaten and were all dressed, well that's if you could describe the micro bikinis from the Dubai trip the girls decided to wear as dressed. I know I wasn't too sure as they only barely covered the tips of their breasts, and the triangle of fabric that purported to be the bottoms could only have been a few square centimetres at most. Plus, I knew from past experience the cloth went transparent when it got wet. While I loved to see them wearing them, I must be honest given the attention that they had both received last night, I do admit to being relieved that they both decided to wrap a colourful sarong around their waists. 
Simone's subtle curve of her belly, the first hint of a baby bulge, rose up above the thin waistband of her wicked weasel bikini. I gave it a gentle rub and Simone gave a contented sigh. She took my hand and rested her head on my shoulder.
We walked over to meet the dive master at the dive shack, his name was Louis and was from Mauritius. After a bit of discussion, he was willing to teach Michael and Anna to dive. I still had my old PADI open water certification so I offered to help. When we told him that Simone was pregnant he shook his head. 
"There's no real proof that it's dangerous for a foetus with shallow dives." He said. "But there's no proof that it isn't. I wouldn't take the risk, and our insurance doesn't cover that."
"What about snorkelling?" 
"Perfectly safe, it's the chance of nitrogen bubbles from breathing air at depth causing damage to the placenta that's the main issue." 
In the end, we signed up Lisette and the children for lessons starting that afternoon. Simone was slightly disappointed but said she would be happy just to snorkel. He checked out my old certification and declared himself happy with my level of experience. 
I made sure that we kitted out ourselves with top quality masks, snorkels, and fins at the dive store. Then at the insistence of Michael and Anna, we headed back to the villas to try out their new gear. As soon as we got back, the children hurried into the water. My two lovers glanced at each other, and both removed their bikini tops. Soon the five of us were drifting along on the surface, hovering over the top of the coral heads that surrounded the villas. The children quickly discovered the schools of inquisitive juvenile damsel fish that used the piles that supported the villas and walkways as a nursery. 
I had a couple of peeled bananas in a plastic bag, and I gave the children a half each. As they broke the banana up in the water, they were swarmed by small finger-length fish. We watched them, Lise drifted over and joined them and was also immediately surrounded by nibbling fish. She lifted her head out and laughed, spitting out the mouthpiece. 
"They are nibbling at my skin," and she giggled. "It feels nice ... Ohh, they are nipping at my nipples." She rose up in the water, her breasts breaking the surface. Her nipples were hard, standing out, slightly red from the fishes nibbling. 
She swam over to us and floated on her back and demanded that her lovers kiss her nipples better. A demand that we were both happy to comply with. 
"Hmmm, salty," I murmured as I licked and sucked on the breast closest to me. Simone's head bobbed over the other one. Lise moaned and wriggled in our arms.
Simone and Lisette's bikini bottoms had performed their anticipated magic and turned almost transparent in the water, much to my pleasure. The glistening colours of Lisette's tattoo on her mons could be seen partially hidden by a soft curl of golden pussy hair. Simone's small landing strip had turned a dark gold in the water. 
I let my hand slide up Lise's slick thigh, and she gasped as my finger slide under the fabric at the crotch. She rolled in our arms to give me a kiss and then with a giggle, she squirted out of my arms like a dolphin. 
Lise offered to keep an eye on the children after they complained that Simone had indicated she was tired and wanted to take a rest. I said I'd had enough and would join her. 
"Give them a few minute more and then the three of you should get a light lunch," I suggested to Lise. "You are going to feel a lot more comfortable if you don't dive on a full stomach." 
She smiled in acknowledgement and turned back to the children. 



Simone and I had settled down on a double hammock strung between two posts at the side of the veranda. Lise and the children were playing a bit further along the walkway at a point where there were a water slide and diving board. 
Watching them running and playing in the ocean was a joy. Anna and Michael had taken the snorkelling like the proverbial ducks to water. Now Lise was teaching them to dive. There were loads of contented screams and splashes. Both were turning a light brown, and Anna would only wear the bottoms of her swimsuit. 
She'd turned ten a few months ago, and I was shocked to see the first buds of her breasts forming. My new daughter was growing up. I don't think that Kirsten had started to grow hers until she was twelve. Simone had laughed at my surprise and told me hers had started to grow at about the same age. 
We all had a light snack. Lise looked at us and after commenting as how the older generation couldn't keep up, offered to take the kids to their diving lesson. I knew that the first lesson would only be a 'get to know your equipment' session in the shallow end of the pool. So I was happy to let her look after them. 
Then I guess we both dozed, the gentle rocking of the hammock and the lapping of the waves, the perfect holiday lullaby. It was the call of the children returning from their diving lesson that woke me. From the position of the sun, it was about four in the afternoon. Simone's head was on my chest, and there was a tiny pool of drool below her open mouth, which I found so cute. 
The children came running over, and Simone opened her eyes. Lisette sat down on the sun bed beside us and swallowed a glass of iced water. The children were telling Simone all about their lesson, and I was listening, but only with one ear as they say. 
That is until Anna said, "Uncle Kurt was so silly, he kept splashing us." 
Simone felt me tense beside her, as far as I knew both Kurt and Johan were experienced divers and should have been out on the dive boat with their friends. So there was no reason for them to be hanging out at the dive school during lessons. 
Simone asked the question that was forming in my mouth. "Lise, were Kurt and Johan helping with the lessons?" 
"I don't think so," she replied. "They just turned up after we started and hung around the pool. After the lesson they played with Michael and Anna." 
"And with you mummy Lise, we all played tag," Anna said. 
Michael added, "They played rockets, throwing all of us into the air, Lise made the biggest splash." 
Simone sat up and eased herself off the hammock. She shivered slightly and asked Anna if she could get the robe from the bedroom for her. When she returned, Simone sent both of them to their villa get a shower to wash the chlorine from the pool off. She told them to stay there until one of us went to get them. 
After they'd gone, she turned on Lise, and she wasn't happy. 
"I warned you about those two. It's becoming a game between them, which one gets to fuck you first. You know the rules, if you want to fuck one or both of them then we need to agree, and you need to take precautions." 
Lise sat, her face in her hands. She said, "It was just a bit of fun that's all. Yes, they got a bit touchy, but I stopped them." 
Simone shook her head, "And have you made any plans to meet up with them again?" 
"They said that they wanted to show me the reef at night. They asked if I'd join them on a snorkelling swim tonight. Their friends are supposed to be going as well so I wouldn't be on my own with them." 
"When were you going to tell us?" I asked. I'd come off the hammock and was leaning against the railing around the veranda. 
"I haven't decided I want to yet, but it is something I'd like to do, it sounds fascinating. Floating in the darkness to see all the creatures that come out at night. Though I'd much prefer to do it with you but I wasn't sure, you would. If I was still in the mood, I was going to ask your permission at dinner. But it was just to go swimming with them, nothing else." 
Simone and I looked at each other, it sounded like Kurt and Johan had been painting a pretty picture to her. I knew from my own experience that diving at night with the right person could be a very sensual experience. I'd made love to Julia in just the same circumstances. 
What annoyed me was that they knew she was engaged and yet they were still trying to seduce her. I was rapidly going off them and was extremely grateful that they would be moving on in a couple of days. I suppose it was the arrogance of youth, but they were doing nothing to ease my feelings of old age. 
"You understand why we are unhappy about this," I said. "Do you want to risk everything we all have for this pair of Swiss ..." Christ, I wasn't sure what I wanted to call them. 
Simone went and sat beside her, "I understand your feelings, they are an attractive pair, and it looks like they looked to share their women. But you know the rules, we have to all have to agree if you want to take lovers from outside of the family. They need to practice safe sex, and you'd need a clean medical before you can share our bed again, and that won't be easy to organize here." 
Lise looked pale and very uncomfortable, but Simone continued. "It sounds harsh I know, but it's for everyone's safety. A lot of the family have taken non-family lovers but they've all followed the rules, and there's never been an issue." 
I added, "If you want to swim over the reef tonight I'll come with you." 
"You will? You're not upset with me?" Lisette looked at me hopefully. 
"If nothing happened then, of course, I'm not upset, you just need to be careful with those two, I'm sure they have their own agenda, and it includes a nice friendly fuck with you by both of them." 
We decided to eat on the veranda of the villa that evening. The children were tired and a bit fretful. Probably a touch too much sun I suggested. They were happy to eat a light supper and were in bed by seven-thirty. We finished off our meal, and Simone told Lise and me to head over to the bar for a drink. She was going to curl up with the children for a bit. 
In the bar we settled down with a drink, Lise found us a nice quiet corner while I got the drinks. I sat down beside her on a sofa, and we sipped our drinks. 
"Is she really upset with me?" Lise asked. 
"Not upset, more worried," I said. "I think she's far more worried than she wants to be because she doesn't trust the guys. She has more experience with the male animal than you do, and that generates her worries."
"Ohh, what about you?" 
"I think they're trying to seduce you. They are arrogant enough that they believe any woman will fall to their charms, and they may have the history to prove it." 
"And the swim tonight?" 
"Is their way of getting you on your own so they can pour on the charm and complete the seduction. Tell you what, let me guess what their proposal was. Something like, 'Let's meet at the bar for a few drinks then go for a midnight swim over the reef'. Am I close?"
She nodded. "That's about it. So you honestly think all they want is to try and seduce me?" 
"Let's be fair, you are young and beautiful, I'd want to seduce you ... I do want to seduce you."
She burst out laughing at that. "I think you've already done that." She curled up against me, tilting her head and pulling me close to a kiss. 
"I love you," she whispered, "please don't ever stop loving me." 
It wasn't long before our Swiss friends made their appearance. The whole group was there, and Kurt was quick to spot us. He and Johan made their way over to us and began talking to Lisette in French. They apparently thought that someone who had two French girlfriends didn't understand them, I have no idea. I kept a blank expression on my face as they spoke. 
Kurt said, "Hi there, we're so glad to see you here. So I guess that means you want to come swimming with us? We are going to have a few drinks first, then go back to our villa and get our gear. Come and sit with our group, the old man won't mind." 
Lise glanced at me knowing I understood, and she gave me a brief smile that they missed. "I'd need to go and get my costume and gear, and if I come and sit with you, Andy will want to come too, I can't just walk away." 
"Can't you lose the old guy; he'll be no fun." 
Then he turned to Johan and spoke in an accented German, I recognized to be Swiss German, a language surprisingly I had a passing knowledge of - a long story that included a Swiss girlfriend of Julia's from many years ago who still kept in touch. She was into bondage sex - but I'm getting off track. 
"We've got to convince her to lose the old bursche, He's going to zerstören it for us." 
"I can slip something in his drink if he hangs around, he won't remember a thing." 
I was sure zerstören meant something like ruin or screw up. And the last statement confirmed they had plans for Lisette that weren't good for her. 
I grinned at the pair of them and said (in French). "There's something you need to know, earlier this year she was kidnapped. I paid ex-legionnaires to find and return her. What makes you think I don't still have their number on speed dial to deal with punks like you?" 
Then in German, "Dieser alte Mann ist nicht so einfach loswerden, wie Sie Denken." (This old man isn't as easy to get rid of as you think). 
Lisette laughed at the expressions of surprise and shock on their faces. "Why would you think I would be interested in you two when I have a real man?" 
"Now, gentlemen," I continued in English, "Do you still want to go swimming because I will definitely be joining you!" I sat back in my seat and took a sip from the glass of whisky I was holding. 
Then I held out my hand palm up, "And I'll have the drugs you were going to use on me and her." 
I pulled out my phone and took a couple of photos of them as they started to deny everything. 
"That's so the legionaries will know who I want them to hurt," I said as I emailed the photos to myself. 
There were a few sharp words between them and finally Johan dropped a small plastic bag with half a dozen capsules in it, onto the table. I took a few more photos of him as he did so.
"Thank you, little boys, now run away. I suggest you leave the resort as soon as you can. I'll hang on to these as evidence." 
I picked up the bag with a napkin to persevere his fingerprints.
"You know what really pisses me off is that you were going to drug this excellent eighteen-year-old single malt." With that, I made go away gestures with my hand, and Lise kissed me. 
She watched as the pair of them made their way back to their friends. "Do you really think they were going to drug me?" 
"Not sure about you but they were definitely considering spiking my drink to get me out of the way." 
"This is the second time you've saved me." 
There was a flurry of activity around the group of Swiss students and Lise watched intently as Kurt and Johan left. The others gathered up their belongings and with a glance at us started to leave. One of the women paused and retraced her steps, coming over to us. 
"Hi," she said, "I gather my cousin and his friend have been making a nuisance of themselves." 
I pointed at the bag of drugs on the table. "They had plans for this young lady that involved those." I didn't mention that I was the intended victim. 
She looked upset but not surprised. "Damn it, I thought they'd learned their lesson. I'm sorry you had to suffer that." 
"I take it they've tried this before?" 
She nodded, "Not successfully. Are you going to the authorities here?" 
"It's not worth it, I can't prove that they were going to use the drugs, just that they had them. I'm going to hang on to them just in case." 
"We are moving on tomorrow afternoon. I'm going to call my uncle and tell him what his son has been up to and demand that they are made to return home immediately. None of us want them with us anymore."
She turned to go and then said, "I may not like him but he is family so thank you for not making a big issue." 
"I'm not going do anything physical, but if he's done this before, then he has an issue. I will be contacting the police in Switzerland about my suspicions, and I'm going to send them that bag of drugs. It's got their fingerprints on it, and I've got a photo of him holding it." 
She didn't look too happy at that, then shrugged. "Well, it's their problem now." With that, she walked away. 
"Are you happy with that, or do you want to report them?" I asked. 
She hugged me before saying, "No, I think you letting the Swiss authorities know is enough. They didn't actually do anything. Can we go back to the villa please?" 
Henri was still in his office as we walked past. So I got an envelope and placed the bag of capsules in it and got him to put it in the hotel safe. He confirmed that the Swiss party was leaving tomorrow. He wanted to know what was going on so I gave him a brief rundown. 
"I'll make sure someone keeps an eye on them until they are off the island," he offered. I thanked him, and we left.
Back at the villas, we found Simone fast asleep in Anna's bed. She was curled up around her, her arm protectively wrapped around her body. The sheet had slipped down so that only her legs were covered. Her golden hair was fanned out over the pillow. 
"We are so lucky that she is part of our lives," Lise whispered as she put her arm around my waist.
"I'm the lucky one; I have two beautiful women who for some unknown reason might just be in love with me." 
"There's no might in it, Duffus." 
I led her to the other villa, and we undressed each other before consummating our love for each other until we collapsed into the sleep of the righteous. 
The six Swiss students left the resort the next afternoon. The two couples were heading for another resort about fifty miles away. Kurt and Johan were heading for the airport and the next flight back to Europe. 
Simone had been rather upset with Lisette when she'd heard the story of the events of the previous evening. She wanted me to contact the local authorities but conceded in the end that my idea to inform the Swiss authorities was probably the best option.
"I will still be having words with her," she told me and I felt a surge of sympathy for Lisette. 
She and Lise stood on the jetty and watched as Kurt and Johan climbed into the waiting seaplane for their short hop to the airport. They gave them an ironic wave as the plane taxied out to the far side of the lagoon. 
With them going, the resort was almost three quarters empty. The first of the family guest were expected in the next day or so. 
Simone took Lisette's hand and led her off to the villa. I went to follow, but Simone shook her head at me. Ah, time for the talk I realized, so I found the children and we took one of the resorts Sunfish out for a sail. 

~~~~<>~~~~
The next morning after breakfast Henri stopped me and asked if I'd join him in his office. He sat down and shuffled a few papers on his desk
"I got an email from the resort owners last night. It says that as of today there is a change of ownership. A company called A&R financial services has bought the resort. I'm intrigued, Mr. Morton, all the documentation I have about your group's stay is also on A&R headed paper. Have you just bought the resort?" 
I gave him a blank stare. "I'm not aware of any purchase, I may be the chairman of A&R, but I'm just a figurehead. It's Pete's company, he's the CEO, and he's the one who deals with this sort of thing. I'm not going to complain if he has. This is a very pleasant place." 
Henri passed me a copy of his email from the previous owners. It confirmed everything he'd just told me. 
"I'll check for you if you want, can I use the phone?" I pointed at the instrument on his desk. 
"Please." 
Fortunately, the office number was on the bottom of the email. Hanna, the receptionist, answered the call. Otherwise, I would have needed to fetch my phone.
"A&R financial services how can I help you?" 
"Hanna, it's the chairman, I need to speak to Pete." 
"Mr. Morton, it's so good to hear your voice. He's in a meeting, but I'll put you straight through." 
"Thanks, Hanna."
"Peter Moore." 
"Pete, it's Andy. How's Angie?" 
"Looking beautifully pregnant, ultra horny and desperate to see you and the girls. She's at home packing, we're on tonight's flight." 
"We can't wait to see you. Pete got a question for you. The resort's manager is with me; have we just bought the place?"
"We have; the sale went through last night. Remember I told you that I knew the owner of the holding company. It's how we got the resort for the wedding. He approached us a few weeks ago keen to sell. It's a good investment for the family." 
"So who bought it, us or A&R?" 
"Both, but we are the majority shareholder. The final price was 20 million dollars, and our share was 12.5 million dollars." 
"What does that leave us in the reserves?" 
"We're good don't worry, there's still eight million in the reserves and another million in the cash account. And that's after the cost of the wedding." 
"So we can cover all the standing family costs for the next year?" 
"Yah, no problems, in fact, I'm fairly sure we will be able to buy out the other investors by the end of next year. I'm going to transfer a million into the resort accounts to cover the running costs for the next month or so until we have the sale completely sorted out."
"Cheers, Pete, I'll see you and Angie tomorrow." 
I sat back in my chair and thought about what I'd just been told. Henri cleared his throat. He was looking at me expectantly. 
"You are right, it seems we do own the resort," I said.
Then I reassured him that there would be no changes, his job was safe, and I asked him to pass on the same reassurances to the rest of the staff. 
"Do you want to meet with the heads of departments?" 
"I'm happy to say hi, but I'll leave any formal discussions to Pete. He and Angie arrive tomorrow." 
Henri looked relieved at that. 
"So I think I'm going to enjoy the change of ownership. I've had the list of instructions that Mr. Moore sent us circulated to the employees. All their cameras and phones will be collected tonight." 
"Will there be any problems, it's just that we like our privacy when we are all gathered together." 
"Given the size of the bonuses that Mr. Moore has authorised for all the staff, I can't believe there will be any issues." 
He gestured around, "This is an exclusive six-star resort, we are used to our guests letting their hair down while they are here." 
"Though," he mused, "This is the first time one group has taken over the whole place. Mr. Moore called you a family, are you all related?"
"Sort of," I replied, not wishing to go into details. 
"By the way, there is a message for you, from a Mrs. Goldblume. She will be arriving on this afternoon's ferry flight." 
I looked at him blankly, I had no idea who this Mrs. Goldblume was. 
Henri looked a bit worried and checked the sheet of paper on his desk. "She's definitely part of your group. She's on the list I was sent. A Mrs. Marilou Goldblume." 
"Christ, Marilou," I gasped. "What time will the plane get here?" 
"Should be about three. There is a message. She says, 'I've changed my mind, and I want to take you and Julia up on your offer." 
What offer I thought, then it hit me; the last time we'd all been together all those years ago we asked her to join the family. She had just met the man she'd later marry and had reluctantly said no. 
"Is there any others from the list arriving today?" 
Henri checked the paperwork, "The Cunningham's, Mike and Julia. They should be on the same ferry flight, and there's ten more arriving tomorrow." 



I thanked him for the update and joined Lise, Simone, and the children. I told them that Mike and Julia were due in today. Then I told them about Marilou. I'd spoken about her with Simone before, but this was the first that Lisette had heard about her.
"Who is she?" Lisette asked, and I realized I hadn't told her anything about the relationship that Marilou, Julia and I had in Saudi.
"She's a very old friend who was at one time both Julia's and my lover. She was an American nurse and was working at one of the hospitals in Riyadh when I first met her. For the last three months of her contract, she moved in with Julia and me. It was the first time I had ever lived with two women at the same time; I suppose you could describe it as a triad."
"After she left Saudi, Julia and I met up with her a few times. She joined Ros and me on holiday a couple of times, and they became very close. I know that Julia and Mike met up with her a few times as well. For some unknown reason, she never considered herself as part of the family. She stayed a close friend for many years until she married a right idiot about ten years ago."
"Why didn't she stay with you?"
"She wanted to go back to school to do her masters in hospital administration, and they wouldn't hold the place for her when she tried to extend her contract. I hadn't heard from her in years, until earlier this summer. I don't think her ex-husband approved of her talking to old boyfriends. We got the odd Christmas card, but that was it for many years."
"What's she like?"
"She's fun and bubbly, the same age as Julia if I recall correctly. A blonde." I thought back, "She used to have long hair and great breasts ... ow, what was that for." I rubbed my arm where Lise had punched it.
"You were drooling!" She said accusingly.
I looked at her guiltily, and Simone laughed at my expression. "I'm looking forward to meeting her," she said.
"I'm going to guess she'll be just as happy to see Julia. They were always close ... and bisexual."
The three of us waited on the jetty that afternoon. Anna and Michael were splashing around in the sea nearby with a couple of other children their age. The seaplane kissed the smooth water of the lagoon. For a brief second it had looked like it was about to merge into its own reflection until the wake destroyed the illusion.
As soon as the propeller had stopped spinning and the plane was made fast to the jetty, Julia was out of the hatch dragging a beautiful blonde woman behind her. Both women threw themselves into my arms, cries of joy coming from them. It took a few moments for the confusion to die down, and I was able to step back and get my first good look in over ten years, at the woman who'd been such a big part of my life at one time.
She hadn't seemed to have aged since the last time we'd seen each other. She was a tall, slim, elegant blonde, her hair shorter than I remembered. Her full breasts were just as I recalled.
She spoke, her words tinged with her soft southern accent that was etched into my memory. "Hey you, it's been too long, I've missed you."
She slipped back into my open arms with a sigh of contentment and then shook herself and looked at the others waiting to meet her. I introduced her to Simone and then Lisette. She and Simone had spoken several times; they hugged and started talking. Lisette tucked herself under my arm and was watching them nervously.
"She still loves you," Lise whispered.
"She was a very important part of my life for quite some time, though I think Julia missed her far more than I ever did." I nodded in Julia's direction and watched as she moved up behind Marilou as she was talking to Simone. She wrapped her arms around Marilou's waist and rested her head on her shoulder. Marilou's hand came up, and she stroked Julia's hair.
Mike walked up to us and gave both of us a hug. "We met Marilou at the airport hotel, the airline gave us a room to freshen up in after the flight." He smiled, "Gotta loves flying first class. They've been talking ever since."
"They were always very close," I noted.
Lise let go of my arm to give Mike a proper hug; they'd met briefly when Lise had first stayed on Rosie, and I think she's still a bit shy around him.
He's said jokingly, "So how's the beautiful girl who's broken my wife's heart by stealing her lover from her." He gave a little laugh when he saw her shocked face. "Don't worry she already decided on your punishment. She's going to take the pair of you off to a dark room ... "
He paused to drag out the suspense and it was working because she was giving both of us concerned looks and then checking out what Julia was doing.
He dramatically continued, "She's going to screw the pair of you until you cry out for mercy, you won't be able to leave the room until you both beg her for forgiveness ... or she's had at least a dozen orgasms, whichever comes first. Pun intended." And he laughed
I had to laugh as well as Lise face changed from an anxious expression to one of desire. "Is she as good as Angie?" She asked.
"Who do you think taught Angie all her bedroom tricks," and I nodded in Julia's direction with a lecherous glare.
Mike sighed, "Yep, those were some amazing holidays."
Lise bounced over to Julia and said loudly, "I'm so looking forward to my punishment. Are you going to spank me as well?"
Julia gave her husband one of those looks and then pulled Lise in close and swatted her butt.
"Oh, you can bank on it, young one. I'll have you crying out for mercy by the time I'm done with you."
Lise stood in front of her, shivering with desire and licking her lips. Julia wrapped her in her arms and kissed her savagely.
Mike said to me, "I think you've created a monster, mate." Then changing the subject completely said. "I see from the list that Grasshopper and Jill are coming, Christ, I haven't seen the pair of them in donkey's years."
I had to laugh that Mike still called Jeff by the nickname I'd given him all those years ago in Saudi.
"I can't remember the last time I saw them either. It's got to be at least ten years, not since they moved to the states. Oh, no they were at the funeral weren't they, so that's got to be the last time, but Jill sends me regular updates, so I know what they've been up to."
We were both silent for a moment and then as the women finally began to make their way over to us, Mike said.
"What an amazing place, I see that Pete's come up trumps again."
"More than you know, he's just bought the place as an investment for us."
"Christ," he said as he glanced around again, now with a positive gleam to his eyes."
"What's Pete done now," Julia said as she came over and gave her husband a kiss before squeezing up tight against me and wrapping her other arm around Lise.
I explained that he had bought the resort as an investment. "We own about 60% and A&R owns the rest."
After introducing everyone to Henri, we made our way to the bar for a drink while the staff took the luggage to the correct villas. I'd asked Henri for a copy of the arrivals schedule that Kirsten had sent him, and he brought it to the bar for me to check.
The bar was almost empty, there was just two other people sitting at the bar, a young South African couple on their honeymoon. They and one other family were the last of the regular guests still staying at the resort, and they were all due to leave in the morning.
The staff had pulled a couple of comfy sofas either side of a low table, and the six of us sat down. Simone tucked herself up against Mike, and Julia sat down beside her. Marilou and Lise left me a space between them.
The bar staff brought over the champagne I'd ordered earlier, and a non-alcoholic cocktail for Simone and as it was fairly late I ordered some snacks.
Simone came over and said quietly, "Julia and I are going to keep Mike company tonight so long as you are ok with it. We thought that you and Marilou might like to get reacquainted."
I looked at her then Lise, she looked back at me and gave a little grin. "I think it's a great idea," said Lise. "I'm going to curl up with Anna and give the pair of you some privacy."
Marilou looked happy but slightly confused, "I like the sound of getting reacquainted with this man, it's been far too long, but who's Anna?"
"My daughter," Simone said. "And speak of the devil here she is."
Coming into the bar were the last family on the island, with their two children. Michael and Anna were with them, but as soon as they saw us, they came running over, giving their friends a wave.
The children hadn't met Mike and Julia in the flesh but had spoken to them numerous times online. So they greeted them enthusiastically. Marilou confused them, especially Anna.
When Marilou spoke, Anna whispered to her mother in French, "Mama, is she an American?"
Marilou replied to her in Cajun accented French, "Yes, Anna I'm American; I'm a very old friend of Andy and Julia's."
Anna came over and sat next to Marilou, and they talked away while the rest of us settled down to drink and catch up with the news. Mike and Julia brought us up to date on their move to France. Mike had officially retired at the end of November. Their house in Australia was sold, and their personal possessions were in a container on the high seas. They were going to fly to Dhabi after the wedding and stay with Angie and Pete for a few weeks. Then they would move into the cottage at the chateau that Simone had given them.
The meal that evening was rather boisterous, everyone was talking, and too much wine was drunk. Lise took the children back to their villa, she'd kissed everyone goodnight as she was going to stay the night with them.
By ten o'clock we were all ready to go. Julia and Simone took hold of Mike by his arms and led him away leaving Marilou and me alone.
There was a long pause while we contemplated each other, the years seemed to roll back, and the woman beside me became once again the young girl I'd known in Saudi. I saw the nervousness I remembered from out the first date.
"Do you ... " we both said at the same time, and then laughed. I told her to continue.
"Do you remember the first time we ever met?" She asked.
"You mean the date at my flat, when you asked if you could become my three-month girlfriend."
"No, I mean the first, first time, when we met at that villa in Arabian homes."
"That wasn't my best time, I'd rather not count that one. I was rather drunk, and I remember waking up beside you but not much else."
"I fell in love with you that night, I cheated at cards to win you, and you might not remember much, but I do. You were charming, and you lit that room up. That night was some of the best sex I'd had, and I've never found anyone other than Julia, who understands my needs like you did."
"So Julia's still my rival for your love."
"Never a rival, I've loved both of you all my life, the only other person that came close to you two was Ros ... " at that she paused. "You two were always there for me when I needed you, and I'm so sorry I missed Roz's funeral. But I was right in the middle of my divorce from that dickhead of a husband of mine. I was hiding out in our cabin in the mountains, and he never passed on Julia's message." She looked at me, and there were tears in her eyes.
"Don't worry I understand," I said and kissed away her tears.
"Meeting up with Julia and Mike yesterday, it was like all the bad years in between vanished. Andy, I want you all back in my life again. You offered me a place in the family before, and I said no, can I change my mind?"
"As far as I'm concerned, you've always been part of the family, you just didn't realize it that's all."
She curled up tight against me in a mirror of the way we used to do all those years ago, she would curl up on my left side, and Julia would rest her head on my thigh. I unconsciously reached for the missing Julia, stopping the movement after a few inches and instead I raised my hand and stroked her fine soft hair.
"Are you sure Lise and Simone are ok with me being with you tonight?"
"Lise is happy to look after the children. I don't expect that either Simone or Julia are going to let Mike get much sleep. Simone has got hornier as the pregnancy has proceeded. I seem to recall that she owes Mike a night of unbridled sex, and she likes paying her debts."
"Is it safe for her?" Marilou sounded concerned.
"I'm not worried, she won't do anything that puts the baby at risk. Julia will keep a tight rein on her and Mike."
At that, she looked relieved, "So does that mean we are free to check if all our bits still fit together as well as they used to."
I had to laugh at that. She always had a unique way about her when it came to sex.
"That sounds like something we should check out."
And check it out we did. We made it back to villa quickly and shed our clothes as we walked through the lounge. Marilou wanted to shower after her travels. She took hold of my hand and led me into the streaming cloud of water. Hot water, almost unbearably hot water streamed over our bodies, our skin pinking up. I'd forgotten how she'd always run the shower so hot.
She had barely changed over the years, just a few wrinkles and the slightest of tummy bulges that hadn't been there before. She stood five-eight, slender with high firm breasts. Her blond hair was a tad shorter than it used to be, falling to a point midway between her shoulder blades, rather than halfway down her back as it used to. The fine soft hair at the junction of her legs was still shaped into the same thin strip.
Her nipples were hard and proud, highlighting her desire. I couldn't resist them; I never had been able to. Bending my head and kissing and sucking first one then the other. As hard as they had been before, in my mouth, they became hard pebbles and as sensitive as hell. She moaned a long throaty deep moan that was laced with desire and need. After a few moments, she shuddered as she experienced a little orgasm.
"Fuck, you bastard, you can still make me come by just kissing my tits," she sighed. "No one else in the world can do that to me."
I took a sponge and added a liberal dollop of shower gel. Running it over her beautiful body, I soaped all over her. She rested back into my arms, pushing her cute butt against my hard cock. The hot water flowed down our bodies, and I gave into my desire. I pushed her forward, and she braced herself against the wall, looking over shoulder with a happy smile. She rose on her tiptoes spreading her legs wide enough to accept my rigid cock.
I pushed into her, and I flashed back to shared showers in our Saudi days. Sticky bed sex was always followed by awesome shower sex. Her slick passage was tight, tighter than I recalled.
A thought that was confirmed by her gasped words to me. "Shit, I'd forgotten what it's like to have you in me. I haven't been fucked since I kicked dickhead out of my bed three years ago."
We moved in sync, my need outweighing any idea of finesse. Thrusting in and out of her, one hand squeezing a breast, the other rubbing at her engorged clit. Every thrust was met by her pushing back against me. She wanted this union as much as I did.
We were both very vocal, our cries animalistic in nature. Rising in urgency and volume as we both surged towards our mutual release. Water continued to pound on my back as that primeval of all urges coursed through my groin, and I cried out as I spent myself in the willing receptacle that was Marilou's fluttering cunt.
Her cry and the clenching of her cunt gave credence to the strength of her orgasm. Her knees buckled, and I tighten my grasp to support her while she recovered. It took her a few moments to get her breath back, then easing off my still hard cock she turned slowly to face me.
"I think our bits still fit perfectly," I said with a grin. The grin on her face matched mine. Her lips sought mine, and she nipped my lip. "I hope we get to do that over and over again in the future."
We washed the suds and the evidence of our first round of lovemaking off each other and then wrapped in soft towels we curled up together on the bed. Even in the sweet afterglow of our lovemaking I sensed that there was still something on her mind and that she was waiting for the right moment to discuss it. I was pretty sure I knew what it was all about so I decided to ask the question I guessed would start the ball rolling.
"Why did you stop coming to see us? There was that last visit. Then you got married soon after that, but it was like you flicked a switch. No calls, Christ you went as far as changing your phone number and closing your email."
She buried her face in the pillow, and I realised she was crying. I eased her around to face me and kissed her tear stained face. "I'm not upset, I just wanted to understand, and you have to know that the kids will ask you the same question. They missed your visits and the calls and were both upset that you weren't at the funeral."
She sobbed and then got control of herself. "I fell for a charming man who so reminded me of you. A charming man who turned out to be a manipulative, evil, controlling son of a bitch who for a few years completely enthralled me. Josh convinced me that making a clean break from my past was the best thing for our future." There was a pitiful look on her face as she said this.
"He was ultra-jealous and possessive, but he managed to hide that fact incredibly well while we were dating. Andy, he was my replacement you. I loved my visits to you and your family, but at the time I wanted my own version of your happiness. He looked a bit like you and was so charming in those early days."
While she spoke, I had pulled her towel off her and urged her to curl up, half on top of me. Her head was resting on my shoulder, and I was able to gently caress her with my fingertips.
"We had been dating for six months when Josh got a promotion to senior management that required a move to the firm's Atlanta head office. He asked me to marry him and come to Atlanta with him. I didn't want to lose him so I did. We were married within a few weeks and moved into his old family home."
"When we first started dating I'd told him about my friendship with you and Ros, and some of the other family members, and that I'd been visiting you every few months. I wanted him to come with me that last time, at the time we'd only been dating for a few months, and I so wanted him to meet you and Ros and my godchildren."
"I remember he was supposed to come with you that last time," I noted.
She nodded her head. "His excuse was a business emergency that cropped up a day before we were supposed to leave. He told me to go, and he'd try to join us later. 'Should only take a couple of days to sort out,' was what he said. I found out later he had no intention of coming with me in the first place. When I got back, he gave me an ultimatum. If I wanted to date him, I had to drop you and the others. I was somewhat infatuated with him, so I chose to comply. It was a bad choice, and I have to live with it. He gave me a new phone, made me change my email address. I wasn't allowed to invite you to the wedding."
"What happened to make you change your mind about him then?" I asked.
"He happened," she muttered. "In the space of a couple of years, he went from being the love of my life to a neurotic, jealous, overbearing asshole. He was constantly checking up on me. In the beginning, it was nice having someone whose whole life seemed to revolve around you. But it didn't take long for me to realise that the only friends I was allowed to have were his. I was able to transfer to a hospital in Atlanta that was part of the same group my old hospital was part of. But he wasn't happy about that and insisted I stop working and stupidly I agreed."



"It took me a few years to understand that Josh was über controlling and fucking two faced. I wasn't allowed to have any friends he didn't approve of, yet he was fucking both of his assistants for almost all the time we were together." 
"Both of them!" I said, a hint of surprise in my voice, actually more than a hint as one of them was a man. 
That seemed to amuse her. "Yes, both of them and often at the same time. Apparently, he swings both ways. Something I didn't know when I married him." 
"How did you find out for Christ's sake?"
"Walked in on the three of them when I got back from a trip early." She gave an ironic laugh at the memory. "It was the beast with three backs. She was on her hands and knees, and Josh was behind her, fucking her arse. The toy boy was fucking Josh's arse. Three arse holes all in a row. I managed to snap a few photos with my phone and walked out." 
I had this picture of the three of them all in a row, sex-slicked bodies with their heads turned to face a furious Marilou with looks of horror plastered across their faces as she documented their sexual games. It made me laugh, and I had to explain to her why. 
She grinned as well, "That's fairly good description of what it looked like. By the time he'd managed to pull on some clothes and chase after me, I'd called a lawyer and emailed the photos to her. She took him to the cleaners in the divorce settlement. She made me a rich woman." 
She paused for a moment to kiss me and sigh as my wandering fingers traced their way around her areoles and teased the firm nipples. 
"You know," she continued, "The funny thing is when we sat down to talk after all the dust had settled it turned out he had been jealous about the stories I'd told him of my time with you and Julia. He wanted something similar but was convinced that if he'd suggested, we try that type of lifestyle, I'd find better lovers and leave him. He couldn't understand when I explained that the sex hadn't been the reason I visited you. It was the joy of feeling part of a loving and caring group." 
Again I laughed as she added, "But the sex was fucking amazing wasn't it?" 
"True, making love to you and Julia and later with Ros was always bloody amazing. I hope that you will want to share our bed, I want you to feel the same way with Simone and Lise." 
"I'm looking forward to the invitation from them." 
A voice from the doorway startled us. Julia asked softly, "Can I have an invite please?"
She stood half in the shadows wearing only an old shirt of Mike's. Marilou held out her arms to her, and she hurried to join us. Dropping the shirt at the foot of the bed she crawled up the bed to slide in between us and settled back with a sigh. 
"Are Mike and Simone OK with this?" I asked. 
"It was their suggestion, I left them curled up asleep after your beautiful fiancée helped me exhaust my husband. She told me to come to you and give both of you this." With that, she turned and drew me into a long sexually charged kiss. Then turning to the other woman in the bed repeated the kiss. 
"And what have you two been up to then, as if I didn't know," she asked. 
Marilou replied, "He played with me in the shower." 
"She's my new favourite bath toy," I added. Then a bit more seriously, "She's been telling me about her marriage and divorce." 
Julia looked sympathetic and gave Marilou a hug, "She mentioned a few details when we met at the hotel."
Marilou and I turned our attention to our lover, our hands and mouths fell automatically into the rhythm of old. Julia writhed under our attention. 
"Do you remember that time we spent the weekend in the hotel in Bahrain, Andy?" Marilou asked. "It was the first time you made love to both of us at the same time."
Julia gave a quick laugh, "Christ yes, I was sitting on his face, while you were riding his wonderful cock. We came together, and I thought I were going to suffocate the poor man." 
Want to try that again?" I asked 
She smiled and rose up on her knees beside my head, and spread her legs inviting me to make good on my offer. I put my arm around her hips pulling her towards me. I ran my tongue slowly up and down her slit, and she shivered under my fingers. The nub of her clit reappeared from its resting place, and I teased it with the tip of my tongue. 
"Oh god, careful, I'm still sensitive from earlier, Mike was rather enthusiastic," she moaned. I muttered encouragement from my occupied mouth. I eased a couple of fingers inside her finding her G-spot, and she moaned louder.
Meanwhile, Marilou was stroking my growing cock and had decided that little Andy was hard and ready for her. She swung herself over me and guided the head of my cock between her swollen lips and slid down the shaft with a long low groan until our pubic bones touched and I nestled against her cervix. 
Her eyes opened wide, and she said, "Fuck, I forgotten how good this feels love, so full, so deep." She sat there not moving, just enjoying the sensations as my cock twitched. She reached out and stroked Julia's back, then reached for her breast, pinching the nipple. 
The combined action of my tongue and fingers and Marilou's fingers on her nipples was more than Julia's already sensitive body could take. She shuddered in pleasure as an orgasm hit her. She hissed in sensual gratification, and it took her long moments for her to come down from her sexual high. She curled up beside me with her head on my shoulder, watching as Marilou rose up and down, the shaft of my cock appearing and disappearing between her clutching labial lips. Her own body was still shivering in response to her orgasm. 
Marilou kept moving, and I rolled my hips to encourage her. She leant forward and kissed Julia. She moaned as the sensations grew deep in her belly, radiating out to her pussy and nipples. Her fingers that were pinching her nipple drifted down to rub her hard clit. Her fingertips were moving so fast I almost couldn't see them. 
Her moans grew louder and more urgent, a repetitive 'Ohhh' until she shuddered to a halt. Her body bent forward, her head resting on my chest. The muscles in her cunt clutching at my cock as she came, her orgasm washing over her body. I came as well, but there wasn't much left in the tank; my earlier antics in the shower had drained me.
She stayed where she was, resting on top of me. She just straightened her legs out on either side mine for comfort and turned her face to Julia. Marilou stretched out on her side resting her head on my shoulder and draped her leg over both of ours, and we relaxed for a bit.
I was awoken from a brief doze as Marilou and Julia lowered their heads toward my cock. Julia giggled as they each extended their tongues and licked opposite sides of my cock. They kept up the licking, staying on their own sides but covering my entire shaft quite nicely. So many memories of lazy afternoon sex with these two came surging up from my memory vault, and I lay back to enjoy the sights and sensations
Their tongues almost touched as they danced over me. I think I was as hard as they'd ever seen, and I was watching the action intently, oh so definitely loving the view. 
"You can't believe how good that feels, how many memories it brings back," I announced. 
"Oh, but this is only the beginning of our journey down memory lane," Julia promised. "Hey, Marilou, do you have any objections to my sucking on him for a bit?" 
"None at all."
"Are you sure? I wouldn't want to be an inconvenience."
"No, I'm pretty sure it'll be okay."
I was laughing at the way they were talking to each other as though I wasn't there until Julia gave my balls a gentle squeeze to make me pay attention. 
"All right then." Julia licked the tip of my cock once more, and then wrapped her lips around it and very slowly slid them down my shaft. 
I groaned, knowing that this would never be an inconvenience. Marilou watched Julia suck on my cock for a short while longer and then decided to get in on the action herself. My balls were currently unoccupied, so it seemed that she decided that they looked like as good a place to start as any. 
She leaned down and slowly ran her tongue over my scrotum, making my legs squirm. She licked my balls all over, not missing a spot. 
"Holy fuck," I gasped. 
Julia pulled away from my cock. "Ready to trade?"
"Sure."
"It's all yours." 
Julia began to lick my balls while Marilou worked her way down my throbbing cock. The grin on her face highlighted the knowledge that another woman's lips and tongue had just been there. 
She took me into her mouth, loving the familiar taste. Marilou sucked on me while she watched Julia lick. They were both caressing one of my legs as they worked. With her head tilted sideways, Julia moved her tongue up to my shaft as Marilou continued sucking the crown. Before too long Julia had her lips wrapped halfway around my cock, moving up and down the rigid flesh. Marilou decided that was a perfectly good idea and did the same, sliding her lips down my cock. 
As they passed, their lips touched. They stayed like that for a moment, almost kissing with my hard cock between them. Together they cupped my balls, their fingers intertwined, while I watched and moaned.
They broke the "kiss" and Julia gave me a couple of long swallows. When she lifted her head to see my expression, Marilou took over sliding my cock deep into her mouth. They traded off a few times, sucking my cock vigorously. Julia's hard nipples were tempting me, and I gave them a squeeze, which made her tighten her grip on me. 
As she sucked, Marilou felt a long remembered tell-tale twitch, as I grew close to the inevitable conclusion. Well, the little minx wouldn't let me have that quite so soon. She pulled her mouth away, gave my cock a loving stroke, and then beckoned for Julia to join her further up on the bed. 
"Having fun?" Marilou asked me. 
"More than you can imagine." 
"Kiss me to show how much fun you're having." 
I gave her a long, passionate kiss, our tongues moving over each other. By the time we broke the kiss, Julia had crawled up to the top of the bed to join us. I turned to her, and they shared a kiss almost as passionate. 
I turned back to Marilou, and she kissed me again. I was trading kisses between the two women, just as they'd traded off sucking my cock. I tried counting sheep, reciting the twelve times table way past 144. Anything to make those moments last forever, but they ignored my mental plea, their mouths and hands moving faster as they pushed me closer to the edge. 
When the first pulse of cum, shot from my cock, two mouths were hovering waiting to snatch it from the air. As I pulsed, they both licked and swallowed until there was nothing left. 
As I subsided, I peered down to see two grinning faces covered in my cum peering back up at me. They moved closer and kissed each other, hands caressing the other with tongues in motion. They moved up to me then lay down on their sides in a Sapphic sixty-nine. Marilou's paler skin contrasting against Julia's tanned skin making them appear to be my very own yin and yang symbol. 
Muffled moans came from mouths that were occupied with giving their lover as much pleasure as they could. I knelt beside them stroking and caressing. Hard nipples rolled under my fingertips drew gasps from both of them. 
It wasn't long before the first one then the other came in a long drawn out orgasms that had both of them shuddering in my arms. It took them a few minutes to recover then they curled up on either side of me. Both of their heads resting on my shoulders. 
Marilou whispered in a voice still rough from all the cries and groaning, "I was scared that the reality wouldn't match the memories I have of our time together. I was wrong, reality is even better. Thank you both for still loving me." 
Julia leant across and kissed her and then me. 
She spoke softly to her, "We never forgot you. Mike already knows this and wants it to happen. We want you to come and live with us in France. We have a cottage in the grounds of Simone's chateau." 
Marilou froze and then just nodded her head. "Please," she finally managed to say, "I'd love that. But I'm going to keep my home in St Augustine so that we can all use it as a vacation home. I love that place too much to want to give it up completely."
I realised that they were both looking at me as if they wanted my approval. 
"I think it's a great idea," I said, "Though if you want your own place, there are a couple more cottages in the same area. We can get one restored for you if you'd like." 
"I think I'd prefer to be with Julia, but I might like my own place later."
"It'll be there for you whenever you want," I replied.
She replied with a kiss before settling down, her head back on my shoulder, her fingers tracing circles on my chest with the occasional sidetrack to caress Julia's cheek. 

~~~~~<>~~~~~
The next day was a flurry of activity. In the morning we said goodbye to the last regular guests. Michael and Anna had made friends with the couple's two children and addresses and phone numbers were exchanged. I decided to ask Kirsten when she arrived later if there was any way she could set up a way for the children to use the chat options on the family website to talk to their friends. 
Later in the morning the first of the family arrived. Pete and a fairly pregnant Angie were the first off the seaplane followed by Kirsten and Chrissy. Then Chris poked his head out of the door and was pushed out by his fiancée Shanaya. I'd forgotten how elegant the girl was as she stood beside Chris looking around her curiously. She saw me standing next to Simone, she smiled and clutching Chris's hand, pulled him over to me. 
"Hi Mr. Morton, thank you for inviting me to your wedding." 
I gave her a puzzled look then turned to glance over my shoulder. She gave me a confused look and in the background, I could hear Chris and Kirsten laughing softly. 
"Sorry," I said, "I was looking for my father, that's the only Mr. Morton I know. Shanaya, I'm Andy ..."
"Better known to the rest of us as the Dirty Old Man," Simone interrupted. I gave her cute butt slap, and she pouted at me. 
"Huh, abuse your poor pregnant girlfriend." She gave a second huff before moving to the confused girl and giving her a hug and a kiss. 
"Are you giving my fiancée a hard time dad?" Chris said as he came over to give me a hug. 
Before I could answer there was a cry of "Chris!" From Anna as she threw herself at him. He managed to snag her flying body from the air and spin her around. 
"Hi gorgeous," he said as he swung her up to sit on his shoulders. She giggled and tousled his hair. 
"Hi, new big brother." He set her down, and she took his hand in hers, obviously with the intent to never let go.
An arm wrapped itself around my waist, and a pregnant red headed woman pressed herself against me. Angie burbled in happiness beside me. 
She took my hand and placed it on her bulge, "Say hello to Poppy, Uncle Andy, she's awake and kicking."
I caressed her bump and felt the faintest of flutters under my fingers.
"It's definitely a girl then?" I asked. She nodded, and then added, "We want to call her Rosie Andrea if you'd let us."
I actually choked up a bit at that, I said yes and gave her a kiss. She sighed and held out her hand for Pete. We all headed towards the bar for a well-deserved drink. Henri met us there and handed out the room keys. 
Over the next day and a half, the rest of the family that was able to join us for the Christmas holiday arrived in dribs and drabs from all corners of the world. Rachael and George arrived with Lisette's parents and her sister. I'm not one hundred percent that they approve of Lisette's choice of lifestyle and lovers, but they accepted that she was happy. 
Christmas Eve found us all sitting down for a meal. As I looked around, I saw friends, lovers, and family from all around the globe. Fiona and Steve had been the last to arrive with their daughter Pauline. They'd got in this morning. Of the old gang only Jeff and Gillian were absent, they were due in on the 27th. Of the others, we were missing a couple of the younger members of the family, children of the older members, their partners, and Diane and Bryan. All were expected to get in before New Year's Eve. 
I slowly stood up and glanced around the table. Conversations stilled, and all their faces turned in my direction. I raised my glass and gave all of them a nod of my head. 
"To absent friends and family," I said and took a sip. The phrase was repeated around the room and glasses raised. 
I continued, "To new friends and family, it's been a long time since so many have been together in one place. May God bless us all." 

~~~~<<>>~~~~
To be continued. 
So I promise that the next part won't be so long in coming. Life is settling down, and I have more time to spend on writing. 
Oh and please vote. I enjoy reading your comments and e-mails; I'll try to respond to them. Many thanks for reading.
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~~~~~~~<<>>~~~~~~~Trials of Love: Part 1
I watched the beautiful woman on the stage glow as the applause rang out. She stepped back from the black grand piano and gave a graceful bow to the audience. The spotlights that circled the piano dimmed, and a single spotlight followed her movements across the stage. She turned to face all areas of the auditorium and drank in their adoration. 
I was on my feet applauding with the rest. The middle-aged woman who stood beside me spoke to me. 
"Isn't she wonderful? I love the way she plays the piano." 
I nodded in reply and followed the action on the stage. The woman, her name was Kayla Ortiz, was in her early thirties. She was five foot six, slim, the full-length dark blue dress made her look taller. Her long blonde hair fell halfway down her back. Although I couldn't see them, I knew her eyes, set on her beautiful face, were a deep blue. 
She had just finished playing the finale of the concert. Her signature piece, Mozart's Piano Concerto No. 21, C Major, K. 467, and beads of sweat glistened on her forehead. For five minutes, she stood alone, basking in the audience's applause. Finally, she was joined on stage by a tall man in his late forties, an elegantly refined gentleman wearing a dinner suit. A second man, dressed in a similar manner, hovered in the background. 
"That's her manager, Stephen Matthews," the woman beside me said as she pointed at the first man. "They say he's her lover, as well." 
The woman, I still didn't know her name, had been feeding me facts and bits of gossip during the pauses in the performance. She was the only downside of the evening. I'd paid a premium to a scalper to get this seat. It was a good position, only ten rows back from the middle of the stage, and I'd ended up next to this woman.
I thought back to how I'd come to be here. I'd no intention to be at this concert; I wasn't even supposed in town for several hours, but as luck would have it, I'd managed to get a much earlier flight to New York than planned. I had made it to the exclusive hotel where my wife had been staying for the past week, a good ten hours earlier than I'd anticipated. Not surprisingly, she wasn't around when I rang her room.
I checked into the suite my agent had reserved for me and the receptionist handed me a note from my wife saying she wouldn't be back until midnight. Given that she hadn't expected me to get in until then, it wasn't a big issue. 
My suite was on the executive floors, just one floor below the private roof patio with its bar and terrace. It was the usual extravaganza that I'd grown to expect from the agency, a large bedroom off an even larger lounge that opened out onto a private balcony, which had a view across Central Park. There was a connecting door to the suite next door. 
The door opened under my touch, and as I peered through the door there was abundant evidence of her stay scattered all around. A set of used lingerie from Victoria's Secret was draped over the back of a chair. It was a set I didn't recognize. When I raised them to my nose, her heady aroma assailed my senses, causing my cock stiffen. We'd both been travelling separately for the past month, and her lingering scent enforced how much I'd missed her. 
I was going to settle down and do a bit of work on my book while I waited for her. Then, I found a beautiful sheer black negligee draped on the bed in my suite, a silent promise of things to come tonight. Working on the book wasn't going to work for me now; I needed to find something else to occupy me while I waited for my lover. 
I was in New York, the theatre capital of the States. I called down to the bell captain and asked if there was any chance he could get me a ticket to a show or a concert for this evening. 
After ten minutes, he'd called me back. "There are a couple of shows I can get tickets for." He listed them, but not one of them appealed to me. 
"Or," he suggested, "there is a ticket for the Kayla Ortiz concert; there's only the one decent seat available, and it's not cheap." 
"She never is," I muttered to myself. 
"Sorry, I didn't get that?" 
"I said, how much is it going to be?" I replied. 
"Seven hundred, but it's a good seat, in row ten," he said defensively. 
I sighed; the stupid thing was, I already had a ticket to see her tomorrow night, but now that he'd put the idea into my mind, I wanted to see her tonight, as well. 
"Well, it's only money," I muttered, "I'll take it. Can you charge it to suite 2403, or do you need cash?"
There was a pause, and I could hear tapping on a keyboard. "That's okay sir," he said. "You can pick it at the box office. What name shall I give them?" 
I thought for a second and gave my real name, not my pen name. "Peter Ryan," I told him. 
That's who I am, Peter James Ryan, if you want full disclosure. I used to be a journalist, but now I'm an author. You won't find any books out there with my name on them. I've got over a dozen books that have been featured on the best seller's lists, not at the top but comfortably mid-table. Marion Peters, Sylvia James and Ryan James are the best known of my aliases. Ah, now you know who I am, I thought you might!
Who's Peter Ryan? I'm British and thirty-two years' young, I'd spent most of the last few years globetrotting. I'm a fraction over six-feet-tall, with a build that matches my height. I have light brown hair, blue eyes, and a close-cropped beard that softens an angular jaw line. 
 
~~~~~~~<<>>~~~~~~~Back to the moment at hand. The applause was still ringing out and the annoying woman beside me was still talking. I guess she thought that I was attracted to the woman on the stage and I needed the lowdown on Kayla.
"She's not married, you know," she said. 
"Really, I heard that she was," I replied.
"No," and she shook her head dismissively. "I've been following her for years, ever since she won that young musician of the year competition in Britain when she was sixteen." 
"Seventeen!" I muttered, but she carried on as though she hadn't heard me.
"There have been several love affairs mentioned in the papers," she said in an almost scandalized voice. "She does seem to play so much better when she's in love. Her first lover was her music professor at the Royal Academy when she was eighteen, and a couple of years ago, it was that Italian conductor. There have always been rumors of a secret long-term lover, then there's Stephen, her manager. Now they say she has a new lover!" 
While she spoke, I was watching as Kayla took Stephen's hand. He pulled her into his arms and gave her a kiss. The spotlight dimmed, the house lights brightened and then they joined the second man as they walked off the stage, Kayla was holding the large bunch of flowers she had been given earlier, and she looked out across the audience. For the briefest moment, I was sure her gaze fixed on me, then she was gone, and I was left with the annoying woman beside me. Her last few words piqued my interest; I hadn't heard that one about a new lover before.
With a shrug, I said goodbye and, gathering my belongings, I made my way out of the auditorium. I was lucky and managed to grab a taxi. I settled back in the seat and checked my messages. There was one from my wife that she'd sent a few minutes ago.
'You're here?'
I responded with a quick smiley face
'I won't be late; do you want to meet in the bar?' 
I sent her back a second smiley face and a kiss and got one in return. 
The taxi pulled up at the hotel and I took the elevator up to the twenty-fourth floor. In the suite, I changed quickly out of my suit and into a pair of old soft black jeans and a polo shirt. I collected my iPad from my bag and made my way to the exclusive, "executive floor only," bar on the roof. I thought I probably only had half an hour before my wife arrived, so I sat down on a stool at the empty bar and ordered a Glenrothes. I ordered red wine, for her. 
I opened the iPad and checked on the latest mail from my editor. The number of edits and comments on the last chapter made me reach for my whisky. I swallowed the glass and asked for a refill before doing a quick search on the gossip surrounding Kayla. The woman had been right; there were quite a few references over the past couple of weeks to a new man in her life. 
I was wrong in my guess; it was less than ten minutes later that a warm body pressed up against my back and a soft pair of lips nibbled at the back of my neck.
A sultry voice whispered, "Hi lover, did you miss me?" 
I replied without turning, "I always miss you but aren't you supposed to be in your lover's arms?" 
She giggled and spun me around in the seat until I faced her. "Where did you hear that little titbit, darling?" she said. 
"I had it on good authority from the woman sitting next to me, that Simon is your lover, " I told my wife. I don't know why I didn't add the titbit about a new lover. 
"I think James might object to that, he's a rather possessive wife as you well know!"
I stared up at Kayla Ortiz's blue eyes and laughed. Her nose twitched, and the soft peal of her laughter joined mine. 
 
~~~~~~~<<>>~~~~~~~I'd first met Kayla when she was just nineteen; a couple of months after she'd ended the affair with her music teacher. I was a couple of years older, having just come up to my twenty-second birthday. 
We were both someone else's plus one at a wedding in London. She'd caught me scribbling in a notebook as I kept glancing at her. She sat down beside me and pulled it out of my hands to read what I'd written.
"Long blonde hair, swept back, falling halfway down her back. Her sensual neck..." she read out aloud. "Hey, this is me, isn't it?" 
I swallowed and admitted that it was. I was people watching, making notes on those around me to use in a story I was writing. She was the most attractive woman at the reception, and I'd been watching her, casting her in a role in my next story. 
"They're character development notes for a story I'm writing. When I see interesting people, I jot my thoughts down," I explained. 
"Would I have I read anything by you?" 
"I doubt it, I'm not a full-time author," I replied. "I've only published one book, and that disappeared into the black hole of mediocrity. Most of my stuff is short stories, which I post online. I write between trying to earn a crust as a journalist on the local rag. I'm Peter, by the way. " 
I held my hand out, and she shook it saying, "and I'm Kayla, pleased to meet you, Peter." 
"What do you do?" I asked. 
"I'm a music student the Royal Academy of Music; I'm studying piano." 
That triggered a memory; I looked at her a bit more closely, and I realized that I recognized her. 
"Didn't you win the young musician of the year a couple of years ago?" I asked.
She nodded shyly. 
"You played that lovely piece by Mozart, if I remember correctly." 
"His Piano Concerto No. 21, that's right. You saw me play?" 
"I did, and I've seen you play a couple of times since." 
She grinned back at me happily. "Do you like classical music?" 
I nodded, "To be honest, so long as it's not rap I like almost all types of music." 
"That could be a deal breaker, I like rap." 
I mockingly made the sign of a cross with my fingers to ward her off. She burst out laughing and gave me a kiss on the cheek. 
We carried on talking for the rest of the evening, much to the annoyance of the people we'd come with. At the end of the reception, I drove her home. At that time, she was sharing a flat on the south side of Clapham Common with a couple of other music students. 
When we pulled up, I jumped out, ran around the car to open her door and she gave me a slightly surprised look before gracefully accepting my hand to help her out of the car. Chivalrous, possibly, opportunist definitely, for as she eased herself out of the car, her dress slid up to mid-thigh, and I was able to enjoy her perfect legs. 
She stood at the bottom of the short flight of steps leading up to the entrance and looked at me. 
"I had a great evening," I softly said. "Would you be interested in drinks and a meal next week?" 
"I'd like that; how about Friday at seven? I'll meet you in the lobby of the academy if that's okay?" 
I agreed, and she looked at me. I leant forward to give her a good night kiss and she met my lips with her own. The kiss seemed to go on forever until the lack of oxygen forced us to break apart. 
"Oh, we're so definitely picking this up again on Friday," she whispered, before turning and entering the building. 
Our date on the following Friday was a great success, and it was the start of a romance between us that just kept on growing. That first evening we went to Covent Garden and spent a couple of hours wandering about, watching the street performers before we ate at a local wine bar. I couldn't tell you what food we ordered, I just remember basking in her smile, and holding her hand.
As the evening drew to a close, it was evident that neither of us wanted it to end. 
"Can I come back to your place?" she asked softly, as we stood with our arms wrapped around each other in the crowds watching a keyboard player. "My flat mates were handpicked by my parents and seem to have a hotline to them whenever I do something they consider to be inappropriate." 
I kissed her before replying, "I'd love to wake up beside you in the morning, but I don't want you to think I'm presuming." 
She did a little happy dance that made me laugh, and then hugged me. The next thing I knew she was whispering in the ear of the street artist. He smiled at her and moved away from the keyboard. Moments later Kayla's fingers were dancing across the keys, and the crowd hushed as the first notes of Rachmaninoff's Piano Concerto no.2 echoed across the plaza. 
For ten minutes, she played her heart out, drawing from the cheap electronic keyboard sounds a Steinway grand would be proud of. 
As the last note drifted away into silence, she bowed her head. For the longest pause, you could have heard a pin drop, and the applause rang out. She jumped up from the old duct tape patched stool and hurried over to me. She practically jumped into my arms covering my face with kisses. 
"That was just for you, cos I'm so happy," she murmured. "That piece is always going to remind me of you." 
Somehow, we managed to find a cab. We were shedding clothes as soon as we managed to push ourselves through my front door. The trail of discarded clothing led to my bed. Her panties went flying across the room as she kicked them off, sliding down the wall.
For a moment, I couldn't believe the beauty of the girl sprawled across the white sheets of my bed. Her skin showed faint tan lines, the pale conical perky breasts were tipped with large pink nipples; the tuft of fine hair proof that she was a real blonde, nestled at the junction of her legs. 
She saw me hesitate and held her arms out to me. I joined her on the bed reveling in the sweet sensations as I pressed myself against her soft skin. She pulled me onto her, wrapping her long legs around me to hold me tight. Our lips joined, and we began the dance of love.
Bodies touching, bodies merging, all the while our eyes were locked on each other
Too soon, we both sensed we were going to climax. I wasn't sure I could last her out. 
"Too soon," I groaned. 
I tried to slow down, but she held me tightly, pulling me deeper into her, urging me on.
She gasped between the moans, "No, finish in me, I'm so close."
There was no sound, but her mouth opened wide in a mute scream and the actions of her body spoke for her, her orgasm making her shake wildly, tossing me to the side. I came with her, my first jet surging inside her. The next ones between us as she involuntarily forced me out of her. 
We made love twice more that evening before collapsing into a deep sleep. The next morning, I woke to a messy but very empty bed. Her clothes were gone. The only thing left was a note on her pillow. 
"Peter,
Last night was so much fun, I think I'm so close to falling in love with you. I have an early practice at the Academy, which I can't miss. You looked so comfortable I didn't have the heart to wake you. I'll call you later today. :)
K xxxxxxxx"
We tiptoed around each other for a few weeks, talking on the phone and meeting for the occasional drink. Her teachers were less than amused when a video of her impromptu concert found its way onto YouTube and got her parents involved. 
Yes, her parents... the less we say about them, the better. All her life, Joyce and Rodger, with the rest of her large family of musicians, had been controlling all aspects of her career and social life. Nothing, and that included a boyfriend, was going to get in the way of the family's ambitions for her. 
Over the next few months, we were able to steal the odd afternoon and evening together, and soon we both realized that what we had wasn't an infatuation. It was the real deal; we were madly in love with each other.
There was one big stumbling block in our growing relationship, and that was Kayla herself. As we grew closer, Kayla grew more anxious. When we were alone or with close friends, she was outgoing and loving, but in public, she was reserved, almost cold with me. 
It took time and a partial breakup for her to explain what was going on in her mind. A tearful Kay had been sitting on my sofa when I'd arrived home early one Saturday. She'd been distant and cold to me at a reception held at the academy the evening before, and in the end, I'd left her there on her own.



She hadn't been keen on me going with her, but I'd insisted, as we intended to go on to one of her friend's birthday party afterwards. We'd arrived together, but she'd quickly distanced herself from me. I stood and watched her. Soon I was experiencing a feeling similar to that suffered by wallflowers at school dances, standing at the side, watching all the popular kids enjoying themselves.
The worst point came when I saw her talking to a semi-famous musician and a critic, both graduates of the academy. I went over to join her, but she ignored me, and following her lead, so did the others. I stood there growing more upset and embarrassed by the second. Finally, I passed her the glass of wine she'd asked for earlier, said "Sorry," and walked away. 
As I did so, the musician asked, "Do you know him?" 
"Not really, he's just someone I see occasionally," Kayla replied. Her words cut through me, and I kept on walking right out of the building and into the chill of the night.
I'd made my way across town to my old pub and met up with a couple of old school mates. We'd got pleasantly hammered, and I'd ended up crashing on Tony's couch. 
I left Tony's flat after his girlfriend had cooked me breakfast and headed home. I saw her as soon as I reached the top of the stairs leading to my lounge. She was curled up on my sofa, and it looked like she'd cried herself to sleep. 
I wasn't sure what I felt about her anymore. I covered her with the blanket she'd kicked off at some point and kissed the top of her head. I stood under the spray of the shower until the water ran cold, forcing me to retreat. Wrapping a towel around me, I went into the bedroom. 
Kayla was sitting on the end of the bed. Her eyes red from the crying, dried tears streaking her cheeks. 
"I don't understand you," I said. "Am I your boyfriend or am I a passing fancy?" 
"I love you." 
"You have a funny way of showing it, and that wasn't the question, are we a couple?" 
"Of course we are, silly." 
"Then why don't you act like we are?" I said exasperatedly. "Why do you ignore me when we are out, like last night." 
"But I don't really..." 
"Oh, for fuck's sake, what was it you said to the guy last night? 'He's just someone I see occasionally'. Do you know how much that hurt?"
"It didn't mean anything; I just don't want strangers and the press to know anything about our private life. So, if anyone asks about you, that's what I say." 
It made no sense to me, and I said so. 
She sobbed and said, "I won't let them break us up. If they don't know about you then they can't." 
I sat down beside her and put my arm around her. "What aren't you telling me, love? Why are you doing this to me?" 
Her tale was both simple, and complex. She was scared that the press, who'd always been interested in her extended family of world-class musicians, were now growing interested in her. At first, I couldn't see why this would be an issue 
Her core reason to want to keep our relationship private was a gut reaction to the recent breakup of her Aunt Samantha's marriage, and that breakup wasn't the first her family had suffered recently. Samantha was fifteen years older than Kayla and a world-famous violinist. 
Samantha's ex-husband was a university lecturer. They were teenage sweethearts and he had travelled with her in the early days, when she was touring. As he consolidated his career, he couldn't travel nearly as much. 
As soon as Samantha began touring alone, the gutter press began speculating. Every time she was seen with another man in public, the world was informed that she was having an affair. Her husband just hadn't been able to cope with the pressure the constant speculation created. Ultimately, it drove him into a severe bout of depression and they finally ended up divorced. 
Kayla vowed that wouldn't happen to us and the easiest way was to only let our closest friends and family know about our relationship. This was something about which she was adamant, I wasn't as convinced, and felt that our relationship was strong enough to survive any spotlight we would be under. Kay disagreed, and since I loved her and was afraid of losing her, it was just easier for me to agree. Once I'd agreed, I forfeited the option of forcing her hand. 
She created two personas: one private, for our very close friends and family, and a public one. To the press, the public and her fans, she was Kayla Ortiz, the rising star of the classical music scene, a single woman who was dedicated to her music. 
For me, she was my lover Kay. Two years later, she became the even more private persona who was Kay Ryan, my wife. We were married in a very small and extremely private ceremony on a private island in the Maldives. As much as possible, at her continuing insistence, we kept the two personas from meeting. 
As her star was rapidly rising, becoming a world-renowned pianist, mine was rising, too, slowly, very slowly. A year after we first met, I got an agent and she was able to sell my second novel, a romance inspired by Kayla, to a publisher for a small, but nice advance. My publisher also snapped up a heavily re-edited version of my first novel. That led to a five-book deal. I could go part-time at the paper and concentrate on writing almost full time. My books have never been blockbusters, but they do sell in real numbers and with wise investment, we will never be poor. 
As I wrote in several different styles, I created a pen name for each one. I wrote romance stories as Marion Peters. Sylvia James was the name I used for my more erotic ones, and Ryan James for my adventure novels. I, like Kayla, was somewhat shy of publicity and media attention; it was only as Ryan James that I would turn up as for the book signing tours. 
The next few years saw us both continuing in the same way. We were rarely in the public eye together; the only exceptions were the events our agency held. 
We were both using the same management company. It was one that the son of a very close friend of Kay's parents opened, with our help. His name was Stephen, and we were his first clients and silent partners. In fact, Kay and I owned sixty percent; we'd started out with seventy-five percent, but over the years, we'd let him buy more of the company. 
Our current home was a penthouse apartment in New Orleans, leased in the agency's name. If we were visiting the same city, the company would book us two adjoining interconnected rooms or suites, and they were always booked in the agency's name. 
To keep Kay happy, our secret relationship became a game with us. We were always asking each other the question, "could we meet in public without raising any suspicion we were more than nodding acquaintances?" The agency was notorious for the number of events it held or sponsored, and as their most valuable clients, we were, of course, invited. 
Now that I know the consequences of our actions, I can't believe that I let our games continue as long as I did. 

~~~~~~~<<>>~~~~~~~So, fast-forward eight years from our first meeting, which brings us back to the almost empty bar at the hotel and Kayla's arms wrapped around me. I passed her the glass of wine I'd ordered early. 
"First things first," she said expectantly and held out her hands. I pulled the rings from her right hand and placed them on the ring finger of her left hand. This was our ceremony, which we did every time we'd been away from each other and in public for a while.
"Married again," she chirped, and pushed them home onto her finger
They were a continuing bone of contention between us. Both her wedding and engagement rings were made and designed by a close friend. They were very stylized, blending into each other, and could easily be mistaken for a piece of costume jewelry. I wanted her to wear them on the correct finger all the time, but she refused when she was in her Kayla Ortiz persona. I compromised and suggested that she wear them on the other when we were apart. 
It took me a while to convince her. Oh, she was happy to wear them correctly when we were alone or with close friends, but not in her public persona. As a pianist, her fingers were long and elegant, but more importantly for me, both her fore, and ring, fingers on both hands were the same size, so, she agreed to wear our rings in the forefinger of her right hand when we were apart. 
The act of transferring them from one finger to the other became a ritual when we got back together. It was her way of reaffirming her commitment to us. For me, it was a bittersweet moment.
She took a sip of her wine and grimaced as her phone buzzed. She'd placed it under her handbag and seemed reluctant to answer. She let it buzz several times before I went to pick it up. She picked it up first, looked at the screen and rejected the call. 
"I told Laine not to call me tonight," she said. Laine was her assistant. 
"You sure, it's late, and it might be important if she's calling now." 
"It isn't," she said. Changing the subject, she asked, "So how come you managed to get in so early. I wasn't expecting you until much later?" 
I smiled and said, "My lunch time meeting was cancelled, so I was able to get an earlier flight. I thought I'd see if I could catch you with your lover. Which one is it supposed to be now, by the way?"
She gave me a mock punch and said, "I thought I'd entertain the violin section tonight. They have such a delicate touch." She smiled at me as she said this, but for a moment, there was a flicker in her eyes that I hadn't seen before. 
"Are you okay?" 
She shrugged off my concern, "I'm just tired; this has been a long tour, and I'm so glad tomorrow's the last performance." 
That was the reason I had a ticket for tomorrow night, the final concert of what had been a full year of touring. We had decided that we were finally going to let the world know about our relationship. We were both going to take at least a year off, most likely two, and hopefully, start a family. Kayla would be thirty this year, and we had both agreed that we wanted children. She'd told me to expect a lot of demands on my body over the next few months. 
The reception after the concert tomorrow was her last engagement of the tour, and I'd just finished the book signing tour for my last novel. We, or rather the agency, had bought a small country estate in Cornwall. Yes, we were coming out, but there was no reason to erect a neon sign for the paparazzi. We were due to be flying home to England in forty-eight hours. 
We took our drinks over to a quiet corner, and she curled up against me. I pulled her close and stroked her long hair 
Kayla Ortiz rested her head on my shoulder and then kissed me. 
"I saw you in the audience," she murmured. 
"I thought you'd seen me at the end, I saw the glance." 
"No, I spotted you after the first piece; you know, when they raised the house lights for a moment when the conductor spoke a few words. I can always sense when you are watching me." 
I smiled; that was the point when the woman beside me had started passing me bits of gossip about my wife. The affair with her music teacher at the Royal Academy of music before we'd met was the only true thing she'd mentioned. That reminded me... 
"She did say one thing that intrigued me; the gossip mongers are saying you have a new lover. Is there something you want to tell me?" 
She gave a silly little laugh, "Christ you know what it's like. I only have to be seen in someone's company and he's my new boyfriend." She gave me another long kiss and then studied my face. "What about you. Who's the new girl in your life I've heard about?"
I looked at her blankly for a moment.
"The redhead," she added. 
Comprehension flashed across my face, "You mean Stephanie," I said with a smile. "She's Julia's new girlfriend and assistant, and I've definitely got the wrong set of chromosomes for her!" 
"So, you've been with a hot lesbian couple since I last saw you. Have you got anything left for your poor neglected wife?" 
I laughed, "For you, I always have something left in the tank." I gently caressed her cheek with the back of a finger. "I've missed you," I told her. I hadn't seen her for almost four weeks; sometimes our schedules were brutal. 
She'd been very needy the last time we'd connected for a glorious five days. She'd barely let me out of the bedroom and jumped my bones at every possible opportunity. She had reluctantly left for rehearsals and two concerts, and she'd insisted I accompany her everywhere. I'd been surprised, but had enjoyed it immensely. 
She gave me a kiss and murmured, "I do love you, I'll be so glad to have you all to myself. It's been a hard tour, and I don't think I want to see another piano for months. How's the new book going?" 
"Almost done, just the last couple of chapters need to be polished. Janice sent me the edits today." 
"Have you got anything planned for tomorrow?" 
"Other than your concert and the reception, nope. I intended to keep you prisoner in the bedroom until you cry for mercy." 
"I'll cry alright, but it won't be for mercy, just for more. Are you sure you want to come to the reception," she asked, rather diffidently. "You know it's just going to be a lot of stuffed shirts who I'm going to have to let monopolize my time. I hate it when we can't be a couple at these dos, I feel so guilty as it's me who wants to keep our private life out of the public eye." 
That's odd, I thought; that's the first time she's not wanted me to go to one of her receptions. Even with all our precautions, we'd always found a moment for ourselves. My spider senses kicked in. 
"Aren't we supposed to be making our grand announcement at the reception?" I asked feeling concerned.
She gave me an embarrassed glance, "I wanted to talk to you about that. My publicist isn't sure it's the right event for that huge an announcement. She thinks we should wait a few weeks and do a magazine interview." 
"Hang on love, since when did we agree your publicist could make those decisions for me?" I said with a hint of steel in my voice. I wasn't happy, and she could see it in my expression. She knew how tired I was of denying our relationship. What had seemed fun, in the beginning, thinking of secret ways to show our affection, had quickly lost its appeal. 
She held her hands out to me, "Please Pete, she knows what she's talking about. She's convinced that we will upset a lot of people if we tell the world that we've been married all these years. She's sure we need to control the way we tell the public. We've lined up an interview with Hallo magazine in a couple of weeks." 
"Damn it, Kay, don't do this. I'm tired of hiding our marriage, I get the feeling you don't want me there tomorrow night!" 
She shook her head and with tears in her eyes said, "I'm sorry; of course, I want you there, and I don't want you to hide away. I love you more than you can imagine." Then she added so softly I could barely make out her words, "Be close to me, I'm going to need your strength." 
I nodded, "I'll be okay, I'll find someone to talk to. Maybe this famous pianist might come and say a few words to this impoverished writer at some point during the evening. I warn you, if anyone asks me about us I won't deny our relationship." 
Kayla gave me a startled look, seemed to shake herself, then laughed. 
"If you're sure you won't be bored then. What I do know that right now this famous pianist is going to take her favorite author back to her room and make him her sex slave for the rest of night." 
That is just what she did. The door to the suite was barely closed before her clothes were scattered around her feet and she was tugging at mine. She let go of me briefly, as I pulled my polo off, only to pull my jeans and boxers off my hips and down my legs. I kicked them away, scooped Kayla up and carried her to the bed. 
We fell onto the bed, laughing as we bounced. I gathered her into my arms as we kissed and caressed each other. Again, there was an urgency to our lovemaking that was too like our couplings at our last meeting. If this was what she was like after a few weeks' abstinence, then I should consider going away a bit more often. We strained against each other, racing to a strong mutual conclusion that left us both speechless and gasping for breath. 
In that long pause as we lay in each other's arms gathering our breath, I sensed that something had changed between us. Her lovemaking had been more frenzied and desperate than I'd ever remembered.
"Is everything all right?" I asked.
She gave me a look that I couldn't define and pulled me close to her. "I just missed you; these past few months have been hard. Why did we agree to a year of touring?" 
I caressed and kissed her and she gave me a cute little smile as she continued. "I've been bad; I threw away my pills last month." 
"So, we may have..."
"I very much doubt it; it's probably far too soon, but next month my body will be fertile and more than willing." 
She grinned and gave me a cute look, "Wanna do some more baby making practicing?" Without waiting for an answer she rolled on top of me, her hand sliding between us to grasp my rapidly firming cock. The little blood left in my body rushed to my groin, and my cock was aching it was so hard and throbbing. 
She wriggled down until she could use her mouth on me. She licked and sucked, drawing gasps of pleasure from my lips. 
"Hmmm, you are so tasty," she murmured between licks. "I dream of this, and I've missed you so much."
"God, that feels so good," I groaned as her mouth swallowed the crown, her tongue flicking over the surface. She gave me a blowjob that left me gasping and her, licking her lips. If it wasn't the best one she'd given me, it was in the top five. 
As I slowly regained my strength, she kept lightly stroking my softened cock, who decided that he liked all the attention and began growing again in appreciation. 
Kay grinned happily and gave me a long cum tasting kiss before swinging above me and spearing herself on me with a cry of satisfaction that morphed into loud groans of desire and need. 
Having come several times in the past few hours, I knew I was going to last a long time. Kay took full advantage of this fact as she rode me vigorously to first one, then a second orgasm, squealing and shuddering each time as she came. 
Her movements grew more languid and deliberate, and I felt the first urges of my own orgasm building up. I was pushing up into her with more urgency and she responded in kind. She was grinding her pelvis into me at the end of each of her down strokes, which ensured that my cock rubbed over her G-spot each time. 
I gasped, "Gonna cum soon." 
She moaned happily; she loved to feel me pulse into her. "I'm close; make me sing. Cum in me, love." She bent forward and whispered in my ear. 
I reached up and pulled on her hard nipples, sending her over the edge. Her cunt clenched tightly, triggering my orgasm, and I pumped my essence deep inside her, grunting as I shuddered in release. 
Spent, Kayla collapsed on top of me, looking and sounding like the cat that got the cream as she gave little throaty gasps of contentment. She licked and kissed my neck before settling down in her favorite post sex position; stretched out on top of me, my slowly deflating cock still inside her. 
"I love you so much; promise you'll never leave me, Pete," she whispered.
"I won't, love." 
She sighed happily and relaxed. A few moments later, I sensed she had fallen asleep and whatever had been worrying her seemed to wash out of her. I had grown to realize over the past few months that I couldn't go on like this much longer. I loved the woman I held tight in my arms, but this paranoia of hers over the rest of the world not knowing about our relationship had to end, one way or another.



She twitched in her sleep, I caressed her back, and she settled down again. Her head nestled into the curve of my neck, her breathing slow and regular with a little sigh at the end of each one. 
I felt myself drifting off, the last conscious thought was 'fuck her publicist; if Kay didn't say anything tomorrow night, I would, and damn the consequences'.
 
~~~~~~~<<>>~~~~~~~I woke up when the first light of the new day tinged the windows. I lay there with a half-asleep Kayla curled up against me. Her fingers had found my morning wood and she was slowly stroking me under the covers. Without saying a word, she swung her hips over mine and with her hand, began rubbing the head of my cock up and down and around the wet opening of her vagina. 
Slowly, she eased herself down my throbbing cock. She bent forward and kissed me as she found her rhythm. She was soaking wet, and I slid into the silky glove of her pussy. There was no hurried pace to our lovemaking. It was slow, purposeful and deep. She lay on my chest with her hard nipples rubbing against me and milked her wet sex up and down. My finger found her hard nub, and I slowly rolled my fingertip, my fingers wet from the juices dripping from her. She came hard before I did and that triggered my own release. She collapsed on me, her lips seeking mine. We kissed, a long drawn out sensual kiss.
I closed my eyes briefly and opened them to the sound of the shower and a phone from Kay's side of the bed. I groped for the phone thinking that it was her alarm. Peering bleary-eyed at the screen, I realized two things that awakened me. One, it was a call, not her alarm, and two, it wasn't her phone. It could be hers, but it wasn't the phone I'd bought for her. 
The sound of a short piano riff continued to play. She only uses different clips of herself playing as ringtones for close friends, all of whom I knew. Mine was a snip of the piece of the Rachmaninoff she first played for me at Covent Garden. This one was not a ring tone I associated with any of our friends or relatives. There was no photo, and the caller's identity was just an N, nothing else. 
I accepted the call; it was a personal ringtone, so it should be someone I knew. I put the phone to my ear and opened my mouth to speak. 
Before I could say anything, a husky male voice asked, "Kayla love, where did you disappear to last night after the show? You didn't answer my calls." This was definitely not a voice I knew. I heard the shower stop and deciding that this probably wasn't the best time to start asking questions of a stranger, I disconnected the call. 
Kay appeared, wrapped in a towel and saw me with her phone. She gave me a puzzled look. 
"I think I just disconnected a call to you," I said. "I figured it was your alarm and was trying to switch it off." 
In the dark of the bar last night I hadn't realized that it wasn't the phone I'd given her last year. After turning it over in my hand, I asked her, "Is this a new phone, by the way?"
"Can I have it please, and yes it's new. It a special edition of the latest Samsung, and the case is platinum. The record company gave it to me last week to celibate the fact my last album went gold." 
"So the iPhone I gave you isn't good enough for you anymore?" I think I sounded a bit petulant, but can you blame me. Whoever N was, he sounded a bit more than a friend.
"Don't be daft, there was a representative from the record company at the concert last night, and Laine thought it would be politically correct if I showed them I was using it." 
She looked at the call log. "That was her. I better call her back and explain that it was my klutz of a husband who cut her off. You need a shower, I'm going to order breakfast, then call her, so don't be too long."
Without waiting to see if I agreed, she walked out to the sitting room. As I lay there trying to get my head around the fact she'd just told me a blatant lie, I heard her voice on the phone ordering room service. 
"I don't hear the shower," she called, "I'm not going to eat with a smelly husband, so hurry up. Breakfast will be here in ten minutes." 
I showered, shaved and was dressed in time to answer the door to the waiter who pushed a trolley with our breakfast on it into the room.
Kay had slipped on a robe and was sitting at the table. She had two phones in front of her and was swapping the SIM card over from her new phone back to her old iPhone. 
"I prefer the phone you bought me," she said in explanation of her actions. "I shouldn't have let Laine convince me to use the other one. Do you want it; it's supposed to have all the latest bells and whistles?" 
I shook my head, "Can't have the recording company upset with you; you better keep it." 
"Can you put it in the room safe in that case? It's supposed to be worth a lot." 
"How much?" She named a figure, and I whistled.
"Christ, they must love you. Did you use the usual code for the safe?" 
She nodded, but she wasn't smiling as I walked into the bedroom and opened the safe in the wardrobe. Before I put the phone away, my curiosity got the better of me and I switched it on. She hadn't changed the passcode, so I had no problem accessing the phone. She'd deleted the call log, and there was no D in her contacts. 
What was happening? I knew that a N had called her only minutes ago. I really didn't want to think the worst, but there were the rumors of a new lover that I'd been dismissing as paparazzi gossip. Was there truth to it? Shit, had she found a new lover? Was last night her way of saying goodbye? 
Kay calling out, "Food's getting cold," interrupted my black thoughts. I switched off the phone and placed it in the safe. 
I picked at the food, my appetite lost to the dark thoughts racing across my brain. Kay's wasn't much better, and most of the food was left on our plates by the time we admitted defeat. We called room service to take the mess away. 
She'd been fiddling with her phone and finally handed it to me with a grunt of annoyance. "Can you look at it?" she asked. "I seemed to have lost all my contacts. They are supposed to be on the SIM card, but I can't find them." 
"Did you save them to the card?" 
"One of Stephens assistants did it for me. You know what I'm like with the damn thing." 
I did, and it didn't take me long to restore all the missing contacts and a couple of the apps she'd seemed to have deleted. N wasn't in these contacts either. 
"Thank you," she said. She came and sat on my lap. "The other phone might be prettier, but I much prefer the one you got me." She kissed me and curled up, wrapping her arms around me.
The disturbing thoughts that had been bouncing around in my mind all night and had peaked with this last incident, came to the fore. 
I loved this woman; she had been the most important thing in my life for the past ten years, but I needed to know if she loved me just as much as I thought she did. We were supposed to be embarking on a new public phase in our marriage. We were going to have a family. Now there was the question, who was this N character. Was I losing her to him, whoever he was? My resolve stiffened, and I pulled her around so I could see her face. 
"Kay we need to talk about what's going on. Something has changed, and I don't know what it is."
She shook her head, "Nothing's changed. I still love you, we are still going to take two years off and start a family." 
"But you still don't want to tell anyone about us." 
"It's just not the right time, that's all." She tried to stand up. 
I tightened my grip on her. "No damn it, you need to listen, I've come to a decision," I said. "We are going to make our announcement tonight. I don't care what your publicist says. It will be this evening! I won't hide in the wings anymore."
She stiffened, "Please, Pete, talk to my publicist please, she can explain why we should wait. We'll make a lot of money from selling the story to a magazine." 
"Christ, Kay, we don't need the money, or have you already sold the story without asking me?" 
She gave me a sheepish smile, "Sort of," she said, then she saw my face and hurriedly continued. "I haven't signed anything yet, we just spoke to the magazine." 
I stood up and dumped her unceremoniously on the carpet as she gasped in surprise. She got to her feet and sat on the sofa, looking rather shocked. I think that was the first time I'd ever rejected her since we'd first met. 
"Kay why did we get married if you don't want people to know?" 
She went to say something, but I stopped her. "I know I agreed that you had a valid reason, but that was then, not now... unless there is another reason, I don't know about. Is there someone else, is that it?" 
I'd sat back down as I spoke, and she came and knelt at my side. "I love you more now than I've ever have. There is only you. Our families and all our closest friends know we are in a relationship, we've never hidden it from them. It's only the paparazzi and the public that don't know, and I'd like to keep it that way for a few more days. Please, Pete, don't make a scene at tonight's reception." 
"Are we going to tell them we are married?" 
"Not tonight, please, Pete." 
"Then I don't see any point in me being there. This has gone on long enough. I want to go to one of these damn annoying receptions with my wife, not stare at her across the room, knowing that she won't acknowledge me." 
Her face was white, and she was shaking as I vented my anger and frustration. For the briefest of moments, I wanted to slap some sense into her. That thought was enough to make me lurch to my feet. Pausing only to grab my phone, wallet and iPad, throwing them into a backpack, I walked out of hotel suite. As I left the room, I heard her wail my name. 
I turned, momentarily, and said, "Call me if you change your mind." 
I left the hotel not one hundred percent convinced I'd done the right thing, but as my old gran used to say, "you can't make an omelet without breaking the eggs."
I couldn't understand why Kay had cold feet over the announcement. She'd still been in favor of the grand reveal the last time we had been together, and nothing she'd said since then had suggested she was changing her mind. In all the conversations, we'd had, she'd been looking forward to the end of her tour, the new house and the thought of having a baby. What had changed?
With all of these thoughts, I wasn't aware of where I was going. My phone was buzzing and chirping in my pocket, but I ignored it. I wasn't ready to talk to her yet.
Early in the afternoon, I found myself at a junction and across the road was one of those little parks that you find in the oddest places in this city. 
The day was sunny, and I was grateful to take refuge from the hot sun on a bench in the shade of an old tree. I bought a bottle of cold water and sipped it, enjoying the cooling sensation as the cold liquid slid down my parched throat. My phone buzzed again, and I decided I was settled enough to deal with it. There were some missed calls, most were from Kay, two from Stephen and one from Julia. There were also several texts, again, the majority were from Kay. 
As I started to read the texts, the phone buzzed. The caller ID showed that it was Julia.
"Pete, what the hell is going on? I've had Kay in tears on the phone. She said you've walked out on her. For Christ sake, call her." 
"Did she explain why I walked out?" 
"It was hard to understand her, but something about an announcement you wanted her to make." 
I sighed, "She agreed that we would tell the press at tonight's reception that we've been married for the past eight years; now she doesn't want to do it. I've just had enough, either we are married, or we aren't." 
"Don't be daft, the girl loves you. You are all she talks about when we speak." 
"Not so sure anymore, I think she's got a lover." 
There was a long silence from the other end, then she asked. "What have you heard?"
"No, the question is what have you heard, Julia, is there some truth to the rumors I'm hearing? I better not find out that you've been hiding anything from me? She received a call from a man this morning, someone she knows well enough to give him a custom ringtone." 
"Pete, honestly I've not heard anything, just the same rumors you have, I'm sure. The press is always speculating; it doesn't mean anything. I spoke to her a couple of days ago and she said nothing. I don't know who the call was from." 
"It came up as a N on her phone. When I checked later, she'd deleted the call log, and there was no N in her contacts. She's hiding something." 
"Christ, don't do anything stupid; there's got to be an innocent explanation. She loves you too much to do anything silly." 
The call waiting chime sounded, and it was Stephen. I said goodbye to Julia, who reminded me that she and Stephanie would see me at tonight's reception. 
As soon as I connected to Stephen's call I had to move the phone from my ear, he was shouting so much. 
"What the fuck's going on? Kayla wants to cancel tonight's concert. She says you've left her." 
"I'm not leaving her, we've just had a bit of a disagreement, and I needed to get away from her to clear my head." 
He calmed down a bit and his voice dropped to a reasonable level. "What is the problem? Can I do anything?"
"Only if you can make her understand that I'm not going to go to another one of these bloody receptions unless we go as a couple, otherwise, probably not!"
"Ah, that's what your problem is... I thought you..." He tailed off sounding relieved at that. 
'You thought what?' I wondered.
" I thought that you were going as a couple tonight, that you were telling the press at the reception; she hasn't got cold feet again?" 
"That's what I thought, too, but apparently not anymore. She's decided we have to wait until she can arrange the perfect magazine interview. No more, Stephen, I've had enough." 
"Peter, you need to talk to her. She adamant there won't be a show tonight unless you are in your seat."
For a long moment, I said nothing; all Stephen was worried about was the damn concert. I wasn't going to spoil the enjoyment of the rest of the audience, but I was pissed off that she was trying to manipulate me this way.
"Stephen, you can tell her that I'll be at the concert, but unless I hear from her beforehand that she's changed her mind and is willing to do what we agreed to, I won't be at the reception. Oh, and you could ask her who N is?" 
I didn't wait for a reply; I just disconnected the call as I heard his voice again. I started to skim through the texts that Kay had sent me. 
They all said variations of the same thing. She loved me, and only me. Please talk to her and her publicist so they can explain why we should hold back on our announcement. The last few wanted to know if I'd be at the concert and the reception. 
I texted back. I will be there to watch you. The receptions up to you, we go as a couple, or I won't be there. 
I thought about asking who N was, but in the end, I didn't, it was something we needed to discuss face to face. I switched off the phone and carried on walking. 
I didn't return to the hotel until much later in the afternoon, and Kay had already left to go to the concert hall. There was a note at the desk for me from Stephen. 
"I've taken her to the hall. She only agreed to go after she got your text. She won't start playing until she sees you with her own eyes."
My tuxedo was laid out on the bed in Kay's suite. She'd found my ticket and had marked it with a lipstick kiss. It was tucked in my breast pocket. As I pulled it out, a pair of tiny panties came with it. I smelled them, and the delicious aroma of Kay's pussy tickled the back of my nose. 
I showered, shaved and got dressed. In the pocket of the trousers, I found a note from her declaring her love and a promise that we would talk after the show and go to the reception together. I was to text her if I agreed. There was a PS. 'I told Stephen, I won't play if you are not there'.
I didn't understand her sometimes. She knew that there was no way I wouldn't be there to watch her. The whole 'delay the announcement' issue had been worrying me, but now the most important concern I had was whether she was having an affair? Who was this N character? She had changed over the past couple of months. She'd been far more aggressive with her lovemaking and very needy, almost as though she was compensating.
I'd see what happened after the show. The reception would be backstage as had been all the other last night receptions. 
The hotel receptionist called the room at six-thirty to say that my limousine was waiting. Apparently, Stephen was taking no chances that I'd bail on him. Traffic was heavy, and it took us over an hour to reach the concert hall. I could have walked it in half the time. In fact, I offered to get out and walk at one point. 
"More than my job's worth," the driver told me. "I've got strict instructions to deliver you to the concert hall, and that what I'm going to do!" 
The show was due to start at eight. We pulled up at the bottom of the flight of broad steps that led up to the entrance with only ten minutes to spare. As I passed through the lobby and showed my ticket, I saw one of Stephen's lackeys on his phone. He gave me a relieved smile before rushing off. 
I began to think that Kay had been serious about her threat to cancel the performance if I wasn't there. 
I paused in the lobby and sent her a message: I'm here, we will talk after the show. See you backstage afterwards. 
She replied seconds later with a row of kisses and happy faces. 
My seat was in the first row, bang in the center. Sitting next to me was the wife of the mayor, and I introduced myself to her and her husband. She burbled on about how much she loved Kay's playing. I grinned as I saw the mayor roll his eyes at her enthusiasm. Then she said something that got my attention. 
"I'm going to get the chance to meet her after the show. We've been invited to the reception the recording company is holding for her after the show. It's a private, all ticket affair; the tickets are like gold dust." 
What the fuck? Since when was the record company hosting the post-show reception? It was supposed to be our management company, and if it was all ticket, where was mine? 
"Where's the reception being held?" I asked her. 
She named an exclusive downtown nightclub. "If you haven't got a ticket you won't get in," she added.
This couldn't be right; maybe it was a second reception that we were supposed to drop into later. I was about to text Stephen, but the last of the Orchestra settled, and the house lights dimmed. There was a long hush before a single spotlight picked on the conductor as he walked to his position. A second one picked up the empty piano stool. For the briefest of moments, the spotlight refocused and shone on my seat before settling back on the piano at center stage. 
Kayla walked from the stage wing to the piano to a thunderous round of applause. She paused for a moment, smiling and giving me a brief nod and a blown kiss, before settling herself down in front of the black piano. 
The first notes rang out, and I lost myself to the beauty of the music. She played for a full two hours without a break, not missing a single note. I've heard her play countless times and without a doubt, this was her most inspirational performance.
The last note died away, and for a moment, the hall was silent. Then the applause started. It grew and grew in volume until the room shook. For a full five minutes, the sound was almost deafening as Kay stood in the light of a single spotlight. Finally, Stephen and a gentleman, the same one as last night, moved to her side and the applause slowly died away. The guy I didn't recognize gave her an enormous bunch of red roses and a kiss, and she gave him a big smile, then she started, and looked in my direction. Stephen passed her a bottle of water, and she drank greedily, swallowing half the contents in one go. Both Stephen and the other man were trying to talk to her, but she shrugged them off, her eyes locked on mine. 



She mouthed, 'I love you'. Then she plucked several of the roses from the bouquet and threw them into the audience. 
Stephen escorted her from the stage, and she kept glancing in my direction. It appeared as if she was trying to tell me something, but there was no chance I could hear anything over the renewed applause. The other man moved to her side and took her hand. The familiarity of the gesture was disturbing. 
I waited for five minutes for the crowd to thin before heading to the back of the stage. I needed those moments to calm down, whoever he was, it was evident that this wasn't the first time he and Kay had met. I found her changing room, but it was empty. I spotted one of Stephens lackeys in the corridor, the same one from the entrance lobby and grabbed his arm. 
"Where's the hell is Kayla?" I asked. "Where's the fucking reception?"
"She's gone." He looked at me in surprise. "I thought you weren't..."
She'd gone, gone where? What the hell was going on. "Where has she gone? Who did she go with? We were supposed to be meeting backstage. She was supposed to wait for me." 
"Stephen and Nigel, but Stephen said you'd decided not to go." 
"I texted her to wait for me." I looked around the emptying building. There was no evidence of a reception here. 
"So, where the fuck is it being held? It was supposed to be here." 
He named the same nightclub the mayor's wife had mentioned. 
"How the fuck am I supposed to get there?" I shouted at him, "and is this the all invite party the mayor's wife told me about earlier? The one I don't have an invite to, so how do I get in?" 
"Diamond records were supposed to send you one when it was decided that they were going to host the reception." 
"Well, they fucking well didn't, and who the fuck agreed that they could hold the fucking reception?" I was mad, and my language was showing it. I took a couple of deep breaths to try and calm down and then apologized to the man. 
I pointed at the phone in the lackey's hand. "Call him," I demanded. I didn't need to say who, he knew. 
He did, "Mr. Matthews... " 
I snatched the phone from his hand, "Stephen, what the fuck is going on. Where the hell is Kay?" I was talking to a dead phone; he'd rung off after he'd heard my voice. What the hell was he playing at? 
"Get him back on the line," I shouted. 
He was punching numbers on his phone as I finished my rant. "He's not answering," he said a few moments later. "I think Stephen's limo is still here, we can take that. I believe that they used Nigel's."
I called Kay's phone, but it went straight to voicemail. I left her an angry message telling her she'd better get back to me ASAP. 
"We can use Stephen's limo." the lackey confirmed, as he put his phone in his jacket pocket. One of these days I must learn their names, but there are just too many of them. 
The limo took us downtown. I spent the journey trying in vain to call either Stephen or Kay. It didn't get any better when we arrived. 
"If you don't have an invite or your name's not on the list, then you aren't getting in," the six foot six bouncer told me. 
"I'll find Stephen," the lackey said as he flashed his invite to the doormen. He was checked against a list and had to show a photo ID before he was allowed in. 
"Warn Stephen if I don't get in, he's fired, and I don't mean as my agent, I mean from the agency, and he better have a fucking good reason for hanging up on me." 
The situation was ridiculous, and Stephen better have a bloody good reason as to why he had allowed the recording company to take over the reception. I was a majority owner of the management company, and I really wanted to know why the arraignments had been changed without anyone telling me.
A good ten minutes passed while I watched as a steady stream of people showed their invitations and entered the nightclub. Not one of them I recognized. Several gave me a sneering look as I paced up and down, which didn't do my temper any good. 
Finally, a further ten minutes later, a contrite Stephen appeared behind the bouncer and the doormen. 
"Why are you out here?" he said, but he lacked conviction in his voice.
"Because these fucking dickheads won't let me into my wife's reception, that's why," I shouted.
"Where's your invite?" 
"What fucking invite, nobody sent me one, Stephen." I had him by his arm, and he could see the anger in my eyes. 
"You've two choices, and only two," I said, and he could see I wasn't in the mood to argue. "Either I get in, or Kay comes out. Otherwise, you better start looking for a new job. While you are at it, you need to explain why we are not holding this reception. Why is the fucking recording company the host?" 
He looked utterly confused at that. 
"But... but they were supposed to get your approval to organize this," he said. "Come with me." 
He grabbed my arm and started to pull me inside, only to come to a dead stop with the doorman's hand on his chest. 
"I'm sorry sir, you can go in, but he can't. We've got strict instructions from the host, no entrance unless the persons on the list or can show us an invite. He hasn't got an invite, so he ain't coming in." 
Stephen snatched the list from his hand and pointed at the title right at the top of the list. Over his shoulder, I saw that the name was Kay's.
"See here," he said, "where it says 'Reception for Kayla Ortiz? Well, he's her special guest, and I really wouldn't want to be you if her guest is refused entry." 
They weren't moved. 
"Do you know who I am?" he asked them. 
They nodded and watched as he scribbled my name on the list. 
"There," he said and handed the list back. 
The bouncer and the doormen glanced at each other, then reluctantly waved me through. 
I followed Stephen through the crowds. For a nightclub, the music was rather quiet, and I found out why almost immediately. Standing on a little stage was Kay, and the gentleman who I now knew was Nigel. He had a microphone and was in the middle of making a speech.
" ... and as I was saying earlier, it was my pleasure to listen to one of, if not the best, pianist in the world today in one of the finest concerts I've ever heard." 
There was a long round of applause at that. "The best thing, is that Diamond Records has it saved for all time in a priceless recording, so you can all hear it again."
There was another loud round of applause at this and Kay managed to smile and blush at the same time. 
His voice was familiar, but I couldn't place it. I started to step forward, but the crowds made it difficult to get much closer. I waved hoping to attract her attention, and I thought I saw her briefly looking in my direction, but then she turned back to listen as he continued, "Now there's something much more personal I'd like to say." He turned towards Kay. "I've only known this beautiful woman for four months, but they've been the best months of my life. In that time, we've become very good friends and have grown very close. We are no longer just business colleagues, we are so much more." 
What the hell was he talking about? I began to push hard against the crowd in front of the stage to get closer, then froze. I watched in shock he dropped to one knee and held out a hand in which a ring glistened between two fingers. 
"Kayla Ortiz, will you do me the honor of becoming my wife, will you marry me?" he said.
There was a gasp and then the room erupted into a wall of applause. My last sight of her before she was hidden behind the crowd of onlookers was the smile on her face. Stephen was standing behind me, and he took hold of my arm and prevented me fighting my way to the stage. 
An icy stillness washed over me. Fuck, of course, how stupid had I been, it had been right in front of my face all the time. The mysterious 'N'. Now it all made sense. Fucking Nigel; he was her lover. She was having an affair with him. I had to get away; I felt nauseous and needed fresh air. I lurched away; pulling myself from Stephen's grasp and ran from the nightclub. I made it to the curb before I threw up. I was fortunate in that I had so little in my stomach that I made little mess. 
I was lucky, a cab was dropping off passengers at the door, and I dived into it. I gave him the name of the hotel and sat back as the tears flooded down my face. No wonder she hadn't wanted me to be there tonight. She had her own announcement to make; but it wasn't the one for which I'd hoped. There was a disturbance in the crowd as we pulled away from the curb, but I ignored it. 
Shit, I realized Stephen had to have known what had been planned. My mind was racing, nothing that had happened today made any sense to me. She had said she'd loved me, yet it was evident from what Nigel had said that they knew each other in a way that destroyed our marriage, and somehow Stephen was involved, but why? I'd always thought of him as a good friend. 
At the hotel, I tore off the tux and changed into some comfortable clothes. I had two choices, stay and fight, or leave. It didn't take me long to decide. She'd made her choice, and in such a public way, something she'd refused me for the past 10 years.
Call me a coward, I don't care, I felt so betrayed that all I wanted to do was run away and lick my wounds. But where? Then I recalled I did have a bolt hole that no one knew about. I threw a few things in a bag, grabbed my passport from the safe and was on my way to the airport, all in the space of five minutes. My phone was going ballistic in my pocket, and I switched it off.
At the airport, there was a flight leaving to Zürich in two hours, and I could get the last business class seat.

~~~~~~~<<>>~~~~~~~To be continued
Oh and please vote, and comment, it's the only way authors on this site get to know if our efforts are worth it. I enjoy reading your comments; I will delete any that are not constructive. If you don't like this story, then tell me why, so I can try to improve. Don't just write expletives; they just piss me off. If you comment via email, I'll try to respond. 
Many thanks for reading. Andyhm 
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~~~~~~~*****~~~~~~~
The Wine Merchant:
Prelude
It was late afternoon on a dismal November in 2013. I was hurrying to get back to my wife Loren before she closed our shop. I turned the corner into the street and realised I was late as I saw her locking the door in the distance on the far side of the road. She looked around and seeing me called out a greeting. 
Calling back, I stepped off the sidewalk. 
I felt like I was flying towards her in slow motion, and the smile of greeting on her face slowly changed to one of horror. 
The world went black. 

~~~~<*****>~~~~
Two years later:
Something didn't feel right. My leg itched and I couldn't reach it. In the background, some rhythmic sounds that meant nothing to me. 
There was pressure in my chest, and I tried to open my eyes and decided it wasn't worth the effort. Sensation and sound faded away. 
...
Those irritating sounds were back again, this time there were some faint voices. I tried to listen, but I could only make out the odd word. 
" ... sure ... move ... finger ... " 
A second more authoritative voice, "don't ... ridiculous ... just not ..." 
Who were they talking about? 
Something touched my hand, and I instinctively clutched at it. 
There was a little shriek, and the first voice said much more distinctly. "He tried to hold my finger. I told you he was moving it." 
The second voice said excitedly, "His heart rate just spiked. Touch his hand again." 
I felt a fingertip caress the palm of my hand. This time I could grasp it and hold on tight. 
My eyelid was pulled back, and an intense white light hurt. I tried to flinch, but all I felt was the barest of tremors. I tried to speak, but nothing happened. 
"Call Rachael." 
Who the hell is Rachael, and where is Loren I wondered? 
I drifted back to my happy place. 

********
"Mr Nolan, Tom I want you to squeeze my finger if you can hear me," an authoritative female voice told me. 
I did as I was told and I listened to a reassuring, "Yes." 
Then, "Tom, you just relax, we will look after you. Don't try to talk, you have a tube down your throat. If you understand me, I want you to squeeze my finger. Once for yes and twice for no." 
There was a pause, and she said, "That was a question by the way." 
Belatedly I squeezed her finger once and heard a soft laugh. "So, we have a joker do we?" 
One squeeze and she laughed again. 
"I'm Dr James, Rachael James and you are in the high care extended stay unit at St Stephens Hospital." 
One squeeze. 
"You were involved in an accident, and you have been in a coma." 
I squeezed her hand several times rapidly. 
"What? Oh, how long?" 
One squeeze. 
"Almost two years." 
I let go of her hand in shock, my happy place beaconed and I surrendered to the darkness

*******
The world resurfaced. A soothing damp cloth was moving across my skin. I swallowed and realised the tube that had been down my throat had gone. Two nurses were washing me. Opening my eyes slightly I could see two dark shapes. They were talking quietly as they worked on me. 
For a few moments, I just lay there thinking. 
I'd been in an accident, the last thing I remember was calling out to Loren. And where the hell was she? Surely they'd told her I was coming around. Jesus Christ two years!
Then I started to listen to what the nurses were saying. 
"I hear they never expected him to wake up." 
"Yah it's a bit of a miracle, especially for him. Only a few days ago Dr Michaels wanted his wife to give her permission to switch off the life support. " 
Shit, did she say yes? My question was soon answered. 
"Did she agree?" 
"Dr James convinced her to wait, she told her to go away for a few weeks and give them her decision on her return. She'd only been gone a day when ..." 
"So does she know he's waking up?" 
"They've not been able to get in touch. Her mother said she went away with a friend and she doesn't know where."
I wonder who she'd gone away with if her mother didn't know where she was. 
Thinking hard, I'd guessed it would be Jane, her best friend. We'd gone on holiday with her and whoever was her latest man a couple of times. Each time it had been a bit of a magical mystery tour. A name on a map or a pamphlet would catch her attention and we'd have to change our plans.
"He looks amazingly fit for being in a coma for two years." 
"It's that new therapy that Dr James has been researching. They have been using this bodysuit every day. It uses a mix of electrically stimulating fabric and pressure tubing." 
"Oh, so that's what that is." 
"Yah, they hook it up to that stimulator, and it stimulates the muscles. It's like a large Tens machine." 
"Well whatever, it's worked, he's in the best state of any coma patient I've seen." 
"Isn't he. They've reduced his sedation. I guess he'll wake up properly tomorrow." 
I started to drift, and their voices faded. 

~~~~<*****>~~~~
The first time I'd met the woman who was destined to become my wife, she'd just walked into my shop. She was looking for a bottle of champagne for her parent's twenty-fifth wedding anniversary. I own a wine merchant, and no it's not an off license, I don't sell beer of any type. I've built my reputation on selling only best wines and spirits to a discerning clientele, people who don't wince at spending five hundred pounds on a single bottle of wine. In one of my locked glass-fronted cabinet, I have bottles of rare single malts with price tags of over a thousand pounds. 
It had been my father's shop before me, and I'd grown up in the flat upstairs. I was an only child, and I grew up probably knowing too much about fine wines than I should have as a child. After university, I'd apprenticed at one of the oldest wine merchants in France. 
When I was twenty-six my father suddenly died from a heart attack and I came home to look after the business. My mother lost the will to live, and six months later she suffered a fatal stroke. So, in the space of half a year, I'd lost both parents and inherited a struggling business. 
It had taken me a couple of years to turn it around. Using the contacts, I'd made I was able to expand the business into the specialist market. I'd added rare spirits and an online store. 
It had been a quiet afternoon in the shop, and I was contemplating my impending thirtieth birthday and the depressing lack of a current love interest. My attractive but happily married and pregnant assistant was in the back dealing with the online orders. 
The bell on the door rang, and a young woman shyly entered the store. She looked around at the racks of wines and looked a bit like a deer in the headlights. She wore black shape hugging jeans and a cream camisole style silk top. And she had the body that deserved them. Long blonde hair pulled back in a ponytail fell half way down her back. As I walked over to her I was drawn to her eyes, the bluest I'd ever seen. She smiled at me, and I was lost. I quickly checked out her hand and happily saw no rings. 
"Hi," I said, "Can I help you?" 
"I'm looking for a couple of bottles of a good champagne. It's for my parents twenty-fifth." 
I led her over to the racks of champagne and heard her gulp as she saw prices. "Christ, I didn't think they would be that expensive." 
I took a chance, I really wanted to get to know this woman and as they say fortune favours the bold. I was presently between girlfriends, the last leaving rather acrimoniously several months ago. She couldn't understand why I was upset because she wanted to go away with her old boyfriend for a weekend. And I desperately needed a date for my cousin's wedding the following weekend. She'd been trying to set me up with one of her friends for the past couple of months. The horse she rode was more attractive. 
"I might be able to help you," I said. "I have some very fine champagne in the back. It's from a tiny vineyard, and the owner only sends it to friends for their personal use. I can give you a couple of bottles from my own stock. But then I need a favour in return." 
She gave me a suspicious look and stepped back. "What sort of favour?" 
"Nothing immoral or unpleasant," I hurried to say. "I need a date for my cousin's wedding next weekend. Otherwise, she's going to set me up with one of her awful horsy set friends. So I was wondering if you'd be willing to come with me?" 
She considered for what a very long time, studying my face then glancing around the shop. "So what do I call my date then?" 
"Tom, Tom Nolan," and I held out my hand, "and you are?" 
She gave me a smile, "Loren." Then she took my hand, and we both looked down to what felt like a spark of electricity shot between us. 
"Ohh," and then she stepped closer and lightly kissed my lips. "It's a good job for you that I just dumped my last boyfriend isn't it. Where is the wedding?" 
"It's at in a village in Hampshire, and the reception is being held in a country house hotel close by." 
Her look of suspicion returned, and I hurried to say. 
"Don't worry, you'll have your own room, so it will be all above board. I'm supposed to go down Friday evening. But if that's difficult for you, we could go on the Saturday morning. The wedding is at three, and I guess the reception will go on until the wee hours." 
"I think Friday's fine," then she looked hopeful. "Would you like to come to my parents' anniversary party with me? It's tomorrow evening."
A chance to spend an evening with this beauty, there was no way I was going to refuse. "I'd love to," I told her. "Come through to the back, and I'll get your champagne, and you can give me your address." 
Julia, my assistant, looked up from the computer's screen as I ushered Loren into the office. She gave me an inquisitive look, and I pointed at the shop front. 
"I'll keep an eye on the store shall I," she said. 
She stood up, and I had to smile. She was six months pregnant, and as she walked past me, she took my hand and touched it to her bump. 
She said, "Poppy, your godfather is a slave driver, come on; let's go look after his shop." 
Loren laughed and while she wrote down her address on a pad on my desk I fetched the two bottles of champagne I'd promised her. 
"Can you pick me up at six-thirty?" she asked. 
I'd need to close the shop early, I thought, but why not? I agreed, and with another brief kiss, Loren was gone. 
The next evening I rang the bell to the top flat at the address she'd given me. A tinny voice said she'll be right down. I hadn't realised she had a flatmate. A few moments late the door opened, and Loren in a classic LBD that ended mid-thigh stepped out. She wore black stockings on her shapely legs and four-inch heels. She was carrying an overnight bag that clinked slightly as she put it down. Another woman stood in the doorway. Loren came over, and we casually kissed, her heels making her only a couple of inches shorter than my six foot. 
She gestured to the other woman. "Hi Tom, this is Jane, my flatmate." 
I smiled at her, and she gave me a brief one back.
Loren said to her, "Don't worry if I not back this evening, I'll probably stay at mums to help her tidy up." 
Jane nodded, and I picked up the bag and led Loren over to the cab I'd arrived in. We sat side by side on the back seat of the black cab. She gave the address to the driver and gave a sigh of relief as we pulled away. She eased up against me and rested near head on my shoulder. 
"That's better," she said, "Christ, Jane can be a fusspot. I'm grateful she's got a date tonight so she can't come." 
She saw a second bag on the floor at my feet, an insulated bag that clinked when she touched it with her stiletto clad foot. 
""It's a couple more bottles of the champagne," I explained. 
She gave me a hug and a kiss, "Thank you, that's very generous of you." 
Her parents lived in one of those large pre-war semi-detached houses on a tree-lined street, south of Clapham Common. I guess there were about twenty guests there when we arrived. Loren was greeted, and I was quickly made welcome. Her parents were an attractive happy, contented couple in their late forties. If Loren looked like her mother in in twenty-five years, I'd be a euphoric man. 
George, Loren's father, took possession of the bottles and looked at the labels inquisitively. "I've never heard of this brand," as he looked at the simple, part printed, part hand written labels.
"You won't have, it's made by a farmer who has a small vineyard. Pierre only grows enough grapes to make about a hundred cases a year. He makes this as a hobby, and he was an old friend of my father. Pierre always sends me a couple of cases every year. It's one of the best I've ever tasted." 
"So what do you do then?"
I smiled, "I'm a wine merchant, I own a shop in Kensington." 
"So you do know your wines then." He handed me a glass of red and gave me a questioning look. 
It only took me a few moments to recognise it; I sold it in the shop. 
"It's a Malbec from Argentina. Specifically, it's a 2012 Altos Las Hormigas; it's an excellent wine." 
He turned away from me to fetch the bottle, and I smiled as I saw the familiar label. Loren who was holding my hand squeezed it gently. 
"Good try dad, you should see his shop." 
"Which reminds me," I said and passed over one last bottle in a wooden box. Her father held it reverently as he should. It was a bottle of a twenty-five-year-old McAllen single malt. 
"I understand it's your silver wedding anniversary, this is a twenty-five-year-old McAllen for the toasts."
"God I'm not wasting this on these heathens. You and I will sip this with the reverence it deserves later tonight." 
The evening passed most pleasantly. I was introduced to Loren's elder brother and his partner, a man in his mid-thirties. The rest of the guests were the usual mix of distant relatives and old family friends. Sarah, her mother, went around introducing me as Loren's boyfriend, and I was pleased that Loren didn't correct her. In fact, each mention of the word boyfriend made her look at me happily. 
At the end of the evening after most of the guests had left, only Loren, Peter her brother, and his partner and me were left. George brought out the bottle of McAllen and poured us all a glass. 
He sipped his glass with a satisfied grin. "A lovely whisky." 
We all raised our glasses to the happy couple. I was sat on the sofa, and Loren was curled up beside me, and she whispered, "Take me home please." 
I whispered back, "I thought you told Jane you were staying here tonight?" 
"Not my home silly, your place!" 
I ordered a taxi, and when it arrived, we said our goodbyes and the thirty-minute drive passed in a flash. I don't think her lips left mine for the whole journey. The cabbie had to raise his voice when we had arrived to get our attention. I thrust a handful of notes into his hand, and we stumbled over to the side door that led to the flat. 
She dragged me up the flight of stairs in her eagerness. As I opened the door, she moaned and said, "Where's the bathroom? I'm bursting. " 
"It's the blue door." 
She kissed me and moved quickly in its direction. I slung my jacket over the back of a chair in the lounge and placed her overnight bag beside it. I dimmed the lights, so only the sofa was bathed in a pool of soft light. I grabbed a bottle of a light white wine from the fridge and sat down. I poured a couple of glasses and was sipping mine. The toilet flushed, and a few moments later a shadowy figure stood in the doorway. 
She'd taken her dress off and stood with her arms casually crossed in front of her pert breasts. Her panties were a mere wisp of black fabric, and her long slender legs were encased in black lace topped stockings. She looked at me shyly, her confidence from earlier had seemed to have evaporated. I held out my arm to her, and she slowly walked across the room towards me finally settling gracefully onto my lap. 
She moved her beautiful butt around and giggled. "Someone's happy to see me," as she felt the bulge in my trousers.
Then she leant her head against my shoulder, and I stroked her long soft blonde hair. 
"I don't know what it is about you, but I'm never this easy on a first date," she murmured. 
"I shall take that as a great compliment."
She draped an arm around my neck and lifted her face up for me to kiss. I caressed her breasts feeling her nipples grow hard with desire. She gave a quiet moan. She wriggled in my lap, and I groaned as the pressure on my hard cock increased. 
She pushed me back against the cushions of the sofa, undoing the buttons of my shirt and bestowing feather-light kisses across my chest before sucking my nipples causing me to moan in pleasure. 
"You are all mine," she whispered, "and I'm all yours, and I'm going to prove it until you beg me to stop." 
She fumbled at the belt of my trousers, undoing them. She pulled them down over my hips and groaned happily to herself as she saw the bulge in my boxers. Sliding the waistband down freed my eager cock from his confines. Her mouth swooped and swallowed the head, sucking hard and running her hands along the shaft. I leant back against the cushions, moaning as her head bobbed faster as she took more of me each time. 
"Shit, Loren, I'm going to cum." 
She grinned up at me and sucked harder. I came with a shudder, filling her mouth and she swallowed, licking me clean. I pulled her up, and she kissed me savagely, sharing my taste with me. 
"My turn to pleasure you," I whispered. 
I quickly stripped her panties from her and picking her up, I carried her through to the bedroom. She lay back on the bed, letting her thighs fall open. I kissed my way slowly up the inside of her thighs until my lips hovered above the centre of her sex. Glistening beads on her puffy labia attested to her arousal. The little sighs of pleasure became a loud moan as my tongue slid along the length of her slit.
"Please just there," she whimpered as the tip of my tongue circled her clit.
She rolled her hips pushing up against me as my mouth and fingers moved tirelessly teasing, first one then a second screaming orgasm from her soul. 
"Fuck...me...now..." she gasped out. 
"Condom?"
"No need, I'm safe, and I trust you." 
Her fingers trapped in my hair pull, urging me to cover her. I pushed in deep and hard. Her legs wrapped around the back of my thighs. Her fingers clenched and unclenched the skin on my back, as I thrust hard and fast into her soft silky cunt. 



I kept up the pace, changing the rhythm of the strokes in tune with her needs and the rolling of her hips. Her body stiffened as she came. She babbled out my name repeatedly. I kept moving, she was mine, and I was going to prove it to her. 
She whimpered and cried out again as another and then yet another orgasm washed over her. Until I came with a rasping gasp, pumping my hot cum against the entrance of her womb, covering her cervix with my possessive essences. 
Her fingertips were dug deep in muscles on my back and the walls of her passage clenched tightly around me, milking the last drop from me. 
Her eyes fluttered open, and she looked up at me with a look of love and desire. I rolled to the side, but Loren refused to let me pull out. Her finger traced a line of sweat running down my chest. She kept squeezing my shaft with her cunt. 
She kissed my nipple, "I'm going to make you a very happy man," she whispered, "and you shall make me an ecstatic woman! Don't leave me."
"I won't, I couldn't. From that first touch, I knew that there was a connection between us." 
She gave a little sob of happiness and relaxed in my arms. 

~~~~<*****>~~~~
In less than a month, she had moved out of her flat and in with me. Jane wasn't impressed and came to the shop one afternoon. She laid the law down on me.
"I love that girl," she said, and then gave me a disgusted look as she saw my expression. "Not like that, she's been my best friend since school, and I won't let anything or anyone hurt her." 
"I don't want to hurt her either," I pointed out. "I'm in love with her. There's been a connection between us ever since the first time we met." 
She seemed to relax at that, "I know, I've never seen her so happy, and I'm so glad you insisted that she finish her course." 
Loren was in her last year of a specialised art and design course at the Royal College of Arts. An extensive course that rolled three separate degrees all into one. She was interning at one of the major auction houses in London. She already completely redesigned the shop's website for me. At first, she'd wanted to come and help me in the store. I'd refused, insisting she finish her course and the internship, It was our first and only big argument. I'd suffered a couple of days of door slamming, cold shoulders and temper tantrums. That first night she'd gone to Jane's, but she'd sent her back with a flea in her ear. 
We made up in what became our usual methods to resolve any minor disagreements. I'd draw her a hot bath scented with her favourite bath bomb. She would lie back, and I'd sit on the floor beside her with my fingers gently caressing her silky skin, and we'd talk. Finally, we would make love in the shower, then wrap large soft bath towels around us and fall asleep in each other's arms. 
A year after we first met we stood side by side at the front of the same church my cousin had married in. 

~~~~<*****>~~~~
I stretched as I woke up and then realised I'd actually moved. I felt as weak as the proverbial kitten. There was a grab handle hanging above my head. It took me several attempts but finally I managed to grasp it. I was quite surprised that I had any muscle tone at all. Every story I'd ever read about coma victims had gone on about the months of rehabilitation after they'd woken up. Then I recollected the conversation the nurses had previously. They'd use a muscle stimulating suit on me, well I'd be happy to write an endorsement for the thing as it seemed to have worked. 
I used the handle it to pull myself up the bed. Of course, I must have set off all the alarms, because next moment two nurses rushed into the room. 
"What do you think you're going," one snapped. 
"Trying to get comfortable of course." I managed to croak out. Christ my throat was sore.
They both tutted that way only nurses can. I let them ease me up and plump the pillows behind me. For the first time, I got a chance to see the room I was in. A small room made smaller by the equipment, most now thankfully, standing idle. A bedside cabinet and an armchair were the only furniture, other than the bed I was in of course. Taped to the walls were many get well cards, some quite faded. On the cabinet beside a bunch of flowers was a photo of Loren and me on our honeymoon, we sat in the surf on a beach in Barbados. 
Seeing the picture, I asked, "Does Loren know I'm awake?" 
The nurse shook her head, "I don't think so, I know they've been trying to contact her. Her parents are coming in later, and hopefully, they will have news for you." 
If she and Jane had decided to go off grid, then I doubt that George or Sarah would be able to contact her. I grunted and then coughed. I was given a glass of water to sip, and that soothed my throat. 
An hour or so later Rachael dropped by, and we had a long talk. I hadn't appeared to have been severely injured in the accident. I'd been hit by a speeding hot hatch. The car had been stolen earlier in the day and was found burnt out a day later. I'd suffered a few broken bones, nothing too serious in themselves. But unfortunately, my head had collided with a metal street light and had come off worse. A fractured skull and I'd had almost no recordable brain activity for the past two years. The occasional spike, but that was all. 
I was interested in understanding why I wasn't going to need months of rehabilitation and physiotherapy. 
Rachael looked embarrassed, "This is going to sound harsh, but the reason we were using the experimental suit was so that we could keep you fit." 
"What's harsh about that?" I wondered. 
"So when we finally got permission to switch off the life support, we'd have been able to use more of you for transplants,. You had a donor card in your wallet." 
I leant back in shock. That did sound so cynical, I thought. Then I understood her thought process. 
I asked, "I overheard one of the nurses saying that the hospital had asked my wife for permission to switch me off, were you a part of that decision?" 
She shook her head, "No, I felt that there had been enough of a rise in your brain activity recently, that we needed to continue to monitor you for a bit longer before we made any decisions. My consultant didn't agree, and he was the one who asked her. Although I think she'd been expecting the call, the finality of the question hit her hard. I suggested that she go away for a while before deciding and that she shouldn't be contactable. She agreed and now I'm in the doghouse with my boss." 
"Did she tell you where she was going?" I asked hopefully. 
Another shake of the head. "I specifically asked her not to tell me." 
"Did she say how long she'd be gone for?" 
"I suggested at least a month when she asked me the same question."
"Fuck!! You've no idea at all, where she is and when she'll be back." I knew I sounded petulant, but I didn't care. 
Rachael weathered my frustration and changed the subject. "There's a battery of tests scheduled to start this afternoon. If you pass them, there's no reason why you won't be home in a few days." 
That made me smile. 
"What do you remember about the accident?" 
"Just stepping off the pavement, then there was a sensation of flying, and then nothing." 
We went through a series of questions about my family and business, all of which I seemed to answer to her satisfaction.
"Good," she exclaimed, "I can't see any evidence of any permanent damage to your memory. All you need to do is fill in the blanks from the past two years. All that you will have to show for the accident will be the scar on your forehead." 
I instinctively reached up and felt the puckered grove on my head. She picked up a mirror and held it out to me. My face was thinner and more haggard. My eyes had a tired, sunken look, and I had my very own Harry Potter style scar. 
Rachael asked, "Do you want me to schedule you an appointment with the plastic surgeon?" 
I shook my head, "No, to be honest, I think it's an improvement, and it'll be a permanent reminder to me not to step out into the road without looking." 
She laughed at that, and after giving my hand, a squeeze left to get back to her other patients. 
That afternoon the physiotherapist had me out of bed and through a series of light exercises. She was escorting me back to my room when Sarah and George stepped off the lift. Sarah gave a little cry and then I was wrapped in her arms. 
"It's a miracle," she kept repeating. "You came back for my baby." 
Her emotion got to me, and I felt faint. Fortunately, there was a wheelchair close by and the Physio eased me onto it. 
When I was settled back in my bed Sarah and George pulled up chairs, and we talked, well Sarah talked and George and I listened. 
The long and the short of it was that six months after the accident, Loren had moved in with Jane. She had told her mother that there were just too many memories in the flat. She was still working at the auction house, now as their senior researcher. 
She had employed a manager to look after the shop after Julia had refused the position as she wanted to concentrate on her children. 
"She had her second baby last year," Sarah explained. 
"But do you know where Loren's gone?" I asked exasperatedly. 
Sarah shook her head, "She called three, no four days ago in a right state. The doctors wanted her to agree to switch off the machines. The nice one convinced her not to agree. She told her to go away to make her mind up." 
I nodded, Rachael had already told me this. 
"But didn't she say where she and Jane were going?" 
She gave me a curious look. "I don't think she went with her. Jane's been off on a training course for the last week and doesn't get back for a few more days. I've been going around and feeding the cat. She mentioned something about a cruise or something like that." 
"A cruise," I repeated stupidity. "Why a cruise? She's never been interested in going on a cruise before." 
George knew the answer to that. "So that the bloody chief doctor couldn't contact her. It's been building up for the past month. He's been pushing her to agree to pull the plug on you. She left her phone with us when she left and wouldn't tell us where she was going, just that she'd be back in a month." 
Sarah added, "She didn't want to make the decision, she'd come and sit with you every day for at least an hour. Every time I saw her after she left she was crying. She couldn't bare to see you laying there so helpless. The consultant kept telling her that you were brain dead. But the other one, Rachael, she said that recently you'd been getting spikes of brain activity, and she shouldn't give up hope."
I was beginning to realise just how much I owed Rachael, who picked that opportune moment to appear. 
She greeted all of us and then asked. "So do we know where she is?" 
"On a ship, somewhere is our best guess." 
Rachael gave us an exasperated look, "Christ I told her to make it difficult for the hospital to contact her, but not disappear off the face of the earth." 
She shrugged and then said to me. "The good news is that all the results of the tests so far are very promising. We should be able to discharge you in a week or so. But you need someone with you for the first few days as you will get tired rather quickly." 
"You can come and stay with us," Sarah said. 
I had wanted to go back to the flat, so I hesitated. Then just as I was reluctantly about to agreed, a new voice from the doorway spoke up. 
"I'll stay with you at the flat." 
Jane was silhouetted in the doorway. "I got your messages, Sarah, so I came back early."
And to my unasked question, she said, "I have a vague idea where she's gone, but I've no idea how to get in contact with her. We talked on the phone after the news, I wanted to come home, but she wouldn't hear of it. She said that she needed to go away to make the hardest decision of her life. She left me a message that she'd be gone for a month and I wouldn't be able to contact her but she was pleased that we'd talked as she had a better idea of what to do." 
"Did she say who she'd gone with? Everyone's under the impression she went with a friend." I choked up a bit as I said that. If she hadn't gone with Jane, then who? Was it a man, had she found someone else?
Jane sensed my anxiety, "She hasn't been out with anyone but me since the accident. I guess she hoped I'd go with her. I'm sure she's on her own." I thought I saw the briefest flash of apprehension cross her face.
I blame it on the fact that I was still drained and I wasn't thinking straight. But I just grunted and let it go. 
I was allowed to go home seven days later. The only thing of note that happened while I was hospital was a visit from the police. An Inspector and a Sargent turned up one morning and were waiting in my room for me after my session with the physiotherapist. 
I hadn't considered that the accident was still being investigated after all this time, but it seemed it was. 
There wasn't much I could add to the other witness's statements. I could vaguely recall a couple of cars parked on the street, but that was all. I was surprised when I was asked if I had any enemies?
"Why?" I wanted to know.
There was a pause while the two officers considered my question. The inspector said, "A couple of the witnesses were convinced that the car drove directly at you. And there was no evidence that the driver tried to brake before he hit you." 
It made absolutely no sense to me. I wasn't aware of anyone who wanted to hurt me. I'd just assumed I'd been unlucky and had got in the way of a local teenager at the wheel of a stolen car. I told them that I wasn't aware of anyone.
They left after informing me that the accident had been classified as suspicious and would stay open on their books. 
At lunchtime, Jane was waiting for me at the entrance of the hospital, and she drove me home. That's such a simple statement to encompass the realms of emotions I was experiencing. I was alive, and I was going home. Soon Loren would be back, and everything would be perfect. 
When we were in the car, I asked her if she was aware that the police were thinking that the accident may have been intentional. They thought that someone might have been trying to kill me. She was as shocked as I had been. 
"Are they sure you were the intended victim?" 
"No, they admit that there is always the possibility it was a case of mistaken identity." 
By the time we got to the shop, we were both convinced that I hadn't been the intended victim. It had to be a case of case of mistaken identity. 
There was an advert for bottles of wine I didn't recognise in the window of the shop. I tried to look at it, but Jane insisted I go up the stairs to the flat. Once there I forgot about it as I wondered about seeing all my familiar possessions. In our bedroom, there was a half-empty suitcase, a couple of piles of women's clothes scattered about and a laptop bag. 
"It's not my stuff," Jane was quick to point out. "I'm staying in the spare room. I decided to bring Loren's stuff back, ready for when she returns. I'd thought she'd taken the laptop with her, so I've been sending her emails. But it turned out she'd left it at the auction house. Her assistant was on holiday and only got my messages yesterday. He dropped it off first thing this morning. I had a quick look but it's password protected, and I haven't had a chance to see if I can work it out." 
We had a quiet evening, we ordered Chinese and I savoured the sweet, spicy flavours. I was in bed by nine-thirty, but without Loren, the bed felt wrong, and I had a disturbed night. 
Next morning, I was up, dressed and down in the shop before the sky was light. The laptop was open on the table in the kitchen, but it didn't look like Jane had been able to guess the password. 
My spare keys were still in the secret drawer of the writing desk. I went down the back staircase that connected the flat to the shop via a locked door into the wine stock room. And there was the first indication that something wasn't right. Once I'd unlocked the door, I had struggled to push it open. Finally, I'd managed to open it just enough to squeeze through. And found that it had been partially blocked by a pile of half empty boxes that now spread across the floor. 
Over the years, I'd managed to accumulate a large and varied selection of some of the best mid-priced wines available. These were stored in this room. Usually, the shelves would be full to overflowing with cases of these wines. Now they were barely a quarter full. Instead, there was the pile of boxes of cheap wines scattered about. 
The very best wines were in a second smaller locked storeroom, which as far as I knew only I had the key. I went to the rack of shelves to the left of the door and sliding the false panel at the back of the third shelf to one side I took out the key. I opened that door and was pleased that it looked like nothing had changed. That was not the case as I checked the last small room where I had kept the rare spirits. That was half empty, and I could see little evidence of any new stock. 
The shop made me cry, Gone were the fancy labels Loren had spent hours crafting for me; labels that had boldly and elegantly named and described the wine, the price a little afterthought in the bottom left-hand corner. Now there were just the prices and words like 'cheap' 'fruity' and 'bold'.
The wines on the shelves were at best mediocre, and my beautiful glass fronted cupboards for the best items were half full of cheap spirits. The walls where I had placed framed copies of French cafe paintings from the late 1890's were now covered in garish posters for Bulgarian and Croatian wines. 
I had to sit down; what the hell had Loren done to my life's work. I had only intended to have a quick look around and satisfy myself that the shop was all right. I wanted to work on Loren's laptop to see if I could find out where she'd gone. But now as I looked around at the mess and the destruction of my life's work I forgot about the laptop and just sat staring at me. And that is how Jane found me half an hour later. 
"What happened, what the hell did she do to the shop?" I asked, looking around. 
Jane cursed, "This isn't her, it's that fucking idiot of a manager. She and Julia tried to keep things going. But Julia decided to leave after finding out she was pregnant again. Loren couldn't cope with her and keep her own job, so she got a manager. It was the same as the flat, this place held too many memories of you, and she didn't like being here. The manager and the accountants have been running the place for over a year, and I don't think she's been here at all during that time. The manager used to come to the flat once a week to keep her updated, now it's only once a month. She'll go mad when she finds out he's been changing things." 
"He's bloody history," I said. I stood up and ripped the posters and the signs in the window down. Just that simple action made me feel so much better; I was reclaiming what was mine.
"Can you see if you can find the prints that used to hang in here?" I asked her.
Jane found them in the back and between us we returned them to their rightful places. 
Next, we started to remove all the cheap wine from the shelves. There were loads of empty boxes, and we just kept on filling them and carrying them into the back. It was exhausting work, and I needed to stop every few minutes. But to see order appearing was so satisfying. 
By nine-thirty we had cleared the worse, and the shelves were bare except for a few remaining bottles of the good wine. We were drinking a cup of tea when we heard the security grating at the door rattle to one side. A key turned in the lock and the shop door opened. A young woman in her early twenties stepped into the store and seeing me started to scream. 



"Stop!" Jane shouted. "Who are you?" 
"I'm Kate, I work here for Tom, the owner. More to the point, who are you, and what are you doing?" 
"Tom who?" I asked 
"Tom Nolan, he'll be in later. I'm opening the store today."
"Well fuck me," I whispered, and sat down. Beside me, Jane stiffened. 
"How long have you worked here?" Jane asked. 
"A year, look I'm going to call the police!" She fumbled in her purse pulling out a phone.
I just laughed. "Please do. Christ, the unmitigated gall of the guy. He fucks over my shop and then caps it off by stealing my name." 
"Your shop, your name?" Kate looked totally confused. 
"Yes, let me introduce myself. I'm Tom, Tom Nolan, this is my shop, and I live upstairs." I got my driver's license from my wallet and showed it to her. 
She looked totally confused as she looked at the license to me. "I don't understand, he said he was you." Then she thought about it, "At least when I first met him he introduced himself as Tom, I just assumed he was the Tom Nolan from the shop sign, and he's never corrected me." 
When I'd first met Loren, the shop was called Nolan & Son. Loren rebranded the store and our website as 'Tom Nolan, Specialist Wine Merchant ' and that was painted in nine-inch gold letters on the windows on either side of the door. 
The shop door opened again, and another woman entered the ship. 
"We're not open," I said.
"What's going on Kate?" She asked. 
Kate said, "I'm not too sure Ann, this man says he's Tom Nolan, and he's the owner of the shop. 
It took some time for Jane and myself to convince the women that I was who I was. And a further thirty minutes for me to understand what had been going on, once I'd got Kate to log me on to the shop's computer.
The fake Tom seemed to have some basic understanding of the wine trade but not the contacts I'd had. The quality of the wine and spirits he'd been offering had been steadily dropping. There was as I'd seen a fair amount of the best wines left but only those that had been in the secure room. 
"Oh he never had the key to that room," Kate said when I asked her about that. He tried to get the owner to approve getting a locksmith in to open it, but I know he didn't get it. He was ranting and raving about it for days."
Jane had explained to the two women what had happened to me, and the three of them were steadily restocking the shelves with what was left of the good wine in stock. 
I'd phoned around to a few of my old contacts and pulled in a few favours. Now I had the promise of new stock. The first would be delivered that afternoon. 
I'd left the closed sign on the door and kept it locked while we all worked on trying to restore the shop to something like its former glory. While we did so Jane and I discussed the issue of where my wife could be. Jane had hoped that there might be a history of her web searches on Loren's laptop as she'd left it behind, but it was it was password protected. I decided to try and see if I could work it out this evening.
By noon we were all hungry, so I ordered pizza, and we all went up to the flat to eat. Neither Kate or Ann had ever been upstairs before. I call it a flat, but in reality, the living accommodation was spread over three floors including an attic we had been converting into a guest apartment. The first floor was one big open plan room with a kitchen and dining area that opened out into an expansive lounge. One corner was my office. After my parents had died, I'd thought about moving, but in the end, I'd decided to remodel and had completely gutted the first floor and had made significant changes to the bedrooms on the second floor. Converting the four old bedrooms into a master and guest with on suite bathrooms. After our marriage, Loren had stamped her unique taste on the flat. She'd thrown out most of my masculine furniture and replaced it with much more comfortable options. 
Kate and Ann wandered around and commented on the photos of Loren and me that dotted the walls. I told them the story of how we had met and how great a marriage we'd had. 
"Have," insisted Jane. But I noticed a quick flash of apprehension cross her face as she said that. This is the second time this had happened, I was about to question her when there was a loud shout from downstairs. 
"Shit, that's Tom ... " Kate exclaimed, her voice faltered as she looked at me. 
I led the three women down the stairs and out into the shop. A tall, fair-haired man in his mid-thirties was standing in the middle of the shop floor with his hand on his hips. 
His face tightened as he saw me. "Who the fuck are you and what have you done to the shop?" 
"If you are who I think you are then you know exactly who I am. You will have seen my photo when you visited my wife at her flat. And as it's my business I can do anything I want to the shop." 
His face fell, and now he looked worried, "But ... but you're in the hospital ... in a coma." 
I shook my head, "Nope, like Lazarus I have risen from the dead mate. I guess you are the other Tom if that your name, and what I want to know is what the fuck you've been doing to my shop?" 
He glanced at Kate and then Ann and finally back at me. 
He shrugged his shoulders, "Yah I'm Tom, it's Tom Masters and Loren employed me to manage her business, she told me to do what was needed to keep it going until you got better. I didn't have your contacts so I did the best I could." He looked around the cabinets and display shelves. "Where did you get this stock from?" 
"From the stock room. So your name is Masters, not Nolan as the girls thought?" 
He shrugged, "I just introduced myself to them as Tom, they assumed I was the same Tom as the name on the shop. I never bothered to correct them as it seemed to give me more authority." 
I grunted in response. I thought about the situation, what was I going to do with him? I was sure I was going to keep Kate and Ann on, but I didn't need a manager. 
I pulled Jane into the back room. "Do you know what Loren told him when she hired him?" 
"She said she needed a manager until you got better, she was always sure you were going to!" 
"That's fine, I know what I'm going to do then." 
"Don't just fire him, he's not really done anything wrong, and you need to rest." 
"I'm not, I'm going to give him two months notice. He can help to restore the businesses reputation, and I'll ask around and see if I can find him a job somewhere else." 
She smiled at me, and that's what I told him. He took it better than I expected. He indicated that he'd always been aware that it was a temporary job. Either I was going to get better or if not he'd guessed that Loren would have sold the business. He was pleased with my offer to try and find him a job. 
Jane and I left them to carry on returning the shop to its former glory and to deal with the deliveries I was anticipating, and we returned to the flat upstairs. Jane bustled about unpacking the suitcases of Loren's clothes she bought over from her flat.  
On the table was a box and when I peered inside, I found her favourite photographs of us. The box also held a few of her favourite ornaments, mostly those that I had bought for her. At the bottom, in a soft cloth bag, I found the little stylised wooden cat, the size of my fist. It had always sat on the table beside her side of the bed ever since I'd given it to her on our honeymoon.
Jane spotted it sitting in my hand. "It was the last thing she would see before she fell asleep, and the first as she woke up. She says it's her most precious memory of you."
I nodded in understanding, I'd seen a couple of pieces by the same artist in a gallery in Brighton, and they pointed me in the direction of his studio in a small village half an hour away. He'd turned out to be a furniture maker who shared his studio space with his artist wife. He showed me several pieces and the cat seemed to leap off the shelf at me. He grinned when he saw my face and gave it to me. He wouldn't take any money for it saying that when a piece found its home he always gave it away. When I'd given it to Loren, she'd glowed the same way I had, and since that day it had lived beside our bed. 
The thoughts I'd been having crystallised, "Jane, there's something about this holiday of Loren's that you aren't telling me isn't there." I asked. 
She nodded, "She's been so sad this past two years, you know she blames herself for the accident, don't you? She's convinced if she hadn't called out to you, you would never have stepped out in front of that bloody car." 
"Why would she think that it was my fault, I never looked."
"I know, we've all tried to tell her that, but she's sure it's her fault. So when the 'switch you off' business all blew up and Rachael told her to go away to think, she was so worried that she wouldn't know what to do that I told her that she needed to put you and your relationship into perspective. To think about how she would cope with you finally gone. Maybe try a holiday romance. She needed to understand that there was a possibility of a life after you ..." She realised just what she'd just said and put her hand over her mouth. 
She hurriedly said, "I'm sorry that sounded so callous but she hasn't been out with anyone but me, and if a man approached her, she'd completely ignore them." I could see the truth in her eyes.
I told her not to worry then asked, "So you've no idea where she could be?" 
She shook her head, "The only thing I remember was that she mentioned a place of her dreams, I remembered her talking about seeing Antarctica, so I guessed a cruise. I've checked with every company, but she's not on any manifest." 
"Fuck," I said. I was desperately trying to recall any particular place, but over the years we'd talked about visiting so many places that none stood out. She'd been gone nearly two weeks, and she wasn't expected back for at least another two. Had she already found a lover, was she in bed with him as we spoke? 
My head was pounding, and I was exhausted, and I must have staggered because Jane was suddenly by my side holding me up. 
"You need to sleep, you're still weak, and you have been overdoing it today." 
She led me to the bedroom and pointed at the bed. "Lie down and rest. I'll deal with the shop and see if I can crack the password on her laptop."
I was grateful to lie down, and I was soon asleep. I woke briefly at some point in the middle of the night and felt a warm presence lying on top of the covers beside me. I drew a cover over Jane and fell back to sleep. 
Jane had no luck in breaking Loren's password and offered to take it to her office IT guru and see what he could do. 

~~~~~<>~~~~
It was two days before Jane brought the laptop back and handed it to me with a big smile. 
I had spent those days re-contacting all my old suppliers, trying to restock the store. Then based on their promises, I was on the phone to the best of my old customers to let them I was back. 
Nearly all the calls went the same way: a sigh of relief that I was back, a brief enquiry about my health, quickly followed by a demand for a specific wine or spirit. I was grateful that I could fill almost all their requests and promised to ship out their orders by a courier the next day. 
I got Kate and Ann to pack up those items we had ready for the courier to pick up. The stock room shelves were looking rather sad and bare. I'd be glad when the stock I'd been promised arrived. A quick glance at the website had shown that it was no longer being maintained and the only screen the customers could see just gave a site under maintenance message. I spent a long few hours recovering the data and refreshing the site. 
"You'll never guess what the damn password was," she joked as I switched the laptop on. 
"Go on then, I'll bite." 
"INEEDANEWDAMNPASSWORD."
"I know I'll need to set a new one," I said exasperatedly. 
"No, that's what she used. INEEDANEWDAMNPASSWORD, all caps." She said with a broad grin. 
"Oh for fuck's sake. Why would she use that?" 
"Because I was going on at her to change her 'damn password'. I kept on at her to change all her passwords after someone tried to hack her bank account. I guess it was her idea of a joke at herself. Mike has changed it to 'loren101', he said there's a note with the rest of her passwords in her documents file." 
"Have you looked to see if there's any clue as to where she's gone?"
She shook her head, "He only gave it back to me just before I left." 
Our heads almost collided as we both peered at the screen as the laptop booted up. We checked Loren's email, and I sat up. There were several emails to and from an online travel agency which raised our hopes. Only to be quickly dashed when they turned out to be enquiries from several months ago. It looked like she been researching a trip as a thirty-fifth wedding present for her parents. We couldn't see any new questions or any confirmations.
It took us a while, but finally, Jane found a web search for a travel agency that specialised in last minute bookings. It looked like she'd saved the address. I looked it up, and it was only a street away from the auction house. 
Jane called them first thing in the morning, but they wouldn't give us any information other than to confirm they'd had an enquiry from a Mrs Nolan a couple of weeks ago. 
It took us most of the morning to convict the manager to give us any information. I had to get him to call Rachael at the hospital to confirm that I was who I was and my situation. Finally, he agreed that if I took my passport to their office, as well as both of our birth, and our wedding certificates, he'd let us see Loren's booking. 
"She wanted to leave that day if possible," the manager told us when we sat down in his office. I'd offered him the documents to check, and he'd given them a cursory look. 
"I checked with the local police, they confirmed your story," he said. "Your wife came in looking very upset ..."
"Yah," interrupted Jane, "They wanted to switch off his life support. The doctor you spoke to, insisted she go away to think about it." 
"Ahh, that explains it," he mused. "Well, we were able to create something close to what she wanted. Twelve days in a resort in the Maldives and followed by a further two weeks at an all-inclusive resort in Mauritius. She flew out the following evening."  
"Damn, that's right. We talked about a second honeymoon either there or Mauritius." I said.
He checked the schedule. "So long as she didn't change anything, your wife should have arrived in Mauritius three, no four days ago. Why don't we call her, I have the phone number of the resort." 
I tried and got through to the reception quite quickly. But that was as far as I got. Loren had left strict instructions that she was not to be disturbed, especially if the call was from the UK and mentioned my name or the hospitals. It seemed that she'd taken Rachael's advice to be non-contactable to heart. Jane tried, but it seemed my call had alerted them and she got no further than I had.
There really wasn't another option left to me. "I need the next flight to Mauritius," I told him. 
Jane put her hand on my arm. "We know where she is and that's she's safe," she said. "Don't you think it's wiser to wait for her to come home than go chasing after her. We can get a message to her via the embassy or something." 
"And how long will that take? I could be there tomorrow morning. I'm going to take the flight." 
"You have to have a room as well," he pointed out. 
"So book me in at the same place as my wife." 
He found a British Airways flight leaving from Gatwick in six hours, but I had to buy a business class seat. You'd have thought I was buying the bloody plane the cost of the ticket.
"The return flights the same one we booked for your wife. There are no vacant rooms in the main part of the resort, but they do have a beachside villa that's free." 
"I'll take it," I told him.
I was forced to use the business credit card as my own were out of date, and I hadn't yet received their replacements. And I almost maxed it out with the bill. Fortunately, I could pick up a pre-loaded credit card and some cash at the bank after I managed to prove who I was to the manager and he gave me access to our joint accounts. 
While I was dealing with the bank, Jane had driven back to the flat and packed me a small bag. I would only need the bare necessities. Anything missing I should be able to buy at the resort. She was going to meet me at the airport to hand it over.
I made a taxi-drivers day as I gave him £200 to get me to the airport. The drive took the best part of an hour, and Jane was waiting for me at the British Airways check-in desk.
I gave her a quick kiss as she handed me my bag. She also put a new smartphone in my hand. Mine had been damaged beyond repair in the accident, and I'd forgotten to get a replacement. 
"I knew that you hadn't got a new one, call me when you get there," she told me. "I've programmed all the numbers I think that you are going to need." I thanked her and slipped it into my pocket.
She waved goodbye as I joined the queue to pass through security. But I was disturbed that when I glanced back, she was looking far more anxious than I was expecting. 
This should be easy; Loren was hiding from the world because she needed to make what I guessed was the darkest decision of her life. My task was simple in comparison; find her and watch the look of happiness grow as she realised I was awake and kicking and she didn't need to make that decision. 
If Jane was looking worried, then maybe so should I. It had been well over two weeks since Loren had left. Did Jane think that I wouldn't find Loren on her own? Was that why she had suggested I wait for Loren to come home?" 
I sat down on the seat full of anxiety. The flight was over twelve hours. Was Loren lying in another man's arms while I was going to be stuck in this long tube of humanity? The trouble was how could I blame her if she was. As far as she was convinced, I was as near as damn it dead without being actually dead. 
My body still needed to recover, and I was exhausted. I'd been pushing it hard over the past few days. Not surprisingly I fell asleep soon after the flight took off and was only woken by the flight attendant when we were a less than an hour from our destination. 
A driver was holding a sign with my name on it to greet me as I exited the arrivals hall into the morning sunlight. It was nine o'clock and yet the air was already hot and moist. I was almost immediately dripping in sweat and feeling quite uncomfortable. The drive to the resort took an hour, and I was grateful that the car was air-conditioned. 
We drove across the island towards the west coast on winding roads. Past fields of green sugarcane, that were bordered with piles of rust coloured volcanic rocks. If I hadn't been so anxious at what I might find when we arrived, I probably would have enjoyed the beautiful scenery far more than I did. As it was, I stared out of the window as it passed by without actually registering it. 
"Are you looking forward to your holiday sir," the driver broke into my contemplation. 
"It's not really a vacation," I replied. "I'm trying to find someone. It was a very last minute booking, I don't even know what type of place it is!" 
I think he misunderstood me. "Oh, you will enjoy yourself, sir. Coral Cove is the best couples resort on the island, and there are usually a few single women staying who are looking for some company." 
Fuck, that's not what I wanted to hear. 
We pulled into the resort along a driveway that bisected a golf course. It wasn't a huge place, I gathered from the driver that there were just over one hundred rooms in four, two-story buildings that spread out in across from the main building that housed the reception, restaurants, bars and nightclub. A further twenty villas similar to the one I'd booked, were scattered about the grounds. 



We pulled up in front of the main building, and I went to the reception. It was a long low thatched roofed building with wide sweeping verandas. Covered walkways led to the other buildings. As I checked in, I was looking around hoping beyond all hope that I'd see Loren. Through the open back of the building, I could see a pool and beyond that the white sand and the blue sea.
"Mr Nolan," the voice of the receptionist pulled me away from my scanning of the women I could see. She handed me my room key and asked if the was anything else she could do for me?
"Yes, my wife is staying here, can you tell me what room she is in please?"
"I'm sorry sir, but I'm not allowed to give out that information if the booking isn't in both of your names, even if she's your wife. I can leave her a note that you are here. That's the best I can do I'm afraid. What's name is she registered under?"
"The same as mine. Nolan, Loren Nolan and she would have checked in five or six days ago."
She checked the computer and her lips went tight. She called her supervisor over. He looks at my documents and the registration form I'd just filled in.
"Could you come with me," he said and indicated a door to the side of the reception area. He briefly spoke to the young receptionist and then ushered me into his office.
"Mr Nolan," he said as we sat down. "We gave a problem. There is a warning note attached to that guest's account, that under no circumstances are we to give out any details about her to anyone that calls. There is a note that someone claiming to be her husband called yesterday, was that you?"
In for a penny, in for a pound, I thought. "Yes," and I explained what had happened, the reason Loren was here and why I was desperate to find her before anything happened.
While I was talking, he was viewing data on his computer screen. "The address you have given does not match the one the other guest has given," he pointed out.
Shit, of course, it wouldn't she'd used Jane's address. I told him that address and explained that it was her best friends and that she'd been staying there for the past eighteen months.
I could see that he wasn't convinced. I suppose he'd had cases of jealous boyfriends and husbands in the past. I checked the phone and found that Jane had programmed Rachael's home and work numbers.
"Look," I suggested, "Why don't you call the hospital and ask for Dr James, Rachael James. She'll be able to confirm everything I've said and explained why my wife is hiding out at the moment."
He thought for a moment. "What hospital?"
I told him and gave him the number.
"I think it's better if I get it myself," he said. He went online and a few moments later was calling a number. He got through to the switchboard, and after confirming that a Dr Rachael James was working there, he asked to be connected to her. He had to wait a minute or so, one of the longest minutes of my life. We just stared at each other while he drummed his fingers on his desktop.
Finally, he was talking. He asked her about me, nodding as he listened to her reply.
"She needs your permission to discuss your case with me," he said as he handed me the receiver.
I gave it and handed it back to him. He listened for a full five minute, only once asking her to describe me. She must have offered to send him some information as he gave her his email address.
He put the phone down and sat back in his chair looking at me.
"Were they really ready to switch you off?"
"They were," I confirmed, "It was only Rachael's conviction that I was still in there that convinced Loren to wait."
His computer pinged, and he opened the email from Rachael. For a few moments, his face was expressionless, then he smiled and stood up.
"Let's see if we can find your wife."
We returned to the receptionist, who rang Loren's room for me. "She's in room 130," she said after the manager told her I could know.
There was no response, so she checked the computer to see if Loren was scheduled for anything.
"Ahh, that explains it," she exclaimed. "She's booked on the all-day cruise to swim with the manta rays. They should get back sometime after six this evening.
I glanced up at the clock behind the desk, which indicated that it was only eleven o'clock. Christ, seven more hours to wait.
The manager, whose name I'd discovered was Malcolm saw the look of despair and disappointment that flashed across my face.
"Why don't you go to your room and freshen up," he proposed. "I'll see if I can get a message to the boat."
It wasn't what I wanted, but I could see the merit in his suggestion. The villa was a five-minute walk, and Malcolm left me promising to be back in half an hour. Twenty minutes later I was feeling fresher after a shower, and I'd changed into a pair of swim shorts and a t-shirt. After two years indoors I was as pale as a vampire. The only good news was there wasn't a spare ounce of fat on my body, I had lost the middle age paunch that I'd started to get. I can't recommend it, but a long-term coma is an excellent way to diet.
There was the sound of a loud engine from the beach in front of the villa. I found a large orange coloured RIB with a pair of outsized outboard motors nosing onto the sand. Malcolm was standing at the water's edge.
He said, "I wasn't able to get through to the boat, but I know where it is, or at least where it's supposed to be. The girl at the charter office says that the cell reception is non-existent where they are, and they are not answering the radio. Louis here will take you to where they anchor for their lunch."
Louis was a young Mauritian, and he helped me into the RIB. We backed away from the beach. Then he opened the throttles, and we speed away leaving twin rooster tails behind us.
"It'll take us about thirty to forty minutes," Louis shouted over the noise of the engines. "They're supposed to be anchored off Turtle Island," and he gestured in the direction we were travelling.
The RIB was bouncing from one wave crest to the next. We had to slow to pass through the channel in the reef. Then Louis buried the throttles again, and our bouncing ride continued. I hung on for dear life as Louis seemed to do his best to bounce me out of the boat. The sea was rougher outside the protection of the reef.
My world became the deafening growl of the outboards. The shock that travelled up my body each time we hit a wave and the harsh spray that felt like it was trying to strip the flesh from my bones.
It seemed a lot longer but half an hour later Louis tapped me on the shoulder and pointed ahead. Ahead in the distance was a large blue sailing catamaran anchored off a smallish island. Half a mile out we had to slow down to a walking pace.
"There are divers in the water," Louis said and pointed at several buoys mounting flags in the sea near the catamaran.
He eased us around the divers and pulled up at the stern of the yacht. A crewmember jumped down and started talking.
"Hi I'm Maddie," she said. "The hotel got through to us a few minutes ago and explained the situation. One of the passengers managed to accidentally disconnect the radio antenna cable. We only spotted it when we tried to talk to the office. Can you describe your wife?"
Shit, I'd completely forgotten to ask Jane or her parents if Loren changed her appearance. "Err, she's five foot six, really blue eyes and used to have long blonde hair. But I haven't seen her for two years, so I don't know she changed it."
She thought for a moment and called up to another crewmember. He passed down a digital camera, and she scrolled through some photos. "We take a photo of all the passengers when they board and print it out for them when they leave. Is this her?"
She showed me an image. It was a blonde but not her. "This one?" She asked showing me a second photo.
"No, she's a bit taller."
"There's another blonde, but I thought they were a couple," she muttered to herself, but I heard her distinctly.
"Show me," I demanded.
It was Loren, and she was holding the hand of a man. A damn good-looking man: six-one with an athletic build. Loren looks like she'd lost a bit of weight, but it might just be a trick of the photo. My heart sank, and I gasped out, "Fuck." I sat down on the edge of the boat. Both Louis and Maddie look concerned.
Maddie said, "I'm sorry I didn't mean to upset you. I could be mistaken I only saw them holding hands and sit together on the sail up to here. They were with the first group that went snorkelling, that's the group that went to the beach about half an hour ago. We are setting up lunch on the beach."
She pointed to a strip of white sand a couple of hundred yards away from where there was a cluster of scantily dressed people. She gestured to Louis, and he started the engines, and we cruised over to the beach. The bow had barely kissed the coral sand before I jumped over into the ankle-deep water.
The crew had set up a barbeque and a serving table. A pair of open coolers heaped with bottles of cold beer, and soft drinks stood to one side. A group of tables and chairs were clustered in the shade of a group of palm trees further up the beach.
Everyone, including the crew, was in swimming costumes and most had been watching the RIB as it made its noisy arrival. Most the passengers were scattered along the beach in either direction, some watching but most just enjoying themselves.
Maddie spoke to one of the crew, showing her the image of Loren and her companion. She looked around and then pointed along the beach. In the distance, there were several small groups, but my eyes were drawn to a couple slowly walking towards us. They were splashing along in the shallow water at the shoreline.
She was a blonde with hair that flowed over her shoulders. She was wearing a small black bikini and a straw sun hat. Her skin was a tanned a light golden brown. She was slimmer than I recalled, my impression from the photo had been correct. It was Loren, and she was still as beautiful as I remembered, if not even more beautiful. They were holding hands and as I watched they paused knee deep in the foaming surf and kissed.
I was rooted to the spot, and all I could do was watch as they walked closer. They were twenty-five yards away before Loren looked up and saw me standing in front of them. Her gaze flicked past me. A look of puzzlement flashed across her face, and she looked back at me again. Recognition was quickly followed by surprise and shock.
She stopped walking, dragging her companion to a halt. She mouthed my name and then looked from me to her companion. He was asking her what the matter was as the colour bleached from her face, and she sat down hard on the sand as her legs collapsed under her.
I'm not sure what was the matter with me, but I was frozen in place, I couldn't move or speak. I desperately wanted to rush to her side, but it felt like my legs had grown roots. Loren's companion knelt in front of her asking if she was all right. She pushed him to one side so she could see me again and then rose to her knees.
"Oh Tom," she keened, her voice breaking up. "Tell me you are real." She staggered to her feet, shrugging off the helping hand her companion offered her. She moved to stand in front of me, and her hand hesitantly reached out to touch my face.
That first touch of her fingers unfroze me.
My voice cracked as I said, "It's me, my love, I'm really here." I wrapped my arms around her. Her face was hard against my chest, and I could feel her body shaking as she sobbed uncontrollably.
Around us, I could hear a hubbub of voices asking what was going on. One voice louder than all the others was demanding to know what was going on with his girlfriend and just who the fuck I was.
"You wanker," I heard Maddie tell him. "That's her husband, she thought he was dead." He'd called her his girlfriend and that sent a shiver down my spine.
"He can't be; he's supposed to be dead."
"He almost was," one of the hotel staff said. Their voices faded away.
It took a fair while for Loren to calm down. She'd pull briefly away to look at me, whispering, "You're here," and "I love you." Then she'd start sobbing again, holding me tight. I just murmured her name as I held her. Her actions eased the pang of disquiet that her companion's use of the word 'girlfriend' had created. A brief holiday romance, I could cope with that.
After a while, we eased apart, and the questions started. The crew had found us a quiet spot to sit. They spread a blanket under the shade of a palm tree. We sat, our backs resting against the trunk of a fallen palm. Maddie gave us a couple of bottles of cold water, and I drank half of mine in one go.
"I don't understand it; how can you be here?" Loren asked as she rested her head on my shoulder.
"Rachael's not sure why or how it happened. I just started to wake up the day after you left. They kept me in the hospital for another week or so. Since then Jane and I have been trying to find out where you'd gone. Nobody knew where you'd gone. We only found out where you were yesterday, and I jumped on the first flight here that evening."
She kissed me and said, "I never expected that you'd wake up. I hoped and prayed that you would, but I was losing hope. I almost said yes when the consultant proposed turning off your life support. It was only Rachael's conviction that there was a chance that made me wait. Thank God I did."
We were interrupted by one of the crew who brought over to us a couple of plates of food and some more drinks. I hadn't realised how hungry I was until I smelt the grilled chicken and I was soon savouring the food. As I was eating Loren had a brief but animated discussion with Maddie, who pointed at the sailing boat in response.
I looked around, but I couldn't see the man that Loren had been with earlier. I didn't want to blame her for looking for a holiday romance. She'd need a chance to let her hair down after two long years vainly waiting for me to recover. But while it had been more than two years for her, it had only been a couple of weeks for me, and I was finding it hard to come to terms with the idea that she may have taken a lover.
Loren came back and sat down beside me. She looked a bit worried but smiled when she saw that I was watching her.
"Is there a problem love?" I asked?
"Not really, we can go back on the boat that brought you My bags on the catamaran and Maddie is getting someone to fetch it."
"Ahh ok. So, do you want to tell me about him?"
Her face fell, "Christ I'm sorry! He's just someone I met again this week. Are you sure you want me to, I'm not proud of myself. I've only just got you back, and I don't want to lose you again."
I took her hand in mine, "Loren, darling. I'm not going to blame you for anything you have done. I know what Jane told you to do. Christ, you thought you'd be going back home to pull the plug and bury me. I don't begrudge you wanting to relax and enjoy yourself beforehand."
She was nervously squeezing my hands, and she was staring at me like a rabbit in the headlights.
I tried to reassure her. "If you had a little fling, that's fine, I don't blame you. I just need you to tell me that's all it was, and now it's over."
I know it's a cliché but to emphasise my point I reached out and drew a line in the white sand.
"We start fresh from now," I emphasised. "But I need to know that you're not going to leave me for him."
"Leave you! In your dreams, old man. It's not going to happen, I love you too much. I have you back, and I'm never going to let you go ever again."
"I love you too, but I don't want there to be any secrets between us."
"I'll tell you everything, and he's history, but ..." and she gestured around us. "Not here, can we wait until we get back to the resort please?"
I'd have preferred if we'd talk about it sooner than later. But I suppose it really didn't matter when so long as we did talk, so I agreed. Maddie was quick to organise everything when we told her we were ready to go. Maddie handed Loren her beach bag, and she pulled out a pair of shorts and a t-shirt and slipped them on over her bikini.
In a few minutes, we were in the RIB with Louis at the helm. Again the ride was wet and wild. Several of the guests waved to us as we roared past the catamaran and I saw Loren acknowledge them. I looked for her companion, finally spotting him standing at the stern watching us through a pair of binoculars.
She sat as close to me as possible for the whole journey, not once letting go of my hand. I couldn't imagine what was going through her mind. For me, subjectively it had only been a few weeks since I had last seen her. But she'd watched me lying in my hospital bed for more than two years, slowly resigning herself to the realisation that it didn't look like I was ever going to recover.
This time Louis pulled up to the resort's jetty rather than the beach by my villa. Malcolm was waiting for us and looked relieved when he saw Loren with me.
"Mrs Nolan, I've taken the liberty to have one of the maids pack up your belongings and transfer them to your husband's villa. If we missed anything, please tell reception and we'll sort it out."
Loren gave him a startled look, and he was quick to reassure her that a duty manager had supervised the move, and he was sure that nothing of hers had been left behind. She thanked him, but she had a curious expression on her face as she said it.
We walked the couple of hundred yards along the beach to my villa, and I opened the door. I barely had time to close the door before Loren was hugging and kissing me. Her hands touching and caressing me as though to prove to herself that I was real and not a figment of her imagination.
Her bags were in the bedroom, and her clothes had been unpacked and placed
in the wardrobe and drawers. I recognised very few of her things, not that surprising given the intervening two years and her slimmer body.
The dam burst, and she was sobbing, tears streaming down her face and soaking my shirt, as she pressed herself against me.
"You don't ... know how much ... I missed you," she sobbed. "You just lay ... there, never moving."
She pulled me towards the bed, shedding the few clothes she was wearing until she stood naked in front of me. She self-consciously crossed her arms across her chest as she saw me studying her.
"I've lost too much weight," she apologised, "I'm skinny now, I know you liked my curves."
"No, you look beautiful, you'll always look beautiful to me. I'm the one who's lost too much weight." I pulled off my t-shirt, and she hissed. She ran her fingertips over my pale skin, feeling my prominent ribs. There wasn't an ounce of excess fat on me anywhere.
Loren softly kissed her way down my chest. She reached the waistband of my shorts and didn't stop. She eased them over my boney hips. My cock, that rebellious piece of flesh, freed from his cloth prison, sprang up, almost striking her face.
She swooped in to reclaim him, her lips circling the throbbing purple head. Enveloping my flesh with the warmth of her mouth. I groaned in animalistic need. Subjectivity my last blowjob had been a few weeks ago. The morning of the accident she'd woken me with her mouth. My body knew the reality, though, years had passed since it had felt such intense pleasure like this.
My legs shook, and I staggered. Loren pushed me onto the waiting bed, pulling my shorts from my legs as she did. As I settled on my back, she moved between my open legs. Her head bobbed, swallowing as much of my hard cock as she could. I abandoned myself to the waves of absolute pleasure, lost in the warmth of her soft mouth.
My need was absolute. Loren knew that, and within moments I was spilling my essence into her waiting mouth. She sucked and licked me clean finishing with a final kiss on the tip. She crawled up beside me, and half lay on top, and we kissed. I could taste myself on her lips.



She moaned happily as I caressed her, reacquainting myself with as much of her as I could reach while trapped under her. She'd always had firm breasts with long ultra-sensitive nipples. Her moans turned into loud groans as I caught her nipples between my fingertips, which grew louder and more urgent after I bent my head to suck and nibble those magnificent nipples. 
I wanted to bury myself into her. I rolled her onto her back, and she smiled back up at me. Her legs opened to receive me between them. Her hips pushed up eager to feel my hard flesh. Our mouths joined as she feverishly kissed me. 
"I never thought I'd make love to you ever again," she whispered between the kisses. "It's a miracle."
"I need to be in you." 
I eagerly slid between her thighs and my throbbing cock sheathed itself inside her hungry passage. I groaned as the tight wet, silky soft vagina caressed the skin of my cock. She wrapped her legs around my thighs holding me close. And then we were moving in harmony. We moved as one, surging against each other. Her softness caressing my hard body. My hard flesh stimulating her soft passage. Our hands and mouths moving as a compliment to the main show. 
My need for fulfilment was growing, was building up, I could feel the tension deep in my groin. Starting in my balls and I was desperate for release. Loren was shuddering under my assault. Her head fell back, and she cried out as her orgasm hit; her body shaking, her juice flooding my groin. With a long drawn out a groan, I came, my essence surging deep into her and mixing with hers to create the ultimate holiday cocktail. 
We both shuddered as our bodies teased the last of our orgasms from our sweaty bodies. She wouldn't let me pull out, or roll off her. Her heels and arms holding me tight against her. 
"You're never leaving me again," she sobbed softly against my neck. 
"I won't," I promised. 
Twice more that afternoon we proved our love for each other, before collapsing into an exhausted sleep. 

~~~~<>~~~~
The room was dark when I woke. For a long moment, I couldn't work out where I was, or what had woken me? But then the sound of the waves on the beach outside answered the first question and the lack of a warm body beside me, the second. 
I lay there, a tad disoriented while I gathered my wits. I called out to Loren, but there was no answer, and the villa had that empty feeling. A quick look around confirmed that she'd left, the trace of water in the shower, evidence it hadn't been that long ago. 
I needed a shower as well, so I took a quick one. A shave, and clean clothes made me feel like a new man. Loren hadn't returned in the fifteen minutes I took to get ready. 
The bedside clock said it was a few minutes past seven. My stomach was reminding me, that apart from a couple of mouthfuls at lunch I hadn't eaten in over twenty-four hours. I picked up my phone and sent Jane a quick text that I'd found Loren. Then I headed towards the main building, hoping to find Loren. 
I couldn't see her at first as I walked in. She wasn't in either of the bars or any of the restaurants. It was only when I stepped out onto the veranda and looked around the swimming pool that I spotted her. She was alone at a table, wearing a short pale blue spaghetti strapped sundress that showed off her long legs and beautiful shoulders. Seeing her looking so beautiful gave me a surge of emotions as I walked towards her. As I drew close, I noticed a bottle and two glasses of wine and a couple of plates on the table. 
She gave a start as she saw me approaching and glanced over to the walkway to the accommodation block.
"Tom you're here. You were so fast asleep I couldn't wake you. I thought you might not wake up until the morning," she said. "I'm sorry, I was sure I'd be back, long before you woke up."
"Hunger woke me up, and then I missed you," I told her as I started to sit down. Then I paused, taking in the significance of the second glass and two half empty plates. If she thought I was asleep, then it wasn't for me. 
"Am I interrupting something, it looks like you are with someone," I asked softly, looking at the contents of the table. 
She glanced around looking nervous. "I ... I was hungry. I came to get something to eat, and I err, bumped into Martin, he's the one you saw me with earlier. I needed to talk ..." 
My hackles rose immediately at hearing her words. "No, I don't think so," I snapped. "You said he was history and he bloody well better be. I was willing to accept what went on before but not now. Where is he?" I asked angrily.
"He just went back to ou ... his room to pick up something he got for me." 
This was starting to sound like it was a bit more than a simple holiday romance. I needed answers. 
I pulled up another chair; I wasn't going to sit in his. "I though you told me, he didn't mean anything to you. If that's the case, why are you seeing him again?" 
She took my hand, "He doesn't, I promise you, Tom. But I was also feeling a bit guilty; I wanted to explain to him what had happened. One moment we were walking along the beach. The next I'm in the arms of another man, and I was completely ignoring him. When I saw him at the restaurant earlier, I thought it would be a good time to explain." 
"When did you meet him?" 
"I've known him for years ..." 
"What!" I was shocked. This didn't sound good, was this something more than a holiday romance? 
Loren cried out, "Don't jump to any conclusions, you've got nothing to worry about. His name is Martin Richards, and we were both at the Royal College. We met when I was in my second year, and he on his final. We went out on a couple of dates during that year, but that was all."
She looked at me, her blue eyes pleading with me to believe her. She continued, 
"He's an art restorer. I used to see him in the office every few months, when he was collecting or dropping off paintings. But I hadn't seen him recently. It was a complete surprise when we bumped into each other last week. I was at the resort in the Maldives. He been on a diving holiday with a couple of mates. He transferred from their resort after his friends left. That was a couple of days before I was due to transfer here. It was a big surprise when we recognised each other." 
"So how come he's here with you now?" 
"Why don't we all sit-down and we can tell you, he's over there." She pointed across the pool, and I could see him hovering in the shadows. 
"No, neither of us are going to see him again," I said harshly. I could tolerate her having a holiday romance, given the circumstances. But I'd drawn the line, there was no way I was going to allow them any further contact, and I had no wish to meet him.  
She looked a bit surprised at the tone of my words and put her hand up to stop him as he started to move towards us. "But why Tom, he hasn't done anything wrong. It's my fault, I let him believe I was single. I told him you had been in an accident and I was on my own now," she said. 
I shook my head, my words sounded irrational even to me. 
"That doesn't matter. Whatever there was between you, should have ended the moment you saw me on the beach. As far as I'm concerned, he doesn't exist anymore, and if he's very wise, he'll be checking out tonight. I promised I wouldn't get upset, but you need to tell me the truth. You said you'd explain what has gone on between you. And that's what you are going to do."
Then a dark thought struck me, something she'd started to say earlier. "Where's he staying?" I demanded. 
"That's what I was trying to explain to you. I asked Martin to come here with me. Jane had suggested I should have a holiday romance. I didn't have any intention to have one, but when I bumped into him, an old friend I'd once had romantic feelings about. It just seemed like fate was trying to tell me something. It was as though it destined to be. He was able to change his flight, but when he tried to book a room they didn't have any free, so I suggested he share mine." 
"So, are we paying for him to sleep with you!" I hissed. 
Loren pulled away from me. "That's a crude way of putting it. And it's not entirely accurate. We were sharing a room but not a bed, he was using the couch." 
"But did you sleep with him?" I persisted. 
It took her a long time to answer, she played with her glass and glanced over to where Martin was still standing. There were tears tracking down her cheeks as she quietly sobbed. 
"Last night," she whispered, "I'm so sorry Tom, but I did. But it was just the once. Last night was the only time. I needed to know if I could feel anything with another man." 
I'd already guessed she had slept with him. Now my battered ego needed to know if she'd got the answer to her question. 
"And did you feel anything?" 
The tears welled up again, and I gave her a clean napkin to dry them. "Tom, it was sex and you know I like it. There wasn't the intense feeling I get with you. It was fun, but that was all, and I insisted he uses a condom." 
Shit, I hadn't even thought about that. "Would you have done it again?" 
"Christ, I don't know, maybe. It wasn't anything to write home about, but it made me feel warm and comfortable. It was nice to feel wanted, so probably yes, I would have if I'm honest." 
That wasn't what I wanted to hear, but I took solace in the fact he hadn't rocked her world. Looking over to where he'd been, I saw that he was still waiting in the shadows. I made a decision, which I hoped I wasn't going to regret. 
I stood up and looked down at her. "I'm going to walk over to the restaurant. I need to get something to eat. You've got as long as it takes them to find me a table to say goodbye."
I had a second thought. "On the way, I'm going to swing by the reception and cancel your room. I'm being petty I know, but there's no fucking way we are paying for him to stay here any longer. He can pay for it himself, but if he's wise, he'll move to another hotel on the other side of the island. I don't ever want either of us to see him again." 
I turned and walked away. Behind me, I heard her chair scrape on the ground as she stood. I was surprised to feel her hand on my arm, and she pulled me around to face her. 
"I think you are being a bit harsh, I'm the one that's at fault. I should have believed in Rachael and waited for you. But I didn't, and I'm going to have to live with my actions for the rest of my life. I just need one minute to deal with him, wait for me in the reception." 
She gave me a hug and a kiss, and murmured, "I love you." Then turned and walked in his direction. I watched her go for a moment before resuming walking in the other direction. 
There were several people waiting for the receptionists, so I joined the queue and waited for my turn. What was the number of the room she been in? I tried to remember, 30 rang a bell, or was it 130. Hell, it didn't matter, the receptionist would know. 
I was stepping up to the counter when Loren joined me, steering me away. 
"No need," she said, "Apparently, I'm already checked out. He took over the room." 
I stopped and started back towards the desk. "If he's staying here, then we're checking out." 
She pulled me around to face her. "We don't need to," she explained. "He's agreed to leave in the morning and find somewhere else. Let's go and get you something to eat."
As we moved towards the restaurants, she paused by a trash can and dropped a small plastic bag she'd pulled from her handbag into it. She saw me watching her and said, "I don't want to keep anything he got for me. I'll get rid of the other things when we get back to our room." 
Loren knew I loved seafood, so she recommended the Lagoon restaurant, which was a few hundred yards along the beach. We walked along a palm-lined pathway that bordered the beach. The rhythmic hiss of the waves on the sand was overlaid by the continuous chirping of the night insects. 
We were shown to a secluded table on the terrace. For the first time in for such a long period we were together in a social situation, and I was revelling in it. We sat at a slight angle to each other, so our legs touched. 
She took my hand, and brought it up to her face, gently rubbing my fingertips across her skin. "I'd given up hope that we'd be able to do this again. I thought that I would be going home to arrange your funeral." 
"I'm here for you now, and I don't ever intend to leave you again." I squeezed her hand, and she gave a little sob. Then she wanted a kiss. 
I checked out the wine list and spotted a hidden gem. A Savion Blanc from a little known New Zealand vineyard that was one of the best the region produced. I happily ordered a bottle, and then turned my attention to the menu. 
This was the first time since I'd woken up I'd had the opportunity to enjoy a good meal at a restaurant. My eye was drawn to a scallop dish as a starter, then a lobster risotto to follow. Loren looked embarrassed when she admitted she only had room for the main course. We both knew she'd eaten with Martin earlier, but we didn't want to discuss it. 
The waiter arrived with the bottle. I've no idea why servers still go through with the whole 'would sir like to taste the wine act' when the bottle has a screw top. New Zealand banned the use of corks in their wine industry years ago, and cork taint is the main reason you should taste it. He poured and we both sipped the wine. 
"This is one of the things I missed," she murmured as she toyed with her glass. "You always knew just what type of wine I wanted."
The waiter offered to take our order. She pointed at me to go first, and I ordered the scallops and the risotto. Loren ordered a simple salad to start and seared tuna to follow. 
There was something I needed to make her understand, and I hoped I was eloquent enough to explain my feelings. I had walked back into her life after a two-year absence, and in the beginning, I'd expected that we'd just pick up our lives from where we'd left off. That had been a foolish ambition, of course, she'd changed. 
I started to speak, hoping that I wasn't going to sound like the rambling idiot I felt. 
"I know it's been so hard for you. For me, the accident was only a few weeks ago, and I can't even remember that. I keep forgetting it's been so much longer for you." 
She gave a sob, "I was so lonely, I missed you so much. I could touch you, but it wasn't you." 
"That what I mean, I was the lucky one, my last recollection was seeing you across the road, then darkness. Then back to the light. I didn't dream, I wasn't aware of what was going on or any of those other things you hear about people in comas. Two long years for you, a blink of an eye for me." 
"Are you worried about what happened to me, have I changed?" She asked.
"I suppose that's part of it. I know that our lives have changed and I probably overreacted about Martin. But I understand I was as good as dead as far as you were concerned and had been for those two years. You'd been mourning me all that time, and I think that you'd accepted it was time to let me go." 
Two tears trickled down her cheeks as she nodded. "I let Rachael convince me to go away, and oh god yes I hoped she was right. But I'd already made my mind up, I was going to let them switch off your life support when I got back, I didn't want you to suffer any longer." 
I felt my throat tighten in the knowledge that she'd been ready to give up on me, and if I hadn't woken up, I would have been dead at the end of the month. It was a scary thought, and Loren sensed it. She took my head in her hands and drew me into a long passionate kiss. 
She whispered after our lips parted, "Getting you back is the best present you could ever give me. I never stopped loving you. These last few weeks were supposed to be so that I could see what it would be like without you." 
"And how was it?"
"Not much fun until I met Martin. If I'd just wanted to get fucked, I'd have gone to a place like Hedonism in Jamaica. If I met someone, I wanted it to be the person, not the place and the atmosphere that made me like them. I'd met a couple of men on the trip but none of them even vaguely interested me until Martin turned up. I knew him, and I trusted him. I'd enjoyed our few dates at university, so I thought 'what the hell, I'll give him a try'." 
There's a primeval feeling that all of us have, and it doesn't matter what the circumstances are, I guarantee we've all felt it at some time. It's that dull sensation of fear and dread in the pit of the stomach when the person we love admits to having feelings for another person. That was what I was feeling at that moment. 
"Was he the boyfriend you'd just broken up with when we first met?" 
"Who, Martin? No, I hadn't gone out with him for over a year by then. That was Philip." 
"Philip, I don't remember you mentioning him before. Did I ever meet him?" 
"I don't think so. He was a photographer I met at a party I went to with Martin. I'd liked his work and found him so much more interesting than Marin. For a while I thought he's was the one for me. The trouble was, it turned out I was just one of many for him. I turned up at his place to find him fucking his model. That was a month or so before I made that fateful decision and walked into your shop." 
"Ahh." 
"Then I met you and my world changed." She took my hand and pressed it against her breast. "It doesn't matter what happened to me while you were away. I never stopped loving you, and if anything I think I love you even more now." 
"So Martin is history?" 
"Ancient history." 
And that was the end of that. We finished our meal in a growing atmosphere of pent up sexual need. Dessert was a mock orgy of a shared rum soaked chocolate mousse. We feed each other, getting more on our faces than in our mouths. 
Arms around each other we headed back towards our villa. Loren dragged me down to the waterfront, and after taking off our shoes, we splashed in the surf. The moon was full, and the sand was bleached white. Tiny fish scattered from our feet in flashes of silver.
The sand masked the sound of the rushing feet. The first that we were aware of the presence of our attacker was a violent shove in our backs. Loren stumbled and fell to her knees in the water. I turned to see a dark figure silhouetted against the lights from the back of the beach, a couple of paces away. I missed the object in the attacker's hand until he took a step forward and there was a vicious agonising pain down my forearm. He shouted something, a couple of incoherent words. 
I stumbled back and ended up on my arse in the water. There was a blinding white flash and a stabbing pain my head and then nothing. 

~~~~<*****>~~~~
I slowly woke to the sounds of a hospital room filtering through the mother of all headaches. Shit, I've been here before I thought, Christ I hope that it wasn't another two years that I'd lost. I swallowed, well that was a plus, no tube down my throat. Then the sickening thought was Loren safe.
I tried to move, holy shit that hurt. A bad pain shot down my right arm. Pain equals recent injury, which was hopeful. My gasp of pain attracted attention.
"Mr Nolan, can you hear me?" A face swam into my view, a middle-aged Indian face. 
"Uh ha, who are you, how long this time, is she ok?"
"I'm Dr Santosh. You've been here for five days since your assault. We decided to put you into a medically induced coma as a precaution, because of your prior history of head injuries. And we had to operate on your arm. We put a plate in your arm to fix the fractured bones." 
"Crap he did a job on me, but is Loren alright?"
"Don't worry she's fine, she was a bit knocked about that's all. She's asleep on the sofa in the staff room. I'll go and get her in a moment." 



"What the hell happened, who was it that attacked us? Was it a mugging?"
"I'm not sure, but I don't think it was a robbery. The police spoke to you wife, I believe she knows." He checked my notes. Then shone a penlight into my eyes, and looked at the wound on my arm. The last thing he did was to remove the dressing on my forehead. 
He gave a small smile, "Now you'll have a matched pair of scars. I'll go and get your wife." 
He left only to return in a minute, "She'll be along in a moment. I think she wants to tidy herself up before you see her," he added in a quiet, confident whisper.
I gave a laugh, and a nurse came in to help me sit up in the bed. Loren slid into the room as she was plumping up my pillows. She came and sat gingerly on the edge of the bed, taking my good hand in hers. She wore a pair of jeans and a hospital scrub top. Streaks of dried tears stained her face. 
"This is becoming too much of a habit," she joked. "Every time I think I'm going to get lucky, you end up in a hospital bed." 
I laughed back and then winced as my head and arm reminded me of their existence.
"I'll get the nurse to give you a painkiller injection," the doctor said. A few minutes later life was a lot better. 
"Are you alright?" 
"I'm all right, it wasn't me he was after." 
"What happened, who was it?" I asked Loren.
"It was Martin, he's in police custody. Everything was him."
"I'm sorry, what do you mean everything was him?" 
Thank God, the painkiller was working because Loren curled up on the bed sobbing into my shoulder. Between the sobs, she explained what she knew.
"He's mad. He's never forgiven me for breaking up with him." 
"But that was years ago, and you left him for ... for ..." my mind was blank.
"Philip, yes I know it was years ago, but the police say that he's convinced I still loved him. Tom, he's admitted to being the one that drove the car that hit you." 
"What!" 
"It might be easier if I explain," a cultured voice interrupted from the doorway. And a Mauritian in a business suit entered the room. 
"Inspector Maurice," he said as he showed us his badge. "I'm in charge of your case. I was about to have a chat with your wife when the nurses told me that you were awake. What do you remember about the assault?" 
"Very little I'm afraid, a shove, a shout, and then a lot of pain. I never got a clear look at whoever it was. The only thing I'm sure of was that it was a man; it was a man's voice that shouted." 
"Your wife identified him, and so did the two couples that came to your aid. We have Mr Richards in custody." 
"What is this about the first accident; he drove the car?" 
Inspector Maurice pulled up a chair before continuing his explanation. "From what we've gathered from the police in London and his own rambling version of the story. It seems that he's been living a fantasy where your wife is in love with him for the past ten years. He believed that Loren had been forced to leave him." 
"But we only went out on a few dates over a couple of months." Loren pointed out. 
"It seems he was a virgin before he met you." the Inspector said.
"Christ it was only a drunken fumble, it meant nothing. He was a nice enough person, but nothing special. Philip was so much more attractive. I left him for Philip." 
The inspector continued, "He said that every time he saw you after that, you showed you still had feelings for him." 
"But I only saw him once or twice a year, and that was for business," Loren said. "He was an art restorer, and we used him to clean and restore any paintings that needed it. I'd just say hello, and I don't think I had seen him since Tom's accident." 
"He convinced himself that if you weren't married, then you'd come back to him. So he followed both of you, stole a car and waited for an opportunity to run Tom down. He didn't kill Tom and was so scared that he'd be linked to your accident, so for a while, he kept a low profile." 
"That explains why I don't recall seeing him around the office recently," Loren said. "But how did he know I'd be going to be in the Maldives. I didn't have any idea where I was going until the day before." 
"He was friendly with a porter at the hospital that was keeping him informed. So he knew that they wanted your permission to stop treating your husband and you were going away to decide. He got lucky as you didn't book online. He was following you when you visited the travel agency. He was able to overhear your travel plans. His plan worked; he engineered your meeting. You invited him to join you here. But then Tom turned up, and all his plans fell apart." 
"But why this attack?" I asked. 
"He didn't take your wife's second rejection at all well. If Loren didn't want him, he was going to make damn sure she couldn't have you. He wanted you dead." 
The room grew silent at that last statement.
Loren broke the silence and said, "Well he failed at that." She leant over and kissed me. 

~~~~<*****>~~~~
Remember that old Christmas cracker joke. 
'Question; How do hedgehogs make love. 
Answer; Very carefully!' 
That was us a week later. I'd had to stay in the hospital in Port Louis, the capital of Mauritius for a few more days. Several head scans all confirmed that I still had a brain despite Martin's best efforts. And even more surprisingly it still worked. The wound on my arm from the surgery was healing nicely. 
I was advised not to fly for a couple of weeks, not the greatest of hardships when you're stuck on the jewel in the Indian Ocean. The hotel villa was still booked for another four days, but they were happy to extend our stay for as long as we needed. Oh well, it's only money! 
The airline was similarly happy to reschedule our flights and upgrade Loren's ticket, a mere £1,500 of happy. 
Loren's first action on the day we got back at the resort was to strip me and carefully wash every inch of my body to get rid of the hospital smell. The bathroom had a large spa tub, and Loren quickly filled it. She slid back a glass door that opened onto our private veranda and helped me into the tub. I lay back in the tub soaking in the scented hot water with my injured arm propped on the rim and luxuriated in her gentle touch. The sounds of the ocean a soft lullaby.
Then she stood, and I was treated to a slow sensual striptease. I responded in the only way a gentleman could. My cock did his ultimate best to mimic a periscope standing tall and proud from the water. She stepped into the bath and lowered herself down, pausing only to carefully align tab A with slot B. With a deep groan, she slowly slid down my hard, needy shaft. Fully impaled she leant forward and kissed me tenderly.
Taking care not to jar my arm, she began the dance of love from time immemorial. Rhythmically rocking, rising and falling, the waves in the tub mimicking those on the beach. I joined the dance, my cock thrusting in and out of her. My mouth seeking and capturing the ripe nipples as they bounced tantalisingly close. 
She raised her bowed head to look at me, "Ohh, Tom, I love you," she gasped and then groaned as she continued rocking. I rolled my hips to meet her every move. Water rose and fell, splashing over the brim. Her eyes were unfocused and her mouth open as she grunted rhythmically in tune with our movements. I whispered words of encouragement and she reacted, her movements becoming more aggressive grinding her pelvis against mine. 
We came within seconds of each other, her first, followed by me pumping my jism inside her as she sucked me dry. She collapsed onto my chest regaining her breath. Then her lips sought mine. She shivered, and I realised that the water had grown cold. She reluctantly climbed off me and then helped me out. I wrapped her in a large fluffy white towel and hugged her to me. She looked up at me with her features moulded into such an expression of love that it physically struck me with its intensity. 

~~~~<*****>~~~~
Postscript. 
We needed to go back to Mauritius a few months later for the trial. Martin's defence team tried to suggest that he was insane at the time and that I'd provoked him, but fortunately, the trial judge rejected that claim. The trial took a week at the end of which he was found guilty. He was sentenced to ten years. The British authorities had wanted to extradite him to stand trial for the initial assault. They came to an arraignment with the Mauritian authorities, and so a year into his sentence he was transferred back to England to complete his sentence in prison there. 
We had to sit through a second trial which took another week. This time his lawyer had dropped the temporary insanity defence. He tried to suggest that Loren had wanted out of our marriage and had manipulated his client into the action he took. He tried to paint Martin as the patsy. 
Martin took the stand and described a fantasy of dates and meetings with Loren. All of which we could easily disprove. At the end of the week, the judge stopped the case and requested a full psychiatric evaluation. 
Martin was transferred to a secure psychiatric hospital for a complete evaluation. We were informed a month later that he'd be there for at least the next fifteen years. 
Our solicitor managed to get me a financial settlement for my injuries and hospitalisation. Not a fortune but a tidy sum all the same. 
It took us some time to settle down. The money I received, I invested back into our business. It flourished and thankfully I could get Julia to come back as my manager. 
Loren resigned from her position at the auction house to start up her own art appraisal business. That meant she could join me on most of the wine buying trips across the world. At least she did until her first pregnancy reached a time where travel was no longer an option. 

~~~~<*****>~~~~
The end 
Oh, and please vote, and comment, it's the only way authors on this site get to know if our efforts are worth it. I enjoy reading your comments; I will delete any that are derogative or not constructive. If you don't like this story, then tell me why so I can try to improve. If you comment via email, I'll try to respond. 
Many thanks for reading. Andyhm
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~~~~~~~~~~~~~Revised and updated.
This is one off story. I don't know where the idea came from. I woke up one morning with the outline set out in my mind. If I'm taking inspiration from another story on this site, then I apologize in advance to the author. This is a long piece that uses a lot of dialogue, and some sex. You've been warned! I needed the room to develop the story and allow me to do justice to the characters. In fact, it's grown larger than I'd anticipated, so I've decided to break it into three parts. They are all finished, so I will submit them one day apart. This is part 2, and it will probably make a lot more sense if you've read the first part.
I could have put this in Romance but as I put the first part in LW, I thought that this was a more fitting home
You are warned, the conversations between the main characters are often long and involved. They are also sometimes repetitive, especially from the husband's point of view. Why? Because this in my experience is what, real life is. This is just what I saw happen, when the husband of a close pair of very good friends, found out that his wife had an affair. He so wanted to understand why she had considered doing it. I spent a lot of time with both, trying to help. He would keep asking the same questions in multiple ways, hoping, I believe, finally to get answers he could accept. The questions and answers followed no logical pattern. They were convoluted and random. That's what I've tried to replicate here, and yes, he must have got the answers he hoped for, as they are still very happily married. If it worked for him...
I can't thank Romantic1 enough for the time he spent reviewing and editing this. Thanks, R. And a special thanks to BlackRandl1958 for her kind offer to review and polish the story.
Any remaining mistakes are all mine, usually because I can't resist fiddling with the finished story.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~Trials of love Pt 2
Call me a coward, I don't care, I felt so betrayed that all I wanted to do was run away and lick my wounds. But where? Then I recalled I did have a bolt hole that no one knew about. I threw a few things in a bag, grabbed my passport from the safe and was on my way to the airport all in the space of five minutes. My phone was going ballistic in my pocket, and I switched it off.
At the airport, there was a flight leaving to Zürich in two hours and I could get the last business class seat.
Almost four months later:
I tossed the mooring line to the waiting woman and watched as she efficiently tied off to bow line to the nearby mooring post. I walked back to the stern, jumped onto the bank and tied off the stern line. Jumping back on board, I switched off the main engine. The diesel thudded a last couple of times, then silence fell over the boat.
The port Capitainerie, a very lovely young woman, who I noted with regret was wearing a wedding ring, greeted me. She asked how long I intended to stay and did I want an electrical and fresh water hook up. The medieval town of Bezier, in the south of France, looked a nice enough place, so I decided to stay a few days.
"Trois jours," (three days) I told her, and yes to the power and water. We went to her office overlooking the lock and I signed the paperwork and paid the fees.
She walked back with me and helped me connect the power and water lines. I offered her a glass of wine, which she accepted. We sat on a bench on the bank and sipped the local red wine. The sunlight, reflected off the surface of the water, danced as the gentle breeze ruffled the leave in the trees. It was late September, and the canal was much quieter now that most of the hire cruisers, the dreaded 'noddy' boats, were back at their home bases.
The Nevermore was an eight-year-old steel hulled, 68-foot replica Dutch barge that I'd bought nine months ago as a holiday hideaway for Kay and myself. It was going to be a surprise, so I had kept the purchase a secret. I was now extremely grateful for that fact. I'd seen an advert for her online and had bought her on a whim. I'd had her taken to a boatyard where she'd been fully overhauled and updated.
From Zurich, I'd taken a train to France, making my way to Toulouse, where the boat was moored. I'd spent a couple of days restocking and refueling her before beginning a slow cruise along the Canal du Midi, heading towards the Mediterranean.
There was no radio or television on the boat. Well, there was, an automatic satellite system was one of the updates, but I hadn't bothered to switch them on since I'd stepped on board. My phone had suffered a similar fate and was languishing in the back of a drawer. I was enjoying the total isolation. I was only travelling a couple of miles each day; I was in no hurry, and most nights I would moor up on an isolated stretch of the canal. I only ventured to commercial moorings when I needed fresh provisions, or fuel and water. Books, music and a rekindled passion for fishing had become my companions.
The woman on the bench stirred, and we talked about the important things; the weather, and which were the best local restaurants. In the background, the rustle of the leaves in the breeze and the metallic clink of Pétanque balls kept us company.
The glass of wine finished, she bid me farewell and made her way back to her office. I filled my glass and sat on one of the chairs on the sun deck. There was enough of a breeze that there was a chill in the air, so I pulled on a hoodie.
You can call me a coward, but I really didn't want to know anything about Kay. If I knew nothing, then nothing could happen, was my irrational logic. I had severed all ties with my former life. I hadn't shaved, and I now sported a respectable beard.
I had been at my lowest point that first week. I was so bitter at the blatant disloyalty of a man I'd thought of as my friend. I was so angry that I'd sold my share of the management agency that bore his name to his closest rival. The money had found its way into my French account, and that's what was providing my living. I touched nothing that linked me back to my former life.
The gates of the lock opened, and a slightly smaller Dutch barge nosed its way out into the basin of the port. I recognized her as the Wizard. She headed for the vacant berth beyond mine. I stirred myself and joined the Capitainerie as she walked along the bank to meet the new arrivals. Between us, we made the Wizard fast to the bank. I acknowledged the owner's thanks, an Australian couple, Paul and Caroline, who were in their earlier fifties. We had bumped into each other several time over the past few weeks as both boats were heading in the same direction. I invited them to join me for a glass of wine when they were ready.
Twenty minutes later, a call from the dockside drew me from my contemplation and I welcomed them on board. Paul and Caroline are your typical Australians abroad. They were a complete breath of fresh air, and as had happened on our previous meetings, within moments of their company, I'd put my worries to one side as we regaled each other with stories about life on the canals.
They shared the ownership of their boat with three other couples. They would come over for three months each year. Paul was semi-retired and only worked half of the year, so three months each year in Europe suited their lifestyle to a T.
Caroline was a few years younger than Paul, an attractive willowy honey blonde in her late 40s, who was always smiling. She was an excellent counterpoint to Paul, a stern no-nonsense man, a little shorter than his wife was. He seemed to be much like a more refined version of Crocodile Dundee. We finished the second bottle of wine and I invited them to join me at the nearby restaurant, the one the Capitainerie had recommended earlier. The food was excellent and the company even better.
We were relaxing at the end of the meal when Caroline couldn't restrain herself any longer. She asked, "You're wearing a wedding ring, but since we met you, you haven't mentioned anything about your wife?"
I shrugged, "She found that she preferred another man in her bed. I haven't spoken to her in months, and I've been too lazy to take the ring off."
"Who was she?"
"Just a musician," I replied dismissively, hoping that Caroline would take the hint and drop the subject. Fortunately, she picked up on my discomfort and stopped.
"Paul's baby sister and her boyfriend are joining us tomorrow," she said, changing the subject.
Paul snorted, "Cassie's twenty years younger than me. She was a bit of an oops baby. I don't know who was more surprised, Mum or my dad when they found out that what she thought was the change of life was a baby."
"She's a bit of a handful, and her latest boyfriend..." Caroline petered off. "Well, he leaves a bit to be desired if you know what I mean."
"Let's be honest," Paul said, "he's a total waste of space. He's a perfect candidate for a Darwin Award. The world would be a lot better if he removed himself from the gene pool. I just don't know what she sees in him."
Caroline snorted, "He's well hung," she muttered.
"What?" Paul said.
"He's hung like a horse," she explained. "Not that I have seen it," she hastened to say. "It's just what she told me."
She held her hands an exaggerated distance apart and grinned at her husband.
"Apparently, he's a walking dildo, and she loves him fucking her. She always was a bit of a size queen, and he's a perfect fit, but even she admits that he's as dumb as a wombat."
We were laughing so much we had to leave the restaurant. Back on the boat, I offered them a nightcap, and we sat under the stars drinking several brandies. Paul's head slowly dropped forward, and soon we heard a soft little snore.
Caroline smiled at him, her eyes full of love. "He's so cute when he's like this. He had a heart attack two years ago, and I thought I was going to lose him. Fortunately, he made a full recovery, but that's the reason he's semi-retired."
She shook her head, "Christ, I've had too much to drink."
I murmured my agreement and raised the half empty bottle in her direction. She smiled, held out her glass, and I topped up both of our drinks.
She sipped and then gave me a long contemplative look. Finally, she said, "Your wife really hurt you, didn't she?"
Emotions I'd managed to bottle up over the past few months shot to the fore, and I could feel the tears welling up. The amount I'd drunk, combined with Caroline's easy nature made me lose my inhibition and make me talkative.
"I still don't understand why she did what she did. I had no clue that there was a problem until that last day. Suddenly, I'm watching a stranger propose to her and all the people around her congratulating them."
"Sorry," Caroline said, "Did you just say a stranger?"
"Well to me, but apparently, no stranger to her."
"Why would he propose to your wife when he knows she's already married"
"Most probably because only a few people ever knew Kay and I were married," I said, as though that explained everything.
"That makes no bloody sense," Caroline said.
"It'll make a hell of a lot more sense if you understood the ridiculous relationship we had."
"Well?" She asked
I sighed, I'd been thinking about this for the past few months and I still couldn't believe I'd allowed Kay to keep our relationship hidden for all that time.
"I suppose it doesn't. Remember when you asked what she did, I said a musician?" I said. "Well, she's a bit more than just a musician. She's one of the best concert pianists in the world."
Caroline gave me a surprised look, "Are you talking about Kayla Ortiz?"
"Yes, only she's Kayla Ryan, or at least she was, maybe still is; I don't know anymore."
"But she's not married."
I wiggled my finger with its ring glowing in the streetlights. "That's what she wanted the world to think."
"I don't understand; why did no one know that she was married to you?"
"Because that's the way she wanted it for the past 10 years, ever since we first met. It was a big thing for her. Soon after we first met, her aunt went through a very messy divorce. She, like Kay, was a world-class musician. It turned out her husband couldn't cope with the endless hounding they got from the press. All the innuendos and speculation about her and other men caused him to have a mental breakdown."
I paused for a moment. Now that I'd started, it actually felt good to be talking about this. I'd been bottling it up for too long.
"Kay was so afraid that could happen to us," I continued. "Her answer was to hide our relationship away from the paparazzi. I loved her, so stupidly, I agreed. Only our families and our closest friends were to know about us. For the last couple of years, I've been trying to get her to change her mind. I know that we are strong enough to survive any publicity. I really thought I'd succeeded, but obviously, I was too late. She found someone else with whom she could be open to the world."
I swallowed the last of the brandy in my glass, enjoying the burn as it slid down my throat.
"So, that's my sorry story, Caroline. I thought I was happily married one day, then humiliated in front of hundreds of her so-called friends the next, as he proposes to her."
I contemplated the empty glass in my hand, debating if I should fill it with another measure of emotional anesthesia.
Caroline took it from my grasp. "I think you've had enough Pete. Have you spoken to her since that night, because if you haven't, you really need to."
I shook my head. "It's still too fresh in my mind, and I might say something I'd regret if I did speak to her." I lurched to my feet. "On that note, I'm off to bed."
Caroline stood and gave me a brief hug. As I went below deck, I heard her rouse Paul and then a chorus of good nights as they made their way back to their boat.
I woke in the morning feeling far better that I had any right to feel. Okay, my mouth tasted like something had crawled in and died at some point, but that was fairly usual morning occurrence, nowadays. Showering and cleaning my teeth resolved my body issues, and the first cup of fresh coffee solved my mental ones.
A knock on the wheelhouse door and Caroline's call was a pleasant interruption.
"I come bearing gifts," she said as she held out a paper bag from which the aroma of freshly baked croissants escaped.
"My savior," I said, and gave her a kiss on the cheek.
The croissants went onto a plate, and I asked if they'd had breakfast.
She eyed up the plate of croissants and grinned. "Yes, but I've always got room for one more of those and some fresh coffee."
She called out to Paul, and he waved back, saying he'd be over in a while and to save him a croissant.
"We're off to pick up Cassie and her walking dildo from the airport in a wee while. You're invited to ours for a barbeque to meet them this evening if you're not moving on."
"Love to join you," I replied, trying not to smile at her description of Cassie's boyfriend and failing miserably. "I think I'll hang around for a few days. It's not like I've got anywhere I need to be."
She laughed, and a little while later Paul joined us for a second late breakfast. They left for the airport in Marseille at eleven.
I had a lot to think about, but I was kept busy performing the daily chores that living on a boat required. It wasn't until mid-afternoon that I could relax. I sat down on the sun deck to enjoy a glass of wine with some fresh bread and the local cheese. The conversation with Caroline last night had caused those black thoughts I'd been trying to repress to rattle about in my mind.
Now that I'd had time to think about that last day, very little that had happened made any sense. Yes, we had been arguing. Then there had been that odd phone call from N. I was still guessing that the mysterious N was Nigel, and it was the most logical explanation to make. He'd even wanted to see her the previous evening.
There had to have been something going on between them. They must have been having an affair, otherwise, why would he have proposed. You don't do something like that in front of all those people unless you are sure of the response. He had to have been expecting Kay to say yes.
It made no sense; why had she threatened to cancel the concert if I wasn't there? Thinking about it, I knew she'd had the spotlight shine on my seat so she could confirm I was there before she started playing. In fact, nothing had suggested she wasn't in love with me. There was also something about Stephen's reaction that kept niggling at me, but I couldn't work it out.
These, and many other thoughts kept racing through my mind, yet I got no closer to a conclusion, in fact it just made it worse.
My musings were disturbed by Caroline calling out a greeting. She and Paul were back from the airport. A man and woman who I assumed was Paul's sister and her boyfriend were with them. I was surprised that the sun was already dipping towards the horizon. It was gone five, and I had been lost in my thoughts for most of the afternoon.
Cassie was in her early thirties, radiating that uber-confidence that Australian women seemed to have in abundance. She was a light brunette, the same height as her older brother. Her eyes were the same striking blue as his. She had an excellent figure that must have been toned on the Australian beaches, because her boyfriend, who I now could only think of because of Caroline's comments, as 'the walking dildo', was your archetypal surfer beach bum: tall, lanky with long sun-bleached hair and a body honed on a surfboard.
"We are just going to get Cassie and Tom settled in, then you and I need to talk," Caroline said. "I'll be over in few minutes."
As good as her word, she was climbing on board the Nevermore ten minutes later. She wasn't alone; Cassie was with her. I'd opened a bottle of the local white wine in anticipation, so I poured them a glass each and we sat down on the sun deck.
"So, what do we need to talk about?" I asked after we'd got past the introductions and pleasantries.
"I can't get your story out of my mind," Caroline said. "I'm not a great one for the gossip columns. I know who Kayla is, but that's because I love her music. Cassie here, on the other hand, loves celebrity gossip."
"I can't believe that you are married to her," Cassie said. "It has to be one of the best-kept celebrity secrets ever."
"We've been together for 10 years and married for the last eight of them, but I've no idea if we are still married," I pointed out.
"There was a story on e-news a couple of months ago, that she had pulled out of a record deal for personal reasons. She was also supposed to play at a gala concert for the Queen's birthday last month, and she cancelled. The gossip writers say she's moved back to the UK. "
Christ, I'd forgotten about that. She'd been so proud when she'd received the invitation to perform at the gala concert. I couldn't believe that she'd not played. She must be staying in the place we'd bought in Cornwall.
Caroline reached into her bag and pulled out an iPad. She pointed at it and said. "I was looking while we were waiting for their plane to land and there's nothing in the news about Kayla Ortiz getting engaged anywhere. There is this, and I really think you need to read it. It's from a couple of weeks ago."



She handed me the iPad, open to Kayla's official fan web page. I think I'd only glanced at it a couple of times before. The site was run by Stephen's agency, and I had a similar fan page for each of my alter egos.
In the center of the page was a reproduced letter. There was a short paragraph above it written by the woman who looked after the website.
Kayla Ortiz has announced that she's been in a long-term relationship, that, she's been married to the author Peter Ryan for the past eight years. She has asked that we print the letter she has written to her husband. There is a second letter addressed to her fans. We have done as she requested and here they both are in all their entirety. Lastly, I'd like to congratulate her on behalf of all her loyal fans. Please read the letters. She's asking for your help. At her request, we have disabled the comment feature.
Below, in a separate box, were the two letters, both were dated two days ago.
The first was to me
"Peter, my love.
I've treated you in the worst possible way. For the last eight years, I've hidden the fact that I've been married to you. I made you hide in the background and denied you in public because of my own irrational fears. You loved me so much that you were willing to accept my selfish behavior.
You are the only person who has shared my life, my body and my love for the past 10 years. You are the most wonderful and loyal man, and I love you so much that it physically hurts not to have you by my side.
Four months ago, you walked away from me because of my own foolish actions. I met an opportunistic man who briefly made me doubt my love for you. You couldn't be with me for those last months of my world tour, and this man took advantage of that. He worked his way close to me. I thought he was a business colleague and a friend, and foolishly, I didn't tell him about you. You were such a special part of my life, Peter, that I selfishly didn't want to share you.
My husband, my love, I promise you that nothing happened. His proposal was as big a surprise to me as it must have been to you. I can't imagine what it must have felt to watch him declare his love for me in such a public way after I'd refused to publicly acknowledge our love. I promise you that I wasn't smiling at his proposal; I was smiling because I'd just seen you enter the room.
You disappeared, and nobody knows where you are. I know you flew to Switzerland, but we can't find out where you went from there. I don't know of any other way to contact you, so I'm hoping that you still care enough about me to view this site, and read this letter.
Your loving wife,
Kayla Ortiz-Ryan"
Below was a letter to her fans.
"To my loyal fans
I'm married. I'm sorry that I felt it important to keep it secret, but at the time I felt justified with my decision., a decision I've recently realized was a big mistake.
Who is my husband? His name is Peter Ryan. I've been in a relationship with him these past 10 years and married for the last eight. He is the most wonderful and loyal man. The rumors of boyfriends, lovers and affairs were just that, rumors; he was my rock.
I did a very foolish thing, I betrayed my husband. I met an opportunistic man who made me doubt my love for my husband. Four months ago, Peter left me and I have no idea where he is. I need to find him to apologize and beg him to come home.
This latest tour was to be my last for several years as we planned to settle down and start a family. Now I'm on my own, and I want my husband back.
To you my fans, please, if you see or hear anything about Peter, I beg you to contact me through the email link on the web page. I have posted a photograph of Peter below. I need to find him and correct my mistake and his misconceptions.
Gratefully,
Kayla Ortiz-Ryan"
Below this letter was a photograph of me, cropped from a photo taken at a family get-together earlier this year.
There was a long silence as I stared at the screen. Did I want to believe her that nothing had happened? Something had to have occurred. You don't just make a public proposal without an assumption that you would get a yes in reply.
As I put the iPad down, Caroline said, "If you hadn't told me who you are I'd never have recognized you from the photo. That full beard and your longer hair make such a difference to your appearance."
"Hiding wasn't the reason I grew them out."
"I guessed that, the beard suits you, though."
"So did you?" I asked pointedly.
They both looked at me sheepishly. "I emailed her while I was at the airport," Caroline admitted. "I must have sounded convincing, as I got a reply within minutes asking me for a contact number. A woman called me and asked a lot of questions and where you were. She was very surprised that you were living on a boat."
"Yeah, I never told Kayla that I was buying the Nevermore. I suppose I better see if I can find my phone. I guess she'll be trying to call me."
"Haven't you been checking your messages," Cassie exclaimed.
"Not since the night I heard Nigel propose to her. I switched it off when I got on the plane and I haven't switched it back on since. I threw it in a drawer when I got on board, and it's been there ever since."
Cassie looked at me in shock, she couldn't contemplate a life without a phone permanently attached to her hand. I retrieved my phone and switched it on, amazingly, there was still a half charge after all these months.
Once the phone had connected to a carrier and found a signal, it was constantly pinging and chiming for the next five minutes.
I groaned as I looked at the list of missed calls and texts. It looked like I'd pissed off a lot of people with my disappearing act and probably lost a few friends as well.
I left Kay's texts to last, I'm not sure why. I suppose I didn't want to read anything that would make me doubt her sincerity.
Stephen was really pissed off with me. In his first messages, he was insistent that he knew nothing about what had gone on between Kay and Nigel. Considering what I'd seen, I wasn't convinced of his innocence. When he discovered that I'd sold my share of the agency, his texts became ballistic. Then I found one from him that said that he and Kayla had convinced my buyers to sell my share back to me. 'You owe us a lot of money', was the gist of his last text.
What I did note was that while he adamantly denied knowing anything about a relationship between Kay and Nigel, at no time did he confirm Kay's claim that she and Nigel didn't have a relationship. Again, I couldn't help thinking, regardless of Kay claim about her innocence, a person just doesn't propose marriage unless they expect a positive answer. Something must have happened between them.
I looked at Caroline and Cassie, then switching it off again, I put the phone into my pocket. "That's enough for tonight," I said in a jaunty tone. "Didn't you offer to feed me this evening Caroline?"
"Yes... but don't you want to talk to your wife first?"
I shook my head, "No, not now, there are just too many inconsistencies in the stories. I can only conclude she was having an affair, and I just don't want to deal with the consequences of that tonight. Hey, Caroline, I'm hungry, and I need time to think about my next move. Cassie, I don't know Tom, so I'd be very grateful if you don't discuss my situation with him."
The two women gave each other a look, then agreed. Caroline said, "Come on then, we've got steaks to grill and wine to drink, and we need to save Paul from the walking... err Tom."
Cassie gave her a funny look and then they headed back to their boat. I had a quick wash and changed into clean jeans and a t-shirt. I almost left my phone to charge, but at the last moment put it in my pocket.
I almost felt sorry for Tom when I met him; the aroma of 'big brother does not think you are worthy of dating his little sister' was heavy in the air. Tom was a pleasant enough man in his mid-thirties. What he lacked in brains he sure made up for in looks, damn him!
He was British, much to my surprise. I'd always assumed that all surfers were American or Australian. I was partially correct, he had grown up surfing the waves of Cornwall, before moving to Australia to chase the bigger ones. It was there that he'd met Cassie the previous year.
Tom and Paul were on deck trying to have a conversation as Paul was preparing the barbeque. I was treated as Paul's savior. He waved me aboard and I greeted both of them.
"The women are down below, they'll be up in a moment," he said. "What do you want to drink?"
"Beer would be nice," I replied, as I settled down on one of the chairs on the aft deck.
Paul called out, "Caro honey. Peter's here, and can you bring him up a cold beer."
There was an acknowledgement, and a couple of minutes later Caroline and Cassie came on deck, carrying the meat for the grill and a handful of beer bottles. After placing them on the table, I was greeted with a hug and a kiss from both of them.
Cassie gave me a long expectant look. "So, has she called; have you called her?"
"No and no, and let's leave it please," I said. "You know what I think, and I need to be in a right frame of mind before I talk to her."
Cassie wanted to say something else, but Caroline hushed her. There was an uncomfortable silence for a moment. Tom was looking from Cassie to me, then to Caroline and Paul. It was evident that he desperately wanted to know what was going on, but we ignored him.
Paul, trying to change the subject to a safer one, broached a subject we hadn't gotten into the evening before. He asked me what I did, because as he said, "You're too damn young to be retired!"
"I'm an author," I admitted. "Not a very good one but I sell enough books to make ends meet."
"That's not true," a voice from the dockside behind me declared. "He's a brilliant writer."
I knew that voice, it sent shivers down my spine. A shot of adrenaline pulsed through my body as I went on alert. I shot Caroline a sharp look.
"You couldn't leave it alone, could you?" I muttered.
"You need to talk," she replied without any hint of embarrassment.
"Maybe, but I needed to do to in a time and a place of my choosing. I'm not ready to deal with this. This isn't the time or the place. You had no right to interfere Caroline."
I slowly turned to confirm my worst fear, Kayla was standing on the dockside. She looked somewhat forlorn. She was wearing a loose blue cotton dress, an old favorite of mine. For a moment, I thought she'd put a bit of weight on, then dismissed it. On her hand, our rings glinted. Beside her, there was a black roll-on flight bag. On the road behind her, a taxi was pulling away.
"Am I welcome?" she asked in a voice laced with uncertainty.
After a moment while I just stared at her. Caroline said. "Of course, you are."
At the same time, I said, "No."
Caroline shot me a disappointed look, "Paul, take Kayla's bag and put it on Peter's boat. You, young lady, come here and let's get you freshened up after your trip."
"To hell with that, if you want her to stay, she can stay with you! You and I need to talk." I took Caroline by the arm and led her over to the Nevermore. We went below decks
Caroline rounded on me as soon we descended the steps. "What the matter with you; can't you see she's hurting."
I was beginning to understand that Caroline was the human equivalent of a Force of Nature. Nothing was going to stand in the way of her attempt to get us back together.
"She's hurting!" I snarled. "She's the one who had a fucking lover, not me. Caroline, you're a nice woman but this is too much."
"Peter, I'm sorry but you should have heard the longing in your voice when you talked about her last night. You think you hate her, but you don't. You two need to talk, even if it's just so you can get some resolution."
I was about to shout at her again, then I stopped. Caroline was right, as much as I didn't want to see Kayla at this time. I also needed to understand what the fuck had happened to my life. I desperately wanted to know why Kay had done what she had. She was also right about my feelings for Kay, I still loved the woman; but was that enough to get us through this?
I bowed to the inevitable and led Caroline back towards Wizard. As I stepped onboard I called to Paul, "You better put her bag in my guest cabin."
He grinned back at me and waved in acknowledgement. There was a flurry of activity as the women took Kayla below deck, leaving me alone with a bemused Tom, not that it took a lot to bemuse him, I'd quickly discovered.
"So, man, you know this woman?" he asked. Before I could answer, he continued, "Who's the writer, you or her?"
My tolerance wasn't at its best and it had been obvious that he wasn't the brightest soul on the block. I didn't need any of his airhead comments. He'd been sitting there when I'd said I was an author. He better know how to use that dick of his, because he didn't have much else going for him.
"I'm the writer," I explained. "She's Kayla Ortiz. She's a world-famous concert pianist, and I suppose, she's still my wife."
"You're lucky mate; so what does she play?"
I looked at him in exasperation; I'd just told him. "She's a classical musician, a pianist."
"Yeah cool, I understand, but what does she play. Is it like a guitar?"
Fuck me, how dumb is this dickhead? I was now in complete agreement with Paul. The world would be a far, far better place if he were removed from the gene pool. Please, God, I hope he's firing blanks.
"No, she's a pianist, that means she plays the piano," I said.
I was saved from more of Tom's inquisition by Paul, as he clambered aboard.
"I've put the bag in your cabin, I hope that okay."
I sighed, I'll deal with it later.
"We've got steak and prawns for the barbie, is that going to be okay for her?"
"Should be, unless something drastic has changed in the past few months."
Paul gave me an odd look, then he started putting the steaks on the grill. The women reappeared. Caroline and Cassie had broad grins, and Kay had a small apologetic smile.
"You kept the boat a big secret, didn't you?" she said in a careful tone.
"Yes, well that was the point, it was supposed to be a hidey hole for us in case the press got too intrusive after the announcement. Only the broker and I knew about the purchase."
"I guessed that. The private detectives I hired haven't been able to find you."
"Again, that was the plan," I pointed out with a trace of sarcasm.
I was sitting on a padded chest, and she came and sat down beside me. "I'm not going to bore you with countless protestations of love," she said as she took my hand. "Because I know you know that I do, and nothing has changed. Well one thing, and that's your fault."
I stared at her; did she really think that it would be so easy? She was the same Kay I'd loved all these years, but I wasn't sure I could dare love her anymore. I already felt pain at her apparent infidelity with Nigel, and now it was my fault.
"So it's my fault that some dickhead decided that you and he were friendly enough that it was alright to propose to you?"
"No, that was all mine. I was so stupid, I really didn't know how serious Nigel was becoming. I thought he was just a good friend."
I shook my head, "That makes no sense at all. Do me the common courtesy not to insult my intelligence. It didn't seem like he was at all confused. He was convinced that you were in love with him. He chose the words of his proposal carefully, and it was obvious that he expected you to say yes. Why would he think that Kay?"
She looked upset then gave me a sad smile. "I may have led him on a bit."
"A bit!" I said. "It looked like a damn sight more than a bit to me."
"I suppose that's true, a bit is somewhat of an understatement. I was lonely and missing you, and I wasn't in complete control. He took me out to dinner a few times, and I let him kiss me, but I honestly thought he knew I was married and I only thought of him as a friend."
"Did you actually tell him you were married?"
She shook her head, "Not in so many words, but I was sure he knew."
The other four were hanging on our words. I suspected that we'd become their entertainment for the evening. A real-life soap opera, performed just for them. Well, if the food tasted as good as it smelled, maybe they'd earned it.
Paul gave us our plates, and we both ate as we talked.
I gave Kay the option, and asked, "Do you want to discuss it here or later, in private?"
She gave me an ironic grin back and whispered in my ear, "And spoil their entertainment! There's nothing I need to say that I want to hide and I know I'm going to embarrass myself."
I loved how we both thought the same way. In fact, I knew I loved her more than ever, which made my need to understand what had happened and why Nigel had felt she would accept his offer of marriage so critical. The old saying 'there's no smoke without fire', kept coming to mind.
"There are a few things I need answers to," I said, and I held up a finger for each one as I asked it. "One, did you sleep with him? Two, why did you change; we've been apart so many times before and we've never strayed, so why now, was it something I did?" I carried on like this for several more salient points that had been festering in my mind these past few months.
She looked so vulnerable as she listened to me. She seemed to shrink into herself. I felt guilty, so I put an arm around her, at which she gave me a grateful smile.
"First things first," she said. "No, I never slept with him, nor with anyone else since we first met. I did let his advances go a lot further than I should have. Peter, I'm truly sorry, I know that this is not what you want to hear, but I enjoyed it when he caressed me."
She moved closer, seeking reassurance from her physical contact with me.
"It was nothing that you did. I was so nervous those last few months of the tour. We'd made the decision that we were going to start a family, and I'll be honest, the thought of being pregnant scared me, and it still does. I wasn't feeling myself, it was as though everything was happening to someone else."
I shook me head in disbelief that she'd try that excuse. She paused, unsure if she should continue. I indicated that she should.
She said, "Stephen and the recording company were pushing me to carry on touring and recording, despite us telling them we were going to take a two-year break. Nigel is their VP for the classical records division. He was sent by their managing director to try and convince me to change my mind."
I interrupted, "And this is the same son of a bitch who thinks it's okay to try and steal another man's wife. Was that why his phone contact just his initial instead of a name?" I asked in a manner that made it sound like I already knew.
"I didn't do it; it was under his name on my old phone. I was busy when he gave me the new phone. He got one of Stephens assistants to transfer the SIM card and the data for me. He must have changed it in the contacts list when he got his assistant to transfer the data from my old phone to the one they gave me."
"And the ring tone?"
"That was me; he was calling me quite a lot so I just gave him one."
"So why did you delete his contact? I didn't see it when I looked."
"I didn't really, I just changed his contact information back to his full name. It was under his surname, Masters, Nigel Masters. I called him back while you were in the shower. When he told me what he'd said, I realized how his conversation would have sounded to you. Yes, I know you answered it. Why didn't you tell me, I would have explained? The only reason l swapped the phones back was because I could see that you were upset that I wasn't using the phone you'd bought me for Christmas."



"Kay, that wasn't the only thing I was worried about. You were different over those months. We'd agreed that we would inform the world about our relationship, then suddenly you wanted to wait. Then he called, and it sounded like you'd had plans to meet up that evening. Let's be honest, even our lovemaking those last months was different, more frenzied, desperate, as though you needed to prove something. I convinced myself that you were overcompensating for being unfaithful."
"I just missed you so much. He'd made me doubt myself, and I needed you to fuck my doubts away." Her hand came up, and she let her fingertips trace the line of my chin under my beard. "I wasn't myself, I wasn't in control of my emotions," she whispered so softly I almost didn't hear her.
I continued, "Then for the first time that I can remember, you tried to suggest I would be happier if I didn't attend a reception with you. Well, I know why now, seeing Nigel propose to you sure explained that."
"I didn't mean it like that. I didn't know what he was going to do. It just seemed that the damn thing had been taken over by Nigel..." She felt me stiffen at that statement.
I snapped back, "Yeah that would have been fucking nice to have known that in advance. How do you think I felt, left standing outside like a pillock. That fucker Nigel didn't put me on the invite list, nor did Stephen."
I tried to calm down, but I failed miserably. My voice rose as I continued. "The three of you just pissed off after the concert. You knew I would be joining you backstage. I'd sent you a text which you'd replied to. Then what happens, I have to chase you halfway across Manhattan, and when I finally get in finally that nightclub, I'm just in time to hear him propose to you.
"He implied a great deal of intimacy with you," I almost shouted the last words. "I believe he said something like 'We are no longer just business colleagues, we are so much more.' What the fuck was I expected to think; that you'd been fucking him and now planned to marry the man -- I assume after you divorced me?"
"I'm so sorry, I can't imagine what that must have felt like. I'd just spotted you at the back of the room. Then Nigel ruined the evening and my life when he made his stupid declaration of love. By the time I'd recovered, you'd gone. I almost caught up with you outside the nightclub, then I made Stephen take me back the hotel, but you'd already left. I was shattered. I saw that you'd packed and left, passport and all."
" I still don't understand why Nigel was holding the fucking reception in the first place. As far as I knew, it was supposed to be hosted by the agency, backstage."
I could see tears streaming down her cheeks. Caroline went to console her but Kay waved her away and answered my question.
"It was because I'd told Nigel that there was no way I would be doing any recording sessions in our off time. He and Stephen came up with the idea that we record some of the concerts over the last month, then they could release the albums gradually. I'm surprised you didn't notice the mics all over the place. Nigel really wanted to hold a party to celebrate the end of the successful recording sessions. I didn't want to go to another party, so Stephen came up with the proposal that Diamond records sponsor the last night reception instead."
"So, it was Nigel who purposely dropped me from the guest list."
"No, no." She was frantic, "I got Stephen to explain to me why you weren't on the list. He said that our agency had given Nigel a list of the invited guests. You weren't on that list. why would you be, you were supposed to be one of the hosts. When the error was noted, one of Stephen's people contacted Nigel's personal assistant to add you. It seems that by then the list was more than full, and because the assistant didn't recognize your name, nor the importance of having you there, they ignored the request."
Why wouldn't they recognize my name I wondered. "Kay, did you see the list?"
"Yes, of course, I was asked to check it."
"And did you?"
"Yes."
"Was I on it?"
"I don't remember. I wasn't looking for your name, I was checking it to confirm that the special guests were on it. You know, people like the Mayor and his wife, the British Ambassador. I guess I just thought you would be on it so I didn't check."
"But you didn't check, did you? Because if you had, you'd have known I didn't get an invitation. Did you know about the venue change?" She nodded.
"At any time, did you think that it might be a good idea to let me know it was changed, or were you just hoping I wouldn't turn up, especially since I'd said I'd meet you backstage... or did you forget that, too."
"Christ no, it was nothing like that. It just seems that everyone from Stephen's side thought that someone else had checked that you were on the damn list and told you where it would be."
She gave me a sad look, "None of Nigel's people knew how important Peter Ryan is to me, you were just another name to them and they didn't recognize it. If you'd been on the list as one of your aliases and not as yourself then it would have been different. That damn assistant of Nigel's would have known who you were and wouldn't have ignored the request."
Cassie interrupted, "Aliases? Why, who is he?"
Kayla said softly, "Peter writes under several aliases. He writes as Marion Peters, Sylvia James and also Ryan James."
"Just an author!" Caroline snorted, remembering my earlier comment. "I've got at least six of your books."
"Christ, I've got a few, as well," Cassie exclaimed.
I managed to look embarrassed, but I was also a little bit pleased that they had read some of my books.
"Why don't you send both of them a full set of signed first editions," Kayla suggested. I agreed but felt we were getting off track and there were still lots questions I needed answers to.
"Okay, fine, the list was a fuck up, I can accept that. But then why did you leave without me? That still make no sense to me unless you did it on purpose. You knew I was at the concert, Christ; you had them shine a spot on my seat to check. We agreed to talk after the show, yet when I get backstage, you've gone. There is only I one conclusion I could draw; you didn't want me at the reception to hear your lover propose to you."
"That not true, I don't know what happened, it was all just so fast. One moment I was backstage, changing out of my performance dress. The next I was in the back of the limo taking us to the club. I tried to ask Stephen where you were, but he was on his phone."
"So at no point did you think about telling the driver that someone was missing and he should go back?" Kay's head dropped, and she gave the barest of shakes.
"Okay, let's come back to that later," I said. "The big question is, why did Nigel feel he was entitled to propose to you. Trust me, it's not something you do on a whim. He had to expect that you would say yes. Everything I saw and heard at that moment, told me he was convinced you loved him. He looked certain that you'd say yes; he had that confidence. He was doing it in public; he was that certain. That doesn't sound like your description of a few kisses and caresses. He'd heard words of love from you, I'm guessing. There's something you're not telling me."
Kay just sat there sobbing. After a few moments, it was fairly obvious she wasn't going to say anything more for a while. I was getting to the end of my tether so I got up and walked off down the dockside. I needed some time to calm down, or I was going to say something that would push my marriage well past any chance of recovery. Hell, I wasn't sure if it had already reached the point of no return.
I sat down on the same bench the Capitainerie, and I had used just yesterday and pondered my next move. Thanks to Caroline's meddling, the Nevermore was no longer my sanctuary. I wasn't going to be able to sail away again.
Something was very wrong in the House of Ryan. Kay was definitely hiding something from me. The only thing that made sense to me was that she'd had an affair with Nigel. Jesus, what a convoluted life we led. If Nigel wasn't aware that Kay was married, was it an affair from his side or just a beautiful romance leading towards marriage? It would have been an affair from her side, and certainly was from mine.
That didn't make sense either, as she'd said that he knew she was married, in which case, he'd been targeting a married woman, with all that implied. Christ my head hurt with all of these contradictory thoughts
A fair time later, most likely more than an hour, a hand touched my shoulder. I turned to look expecting to see Kay, but instead, it was Cassie.
"Can we talk," she asked? I gestured to the bench, and she sat beside me.
"Paul's taken Tom off to the bar down the street to get him out of the way, so that we girls could talk to your wife in private. He says you are seriously going to owe him big time for that.
"We've both been talking to her, oh, she's definitely been foolish, and let things get out of hand. She did a lot with him she shouldn't. Far more that she wants to admit to you. She's so scared that if she admits what she did you will never take her back. But she's adamant that, how do I put this for your delicate ears, she's never fucked him," she concluded with her customary Australian bluntness.
I looked at her in disbelief.
She shook her head, "It's true, she's not that good at lying. I can spot one from a mile away. She may be a tad economical with the truth."
Christ, a tad, I thought, it seemed as though our ideas of what a tad was, were somewhat different.
"But she can't lie her way out of a wet paper bag," Cassie continued. "She loves you and while she may have briefly fallen for his charms and played around a bit. I'm fairly sure she never went the final mile. She is so scared that regardless of all the circumstances, you'll leave her."
What circumstances, I thought? Either she had, or hadn't had an affair, and if she had, I wasn't sure I'd be able to forgive her. I'd need to decide what I was going to do if she had.
Cassie must have worked out what I'd been thinking. She held out a pair of small pill containers to show me. "I'm not going to make excuses for her, but I'm a nurse, and I recognize these as fertility enhancing drugs."
What, why would she be taking fertility drugs? Then a second thought, what did it matter if she was taking them, it didn't make any difference.
"I'm not sure where you're going with this," I said.
"She told us that the pair of you decided that you wanted children and this two years away from the limelight was the perfect opportunity, correct?"
"Aha." I murmured.
"She knew you weren't firing blanks. Apparently, you've got very strong swimmers." I raised my eyebrows at that statement.
"Kayla saw the report from your last big medical," she added.
"Her periods have always been a bit erratic; she was concerned about her ability to conceive," she continued. "So, she went to a gynecologist, one a friend of Stephen's recommended. She'd been using a strong type of the pill since she's was fifteen to regularize her cycle. She was really concerned that it might have affected her chances to have a baby. The doctor told her to take these." She pointed at the containers I still clutched in my hand.
"They are used to improve the odds, so to speak. She started taking them several months before the tour ended. Christ knows why the doctor gave her those, she shouldn't have had any problem if she'd just stopped taking the pill."
I thought quickly, "So she stopped taking the pill first?"
She shook her head, "Ah, no, and that's where her little plan went off the rails. She was told to stop the contraceptive pill for at least a month, preferably two, before starting these drugs."
Of course, she hated having to perform if she was menstruating. She got bad cramps. She'd plan her performances around her periods.
I said, "Let me guess, she didn't want the hassle of erratic periods during the end of the tour, but wanted to be as fertile as the Loire Valley as soon as we went away."
"Give the man a plastic peanut. She now knows that for some people, there can be a huge side effect if you are taking the pill she was on AND these drugs."
I could see where this was heading. "Oh, come on, she's not going to use the 'it was the drugs that made me do it' excuse is she?"
"She's not; I am."
She held up her hand to forestall the retort I was about to make.
"I checked with a pharmacist I know back home to confirm my suspicions," she said. "He wasn't impressed at being awakened at the crack of dawn, but he was able to confirm her story. Both drugs influence the body's hormones, and they can interact with other drugs, such as the pill. Well, as I understand it, if you are one of the unlucky ones, the effects are a bit like you've got a sexual itch that needs constant scratching. Actually what he said was, 'she'd have been like a bitch in heat'. You weren't around those last few weeks and..."
"Nigel was," I finished. "Did she get scratched by him?"
"Only partly it seems. Her story is that she let herself get worked up by him then run away to the safety of her room and finished herself off with her trusty vibe."
She gave a quick laugh, "Apparently she wore the first one out. She found one that she could take with her on her dates. From the sound of it I've got to get me one of those." She said the last with a degree of conviction.
"Why for Christ's sake, you've got Tom."
Yes, I know I was getting distracted, but who wouldn't want the answer to that question. Was he really that big?
"You mean the walking dildo, yes I know what you all call him. Yeah, well, he's got a great big fat cock, and shit, he really knows what to do with it, but fuck is he dumb! I love fucking a man with a big cock, and he's just perfect for when I need someone to fuck me until I can't come anymore, but live with him? Fuck no, he's most definitely moving into the friend with benefits category after this holiday."
I laughed at her assessment of Tom. I'd forgotten how forthright Australian women could be about sex, and it was a refreshing diversion. I had sort of lost where we were going with this conversation and quickly asked her the first thing that came to my mind while I tried to get the rest of my thoughts back on track.
"So what's so special about this vibe thingy then, if you are going to replace Tom with it?"
She gave me an amused look. "I don't remember what she called it, but it's a springy J shape, and both ends vibrate. One end goes inside your pussy and presses against the g-spot. The other end rests over your clit, and it holds itself in place. You can control it with a little remote. Fuck, clit and g-spot at the same time, who needs a man." She gave me a happy smile
"Hang on, you've got to be kidding, did you say she took it with her on her dates!"
"It's true; if she used it when she was on a date, she didn't feel as though she'd been unfaithful to you. Her body kept wanting more, and she began not to trust herself around Nigel. She sensed something was wrong with her. It wasn't until her assistant found her all over him after a performance five weeks before the end of the tour that she found out what was wrong with her.
"Her assistant insisted she sees a doctor. He worked out what was wrong and took her off both drugs. Unfortunately, it took a while for the effect to wear off, so she was still getting the occasional urges. Nigel interpreted that as Kay still having feelings for him."
I sighed, I hated to admit it, but it almost sounded plausible, but there were one or two points I was unsure of.
"So, did he know she was married; did Kay tell him?"
"I didn't have to tell him I was married because I thought he knew," Kayla spoke, neither of us has seen her approach the bench.
"I talked about you, but only in the briefest of ways. I don't discuss you with people you don't know, and he definitely fell into that category. He was NOT a confidant."
She sat down on the other side of me. "Our marriage is common knowledge with Stephen's assistants, and I guessed that they'd told him. I'm sad to say that because of my behavior, they all thought I was having an affair with him, so they kept quiet around you."
"Were you?"
"I suppose it depends on what your definition of an affair is. I didn't think so at the time as I never loved him. Even in the worst moments when I desperately wanted someone, anyone, to fuck me, I couldn't betray you, but did I let it go further than I should have, yes, I'm afraid I did."
There was a long silence after her last statement while we both gathered our thoughts.
"Why didn't you tell me," I finally asked. "I'd have cancelled the rest of my engagements, you know I would. You were the most important thing in the world to me." I noted after I said it, that I'd used the past tense.
"How was I supposed to tell you there were times those last couple of months that I was feeling so sexually needy, I'd happily have fucked the whole of the orchestra. I didn't know what was happening to me. It was only my love for you that kept me from making the ultimate mistake."
"People knew I'd changed and there was no way I wanted you to find out what I'd been up to. There was a good reason why I didn't want you at the reception. I was sure someone would tell you about Nigel and me. I didn't want you to hear that people were convinced we'd been fucking like rabbits the past couple of months."
She heard me gasp in horror.
"We didn't... we really didn't, please believe me. By that last week the hormones were no longer affecting me and I was just so embarrassed. I just wanted to forget the whole thing. How could I stand up in front of all those people and tell them that we'd been married for the past eight years after some of them had seen what I'd been like around him? You would have heard the rumors about my behavior, it would have sounded like I'd been having an affair.
"I was only intimate with our friend George in your absence. You remember George, that cute pink vibrator you got me as a present when I began the tour? He'd been my constant companion on tour; he'd been the perfect lover in your absence. Well, he died after two weeks of hard labor."
She grinned, "He died a happy death, pulsing his last as I came."
Both Cassie and I laughed at the mock sadness in her voice.
She turned serious, "The trouble was, the urge would come on at any time. When it was at its worst point, I'd just need to see an attractive man and I'd feel the need. There's only so many times you can run off to your room, or the loo, for a quick wank without everyone around you thinking you're a complete nutter."
"I found a solution, though." She held a hand up to forestall the obvious question. "One that involved no bodily contact with a second person."
She passed me a purple soft rubbery object from a large pocket on her skirt. "Meet George the second, this little toy kept me sane after the first George died, until the effects of the stupid drugs wore off. He was mail order."
Cassie's description had been relatively accurate. A U-shaped vibrator with ends that were flattened and slightly flared out. One arm was a bit longer. As it sat on my hand, it began to buzz, and Kay showed me the remote in her hand.
She continued talking as I absently turned George the second over in my hand. "It seemed that those last few months I was attending a lot more than the usual round of social events. Nigel was at almost all of them, I guess because he and Stephen were working on me to commit to a lot more records with Diamond. Stephen seemed anxious that I should still do the odd concert over the two years."



"Err, I don't suppose I could borrow that; if it's that good I do so want to try it." Cassie interrupted, pointing at the vibrator I'd forgotten I was still holding.
Kay nodded, "I've got a second one, so have that one as a gift. It's rechargeable, and I was worried it would run out at an inopportune moment, so I ended up buying two."
"Is it really as good as it looks?"
"Better, and apparently you can also use it while you're making love. You both get a buzz at the same time."
Cassie's eyes lit up at that, and with a kiss and a hug to both of us she got up and left carrying her new lover. She walked back to the boats in the growing darkness with a sense of urgency in her step, fiddling with the remote as she did.
She turned and called back. "Christ, this thing better have a full charge!"
We could hear her giggling after Kay called back that it was full and should last a couple of hours. As she stepped aboard the Wizard, we heard her call out Tom's name.
Kay turned back to me, her expression serious again. "Nigel's a smooth operator, he knew just what to say and act to get my attention. With my bloody hormones all over the place, it wasn't long before I began to respond to his advances. It seemed fairly innocent in the beginning, he'd hold my hand and sit close. Before long I was looking forward to his touches, I didn't know my body was betraying me."
She gave me an earnest look, "I'm not trying to excuse my behavior, Pete. I enjoyed the attention I got from him, I just let it go a lot further than I should have. That, I do blame on my hormones."
"How much further?"
She looked at me hopefully, "Can we leave at a lot further than I should have, but not so far that you will despise me?"
"If you were me would you agree to that?" I asked her.
She gave a deep sigh, "No, I guess I wouldn't. Just remember, I wasn't completely in control of my emotions. I did things I'd never have done under normal circumstances."
"I understand, and I'm not condemning you for what happened, but I need to know what happened."
"He's one of those people you instinctively feel comfortable around. He doesn't need to work to attract women. He took over as my contact with the recording company about five months before the end of the tour. I'd told Tessa, the previous contact, that I was not going to record or tour for at least two years. He was sent to change my mind. Stephen hadn't been happy about the decision either, so he kept arraigning for us to meet up."
She was shivering as she spoke, at first, I thought it was her nerves. Then I realized she was cold. The evening had turned cold, and she was only wearing the thin cotton dress.
"Come on," I said, "let's go back to the boat and get you warmed up."
She was quick to agree, and we walked past the Wizard towards the Nevermore. As we passed the rear of the Wizard, we heard Cassie's incoherent cries of pleasure and Tom's grunts drifting out from the open skylight. She was obviously making great use of his long tool.
"I wonder if she's having a threesome with George," Kay giggled in amusement. Cassie's cries peaked and then died away, only to start building up again. It sounded like Tom was living up to his billing.
Onboard the Nevermore, Kay got a wrap out of her bag and put it around her shoulders. I made us a warm drink, and we settled down on the sofa.
"Do you want to pick this up tomorrow?" I asked as she yawned.
She shook her head, "No, I'd rather get it off my chest now, I'd like to go to bed with a clean conscience." I nodded, and she settled into a comfortable position, curled up against me.
"For the first few weeks, it all seemed so innocent. That was before I'd started on the fertility treatment. He was just a nice person who was around a lot. We were at a lot of the same dos, and we talked. It seemed natural to accept his offer of the odd meal, or a trip to a nightclub. Half the time, Stephen and James would join us. Hell, at one time I even wondered if he was gay, as he seemed to hang around Stephen so much."
"I'm not too sure when it changed. I'd started taking the fertility enhancing drugs almost four months before the end of the tour. Gradually, I was letting him hold my hand, and enjoying his presence as he sat beside me. The hormones must have been building up because it wasn't long before seeing any attractive man, would make me feel sexually frustrated."
"It wasn't just men," she admitted, "There were a couple of women I could have happily taken to bed."
"What?" I spluttered. Who the hell was this woman?
"Oh, it's nothing you need to worry about. I'm not a closet lesbian, I just had a brief fling with one of my flat mates before I knew you. It was when I was first at the Academy. It was fun for a few days, but that was all, but I can still appreciate an attractive woman. Anyway, Nigel must have sensed something was different about me because suddenly he became much more attentive."
She wriggled around so she could watch my face before she carried on telling her tale. "Pete, I'll be honest, it was very hard. My body was craving sexual relief, and I had this very attractive man paying close... very close attention to me. Christ, I had to wear panty liners all the time, I got so wet. I knew deep down I was never going to be unfaithful to you, but I did stretch the definition of faithfulness to the extreme. When I was at my worst, I wanted his hands and mouth on me."
She looked at me sadly and placed my hands on her breasts. Under the thin cotton of her dress, her unfettered breasts felt slightly larger and firmer than before.
"You need to reclaim these as yours, but that's about as far as I let him go. He'd work me up, and I'd need to go and use George for relief. When I found George the second, I could put him in place and give myself a quick buzz at any time. George was my savior; he would tide me over until I could get to somewhere private and let him rip."
She shivered as I unbuttoned the top of her dress and slid a hand inside, to hold and gently caress her breasts.
"Yes," she hissed softly. She arched her back, pushing her full firm breasts against my hand. Her nipple grew hard against my palm, and she gave a little cry as I rolled it between my fingertips. Something felt different about them; were they larger? I mentally shook my head, it had to be the anticipation of caressing them after all this time.
She raised her face and kissed me. "I've missed you so much," she whispered. "I couldn't bear the thought I'd never see you again. I was so scared that you'd stopped loving me."
"I never stopped loving you, but I'm not sure I can live with you if you don't tell me the truth." I went to take my hand away from her breast, and her hand flashed up to press hard against mine, sandwiching it between hers and the flesh of her breast.
"Please don't take your hand away, it makes me feel loved, even if I don't deserve it."
I wasn't above a bit of bribery. "I'll leave it there if you carry on talking."
She gave a little sigh that turned into a gasp as I squeezed her nipple.
She hurriedly said, "Nigel admitted that in the beginning, he set out to charm me so I'd agree to a new record deal, but he says he quickly fell in love with me. His proposal was genuine because he thought I was in love with him."
She sat in silence for a moment as I took in what she had been saying. Why would he think she was in love with him if nothing serious had happened? Her story didn't make sense, something had happened between them, and I was sure it was more than she was admitting to, and I said so.
"I didn't just fuck up our marriage," she replied. "I led a man on, one who honestly thought I had feelings for him. He was devastated when he understood that I'd never loved him.
"That evening when I finally saw you in the room, I wanted to tell you how happy I was that you were there. I'd made my mind up I was going to tell you everything and if you still wanted to, make our announcement. Then Nigel pulled his stupid fucking stunt, and my world collapsed. You didn't see him afterwards, he was devastated; he honestly thought I was in love with him."
"Trust me, he didn't feel half as bad as I did." I felt her stiffen in my arms and then she started sobbing softly.
"I can only imagine what was going through your mind when you heard his speech," she said between sobs. "I saw you jerk away from Stephen and literally run away. I was trying to get off the stage, but he was holding me back. I tore myself from Nigel's grasp. I was screaming at him, in front of his friends, telling him that I didn't love him, I never loved him and that I was married to a wonderful man. But you'd already gone, and by the time I managed to get back to the hotel you'd gone for good. You left me, Pete..." The sobs took hold of her again; huge racking sobs that made her whole body shake in pain.
"I couldn't face you," I admitted. "I was certain I'd lost you to another man and it hurt so much. I was one huge bundle of pain. All I could think about was getting away. When I was at the airport and the next flight out was to Switzerland, I remembered the boat and decided to hide on her. I've been hiding out so you couldn't find me and send the divorce papers."
She gave me an incredulous look. "Christ, I thought you were going to divorce me, and I'd be left to bring up our baby on my own." Her words hung in the silence of the evening.
It took me a long few moments to fully comprehend here last words. "Hang on, what baby?" I spluttered.
"This one," and she patted her belly. "You managed to knock me up our last night together. Say hello to Baby, daddy."
She sobbed again, but took my hand and placed it on her belly, and yes, there was more than a hint of a bulge. How the hell had I missed it? Then I remembered that I'd thought she had put a bit of weight on when I'd seen her this evening, and, of course, her breasts were larger; that was the difference I'd felt.
"Shit, when were you going to tell me." Mixed emotions hit me. Elation and then the sickening, was it mine? My face must have flagged my thoughts.
"Oh, it's most definitely yours," Kayla said. "Why do you think I've been going on about everything? It's been to prove to you that you're the only man I've slept with since we met. I might have done some foolish things recently, but never that. Only you and my vibes have been inside me, and as much as I love them, they can't make me pregnant. I'll go through any test, any time, to prove to you that it's yours."

~~~~~~~~To be continued.
Oh and please vote, and comment, it's the only way authors on this site get to know if our efforts are worth it. I enjoy reading your comments; I will delete any that are not constructive. If you don't like this story then tell me why so I can try to improve. Don't just write expletives, they just piss me off. If you comment via email I'll try to respond.
Many thanks for reading. Andyhm



        

  
    Trials of Love Pt. 03
  
  Trials of Love Pt. 03

        Revised & updated; The conclusion and final revelations.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/trials-of-love-pt-03

Title: Trials of Love Pt. 03

Author: Andyhm

Category: Loving Wives

Description: Revised & updated; The conclusion and final revelations.

Tags: boat, hidden love, proposal, musician, france, marriage under presure, writer

Series: Trials of Love


Copyright Andyhm. 2016
The author asserts the moral right to be identified as the author of this work.
This is a work of fiction. The events described here are imaginary; the settings and characters are fictitious and are not intended to represent specific places or living persons. All characters engaging in sexual relationships or activities are 18 years old or older.

~~~~~~~<<>>~~~~~~~Revised and Updated
This is one-off story. I don't know where the idea came from. I woke up one morning with the outline set out in my mind. If I'm taking inspiration from another story on this site, I apologize in advance to the author. This is a long piece, which uses a lot of dialogue, and some sex. You've been warned! I needed the room to develop the story and allow me to do justice to the characters. In fact, it's grown larger than I'd anticipated, so I've decided to break it into three parts. They are all finished, so I will submit them one day apart. This is part three, and it will probably make a lot more sense if you've read the first two parts. 
I could have put this in Romance, but as I put the first two parts in LW, I thought that this was a more fitting home 
Fair warning, the conversations between the main characters is often long and involved. They are also sometimes repetitive, especially from the husband's point of view. Why? In my experience, this is what real life is like. This is what I saw happen when the husband of a close pair of very good friends found out that his wife had an affair. He so wanted to understand why she had considered doing it. I spent a lot of time with both of them, trying to help. He would keep asking the same questions in multiple ways. I believe he was hoping to finally get answers that he could accept. The questions and answers followed no logical pattern. They were convoluted and random. That's what I've tried to replicate here. Yes, he must have gotten the answers he hoped for, as they are still very happily married. If it worked for him ...
I can't thank Romantic1 enough for the time he spent reviewing this. Thanks, R. And a special thanks to BlackRandl1958 for her kind offer to review and polish the story. 
Any remaining mistakes are all mine, usually because I can't resist fiddling with the finished story. 
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~~~~~~~<<>>~~~~~~~Trials of Love part 3
We sat in silence; Kay had tucked her feet under her and was resting her back against me. I'd moved my hand from her breast and slid it under her dress to rest on her belly. I was amazed that I hadn't noticed her little bulge. I'd been so wrapped up in what had been going on I'd missed all the clues that had been right under my eyes. 
"We are a right pair of idiots, aren't we?" she murmured. I shrugged slightly; as much as I loved this woman, I still had some reservations over her recent behavior. She said, "The correct response to that is, yes, we are, my love. Then you are supposed to kiss me." 
I grinned and kissed the top of her head. "So, my loving wife became a wanton sex starved hussy in my absence?" 
She froze at my words. Then with a degree of forced humor said, "Get it right, old man; that's drug addled sex fiend to you. All I can say is, thank God for vibrators and dildos." 
She moved back, sliding up onto my lap, turning slightly to face me. "You're still worried aren't you?" 
"I can't help it, Kay," I said. "It's all well and good to blame it on the drug interaction." " I've done research on this type of thing for my books, and I know that usually there must be an underlying attraction. Be honest, was there one between the pair of you?" 
She sat very still for a long time, I was beginning to think she'd never say anything, but then she said. "As much as I'd love to blame it all on the drugs, I can't. Yes, I liked him, I never loved him, though; not in the way I love you." 
She carried on, "He was charming, friendly and fun to be with, but that's all, I don't love him." 
I interrupted, something I'd realized earlier, was niggling at me. 
"If this started several months before I left, how come the first time I remember seeing him was on stage with you at the end of the concert the night I got into town?" I asked. 
She gave me a puzzled look, "Was that the first time you saw him? I thought you'd both met at least a few times before that." 
"No, that was the first time I'd seen him." 
"I don't know then. He just never seemed to be around if you were there. If he was there, it was probably one of those parties, where we were carefully avoiding each other. He would have just been one of the group I was with. You may have met, I just don't know." 
She paused to think, "It's odd, though, now that I come to think about it; he always seemed to have an excuse when he knew you were going to be at a party, but he was all over me if I was on my own." 
She paused and thought again, then said, "Do you remember about six weeks before the end of the tour, you were able to change your schedule at the last moment and join me in Los Angeles for a couple of days?" 
I nodded. "They called to cancel my appointment when I was about to check in at the airport, so I had a free weekend. I was able to change my ticket and catch a flight to LA with seconds to spare." 
Kayla nodded and said, "The first I knew you were in town, was when you called to say you were at the airport and about to get a cab to the hotel. I told you to drop your bag off and come and join us at the reception in the bar at the Westin. Afterwards, we went on with Stephen and James to that brilliant restaurant for dinner. You were really surprised that they'd been able to get a reservation on such short notice." 
"Yes, I was really impressed that Stephen was able to get us in at such short notice. I've been told even VIP's usually need to book a couple of days in advance." 
"He didn't get it that evening! It had been on my calendar for at least a week. Nigel had organized the table, and it was for four people. It was supposed to be Nigel, them and me. Afterward, we were all going on to an exclusive club." 
I cursed under my breath, and I felt Kayla tense up. "Nothing was going to happen," she insisted. "We did that quite often when I was on tour." 
"That's not making me feel any happier," I pointed out. "What happened after I called?" 
"Stephen was not pleased; he was standing beside me when I took your call," she replied. "Nigel and James were at the bar. When he asked why I was so happy after your call, I told him you were in town and on your way over. He wanted me to call you back. He proposed you meet us much later at the club, but I wasn't interested. I just wanted to see you. I told him it was too late, you were on your way and I was going down to the hotel lobby to wait for you." 
"I remember you jumping on me in the lobby. I guess that's when you were chock full of hormones, because you were very clingy and needy." 
"Christ, wasn't I. I so wanted to drag you off to a dark corner for a quick fuck. I almost raped you in the taxi back to the suite I was so worked up." She grinned at me in a happy recollection.
"Anyway," she continued, "when we got to the bar, Nigel had disappeared. I was going to introduce you to him, but he'd gone. I didn't think much about it at the time; I just assumed he was going to meet us at the restaurant. He never did, and he'd been going on about how great a place it was for days and how hard it had been to get a reservation."
"He couldn't, could he; the reservation was only for four, not five," I pointed out. "You remember how crowded the place was. There was no possibility he could change the reservation to five." 
Now I thought about it, if he had, I'd have known there was something odd going on. I'd been amazed that we could get a table for four and it had been a good table, a really good one; one I should have realized would never have been available for a last-minute reservation. No wonder Nigel disappeared that evening. 
Now my mind was on fire. Something else that had been floating around in the back of my mind coalesced into a solid thought. 
"Stephen damn well knew how Nigel felt about you," I stated. It wasn't a guess; I was one hundred percent sure. "He was pushing you at him. He wanted you to fall for Nigel!" 
Kayla shook her head in disbelief. 
I carried on before she could interrupt me. "The drug interaction was just one big bonus because it made his job easier. I'm guessing that he told Nigel that you were unhappy in your marriage, and I wouldn't be surprised if he wasn't actively supporting Nigel's campaign to win you away from me."
"He wouldn't do that: he's our friend." She gave me a startled look.
"I think he not only would, but he did. He's been different ever since we told him that we wanted to take off a couple of years. Hell, he's always been much more your friend than he ever was mine. I'm not even sure he ever was my friend. If he could put a wedge between us, he would hope that you would carry on touring. That would have benefited both of them. He was pushing the pair of you together and allowing the rumors to start and persist." 
I thought back to that last night; things began to click into place. 
"I believe that the whole incident at the night club was staged. Stephen's idea was for me to get all worked up and leave you. When I finally get inside the place, I was supposed to find you in the arms of another man. I don't think he knew that Nigel had decided to make such a public display of his love for you; that was just one big bonus." 
"But he wouldn't." She repeated.
"Are you sure? If everything went the way we'd planned, you'd have wanted to stop working for a couple of years, maybe even longer. His income would have dropped heavily, and don't forget, he's a close friend of your parents and they've never liked me. Well, it worked, didn't it! I walked out." 
"But I didn't go back to work," Kay said "I found out I was pregnant, and I was cancelling everything. I even pulled out of the concert for the Queen." 
"He couldn't have known that you would be pregnant that soon; it was unexpected. If you hadn't been pregnant, what then?" I asked. We both fell silent as we pondered the implications of those thoughts. 
"My publicist, she works for the agency," Kay said suddenly with a hint of anger. "When I first mentioned that we were going to go public, she was all for it. Then, in those last few weeks, she flipped 180 degrees and was adamant that it was the wrong time. She's the one that came up with the whole magazine reveal proposal and convinced me that it was the only way to go. I told her you wouldn't be happy about the decision, and she said something I didn't understand at the time: that she had her orders, and it had to be this way." 
"Ah." I was left in no doubt about my suspicions.
"So, you think that Stephen was manipulating both of us."
"Don't you? One thing I don't understand is why he convinced my buyer to sell my shares of the agency back to me. I'd have thought he'd be much happier if I were out of the way."
She gave me a surprised look at that statement. "He didn't, it was nothing to do with him; I did all of that. Your buyers contacted me to see if I wanted to sell my share, as well. That was the first I knew about you selling. I let them know you had no rights to sell your shares, since we owned them jointly. Neither of us could sell without the other's approval. They weren't happy, but they cancelled the payment. I got my bank to send the same amount to the account you'd given them. I guessed you didn't want to touch any of our joint accounts, and I didn't want you to not to have any access to cash."
I showed her the text from Stephen, where he claimed to have talked the buyers into selling back to me. 
"Shit, the bastard." There were tears in her eyes, and I pulled her into a long tight hug. 
It was late, very late: we'd managed to talk our way through the whole evening and into the witching hours. Both of us were trying to stifle our yawns. I'd have picked up my wife and carried her to the bedroom, only the design of the boat precluded such shows of gallantry. I led her to the bedroom, showed her the bathroom and briefly explained the differences between this and a land based one. 
She pushed past me and pulling her panties down, and sat on the toilet with a sigh of relief. 
"I needed that, the baby is starting to squeeze my poor bladder," she sighed gratefully. "Can I have a shower please?" 
"Sure." I turned the shower and the drain pump on for her. 
She wiped herself and standing up, undid the last of the buttons on her dress and let it slide down her body to pool at her feet. She hadn't bothered to pull up her panties, and she stepped out of both items to stand naked and vulnerable in front of me. My eyes were drawn to her belly, and there was a sensual curve that had never been there before. We really were going to have a baby! 
"I need you to wash me," she told me, and I knew instinctively it wasn't just the dirt she wanted me to wash off her. 
I stripped off and followed her into the shower, grateful that the previous owners had installed an extra-large shower cubical. Kay stood facing me under the hard stream of water, her arms crossed over her breasts. 
"I haven't felt clean in months," she whispered, and I could barely hear her over the pounding of the water. I believe she held back another sob.
I took the shampoo and worked it into the strands of her long blonde hair. She moaned softly, turned and rested back against me. The curves of her buttocks provided a natural channel for my semi-turgid cock. I rinsed off her hair and found the bottle of my least manly smelling shower gel and a sponge. 
She took the bottle from me, looked at it and shook her head. She found the bottle of my favorite shower gel. "I love this stuff; this is my memory of you, and I've missed you so much," she said as she squirted a generous dollop on the sponge. 
I took it from her, and she shuddered in pleasure as I carefully soaped every inch of her. I took my time, knowing I had plenty of hot water, working the suds with the sponge and my fingers. At her insistence, I paid extra attention to her breasts. No dirt, imagined or real, stood a chance against my hands. 
She was whimpering as I teased and caressed her long hard nipples, pulling and rolling them between my fingertips. Her whimpering grew louder and her hand slid between her thighs. 
"Oh fuck, fuuuck," she cried out, bracing herself against the wall as she came, surprising both of us with the speed and intensity of her orgasm. She pushed against the shower wall, which forced the luscious curves of her ass into my groin. My cock made a final twitch and stiffened to his full seven fat inches. I may not be as impressive as Tom apparently was, but I'd never had a complaint. 
She spun around, sinking to her knees, her hands drawing my throbbing shaft close to her mouth. Her tongue slowly slid over the purple crown, causing me to gasp with the delicious sensations that shot down my cock. Christ, for almost four months the only attention he'd had was from my hand. He was quick to remind me that my hand was no substitute for Kay. 
"Fuuuuuck," I groaned, bracing myself against the wall as she swallowed the head into the warmth of her mouth. She sucked, licked and stroked, and in moments, I was close to the edge. No lover for the last few months meant I was far too worked up to be able to control myself. 
"Oh fuck... I'm gonna cum," I gasped as the incredible urge centered in my groin burst past my barriers, exploding in my cock. 
Kay never paused, her mouth like a limpet on my quivering cock. The dam broke and with a deep growl, I came, pulsing my essence in long streams into her waiting mouth.
She wouldn't stop until she was sure I had nothing left to give, and then she reluctantly let my softening cock slide from her lips. I helped her to her feet and drew her into a long kiss, our slick wet bodies sliding against each other as the warm water continued to fall on us. 
"Take me to bed, please," Kay said.
I wrapped her in a soft towel as she wrapped her hair up in a second. The bedroom was only a couple of steps away, and I led my tired wife to the bed and tucked her in. I spent a couple of minutes making sure that the Nevermore was safe and locked up before crawling into the bed behind Kay's naked body. 
I thought that she was asleep. She was quick to prove me wrong, pushing her ass against me, wriggling as my cock grew again and found a temporary home in the cleft between her cheeks. 
Soon, Kay was holding my turgid throbbing cock against her slit as she languidly rocked her pelvis back and forth. She began to give little sighs of pleasure as my shaft slid across her sensitive, intimate flesh. Her movements slowly sped up and she tightened her grip on my cock. 
I kissed and nibbled the soft skin on the back of her neck. My fingers pulled and teased her nipple, and she groaned and then gasped as a little orgasm caught her by surprise. 
After a moment, she moved slightly so that the head of my cock was nestled between her plump pussy lips. With a roll and a push of my hips, I slid into her wet and tight heat. Both of us groaned in pleasure. We rocked in unison, my hand moving down the soft skin of her body, over the slight curve of her baby bump until I felt the soft springy curls nestled at the top of her slit. My fingers delved lower and she gasped and shuddered when I pressed on her clit.
"Feels sooo good," she murmured, and then gave a little cry. "Ohh fuck that feels so good, " as I rolled the hard nub of her clit under my finger. 
"Fuck I'm going to come again," she whimpered, and she pushed hard against me. Her pussy spasmed and tightened around me. She shuddered and her hand caught mine. 
"Oh God, give me a moment," she gasped, and rode out her orgasm with a series of soft grunts; then, she was pushing back against my rigid throbbing cock, trying to match the increasing vigor of my thrusts as I sought my own happy ending. 
That deep primeval urge grew in my belly, and I was squeezing her breasts as I pulled her hard against me with each thrust. My world shrank to the sensation of my cock sliding in and out of her slick silky glove, her cries of pleasure spurring me on. 
My orgasm burst, hot fire surging through me to paint the welcoming center of her body. With a final long drawn out cry, Kay came as well, her body shuddering in pleasure. 
"No more," she gasped, and in seconds relaxed in my arms, fast asleep. 
She was shifting only slightly to settle against me as I slid out of her and spooned up behind her. Tired as I was, I found it difficult to fall asleep. My mind kept racing with dark thoughts. There was no doubt that Kay was still in love with me, but I kept feeling that far more had happened between them than she was admitting to. 
I'd seen Nigel's face as he'd proposed, and I knew that expression. It was the same one I had on my face when I was with her: total love! That smile she gave him while he offered her the ring... I couldn't get it out of my memory. He was certain of her favorable response to his proposal.
I'd listened to all the excuses, but I kept coming back to one salient point. If she loved me as much as she said she did, why didn't she talk to me when she realized something wasn't right. One simple phone call and I would have dropped everything and gone to her.



She was adamant that the baby was mine; but if she was telling the truth about the dates, we'd only made love one evening that was in the right time window. I struggled to work out her cycle in my mind, but I drew a blank. 
Her need to convince me that she and Nigel hadn't made love before she'd told me she was pregnant disturbed me; surely the first thing she should have told me was about the baby. Had there been other men as well as Nigel? I loved the woman, shit, I'd just proved that, but was it enough? 
I grew cold at the realization that if the baby wasn't mine, there was no way I'd be able to bring it up. It would be a constant reminder, and I couldn't live with that. 
Fuck, it was no good. I slipped out of bed, tucking the covers back around Kayla. I pulled on a hoodie and a pair of sweatpants. In the galley, I made a hot chocolate drink with a splash of Rum, then made my way to the rear deck. I settled down in a comfy reclining chair and let the night sounds embrace me. 
I woke when the first glimmers of the dawn touched the eastern horizon and the town began to wake up. A couple of early morning joggers gave me a wave as they passed by. The occasional gusts of wind wafted the aroma of baking bread to my nose. I stretched, trying to ease the kinks. 
My watch said it was almost six, which would make it midnight on the east coast of the United States. It was late, but not too late, I hoped, to call probably the only person who would know the truth. 
My phone was charging in the salon. Walking back on deck, I called Laine. 
After a moment, a sleepy voice said, "Yes." Then more urgently, "Peter is that you?" 
"Yes."
"So I guess she's found you then. She called at the crack of dawn yesterday to say she had a hot tip that you were in the south of France." 
In the background, I heard an indistinguishable second voice, then a muffled Laine saying, "Shush, go back to sleep, it's Kay's husband." 
Then she said to me, "Hang on a moment, I need to move to the lounge." 
There was a series of rustles and scratches then she said, "I guess this isn't a social call, what do you want, Peter?" 
"I need to know the truth, Laine, not Kay's rose colored version. She's insistent that the baby is mine and she never slept with Nigel." 
There was a sigh from Laine, "Pete, she's not only my boss, but she's also my best friend. You're putting me in an impossible position. If, and I'm not saying she did, but if she did tell me anything in confidence, I can't tell you, can I?"
"Laine, I always thought we were friends, as well. If it helps, remember you work for the agency and not Kay. I co-own it, so you work for me, as well. Also, if you don't say anything, I'll assume the worst, and it'll probably be the end of our marriage." 
"You bastard," she hissed. 
"I know I am, but I'm fighting for the truth about my marriage. I need to know what she was up to in those last few months. If it helps you make your mind up, it's the, 'not knowing' that's the real big issue here. I can forgive and live with it if I know the truth, and now, she's only telling me what she thinks I'll accept." 
"But you'll divorce her if you don't find out the truth; is that what you are saying?" 
"Possibly, probably, hell, I don't know; but I do know the uncertainty is chewing me up. We promised each outer that we'd always be honest with each other. It's the trust issue; she needs to tell me the truth." 
There was a soft sigh and then a harsh, "No." 
That was followed by a quieter, "I honestly don't know how much she did. All I know is she went out numerous times with Nigel in those last few months. I've no fucking idea if she slept with him. She seemed to have a good time, that all I know. She's the only person who can tell you what went on. I do know that she didn't understand what was going on with herself. She cried on my shoulder about how much she loved you after every date she had with him." 
"Was Nigel the only one?" 
"Fuck Pete, leave it alone." 
"Was he?" 
"Christ, there were a couple of others she went out to dinner with, but I don't think anything went on between them; they were just dinner dates. Is she still with you?" 
"Yes, she's asleep now." 
"That is where I'd like to be. I'm going to call her. If I must suffer, so can she. Peter, I'll tell her that she needs to tell you the truth, and then I'm done with it."
With that, she rang off. A few minutes later, I heard Kay's phone playing Laine's custom ring tone in the distance. 
It was a good half an hour before Kayla appeared in the wheelhouse looking around for me. The sun had risen above the horizon, and the deck was bathed in a golden glow. 
She'd obviously had another shower and was wearing a pair of old jean shorts and a t-shirt. The yellow 'baby on board' sign you see in car rear windows was emblazoned on the front. Her hair was still damp and pulled back in a ponytail. She came and sat down beside me, giving me a desperate look. 
"Are you actually considering divorce?" her voice was scared. 
"What did we promise Kay, that we'd always be honest with each other. I know you too well; I don't think you've outright lied to me, but I do believe that you've been very economical with the truth, I'm sure a lot more happened than you've admitted to." 
Tears began to track down her cheeks and her shoulders shook as she sobbed and bowed her head. 
I was aware that she was emotionally exhausted, I realized that I shouldn't have walked away, but at the time, I wasn't thinking rationally. 
"Kay, look at me," I said. Her head rose. "I love you, but not knowing the truth is eating me up and destroying what love I have left for you. What did Laine tell you?" 
"That if I don't tell you the truth, you will probably divorce me. Please, Pete, don't, I'm so sorry I lied; I promise I'll tell you everything. She said you are sure that I slept with Nigel and he wasn't the only one. You're not even sure that the baby's yours. It is; I promise you. You were the only person I made love to that month, and there's been nobody since. It can only be yours." 
"That month?" I had noticed the way she'd phrased her statement. 
"I went a bit further with him than I told you, but only with Nigel, the others were just dinner dates. At best, I'd give them a goodnight kiss when they dropped me off and then rush off to find George."
"Okay, so then, just how much further with him?" 
Her voice was a soft whisper, "We never fucked..." 
I grunted in disbelief, and she hurriedly continued. "Not in the biblical sense of fucking, that is. He gave me what I was craving, going down on me and I would give him blowjobs in return. We 69'd a couple of times, but he only ever came on me, not in me." Her hands gripped mine as she urged me to believe her.
"Did you love him?" 
"No," she cried out. "If it hadn't been for my stupidity with the drugs, the best he would have got was a kiss goodnight. He's a nice person, and under other circumstances, I guess I could have fallen in love with him... but I already loved you, so he never had a chance." 
I hissed at that, and she hurriedly continued, "I mean if I'd never met you, but because I was so needy he filled that need. George was good, and I used him a lot, but there were times I wanted someone real to hold and touch me and you weren't there." 
"When was the last time?" Then a sickening thought hit me. "Or are you still seeing him?" 
"No, no, no, I've only seen him once since, and that's when I apologized for misleading him and told him I could no longer work with him. The last time we were... well you know... together, had been over two weeks before that evening. By that time, the effect of the pills had almost worn off. 
"That evening wasn't good for either of us; at least I didn't think so. I knew I'd been using him and my guilt at betraying you was overwhelming me. I was able to control my urges by then, but he was expecting me to act the same as usual. It was easier to give him a quick blowjob, then I faked a headache and got him to go. I tried never to be alone, socially, with him after that. 
Nigel's proposal was his way of trying to make me commit to him. He thought I'd been suffering from cold feet, but I still loved him. He'd kept dropping hints about me leaving you and us getting married, but I had been ignoring them. He honestly thought I'd say yes. That's why there was such a mix up over your invite. He didn't want you around when he proposed." 
"Fuck, I knew it." 
"I was with the three of them when Gavin appeared to tell Stephen that you were outside and were spitting blood because you couldn't get in. I don't think Stephen wanted me to hear, but the music was loud and Gavin had to shout to be heard. I heard him say your name and I insisted he tell me what was going on. I'd been worried because I couldn't understand why you weren't there. When I heard what Gavin said, I told them to let you in, or I was leaving."
Ah, so the lackey's name was Gavin, nice to finally to know his name. It's funny how finding out little facts like that can be so satisfying. 
Kayla carried on, "Nigel told Stephen to deal with it. It must be a mistake, and if he, Stephen, that is, would wait a few moments, a club official would go with him to sort it out. The next thing I knew Nigel was dragging me onto that stage and starting his speech. Stephen was looking confused, but I was able to tell him to go and get you. I said that if you weren't there in a couple of minutes, I was leaving. At the time, I had no idea what Nigel was about to do. 
"No sooner had I seen you in the crowd, Nigel was making his crazy proposal and then you were gone. Nigel was on his knees holding out a ring, and the audience was applauding. Apparently, I slapped his face while screaming that he was delusional and that I was already married. I couldn't get through the crowd fast enough. By the time, I got to the front of the club, you'd gone. It took me a few minutes to get a taxi." 
She gave a little sad smile, "He dropped the ring when I slapped him, and it rolled off the stage. Someone must have pocketed it because it hasn't been found. It was worth over $50,000." 
"It's no more than he deserved," I said, with a wry smile. 
"Not really, I'm the one at fault. I was the one who sent him all those confusing body messages. He really thought that we were falling in love. The truth was, I just saw him as an easy and safe way to relieve my sexual frustration." 
She looked over at the boat moored behind us. "I was a bit like Cassie, I needed a walking George, a Tom who could give me some affection and make me orgasm when I need to get rid of the pressure that was constantly building up. You don't know how sorry I am that I didn't call you and tell you what I'd been doing, but I was so scared that you would hate and reject me when you found out what I'd been doing. The longer it went on, the harder it became to even think about telling you." 
She still didn't get why I was so upset. "It's not finding out what you did, that hurts so much. It's the fact you felt that you needed to keep on lying to me about it. That's what hurts." 
Her face fell, and she looked down at her hands and the rings on her finger. "I was so embarrassed that I couldn't control my emotions," she murmured. 
"I didn't want you ever to find out how foolish and disrespectful I'd been. I knew what I was doing was wrong, but I just couldn't seem to stop myself. Laine could tell that something that wasn't right, but it took her a long time to convince me to go and see a doctor. He worked out what I'd done and why I was the way I was." 
"Why didn't Laine call me?" 
"Because I begged her not to and threatened her. I hoped that if I could get through those last few weeks without you ever finding I'd betrayed you, I'd be safe. I would have the next couple of years to earn your trust again. I was going to tell you, but I wanted to pick my moment. We'd have been a family, and you would have been much more likely to understand how stupid I'd been." 
"That plan didn't work very well, did it?" I said with great sarcasm. 
"No, and everything since then has been a case of damage control, with me petrified that the next person I'd see would be there to serve me with divorce papers. I haven't touched a keyboard since you left and I won't ever again if you don't forgive me for being the stupid idiot I was." 
She moved off her chair and knelt at my feet, looking up at me. The tears were rolling down her face. "I'm so sorry I did what I did," she said. "Even in the worst moments, there was only one person I loved, and that was you. Most of the time I fantasized that it was you beside me, not him. Please, Pete, forgive me for being weak and foolish and betraying you." 
She stopped then, physically and emotionally exhausted, her arms around my legs and her head bowed, waiting for her fate. 
Forgiving what she'd done was the easy part. I'd known her long enough to know that she was now telling me the truth. I was sure that it was the drugs that pushed her into her recent behavior. The stumbling block, was her decision to try and hide her actions from me. I'd thought that we were soul mates, and we had never kept anything from each other. One phone call, that was all had been needed. What was worse was that she'd gone out of her way to hide it from me, the times when I was with her over that period. That, I wasn't sure I could forgive.
Then again, could I continue to live without her. What about the baby, there was no way I wanted to be a part time dad. What she had said about not playing registered, and I relaxed, I knew my answer. 
I stood pulling her to her feet and sat her on my chair. "Wait here," I told her, and went below decks. Under the bed in the rear cabin was a long heavy box. It was something I'd ordered when I first bought the Nevermore. I'd hidden it away, since seeing it had become too hard. 
Unpacking the box, I carried the contents up on deck and placed it on the low table, pulling it over so it was in front of her. Her eyes opened wide, and her hand went to her mouth, as she sobbed.
"Can I," she asked? She was waiting for my approval. If I didn't give it, I believed her earlier words that she'd never play again.
I nodded and plugged in the electronic keyboard to the mains on the boat. She switched it on and selected the correct options. She paused, her fingers poised above the ivory and black keys. She nodded in the direction of the other chair and waited until I was seated. Her eyes never left mine, and the first notes of Rachmaninoff's Piano Concerto No. 2 drifted across the water. 

~~~~~~~<<>>~~~~~~~Did we make it? The short answer is yes... but. If that's all you want to know you can stop now. 
If not...
Those first few weeks were rocky for both of us. Kayla understood that I was still having moments of doubt and suspicion and she was constantly trying to reassure me that while she'd been foolish, she still loved me. 
She went even further, insisting on taking an in-vitro paternity test as soon as it was safe, to prove I was the father. The result confirmed I was, but while this reassured me at one level, it disturbed me at another. Her insistence on undergoing the test raised the second possibility, the specter that in her mind, there could have been the possibility I may not have been the father. That would suggest that she had gone further with Nigel than she had admitted. 
We lived on the boat for those weeks, cruising further down the canal. Paul and Caroline, on the Wizard, kept us company. I was grateful for Caroline's presence as she diplomatically defused several situations between us that threatened to escalate into all-out war.
It came to a head after four weeks. Kay made a comment, and I jumped down her throat yet again. She burst into tears, and for once, I couldn't take her into my arms and tell her I loved her. Caroline hugged her and took her off to their boat. She stayed the night on the Wizard, while I pined on the Nevermore. 
My heart grew leaden the next morning as I watched from the wheelhouse of the Nevermore while Kayla drove off in a taxi with Caroline and Paul. I knew I'd been pushing and pushing her to tell me everything that had happened. It had almost gotten to the point where I think I would have been happy if she had made something up, that fitted into the sick fantasy I was creating in my mind. It looked like Kayla had run out of patience with me. I tried calling her, but her phone was switched off. 
Not knowing what to do, I moped about, finally concluding too late in the day that I wanted to keep on moving along the canal. The locks were closed for the night, trapping me where I was moored until next day. 
I loved Kayla, but was that enough? My resentment was trying to do its best to tear us apart. I was convinced that she'd had a full-blown affair with Nigel. The fact that the baby was mine was just a lucky accident. 
In the morning, I checked on the Wizard as I walked back from the local bakery. The boat was silent and locked up. Paul and Caroline hadn't returned last night, which had surprised me. I'd assumed that they'd been escorting Kayla to the airport and would be back to give me grief for my actions. 
I called their mobile and got no answer, Kay's phone was still switched off. Christ, I'd really fucked up this time. At ten, after a quick visit to the local store for fresh provisions, I reluctantly started the engine. Casting off the mooring lines, I headed out of the village. 
When I reached the first set of locks an hour's cruise down the canal, the light was green, and I slid past the open tall gates into the stone canyon. I was very grateful that the lock keeper was willing to tie off my bow line for me, as the worn rim of the lock was a good three yards above my head. 
The lock gates closed behind me, and the water began flowing in. I concentrated on the wet stone wall beside me as the boat slowly rose. I jockeyed with the throttle and the bow thruster to keep her close to the wall as the water swirled around the boat. 
When the water stilled and the gates in front of me opened, I eased the boat into the second lock. This one was even deeper, and I blindly threw the mooring line up and over the edge expecting the lock keeper to tie me off again. 
Again, the water rushed in. I was concentrating on maintaining my position in the lock, so it took me a few moments to spot the small group of people standing on the rim of the lock as I rose. I felt a surge of happiness as I spotted Kayla beside Paul and Caroline. Then I froze as the fourth person turned to face me. That bastard Nigel Masters stood the other side of Kayla, and I groaned in disbelief and gut-wrenching despair. 
There is a rule; you never board a boat without permission. Paul and Caroline knew this, so when Nigel tried to follow Kay as she stepped on board, Paul pulled him back. 
She came and stood by me. "We need to talk," she said. 
I looked at her in amazement, "Like hell we do," I replied. "I think the fact you brought him with you says everything I need to know." 
"He's here to prove I still love you." 
I was speechless, I just stared at her. Had she lost her mind? A call from the lock keeper brought my attention back to the here and now. He gestured at the gates open in front of the bow as he tossed the mooring line onto the roof of the cabin. I made Kay sit down on the bench seat at the rear of the wheelhouse and told her not to say anything. 
I eased Nevermore through the exit of the lock and into the calm of the canal. I found a suitable place to moor up a hundred yards further up the canal. Paul had walked there to help me tie off the mooring lines. I switched off the engine, and Kayla's voice broke the silence.



"He's here to tell you what happened between us to prove to you that I never loved him. He was manipulated by Stephen just as much as I was." 
"I bet that was a hardship for him," I said bitterly. 
"Stephen told him our relationship was on its last legs and that the two year break was our opportunity for us to go our separate ways hidden from the limelight. I called him yesterday, it's the first time we've spoken since the day after the scene at the nightclub."
She paused for a moment, "Actually, that's not true, we didn't speak. He just stood there while I ranted and raged at him, blaming him for destroying my marriage, for making you leave me. Then I told him to never contact me again." 
I glanced out at the bank and the three people standing on the towpath. "So now it's all his fault, nothing to do with your hormones?" I asked. 
"Of course, it was just as much my fault." 
"Why contact him now?" 
"Because he's the only other person who knows the truth of what happened. I need him to tell you what did happen and why he proposed." 
Something about the thought of him stepping onto my boat turned my stomach, but I also knew that if I was ever to get a resolution to the situation we were in, I needed to listen to his tale. 
"I need a few moments to get my head in the right place," I told her. "Take him over to that restaurant at the bottom of the lock. I'll be there in ten minutes." 
Kayla shook her head, "Oh no, you don't, I know you, you'll just up and leave. I'll get Paul and Caroline to take him. I'm waiting right here for you." 
That's what she did. The others walked back in the direction of the restaurant while she made herself comfortable on the captain's chair in the wheelhouse. She was right; I'd been seriously considering carrying on down the canal as soon as they were out of sight. 
I changed out of my shorts and t-shirt and into something a bit more presentable. Kayla smiled at me as I rejoined her. I helped her ashore, locked up and we walked down the towpath. I held out my hand to her and she took it gratefully. 
"This is all my fault," she said, the words spilling out of her. "I should never have insisted we keep our relationship a secret. I should have called you as soon as I felt that something was wrong with me. I shouldn't have lied to you either. I just wanted the whole sorry episode to go away." 
She paused and coming to a halt, pulled me around to face her. She looked anxious as she looked up at me, "I fucked that up didn't I. Peter, please don't leave me, I have loved you ever since that first evening in Covenant Garden. I contacted him because he's the only other person who knows what happened between the pair of us and you need to hear what he has to say." 
I sighed. She was right, of course. We couldn't go on like this any longer. I pointed at a bench set back from the towpath by the top gate of the lock. 
"I'll wait here for him, and we'll talk," I said. "Just him, though, you wait with Paul and Caroline." 
She looked at me and back to the boat. I could see her indecision. I took the key to the boat dangling from its cork float and handed it to her. 
"I'm not going to run away again," I promised, and this time I meant it.
She nodded and trotted off, well trotted as fast as a woman who almost six months pregnant could. 
It was a good ten minutes before Nigel sat down beside me. I hadn't really taken in his appearance in those brief moments I'd seen him. He was slightly taller than I was, and I guessed he was in his late thirties. He had a handsome face with striking steel blue eyes, eyes that pierced me.
"I don't know whether I should hate you or pity you," he finally said. He didn't have an American accent; I was surprised to note. The only other time I'd heard his voice properly had been in the nightclub. It had been distorted through the sound system, and I hadn't realized he was British.
"Funny, I was thinking the same thing about you," I replied.
He sighed then said, "I loved her from the first time I met her. Stephen told me that your marriage was on the rocks and you were separating. At first, I didn't believe him, but then, after a couple of months, Kayla began to respond to my advances, I thought he could be telling the truth. How was I supposed to know it was the drugs that made her react the way she did?" His voice was tinged with sadness. 
He carried on, "She's a beautiful intelligent woman, a wonderful musician. I lost my heart to her the first time she smiled at me."
I wasn't sure I could be shocked anymore, but his words had come close. 
"Didn't you think that it was odd that whenever I was around, she wanted nothing to do with you?" I asked. "That she was just using you to scratch an itch." 
He tensed at my words, "She refused to talk about you; if I mentioned you, she'd change the subject or simply cut me off. Stephen told me it was because she feared you, that you could be violent..." 
"What the fuck," my voice raised. I continued more softly, "I've never hurt her in all the years I've known her." 
He raised his hands in a consolatory manner, "I know that now, but it was the reason he used to convince me it wouldn't be wise to confront you, in case you took it out on her. He'd give me a heads up if you were going to be around and I'd keep my distance and try and keep an eye on her." 
I tried to relax, but I was having a hard time doing so. "So, let me get this straight," I said, hoping that I was sounding a lot calmer than I was. "Stephen tells you that Kay is at risk and no longer loves me. He wants you to... to romance her. She starts to respond to your advances, and you think she's falling in love with you, correct?" 
"It sounds a bit clinical, but yes, that's the nub of it." 
"You understand this is not helping her cause, you're here to convince me that she never slept with you." 
He gave me a long telling look. "If I thought that there was still a chance she loved me, I wouldn't hesitate to try and convince you we'd been fucking for weeks." 
He put his hand up to stop the angry comment I was about to make. 
"What the point. She doesn't, never has. There's no way she'd want me in her life again. We didn't... well we did, but we didn't if you understand." 
"Nope, you're going to need to do better than that. That's about as clear as that water," I said pointing at the murky water in the canal. "What the hell do you mean by 'we did but we didn't'?" 
He gave me another long look. "I understand," he said. "There were several occasions when she spent most if not all night with me..." he stopped as he heard the growl coming from me. 
"No, wait," he said hastily, "We may have fooled around a bit, but she never let me fuck her. Christ, most of the time, she never took her panties off. It was like all she wanted was foreplay and nothing else. She craved the attention, but at the same time, she was emotionless. She gets all worked up and then uses that damn vibrator of hers for the last bit. If I was lucky, she gave me a consolation hand or blowjob to keep me happy." 
"And were you?" 
"What?" 
"Happy?" I asked. 
"I was in love with her, Christ, I still am! I thought she loved me and I took whatever scraps she let me have." 
He gave me a sad look, "And now I know that even scraps and feelings weren't real. The drugs were fucking her up and I was just a means to an end." 
Christ, I almost felt sorry for him... almost. It seemed that she had been finally telling the truth. 
"Kay told me that she stopped seeing you a few weeks before that last night, did she?" 
He gave a single nod. 
"That's true, although I saw her daily about the music and the recording contract. Yes, our personal relationship cooled those last weeks. I know now it was because she'd stopped taking those pills, but at the time, Stephen told me that it was because that she was under a hell of a lot of pressure from you.
"When I asked him what was happening and why Kayla seemed to be avoiding me, he said she thought that you were beginning to suspect she was having an affair and; supposedly, she was conflicted about her feelings for me. He led me to believe it was mainly about how she was going to tell you that she wanted a divorce; she didn't want to hurt you." 
He paused to collect his thoughts. "When she disappeared after the penultimate performance, I was concerned. She and Stephen were supposed to meet up, and I was to join them. He said she wanted to talk, that she was close to resolving her issues." 
"She never turned up. I tried to call her, but I just got her voice mail. I found out the next morning from Stephen that you'd got into town early. He said Kayla had gone to see you at your hotel, to finally tell you she wanted a divorce." 
I grunted in annoyance, and he turned those piercing eyes on me. "Well, it's what he told me," he said with a shrug of his shoulders
I couldn't understand what Stephen was trying to do. Was he living in a fantasy world? I said as much to Nigel, and he agreed. 
He said, "I asked him what the hell was going on after the confusion at the nightclub. He just said, 'Well I tried, it's your fault you couldn't close the deal'. Then he walked away. I haven't seen him since. Just what the hell did you do to him? He hates your guts." 
"I'm damned if I know, I honestly thought he was a friend, as well as a business partner. Kay's parents and his are very close, and her parents have always been cold to me. They thought she could have done a lot better than me." 
It was his turn to grunt. "That wouldn't surprise me," he said. "Ever since I've known him, he was taking digs at you." 
"Kay said she first met you about a year ago, when you became her contact with the recording company; is that the same time you met Stephen?" 
He looked at me in surprise. "No, I thought you knew. I'm James's cousin. I've known him for years, and I've met Kay's parents a few times. That's why I was asked to look after her after she got upset with the previous girl." 
"I don't recall seeing you at any of Stephens dos," I pointed out. 
"You wouldn't have, I only saw the pair of them at family gatherings. I was living here in France, that where the recording company is based. I went over to the States 18 months ago to head up our office over there."
"Hang on, does that mean he's been having a go at me all that time?" 
"Yes." 
We both fell silent. I'd no idea what he was thinking, but I was pondering his words. Was I that unobservant that I'd missed Stephens animosity all these years?
He interrupted my thoughts as he spoke again. 
"When I saw Kayla backstage before that last concert, I knew something had happened. She was all jittery and anxious. I hoped it meant that she'd told you. That's why I decided that the after-show party would be the best time to ask her to marry me." 
"You hadn't planned to propose that evening? Why did you have a ring with you!" I asked. 
"I didn't start out with one. Sure, I was going to ask her to marry me, but I hadn't intended doing it that evening. The ring, well, that was an old family heirloom. I'd asked my mother to send it to me a few weeks earlier when I was convinced Kayla loved me. I'd left it in the safe in my room, and I got one of Stephens assistants to go and get it for me." 
There was a slight pause, again, then he said. "She and Stephen were in heated discussions up until the start of the show. Every time I tried to talk to her, Stephen would stop me. He said she was really upset over you. That's what convinced me; she'd asked for the divorce and the pair of you were over. I don't think any of us who were backstage thought she would perform. She kept staring out at the auditorium as it filled up and fiddling with her phone. She wouldn't settle until she got a text. After that, she got them to shine a spotlight onto the front row. Then when she played her heart out, I thought it was because she'd finally made her choice and was free of you."
I watched as his hands tightened into fists, his fingers going white. "Christ how wrong I was about that, she played for an audience of one that evening. You," He said bitterly, he nodded down the towpath.
I peered in the direction Kay had gone. I'd missed her reappearance. She was sitting between Paul and Caroline on a bench the far end of the lock. Caroline had her arm around Kay's shoulders and seemed to be talking to her. Kay was staring at me.
There didn't seem to be anything more to be said between us. Nigel recognized that and stood up. He turned away and paused as though he had something else to add, then he shrugged and walked back down the towpath. When he reached them, Paul stood and the pair of them disappeared out of my view. 
Kayla stood, but then hesitated. She was obviously waiting for a sign from me before walking over to me. Well, I wasn't going anywhere; she had the keys to the boat in her hand. I waved to her, and she hurried over. 
She stopped a couple of paces from me, looking down at my face, obviously trying to gauge my feelings. 
"Are we going to be okay?" she asked. 
"Yeah, I think so, love." 
"Did he say anything that helped you understand what happened?" 
"Not so much that was new, it was more that he put what you told me into perspective, and that's what I needed." 
She came and sat down beside me, tentatively squeezing my hand. I just pulled her close and kissed her mouth. She tucked her legs up under her and curled up against me, sighing contentedly.
"You do know I'm not having our baby on a boat, even one as nice as ours," Kay said. 
I placed my hand on her baby bump, and she covered it with one of hers. She gave a gasp.
"Did you feel that," she cried. "He kicked." 
I was speechless, all I could do was plaster a stupid grin across my face and make happy sounds. 
"So, are you two good?" Caroline asked. She'd approached us while we had been talking. She hovered over the pair of us like a mama bear protecting her cubs. 
"We are, Caroline," I said
And we were! 

~~~~~~~<<>>~~~~~~~Postscript. 
So, what was Stephens game? We think we know. We knew was he wasn't at all happy when we sold our share in the agency to my original buyers. We had convinced Laine and Julia that it was the right time for them to branch out on the own and start their own management agency. We were their first clients. 
The apartment in New Orleans was sold, and the estate in Cornwall was on the market. We'd had moved into a modernized farmhouse on the outskirts of a village close to where the boat was moored for the winter. The farmhouse was set in fifteen acres of vineyards. It looked down from the hillside over the valley, through which the river and the canal wound. 
Our daughter Rebecca was six months old, and next the week was going on her maiden voyage. Her godparents were staying with us. Asking Paul and Caroline had been the best decision we could have made. The Wizard was moored next to Nevermore. Both boats were waiting for us to begin a cruise down to the Mediterranean, and then up the Rhone. 
It was Caroline who showed Nigel onto the patio that afternoon. I'd almost deleted his email without reading it. The subject line made me pause. 
I know you want to, but please don't delete until after you've read this.
His message was brief. Could he please come and see the pair of us as he thought he'd finally worked out why Stephen had acted the way he had. 
Nigel was pleased to see us and cooed over Rebecca. His tale was both straightforward and fantastic. He'd only seen Stephen once since he last saw us. Almost all he knew came from his cousin James. 
He surprised us by starting with a history lesson. 
"Do you remember how Thomas Beckett died?" He asked. 
Kay nodded, and I replied, "Wasn't he killed by some knights who thought the king wanted him dead?" I wasn't sure where this was going, but it seemed important to Nigel, so I let him carry on. 
"That's right, it was Henry II, and a Hugh de Morville led the Knights. Henry was in the midst of a constitutional row with the church. Thomas was the Pope's representative in England at the time and was resisting the changes Henry wanted." 
"And this relates to Stephen how?" Kayla asked, as she bounced Rebecca on her knee. 
"Henry was supposed to have said. 'What miserable drones and traitors have I nourished and brought up in my household, who let their lord be treated with such shameful contempt by a low-born cleric?'
I was impressed by his knowledge, and said so. Nigel grinned and pulled out a piece of paper with the quote printed on it. 
"I'm not that good," he said, "It's just that your situation sounds similar. James told me that both Kay's and Stephens parents were very close friends. He said that Joyce and Rodger were not happy when you met Peter. In fact, what James told me is that they were apoplectic when you told them you were getting married." 
Kay shook her head, "l know that Mum and Dad have always been a bit cool to him, but they seemed fine with our marriage." 
He looked at her, sadly. "In a way, it's your fault..." He shrank back in his chair as both momma bear, and I snapped a sharp NO at him. 
He held his hands up in contrition. "Wait, let me explain. Your insistence that the relationship between you and Pete remain secret confused them. They concluded that Peter had something on you, that he was blackmailing you." 
He held up his hands again to forestall our reactions. "I know it's not the case, and you two are one of the most loving couples I know. I'm just telling you what they thought. James said that he and Stephen visited his parents at their Spanish summer home later that year. Joyce and Rodger were staying with them at the same time." 
Kay nodded.
"Well, apparently, the conversation was dominated by you and Peter and their suspicions. At some point, Stephen became convinced that there was something in the situation. He promised your mother that if he ever got the opportunity, he'd do his best to split you up." 
"So he waited all that time to start?" Kay asked. 
"James said he thought Stephen had forgotten about it, but then two things happened when you were on tour. You told him that you'd both be taking a couple of years off. Then his father died, and your parents looked after his mother for the next few months. Apparently, Joyce kept reminding him of his promise."
"So this would have been about six months into the tour?" I asked. 
"Yeah, about the time I first appeared on the scene," Nigel replied. "In the beginning, I didn't know about your relationship. After a few weeks, I told Stephen and James how much I liked Kay. That's when he said that she was in an abusive marriage and he thought she liked me, as well. If you remember, he kept pushing the pair of us closer?" 
"I do. Suddenly he kept coming up with social events I had to attend, and you always seemed to be around." 
"That was his plan. To begin with, you were quite distant. Then you started on those fertility drugs, and you changed. I think he knew you were taking them and what their effect could be, because he was pushing me next to you at every opportunity." 
He paused to pour himself a glass of water from the jug on the table. 
"Kay, according to James, Stephen was convinced that if we slept together and Peter found out, he would leave you, and even if he didn't, you would feel so guilty that it would damage your marriage beyond repair. If it worked, he would have been your mother's knight in shining armor who'd have rid her of her troublesome son-in-law, and I was the weapon he was using."
Caroline broke the silence that followed Nigel's last statement. 
"You've got to be shitting me. Is the guy for real?" 
"It's what James and I both think. Oh, and they have split up over this. James is staying in my flat in Paris."



There wasn't much more he could tell us and after a final play with Rebecca, he left. 
I walked him to his car and shook his hand. I could tell that he was still in love with Kay, which was a little disturbing, but in a way, he was as much a victim of Stephen's manipulation as Kay was. I think he hoped I was going to say that we'd keep in touch, but I wasn't going to go that far. 
He got in his car and drove off in a cloud of dust, which slowly settled onto the grapevines.
 
~~~~~~~<<>>~~~~~~~The End 
Oh and please vote, and comment, it's the only way authors on this site get to know if our efforts are worth it. I enjoy reading your comments; I will delete any that are not constructive. If you don't like this story, then tell me why, so I can try to improve. Don't just write expletives; they just piss me off. If you comment via email, I'll try to respond. 
Many thanks for reading. Andyhm 
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This tale an erotic love story. There are no unfaithful girlfriends or wives depicted. It's based on real events that happened to me in the seventies.
I've changed most, but not all of the names and tweaked the locations. Gemma (her real name) was my best friend and lover. We were very close for several years until I went abroad to work. These events took place in the mid 70's, long before email, the Internet or mobile phones. My first overseas contract was for two years and we exchanged letters every couple of days until my first leave. We went away for an emotion filled month long holiday. On my return, we continued to write but drifted apart until the letters finally stopped. It was during this period that I met the woman who was later to become my wife.
This story covers the first few days of our relationship. It's a short, sharp vignette about meeting a magical woman. It's a one-off, and I'm not going to drag it out with a sequel.
With thanks to Blackrandl1958, editor par excellent.

~~~~~~~~~~*****~~~~~~~~~~~

Gemma: A tale of love.
This story is about the beginning of my relationship with one of the most amazing women it's ever been my luck to know. Back in the mid-seventies, I was living in London. I was a student radiographer at one of the top London teaching hospitals. I was living in student accommodation in Bayswater, which was a vibrant community at the time. It opened my eyes; it was the first time I'd lived away from home.
Living in student accommodation, a run-down old six-story building off Queensway, was a new experience for me. The building housed a mix of student nurses and radiographers. It was an odd place to live. The accommodation was mixed, the majority female. Most of the handful of men were training as nurses; there were only two men on my course. It sounds like heaven; trust me, it wasn't.
I was a couple of years older than most of my fellow students. I'd gone from school to college and then spent a year working to save a nest egg to see me through the almost three years of the course. Most of my companions were eighteen or nineteen and straight from school.
Like many of the people who worked in health care, we worked hard and played even harder. Remember, this was London in the mid-seventies; the music scene was exploding with the punk revolution. London was full of quirky places and even quirkier people, and I took it upon myself, as my God given right, to study, while having the most fun possible.
I'd been studying for almost a year at the beginning of this story. It had been long enough that London was no longer the magical place I remembered from childhood family trips, but not long enough that I hadn't lost my sense of awe.
I met Gemma at a party; I hadn't been the one invited, I was there as Maria and Rachael's safety belt. They were a couple of girls from my course who lived on the same floor as me. Maria had been invited by a guy with whom she'd had a couple of earlier dates. She'd asked Rachael, and they'd both asked me to tag along as a bit of moral support.
As both Maria and Rachael were attractive and friendly girls, I was happy to oblige. I'd gone out with them, as part of a group a few times. The three of us had a kissing friendship that had never passed much beyond that. Friends with benefits wasn't a concept that I think any of us had heard about or even considered at that time.
The party was in Wimbledon, a suburb of London more famous for the tennis tournament. It was at a flat that comprised the whole of the ground floor of a large 1930's house. The party was well underway when we arrived, the music a throbbing background to the night. The music was loud and hypnotic; a DJ had set up in the lounge, which had most of its furniture removed except for a sofa that had been pushed back into an alcove.
I followed the girls into the kitchen. We gave our contribution, three bottles of cheap Spanish red wine to the host, a guy in his late twenties who introduced himself as Damian.
"I don't have the number of the beast tattooed on my head," he joked, and we dutifully laughed.
He added the bottles to the large collection standing on the table that was valiantly trying to resemble a bar. I quickly lost touch with the girls, as Maria spotted her date and they dragged Rachael off to the lounge and into the mass of those dancing.
I found a beer and wandered around for the next hour or so. I had a couple of interesting conversations and then danced with a girl until her boyfriend dragged her away. Bored, I grabbed a fresh beer and a bowl of peanuts and made my way out into the back garden.
It was one of those classic British summer evenings, warm and still with a hint of daylight on the horizon, even though it was almost eleven o'clock. A multitude of fairy lights twinkled in the trees at the bottom of the garden. A patio extended from the back of the building. A table and chairs set to one side. Occupying the chairs were a group of dark shapes. Surrounding the patio was a low wall. I made my way over to it and sat down, sipping gratefully from the bottle in my hand and listening to the incessant throb of the heavy bass beat.
There was the unmistakable scent of cannabis wafting over from the group clustered around the tables. I looked over at them and saw, now that my eyes had adjusted to the low light, that it comprised of four guys and a woman. They looked like your classic long-haired students in jeans and scruffy T-shirts. She was different. She sat with her back to me and my attention was drawn to the long black hair cascading down an elegant blue silk clad back.
There seemed to be quite an intense conversation going on and she was shaking her head. Then I heard her say, "What part of no, don't you dickheads understand?" She stood up and shrugged off the hand that grasped at her forearm.
"Bastards," she growled.
"Bitch," one of them spat back.
She looked around and saw me sitting quietly on the far side of the patio and walked over.
"Do you mind if I sit with you?" She asked. "Those assholes seem to think if you share one joint with them, you're saying yes to sharing everything else with them."
I gestured to the wall beside me. "Welcome to my humble abode," I said. "I'm Tony," and I held out my hand.
She took it and smiled at me, "Pleased to meet you, I'm Gemma." She sat down beside me.
We could sense the glares from the table, and I went to say something to them, but Gemma put her hand on my arm.
"Don't bother, they're not worth it," she said. "The one in the black tee-shirt is the host's youngest brother. I'll have a quiet word with Damian later."
She was a very attractive woman, tall and statuesque; I guess five-nine, maybe five-ten. Her skin was a beautiful shade of light coffee. Dark eyes shone out from her face, and she had pulled her long black hair over her shoulder, so it lay like a thick dark rope down her chest. She wore tight black jeans that showed off her long legs to perfection. A pale blue silk camisole top rounded off her outfit. The top hinted at the outline of her full firm breasts. I wasn't sure how old she was, but I guessed a couple of years older than my twenty-two.
She sat looking at me, and said, "I don't recognize you, and I thought I knew most of Damian's friends."
"Never been here before," I admitted. "and to be honest, I've never met him before tonight either. One of his friends invited a couple of the girls I work with; they brought me along for moral support."
Gemma looked around as though she expected them to appear magically.
"Abandoned for pastures greener, as soon we arrived," I explained, shrugging it off.
She reached over and took the bottle from me, took a sip and grimaced.
"Christ, we can do better that that. Wait here I'll be right back." She stood up and gliding, not walking, made her way back into the house.
The guys at the table were still glaring at me. Obviously, I'd spoilt their plans for the night. I'm six foot one in my socks and thanks to a history of playing rugby all through school and college; I was quite muscular. I stood up and glared back at them. Beer and drugs had fortunately not made them brave, and after a few moments, they slunk off.
Gemma appeared a few minutes later, holding, to my delight, four bottles of Grolsch. She passed me two and I popped the top off one and took a contented swallow.
"So much better than that piss," I said. "I didn't see anything decent when I looked."
She tapped the side of her nose, and \ it was a very cute nose. "Inside information. If I tell you I'll have to kill you," she said and laughed. "Tell me about yourself."
She was a very pretty woman, and I was more than happy to keep her company, so I spent the next half an hour explaining and answering her questions. It was a real pleasure to talk with her.
After a while, I started asking her about herself.
"I finished college last year, and I've got a job as an assistant at an art gallery. It's nice because it allows me a fair amount of free time during the day to enjoy myself."
She told me more about herself, and other than she was one-quarter Jamaican, she was fairly light on her personal details, and her time as a student. She was more expansive about her job at the gallery.
"Boyfriend?" I knew I had to ask. God knows what I'd do if she said yes.
She gave me a quirky little smile, "Not really, just a few good friends. Why are you interested in asking me out?" Her attitude was refreshing.
"Err, yes," I managed to stammer.
"Good, I was hoping you would. If you come around to the gallery at seven Thursday evening, we can go for a drink." She told me the address, and I knew the street, I'd walked along it on several occasions. I told her yes and then for a few moments, we sat silently. She passed me a second bottle, and I took it. There was a warm buzz as our fingers touched and I noticed she slid closer to me on the wall until our legs touched.
"So, how do you know Damian?" I asked.
"I don't know him all that well," she admitted, "He's my neighbor, I moved into one of the upstairs flats a couple of months ago." She pointed to a first story window that glowed with a soft light. "He's a nice guy and lets me use the garden and patio whenever I want."
"Ah, so living upstairs explains the secret supply of good beer."
She grinned back at me and nodded, then she looked at her watch and cursed. "I'm sorry, Tony, I do wish I didn't have to, but I need to go. I'm meeting a friend in town, and the taxi will be here in a few minutes. I'm going to be late if I don't run."
My heart fell at her words. I'd come with two attractive women, but she was in a class of her own and I didn't want her to go. We both stood up, and I went to give her a quick kiss. She surprised me by stepping in close and giving me a close hug and a long kiss.
We separated, both breathing heavily. "We will defiantly pick that back up on Thursday," she whispered. She turned and walked away, pausing in the doorway to blow me a kiss.
I sat back down in a degree of shock; I think I had a date with an extremely beautiful woman. I saw the curtains in one of the upstairs windows twitch, and I saw her briefly in the gap. She looked down and gave me a little wave, but before I could respond, the curtains closed and a few seconds later the light went out.
I was still sitting there a few minutes later, contemplating finding the girls to tell them I was going to leave when Maria and Rachael came looking for me.
"Tony, we need to go, we've ordered a cab," Maria said a bit anxiously. "Are you coming back with us?"
"Sure. I was about to go in any case. I wasn't sure if you'd be coming back this evening, you two looked like you were settled in for the night."
Rachael shook her head, "Nah, mine was boring." She came and gave me a hug and a kiss. "Thanks for coming with us."
Maria looked a bit sad as she also shook her head. "My prince turned into a toad, warts and all. I thought he was nice, but he turned into a pain in the ass. He was getting far too touchy-feely for my taste and expected me to spend the night with him at his mate's place." She shuddered, and it wasn't the cold.
I held my hand out and she sat in the spot that Gemma had vacated. She took my hand and pulled it around her shoulders, resting her head on my shoulder.
"He got very pushy and it wasn't nice; his friends just laughed when I complained. He was pissed when I told him I wasn't going to sleep with him."
She gave me a shy look, "Mind you if it had been you asking me, I might have given a different answer."
I smiled, a little surprised. "I can understand why he hoped you would. Any problems when you told them you were going? Do you want me to talk to him?"
"No," she said, and she shook her head.
Rachael gave a little giggle and said, "We just told them we were going home with our lover."
"Who?"
"Why you, you idiot."
I laughed in disbelief, almost choking on the mouthful of beer I'd just sipped.
"Seriously, Tony, that's what we told them, so don't be surprised if you get some funny looks when we leave," Maria said.
"So, whose lover am I supposed to be?" I asked.
They each gave me a broad grin, "Both of us," Rachael said. "We told them that we couldn't be bothered to waste our time with them as you were so bloody good in bed we were going to have a threesome with you!"
"Fuck," I spluttered, and they both laughed at my shocked expression.
Rachael asked me, "What about you, did you meet anybody interesting? I thought I saw you talking to someone in the garden."
"It was Damian's neighbour; I've got a date with her on Thursday."
We heard the taxis' horn announce its arrival, and we left the party with me walking on air between them, an arm around each of their waists. As we walked through the flat, there were a few odd looks, but that was all. The three of us sat on the bench seat in the back of the black cab.
We sat in silence for a few moments, the girls curling up against me. I had an arm around each of them, my fingertips gently caressing the side of their necks.
Maria asked softly, "Tony, will you stay with me tonight? I don't want to be on my own."
I don't know who was more surprised, Rachael, or me. I had thought Maria was joking when she'd mentioned it earlier. I know that the happy, relaxed atmosphere in the back of the cab became suddenly serious.
"Are you sure about that?" I said.
"Please Tony, that asshole got to me. He made me feel like a piece of meat. I was just a hole he wanted to fuck. I want someone who I trust to hold me tonight while I sleep, and I trust you."
Maria grinned at me, "So that you know; my bed's a no clothes zone."
I wasn't sure how to take that. Did Maria trust me not to take advantage of her? Or did she hope I would?
My answer came as she took my hand and after kissing my fingers, she placed it under her top and on her unfettered breast. Her nipple rose and hardened under the warmth of my hand. She gave out a contented sigh and pulled my face down to hers for a kiss.
Rachael giggled. "You minx, I was going to ask him the same thing."
I couldn't resist, "Oh so you were going to ask me to sleep with her as well. I like your friends, Maria."
Rachael went red and then laughed. She punched my arm lightly and then wrapped it around her. "Next time, he's mine," she said to Maria.
In the rearview mirror, I could see the eyes of the taxi driver opened wide as he took in the action on his backseat. Rachael noticed as well, and pulled up her top to expose her freckle-covered breasts. Rachael was a true redhead, and her pale skin was covered with the cutest freckles.
The taxi gave a slight swerve and then continued on its way. Bayswater was still busy, even at two in the morning, as the taxi drove down Queensway before turning off and dropping us in front of our building. We fell out, laughing at the taxi driver after he told us that Rachael's floorshow had been his best tip of the night.
We climbed the three flights of stairs to our floor and stood on the landing. Our relaxed and playful attitude cooled as Maria and I stood before her bedroom door. I started to say that I understood if she'd changed her mind, but she placed a finger against my lips, then kissed me.
Rachael gave us both a hug and a kiss; then she closed the door to her room behind her, leaving us on our own.
I think we were both nervous as I followed her into her room. The overhead light was harsh and bright. She turned the bedside lamp on, and I turned off the overhead light. The room was bathed in a soft calming glow.
I took in the sight of the vision that was Maria. She was about five foot four, her cute slightly oval face was framed by a mane of wavy black locks. Her eyes were dark brown and her lips full and plump. Her light olive complexion must have been a result of her Italian heritage. Her body was slightly curvy but curvy in all the right places.
She turned and gave me a smile. "Thank you for this," she whispered.
"I'm going to spend the night with a beautiful woman; I'm the one who should be thanking you." I held my arms out to her, she took that big step and pressed her body against mine, letting me hold her tight.
Maria started sobbing, and I kissed the top of her head before relaxing my grip. "We don't have to do this," I said.
"I know we don't, but I want to. I just want someone I like, someone who I trust to hold me while I sleep. That bastard this evening made me feel dirty." She raised her face, and I kissed the tears away.
"I saw you with that woman in the garden," she whispered. "I wanted to be the one sitting next to you."
She stepped away and turned to face the bed. She pulled her top off and draped it over a chair.
"Remember my no clothes rule," she said over her shoulder. She hooked her fingers in the waist of her short skirt and slid it and her panties down in one elegant motion.
In the low light of her bedside table lamp, the curve of her back was cast in soft intriguing shadows. The curve drew my eyes down to the globes of her buttocks and the secrets hidden between her legs.
She slid under the cover, never turning to face me and patted the bed beside her. Under her gaze, my clothes quickly joined hers on the chair, my cock firmed, confirming my interest. She flipped back the covers, inviting me to her bed.
Her bed was narrow, and it forced us to lie on our sides facing each other. Her brown eyes reflected the soft light. She raised her head so I could slide an arm under it then laid it back down, trapping me in place. I ran a finger along the curve of her cheek, and she grinned back at me. The tension that had been present in her face slowly relaxed.
"Can you just hold me for a while," she murmured. She managed to turn around, and I spooned up behind her, my semi erect cock sliding comfortably into the groove between her soft buttocks aa she lifted her leg slightly to accommodate me. She took my free hand and draped it over her, placing my palm on top of her firm breast and covering it with her hand.
Her hard nipple was evidence of her arousal and normally, I would begin to caress a woman who looked, felt and smelt as aroused as Maria currently did. With her, there was a disquieting feeling that made me hold back. Something or someone had upset her this evening, so I kept my hand and cock as still as I could.



She pressed back against me and shivered as I kissed the back of her neck and whispered, "Goodnight beautiful."
"Night love, thank you," came the whispered reply.
Gradually, her breathing slowed and her body relaxed as she drifted off to sleep. I relaxed, enjoying the feel of a naked woman against me. The soft sighs of Maria's breath were a lullaby to me, and I drifted off and joined her in the arms of Morpheus.

~~~~~~~~~~*****~~~~~~~~~~~

The early morning bird songs from the trees in the square outside were the first thing I heard as I woke up. The first thing I felt was rhythmic pressure against my morning woody. Maria was holding my turgid throbbing cock against her slit as she languidly rocked her pelvis back and forth. She began to give little sighs of pleasure as my shaft slid across her sensitive, intimate flesh. Her movements slowly sped up, and she tightened her grip on my cock.
I kissed the back of her neck and ear lobe. My fingers pulled and teased her nipples, and she groaned and then gasped as a little orgasm washed over her. After a moment, she moved slightly, so the head of my cock was nestled between her plump pussy lips. With a roll and a push of my hips, I slid into her wet and tight pussy. Both of us groaned in pleasure. We rocked in unison, my hand moving down the soft skin of her body until I felt the soft, springy curls nestling at the top of her slit. My fingers delved lower, and she gasped and shuddered when I pressed on her clit.
"Feels sooo good," she murmured, and then gave a little cry as I rolled her hard nub between my finger and thumb.
"Fuck, I'm going to come again," she whimpered, and she pushed hard against me. Her slick passage spasmed and tightened around me. She shuddered and her hand stilled mine.
"Oh God, give me a moment," and she rode out her orgasm with a series of soft grunts.
I felt her relax and then pull off me. She rolled onto her back and drew back the covers. She gazed at my still hard cock with its purple head. It was coated in her juices.
"You didn't come," she said, staring at me.
"Not yet, but if you're safe, I'm hoping you'll let me do something about that. I don't have any condoms on me."
"You let me come and then would have stopped if I asked you?"
I nodded, "I could tell last night that you just wanted to be enveloped in a pair of safe arms. This morning, you wanted an orgasm and I enjoyed giving you one, it's what friends do for friends."
She gave a little sob. "Then my best friend needs to fuck me. I want to feel you cum inside me. Please, Tony, make love to me."
In answer, I wriggled down the bed and placed my head between her thighs. She grasped my head and lifted it up so she could see my face.
"What are you doing Tony? I asked you to fuck me."
"No, my friend asked me to make love to her, and that's what I'm about to do," I said and bent down to my task.
I licked at the beads of pussy juice coating her plump labia. She tasted of honey and spice, and she moaned and pushed up at me. Her fingers clenched at my hair as I sucked and ran my tongue around her clit. She was gasping and moaning.
There was something about her vulnerability from last night that made me want to give her as much pleasure as I could. I pushed two fingers into her moist centre. She groaned and jumped as my fingers found her G-spot.
"Fuck, what are you doing?"
"Making love to you," I mumbled through a mouth that was occupied.
Her hips were moving rhythmically as she pushed up against my mouth. I flicked my tongue across her clit.
"Ohhh fuuuck," she howled as her hips came completely off the bed.
"Ohh fuck... Ohh, fuck. Ohhhh fuuuucckk," she cried, and she came hard. She arched her back, and pussy juice flooded over my hand, then she collapsed back down on the bed panting. Her eyes rolled back in her head; her eyelids fluttered, and for a few moments, she went limp.
"You bastard," she finally muttered, "You fucking wonderful bastard."
She tugged me up to cover her eager body. One hand grasped my steel hard cock and she guided me into the entrance of her slick wet passage. With a long, slow and deliberate motion, I plunged into her, filling her completely.
I gave a grunt of satisfaction as she tightened the muscles of her pussy, squeezing my cock. She wrapped her legs around the back of my thighs, urging me to move, and I obliged. Pulling back, then thrusting, pounding forward into her eager waiting body.
For a couple of minutes neither of us spoke, we just grunted and groaned like the pair of rutting animals we were. I felt that deep need, that painful urgency growing, and I gasped out.
"Gonna cum, gonna cum."
Her eyes focused on mine, and her legs tightened their grip, not allowing me to pull out.
"Cum... in... me," she grunted.
I did, glorious spurts of hot pleasure deep inside the core of her being. She shook and cried out, meeting my release with her own. We both struggled to get our breath back. I rolled us onto our side still embedded deep inside her. Her flushed face broke into a broad grin; she leant forward and scattered kisses over my face.
"Jesus Tony, where have you been hiding all my life," she gasped.
"Here," I said, and I ran the back of my fingers over her cheeks. She sighed contentedly.
"So, are you ever going to tell me why you wanted me to be with you last night," I asked.
She sighed again, this time with a hint of anger, "I thought the dickhead liked me. Fuck, I liked him. I would have slept with him if he'd asked nicely. It turned out he just wanted me to fuck him and his mates. He'd organized a gang-bang back at his place, and I was to be the star turn."
"The asshole, are you talking about Damian?"
She shook her head, "No, it was one of his friends. I don't think Damian knew about their plans." She gave a little shudder and I held her tight.
She gave me a smile. "I just thought if someone was going to sleep with me, I wanted it to be you. It's Sunday, can I spend the rest of the day with you?" she said hopefully. "Just hang out and have fun, no long term commitment, I promise."
I kissed her, and my cock gave a little twitch in anticipation. She felt it and tightened the muscles of her pussy in response.
"I think that I'd love that," I said. "I was thinking of getting lunch at the Hard Rock and spending the afternoon in the park."
She smiled, "Sounds perfect, but what are we going to do this morning?"
I bent forward and sucked her hard juicy nipple into my mouth. "This give you any ideas?" I mumbled.
"Fuck yes..." she gasped happily.

~~~~~~~~~~*****~~~~~~~~~~~

We crawled out of her bed several hours later, exhausted, sticky, smelly, but extremely sated. We shared a bath, and feeling clean and refreshed, we took a taxi to the Hard Rock.
The day was sunny, warm with a light breeze that made it nice and bearable. We'd been able to sit outside at the Hard Rock Cafe, and had each enjoyed a burger and fries. We walked across Hyde Park Corner and into Hyde Park. The hospital we were training at sat on the far side of the corner, a large white neo-classical building.
We walked hand in hand through the park. She was wearing a light blue cotton sundress that reached mid-thigh; her pert firm breasts needed no bra. She walked with a spring in her step that made the dress swirl around her legs. Finally, in the late afternoon, we found a quiet place near Kensington Gardens and sat down on the grass. I pressed my back against the stump of an old oak.
"Thank you for today," Maria said. She lay down resting her head on my lap and I tenderly caressed her black silky soft hair. Her hand moved in slow, languid circles on my chest.
I murmured in agreement and then she asked, "What happens to us now?"
I said, "What would you like to happen to us? Are you looking for something a bit more long term; are you looking for a boyfriend?"
"I like you, Christ I like you a lot. Tony, that was the best sex I've ever had. But..."
Oh hell, there's always a but.
"But, I'm not sure I'm looking for a permanent boyfriend at the moment. There's too much going on."
I sighed, a mix of disappointment, and to be honest, some relief. I was in a similar place in my life. I needed to concentrate on the course; the schedule was intensive. Unlike university students who studied for three years, our course was compressed into two and a half. Fewer holidays, more study, less time to play, but I didn't want to become a monk, I liked Maria, it wouldn't take much to fall in love with her. Of course, there was my date with Gemma next week.
Maria said, "Can we carry on like this? Stay friends and enjoy each other when we can, with no commitments? "She looked up at me. "Please," she said.
"Friends, friends with benefits? Sure, when you need me, I'll be there."
She smiled happily, "That sounds perfect, and when you need me, I'll be there for you. Will you be okay if I go out with the odd guy when you don't need me? I don't mind if you do."
I raised my eyebrows, "After this morning you think I want to go out with other men?"
"Idiot, I meant with other women. I know Rachael wants a date."
"Well," I said carefully, "I've got a date with that girl from the party on Thursday evening."
"Oh," she said quietly. Then she looked at me seriously. "Be careful, you don't know anything about her. I don't want you to get hurt."
She wriggled around so she could kiss me. I held her tight, and she sighed. She said, "It wouldn't take much for me to fall in love with you."
There was a pause as she looked me, then she whispered, "That's if I haven't already. Ask me your question again when we are both in better places, and I know I'll give you a different answer."
She curled up beside me, and for a while, we kissed and cuddled like young teenagers. It couldn't last; we both had papers to finish for tomorrow's classes. We walked across the park to the northern gate and then back to our building. On the landing, we kissed and made our way to our rooms.
Two and a half thousand words with diagrams on the circulatory system later, I lay down on my bed to listen to John Peels late night radio show.
There was a scratch at my door, and Maria stood in the open doorway, wrapped in a toweling robe. "I need some of those benefits," she whispered, and I drew her into my room.

~~~~~~~~~~*****~~~~~~~~~~~

Thursday, the day of my date with Gemma came. The day that I'd been looking forward to was also one of the worst I'd had since I had started training.
I'd been working in the A&E X-Ray department with another of my fellow students. Katie was tall, blond and extremely bright. She was so intelligent that I couldn't understand why she hadn't wanted to become a doctor. We got on well enough, but there was no spark between us. She lived at home, to the west of London, in Richmond, and had a boyfriend approved by her parents.
The shift had been going smoothly, mainly minor injuries, which Katie and l were allowed to image on our own. Just after lunch, the victims of a road traffic accident arrived by ambulance. A delivery van had gone out of control and had piled into a group of people standing at a bus stop. For both of us, it was a baptism of fire that I don't think either of us was prepared for.
A five-year-old girl died while we were trying to X-ray her crushed chest. It was the first time either of us had a patient die in front of us. Her tiny crushed body lay on the blood-soaked trolley, her mother, her untreated broken arm in a sling, stood crying by her side.
I had to call Katie's boyfriend to come and collect her; she was in no state to make her way home. I stood in the shower in the staff changing room trying to wash the horror of the day from me. I tried to scrub my skin clean of stains only visible to the mind. Fortunately, I had a change of clothes in my locker, a pair of chinos and a reasonably smart shirt. There was clean underwear in a packet that held another two pairs.
Just before seven, I was standing outside the gallery on Rysbrack Street, watching as Gemma and another woman tidied up and locked the door behind them. Gemma saw me as I stood across the street and she walked over. She was the most amazing woman I'd seen, tall, willowy, her long legs seemingly barely covered by her skirt. Her silk top did little to hide the subtle curves of her breasts. Wise to the foibles of London weather, she wore a light mid-thigh length raincoat, unbuttoned and flapping open.
She said hi and gave me a kiss and a hug. Then she looked closely at me. "What's the matter?" she asked.
I shrugged and said, "Nothing much, it was just a rough day at the ranch." It seemed callous to dismiss the death of a child that casually, but they were my issues and I needed to cope with them.
She nodded thoughtfully, then said, "Come on let's get a drink and then we can see if you want go on to a club I know."
There's a gem of a pub tucked away in Grosvenor Mews called the Grenadier. It took us fifteen minutes to walk there. To start with we walked side by side not touching, in casual conversation. She slowly drew from me the story of the day. As I gave her a brief of descriptions of the horrors of the day, her hand found mine and held it tight.
The Grenadier is one of my favourite places in London. Its location, hidden in a mews behind the hospital made it a popular haunt for the medical staff and the residence of the mews. Definitely, an eclectic mix of customers frequented it.
By the time we arrived at the steps to the entrance, her arm was around my waist, and I'd done the same. We had paused to greet the horses at the stables in the entrance of the mews. Yes, honest to god, real stables. I know, not what you would expect just off Hyde Park Corner, but that's where they are. The aroma of horse sweat and dung a pleasant reminder of the countryside that surrounds my childhood home.
She stopped at the bottom of the steps and drew me into a long kiss, her body pressed tight up against mine. In her bare feet, she stood three, maybe four inches shorter than my six-one. With her heels on, her limpid brown eyes stared directly into my hazel green ones.
"You need a drink, my treat," she said, and we made our way inside past the people sitting on the steps.
For two hours we sat on a pair of stools at a corner of the bar. It was her first visit to the pub, yet she had Mike and George, the barmen fawning over her within minutes. We talked about music, and the theatre and only when I was relaxed did she draw from me the full horrors of the afternoon. There were tears in both of our eyes as I described the scene in the resus room.
She held my hand, "There's a club I know; it's a bit of an odd place but it's got a great disco. It's not a place I'd usually suggest for a first date but I need to have a word with a member, and he's going to be there tonight. We can go to the disco afterwards." She gave me a hopeful look.
I didn't mind at all, I was going to get to spend the evening with a beautiful and intelligent woman. "I don't mind, it sounds like it could be a lot of fun. Just one question; how odd is odd?"
"You'll see when we get there," she said and gave me a wicked little smile.
"Let's go then, it'll probably be the best thing for me. Where is the club?"
"It's the other side of Leicester Square."
"Do you want to walk, or it's only three stops on the tube?"
She smiled at me, "Oh, I think we deserve a taxi."
When we were seated in the back of the cab, she said, "I ought to warn you that it's a member only club." She saw my worried look and shook her head. "I'm a member so don't worry, but just so you know other than the guy I need to see, there's a chance I might bump into someone I've gone out with in the past. I have to be nice to him as he's a client of the gallery. But remember I came with you, and I will leave with you." She finished with another of her gut twisting kisses that left me panting.
The cab pulled up outside a building with a large black door. A well-built bouncer wearing a tuxedo stood on the step in front of the door. As I stepped out of the cab, I could see him starting to shake his head. Obviously, I wasn't the type of patron who was expected to enjoy this establishment. Then Gemma stepped out, joining me on the pavement, and he grinned.
"Gemma, love, it's good to see you," he spoke with a gravelly East End accent.
She gave him a kiss on the cheek and said, "It's always good to see you, Paul." She pointed at me, "This is Tony; he's with me."
"Nice to meet you mate, any friend of Gemma's," he said. His eyes gave me a piercing appraisal, and it seemed I passed muster. He held out his hand and shook mine. Then he said softly to Gemma, "Gordon and Simon are going to be here tonight."
I heard her mutter under her breath, then she gave me a tight smile as she told him. "That's not a problem Paul, I'll deal with them if I have to and I'll have Tony with me."
As we walk inside, she said to my unasked question, "ex's who sometimes won't take no for an answer." She stressed the 'ex' part.
The inside of the club took my breath away; elegant but comfortable furnishings, subtle lighting and lots of cosy corners. Gemma paused to hand her coat to the woman behind the counter of the clock room, lingering briefly to say a few words to her.
I was playing the country bumpkin standing in the centre of the hallway and started when she came up behind me and took my hand. Her skin seemed to glow in the soft lighting. A staircase rose up to the first floor, down which appetizing aromas drifted suggesting a restaurant was hiding on the first floor. To the right, an open double door led us into a room that stretched the whole length of the building; a long bar dominated it. The sounds and lights of a disco came from a doorway at the rear of the hall.
A couple of scantily clad hostesses greeted Gemma with a kiss and a hug. She seemed genuinely happy to see them.
To me, she said, "Tony, this is Sam and Robyn."
The two women gave me an approving look, then a hug and a kiss.
"I used to be a hostess here," Gemma told me.
I think I'd already guessed that from her familiarity of the place and the outfits her friends were wearing. It seemed as though the club was a gentrified version of the Playboy club on Park Lane.
She continued, "I used the money to support myself through university, working Fridays and the weekend for almost three years."
"Yes, and we still miss you," Robyn said.
I took a moment to take a closer look at the two hostesses. Sam was a tall blond with a model's body. Robyn was a red haired fiery bombshell, ivory skin scattered with freckles and striking blue eyes. They both looked like they were in their mid-twenties
They wore tiny pleated black miniskirts that barely covered the cheeks of their asses; lace topped black stay up stockings on their long legs. They both wore satin Basque style tops. Sam's was red and Robyn's black. The Basques pushed up their breasts, the tops of their areolae just visible. I swallowed and then flushed as I imagined Gemma wearing the same outfit.
Around their necks, they both wore a midnight blue velveteen choker. Robyn's had a small gold disk dangling from it. It looked like a name was engraved on one side. Sam's was bare. Then I noticed that Gemma was now wearing a choker as well. I would have sworn she hadn't been wearing it earlier. Her's, like Robyn's, had a gold disk attached, but in her case, the disk seemed to be blank on both sides.
Gemma pointed to a seating area off to one side and said, "Sam, we'll be over there, can you bring us a couple of drinks; what do you want Tony?"



"Beer would be nice."
"A beer and my usual, please," Gemma said, and Sam headed off to the bar.
Gemma drew me over to the seats she'd pointed out and we sat down. I took a moment to gather my wits. Gemma was full of surprises, and I wasn't sure what she was looking for from me. At best, I was a student with somewhat limited funds; I wasn't as badly off as some of my fellow students; I had enough put away that I could afford to go out regularly, but looking around this place I guessed the prices were well above my level. If this was what Gemma expected from me, I was thinking it was time for me to bow out gracefully with my ego intact.
"Gemma," I said hesitantly, "This place, it's out of my league. I like you, but I can't afford to take you to places like this."
"Don't worry, Tony, you couldn't pay even if you wanted to, only members can."
"And you're a member," I said, remembering what she'd told me in the cab.
She smiled, "A gift from the owner when I stopped working here. He pays the bills, so I don't drink champagne."
I looked inquisitively at the champagne flute in her hand.
She giggled, "It's ginger ale."
"Ah."
She laughed at my understatement and drew me into a quick kiss. "We only need to wait here for a little while. I need to a quick word with someone, and then we can go and dance."
I smiled, "I'm fine. Some stranger is buying me beers, and I get to dance with a beautiful woman later."
Again, she smiled and gave me a happy giggle. Then pressing up against me, she said, "Thanks, I like the idea of dancing with you too
We sat there talking while the room slowly filled up, she was quite touchy-feely, her hands caressing my leg and arm. My first impression was that almost all the members were in their forties and fifties and well dressed. After a while I noticed that there were also a couple of women who were obviously members and not hostesses.
There seemed to be an endless stream of beautiful hostesses, all wearing the same outfits Sam and Robyn wore. The only variation, the colors of the Basques, which gave the room the impression a rainbow was drifting through it. Most of them came over to talk briefly with Gemma and say hello to me. All wore the same midnight blue choker, some adorned with the golden disc similar to the one at Gemma's neck. There seemed to be almost one hostess for every member.
When Gemma had said that the place was a bit odd, she hadn't been kidding. Scantily dressed beautiful moved effortlessly around the rooms, pausing to briefly speak to members. Their hands never still as they touch an arm, a chest or a face. A quick kiss and they'd move on. Several times as a member arrived, a girl wound detach herself from whatever group she was in and make her way unerringly to the member's side. From that moment, she wouldn't leave his side.
We'd been there about an hour when she stiffened. I followed her gaze and saw a man in his late forties standing at the bar. He was dressed in a smart three-piece suit and was ordering a drink. As he waited, he was looking around, obviously scanning the room for something or someone.
When he saw Gemma, he started to move in our direction. She told me to stay where I was and rose and walked across the room to meet him. He took hold of her arm and pulled her off to one side. They talked for almost fifteen minutes, towards the end Gemma was looking agitated and kept glancing over at me, but when she saw me start to rise she shook her head.
Whatever they said it was obvious from their expressions that neither were happy with the outcome as they moved apart, he returning to the bar and Gemma to me. She didn't sit back down, just tugged my hand and pulled me up.
"I'm all done," she said. "It's time for us to have some fun, do you want to dance?" She pointed at the doors that led to the disco. She looked hopeful so I agreed.
Through the doorway was a room with a staircase that led down to the basement. The basement was noisy and full of flashing lights. Gemma dragged me into the middle, wrapped her arms around my neck and moved in close, her body moving sinuously with the music.
After a few moments on the floor, I was aware that she was in a class of her own and I just wanted to watch her. I stepped back a couple of paces and watched as she moved to the beat of the music in a world of her own. She garnered attention, a lot of attention. It wasn't like those daft movies where everybody forms a circle watching the dancer, but men and women were easing away from the crowd and moving into her sphere, trying to match her moves until she danced away, leaving them slick with sweat.
I backed away from the crowd, afraid of getting in their way, and watched, fascinated. It seemed primal to me. They were all responding to ancient drums and forgotten tempos that they could no longer hear, but could certainly feel.
Paralysed with lust, my gaze never left her body. Could she feel the weight of my stare? I felt like I was touching her. I could feel the energy radiating from her sensual, hot body. It struck me deep in my chest, a silvery leash that stretched between us and drew me forward, one slow step at a time, closing on the object of my desire.
The music ended. In the pause, an eerie silence descended on the club. Nobody seemed to be talking or laughing. Not a single glass clinked. That pause seemed to last for hours, but in reality, only seconds passed, and in those brief seconds, I took my final steps, closing the gap between us. I reached her, wrapping my arms around her, pushing my hard body against her.
What is she doing to me? I thought of asking her, but her hand was on my arm, burning my skin, branding me as her property, then she was pulling me off the dance floor. She covered my mouth with hers as soon as we reached the dark perimeter of the club. We stumbled backwards against the wall, knocking my breath from me. The music started again, and it felt like it would split my brain. I looked up, dazed, and found we were in an isolated dark corner behind a stack of speakers.
How the hell did we get back here?
She kissed me again, this time savagely, pushing me back against the wall until I was breathless. Even then, she didn't stop moving to the beat of the music. I kissed her until my lips were swollen and sensitive. I pushed my pelvis forward, the hardness of my cock rubbing against her as she gyrated her hips.
I was only aware of two things. Gemma's intoxicating presence and the blistering need to fuck her, the sort of need that singed my flesh and burned my mind until I was just one solid ache. The pressure of the mind-numbing beat of organic sound that enveloped us, grew that ache. The bass vibrated in my chest, echoed in her body, returning to mine, amplified. It felt as though she was touching me from the inside out, caressing my skin, making it vibrate, reaching every inch of me.
I slid my hand under her skirt, cupping her sex through her wet panties. She tugged at my fly trying to pull the zipper down with clammy hands, her thumb repeatedly slipping. I attacked her neck while she struggled with the zipper, making it impossible for her to concentrate on her task. She flung her head back. The harder I sucked, the sharper I bit, the more she seemed to want. I bruised her delicate skin with a hard demanding mouth, and she squirmed and writhed, desperate to relieve the hot throbbing tension that was building under my moving fingers.
Finally, she got a good grip on the zipper, pulled it down and freed my rampant cock. Now it was free and in her hands, throbbing, already slick with desire and desperate to push into her. We spun so her back was against the black wall and I lifted her up. She wrapped her legs around me as I tore her blue panties from her. I slid a finger up her thigh beneath her skirt, and she growled as it entered the promised land, discovering and invading her wet center.
She grasped my cock, aligning it with her pussy, and in one hard, savage movement I was buried to the hilt, her flesh yielding gloriously to my cock. The music stopped just as I began moving my hips, and we both froze, biting our tongues, mindful of the precarious position we were in.
It couldn't have been more than ten seconds, and probably far less than that, between the two songs, but Gemma wriggled, pinned between the wall and my rampant flesh, as though she would expire on my cock from her lust and impatience. I could feel her heart pounding so loudly I thought the entire club would be able to hear it. Her breath came in shaky gasps and gulps, the more she tried to repress her panting, the louder it became.
She could sense the strain reflected on my face as I tried to keep myself silent and immobile during the deathly pause. I knew that people probably wouldn't be able to hear us, but there was still that chance and neither wanted to risk discovery.
The next song finally began with an echoing, haunting drum solo, and my hips moved with the beat. Our movements were so in sync with the music; it felt like we were dancing. I imagined the sound waves bending around us, breaking like the waves in the ocean, moving rhythmically with their bodies. The music built around us, making my teeth rattle, the pressure swelled deep inside my core, and we both moved faster, driven by the drums reverberating through our feet.
Her body was so assaulted by sounds and sensations that I couldn't tell exactly when her orgasm began, couldn't tell if there were multiple mini-quakes, or just one long, drawn out a chord of pleasure that made her body vibrate on my cock like a violin string. I slammed her into the wall one final time, my orgasm forcing my cum deep into her core in multiple squirts.
"Fuck!" The first coherent word I'd heard from her since we'd entered the disco. She tightened her arms that were wrapped around my neck and lowered one leg to the floor.
"Fuck," she repeated, "That was fucking amazing."
Then our precarious situation came back to her, and she eased herself off my still hard cock. She pulled her skirt down and used her torn panties to mop up my cum that was dribbling down the inside of her thighs, then she wiped my softening cock and tucked him away.
I went with her to freshen up. She led me past the toilets and through a door into a staff locker room. She took a fresh pair of panties from a locker and went into the ladies' bathroom. She reappeared 10 minutes later looking and smelling clean and fresh.
I used the time waiting for her to quickly tidy up. I could barely believe what had just happened to me. I'd almost expected that a stranger would have peered out at me from the mirror as I felt I'd changed that much from the person who'd walked through the front door a couple of hours ago.
Gemma proved with a quick flip of her skirt, that her new panties were red. She looked at me for approval and I gave it with a long kiss. My hands concluded my approval as they slid down her back to clutch her panty clad ass and pull her in tight to me. We sat down in the same cosy corner, and after she'd curled up close, she looked at me nervously and said, "I hope you don't think I do that with all my dates. There's something about the music and you that made me want you then and there."
I responded by giving her a kiss on her still puffy lips. I said jokingly, "l feel so used and abused, and I loved every second of it. I just hope that you want to abuse me many more times."
She laughed, "I think you can count on that." She ordered a drink for us, and I sipped my beer gratefully, enjoying the warmth of her body as she rested against me. She raised her face hopefully, and I kissed those soft lips again.
"So playing with toy boys are we now, Gemma," a harsh voice from behind me interrupted us. "I'm surprised he can afford you."
"Crap," she murmured. "It's Simon, one of those ex's I warned you about." We both turned to face him. He was tall and in his late-thirties, a hard angular face.
"He's so good I should be paying him," she replied. "Whatever it is you want, Simon, I'm not interested, so go away like the good boy you are." She turned her back to him, resting her head on my shoulder.
He spluttered and said, "We need to talk. In private," he added, with a glance in at me.
"No we don't, we've had this conversation, and there's nothing else left to say. So please go away."
He hesitated and looked like he was going to argue. Then he shrugged his shoulders and walked away. Beside me, I felt Gemma release her breath. I don't think she realized she'd been holding it in.
Gemma watched Simon as he found a space at the bar. He sat and ordered a drink. He swiveled in his seat so he could watch her.
"I think it's best if we go," she said, as she stood up. I followed her out to the lobby where she collected her coat. As I waited for the girl to find her coat, I was wondering what this evening had been about. It wasn't your normal first date, that was for sure. Hopefully it would all become clearer to me soon. Not that I was complaining it had been the most amazing date so far.
Sam and Robyn came out to say goodbye. Robyn gave her a long look, then one at me.
"Oh, girlfriend, you've got that 'I've just been gloriously fucked look'. Is he that good?"
Gemma hooked her arm into mine, "Better!"
I could feel the red as it crept up my neck and the girls laughed at my discomfort.
Robyn moved close to me, wrapping her arms around my neck and pulling my ear close to her mouth. She whispered so only I could hear her, "Look after her; you're just what she need at the moment." Then she kissed me before stepping back.
Out on the street, the doorman whistled for a cab.
I thought she'd ask me where I wanted to be dropped off, but instead, she gave the driver the address of her flat in Wimbledon. She stilled my question with her lips.
"I want to prove that I'm way better than a quick fuck on the dance floor, Tony. Also, there are a few things about my past that I think you need to know. I need to tell you, but I'd rather do it in the comfort of my bed. Are you all right with that?"
I was happy to go with the flow. Hell, I was going home with a beautiful woman I'd just fucked in public. I was more than happy. I was working a late shift the next day and wasn't starting until two in the afternoon, so for me, the evening had only just started.
She took my silence as a yes, sighed happily and curled up against me on the back seat of the cab. I nuzzled her bare neck and noticed that choker She'd worn earlier was gone. I was going to ask her about it, but she started to caress the bulge my cock was making in the front of my chinos and I lost my train of thought.
Half an hour later, she pushed open the door to her flat and we entered. Her place was well furnished, but I only gave it a cursory glance; all my attention was on the woman standing before me. She dropped her coat on a chair in the hall and then closed the gap between us.
She pressed herself against me and gave a happy groan as she felt my body respond to her. My hands slid down her back, under her skirt and beneath her panties to caress the curves of her ass. She ground her pelvis against mine as our lips were locked together. The pain from the earlier bruising was a sweet reminder of our coupling in the club.
I drew her up, and again she wrapped her long legs around my waist, her lips never leaving mine. She pointed at a door to my left and I carried her into her bedroom.
I managed, with a skill I hadn't known I possessed, to lay her gently down on the soft covers of her bed. She opened her eyes in surprise when she comprehended that she was horizontal, and I was lying on top of her. Then she moaned as my hard cock pressed against her.
She rolled to one side and sat up. She pulled her top off, her head disappearing for a moment, reappearing with her hair all tousled and a broad grin on her face. I leant forward and kissed her, stroking her lace-covered breasts, her nipples hard peaks. I found the clasp between her breasts and opened it, freeing them from their lace prison. My mouth latched onto her nipple, sucking and teasing it, relishing the feeling on my tongue, as it hardened in my mouth.
She murmured, "You're wearing too much." To prove that point, she had unbuttoned my shirt and was fumbling with the zip of my fly again. This time, I wanted to savor her body. I unzipped her skirt and she lifted her hips off the bed to make it easier for me to slide it down her legs and toss it into the dark reaches of the bedroom. Her panties quickly followed the fate of the skirt, and I paused long enough to admire her beauty.
Her black hair fanned out on the white covers, framing her face, her eyes wide open, studying me as I froze, drinking in her beauty.
She was exquisite; her skin had a definite hint of coffee to it, a legacy of her Jamaican heritage. She had obviously been sunbathing topless. The tan lines around her full and firm breasts with their dark aureoles and large hard nipples less defined than those lower down. I stared at her almost bald pussy; just a thin line of dark hair pointing the way to the heart of her sex. I'd seen trimmed pussies before, but this was the first ultra-trimmed and shaved one I'd seen.
Her lips curled into a smile as she whispered, "I'll not break; you can touch me."
I stretched out a hand and traced the back of a finger down from the nape of her neck to the top of her thighs while I murmured. "Are you sure? I'm scared that you will disappear, and this will just be a dream."
She laughed, "I promise you, I'm real and I'm not going anywhere."
I stripped off the last of my clothes and covered her body with mine, the frenzy of our earlier coupling forgotten as I traced my way down her body with my mouth. Her legs opened when I reached the core of her sex, inviting my attention, but I left her sweet core alone as I continued to work my way down to one knee, then reversed direction, working my way back up the inside of her other thigh.
The little sighs of encouragement she'd been uttering during my travels morphed into a long gasp of pleasure as my tongue licked along the length of her slit. Her puffy red tinged pussy lips showed confirmation of our earlier play at the club. The beads of desire coating them tasted sweet with a salty aftertaste that I realized without distaste was evidence of my earlier presence inside this woman.
I sucked and nibbled her plump lips until her fingers wound into my hair and pulled my mouth higher to the hard nub at the top of her slit.
She urged me to suck and bite, words interspersed with plaintive cries of pleasure, her hips bucking and rolling in a desperate need to be penetrated. When I slid two fingers into her core, she screamed and cried out.
"Oh fuck yes, make me cum; please make me cum."
Her fingers tightened, twisting my hair between them, the tugs verging on painful. She was shaking her head from side to side. I sucked hard on her clit, and my fingers rubbed at the wall of her pussy, stimulating the core of her sensuality, the elusive G-spot.
She lost control of her body as her orgasm built up and then struck, wave after wave of contractions that seemed to go on forever. She screamed, her voice a long high pitched keen. It was several minutes before she seemed to be able to control herself.
Her eyes looked at me hungrily, and she pulled me up to cover her body, legs wide to accept my hard flesh into her again. I paused, holding myself up so I could look down at her, the tip of my cock pressing against her lips.
"Ready?" I gasped.
"Fuck yes," she groaned as she pushed up with her hips, trying to engulf me. "Christ, I need to feel you inside of me again."
One long steady thrust and I was deep inside her glorious pussy for the second time that evening. The walls of her slick passage conformed to the shape of my cock, massaging me, making me moan aloud.



"Oh, fuck, that feels so good," I said. Then rolling my pelvis, I began slowly thrusting in and out.
Her eyes rolled, and her legs wrapped themselves around me. She urged me to move faster and deeper with words and her heels. It was obvious that she was still coming down from her earlier orgasm as within a few thrusts I felt the walls of her pussy ripple and clutch at me as her next one rolled over her. Her body shuddered beneath mine.
She came two more times as I kept moving, playing her body, nibbling on her neck, fondling her breasts, tugging on her nipples. She was biting down on my shoulder, whimpering continuously. Then that familiar ache grew deep in my belly. My thrusts grew ever more urgent.
"Gonna cum," I gasped.
"Cum," she begged, tightening her legs around me. "I want to feel you fill me."
The urgency burst and I groaned as I pumped cum deep inside her. I arched my back as I continued to thrust, emptying myself into her. She came again, the warmth of my essence filling her and triggering her orgasm.
My cock pulsed, and her pussy milked the last drop from me before we both collapsed, our bodies slick with sweat, our chests heaving as we forced air into our tortured lungs. We lay there, our arms wrapped around each other, fingers gently caressing the skin beneath them.
My cock, slowly deflating, slid from its sheath and Gemma gave a little sigh of loss, then sighed contentedly as we turned onto our sides and I spooned up tight behind her. She took my hand and placed it on her breast. We fell asleep like that.

~~~~~~~~~~*****~~~~~~~~~~~

The next morning, we were still in the same position as the early dawn chorus woke us up. My morning woody was resting in the cleft of her buttocks. Gemma reached back and stroked my cock for a few moments, then she raised a leg just enough, rubbing my crown along her wet soft lips and gasping as I pushed home. Our morning sex was slow and languid, gentle rocking motions, fingers delicately caressing, building up slowly to a delightful mutual release of our passion.
A few minutes later, other urgent needs surfaced. Both of us needed the bathroom. Gemma had home court advantage and managed to slip into the bathroom in front of me, pulling the door to behind her. Immediately I heard a
sigh of relief that almost but not entirely drowned out the tinkle of liquid splashing.
The splashing made my need even more urgent, and I started the 'I need to pee dance', bouncing from foot to foot. I was considering pushing my way into the bathroom and using the sink as an option when she finished and opened the door. As soon as there was space, I was there and the relief was
physical
Gemma watched with interest, then stretched out her hand and grasped my cock while I was in mid-steam.
"Wow, that feels so different, I can feel the pee flowing." She grinned and dropped to her knees to inspect me more closely.
My cock showed its approval of her touch and started to firm up again, which, of course, made peeing harder. "Damn it, woman; it's not easy when I'm hard."
She laughed and pushed my hand away, claiming control of my cock. When the stream became the last few drops, she gave me a shake and then used a washcloth to wipe me clean.
Staying on her knees, she gave my shaft several long sensual pumps until my cock stood proud and hard in her delicate hands. What happened next was the best blowjob I'd ever experienced... And can someone please tell me why it's called a blowjob because at no time during the next twenty minutes did she ever blow on my cock. Oh, she sucked and licked bringing me so close but not giving me the release I was growing ever more desperate to achieve. She took a perverse delight in bring me to the edge and holding me there for a few moments before making me relax, only to start the cycle all over again.
Finally, with me begging almost incoherently, she sucked me over the edge, and I filled her mouth with streams of my essence. I leaned back, grasping the vanity unit for support as my legs felt like soft spaghetti. This time, she cleaned me with her mouth.
I pulled her up, letting her soft yet hard body slide up mine. Her mouth invited me to kiss it, even though as I did so, she tried to shy away. I didn't take no for an answer as she protested that she still had some of my cum in her mouth. I could taste myself in her mouth, sharp and tangy.
She had a shower in her bathroom and somehow we both squeezed in and washed each other down. I spent more time ensuring her breasts and between her legs was clean than was necessary. When we were both squeaky clean and dry we curled up together under the covers on her bed.
Even though we both should be relaxed and sated, I could sense the tension held tight inside of her.
"Do you want to tell me whatever it was you wanted to say last night?" I asked.
She replied in a whisper with more than a hint of sadness, "You're far too good for me."
I shook my head as I replied, "I don't think I've ever met anyone like you."
I meant it; she was so much fun. It was not just the sex, which, by the way, was the best I'd ever experienced. It was her whole attitude on life; it was infectious. I'd only known her intimately for less than half a day, yet I was falling hard for her.
"I love you," I said nervously.
She moved so she could look me in the eyes and smiled sadly, "No you don't, at least you shouldn't, because I'll hurt you. I'm not a nice girl; I have too much history that you won't want to hear."
Tears started to roll down her cheeks, and she whispered so softly that I could barely hear her.
"You'll hate me, just like the rest."
I shook my head, "There's nothing you could have done that would make me hate you."
"Don't be so sure."
I took her face in my hands and kissed away the tears forming in the corners of her eyes.
"Talk to me, beautiful."
She curled up in my arms and then rolled over and pushed herself back against me, pulling her arms around her, seeking comfort from me.
"I'm not a very nice person, Tony, I've done things I'm ashamed of, I'm still doing things I'm not proud of."
My arms tightened around her at that. Was she talking about what we'd just done?
"I'm not talking about you, and what we have, I like you; shit, I think I love you, too," she said as she felt my arms stiffen.
She took my hands, one she placed on her breast, covering it with one of hers. The other she raised to her lips and kissed it before resting her cheek on it.
She took a deep breath and began to speak. "My dad ran off with his girlfriend when I was seventeen, leaving me and my mum destitute. I was supposed to be going to uni the next year. I had an offer of a place, at the Royal College of Art to study art history." She said the last part proudly.
"The problem was, that even though I got a grant, it wasn't enough for everything. Mum got a job and insisted I take my place. After that first year, I was broke and in debt. The little money Mum sent, I spent on school stuff. I couldn't see what I could do, and I was going to drop out."
I gave her a hug and kissed the back of her neck, and she gave a contented sigh. I knew what she meant, without financial support from the family, London was a very expensive place to study. My parents weren't poor, but I was the youngest of four siblings. All of us were at university, which stretched the family finances. I'd ended up working at various jobs for a year just to get a nest egg to supplement the limited financial I got from them.
She turned to face me, giving my cheek a gentle caress as she watched my face. "I like you, and I think you'll be good for me, are you sure you want to know about me?" she asked again.
I thought about it; there was a definite undercurrent to her words, but to mirror her words, I liked the girl and I knew I wanted to see her again. Hell, I was falling in love with her. "Only if you want to," I said.
"Deep down I'd rather not, but if we're going to have any chance, you need to know about me now. I'd rather you leave me now while I haven't fallen for you too much. It'll hurt less."
She had paused for a long time before she spoke again, and when she did, her words were hurried. "I paid my way through university by becoming an escort!"
She eyes were fixed on mine as she spoke, looking for any sign of disgust or rejection. I know that they showed surprise, there was no way I could not show that.
I swallowed, "Are you still one?"
"No, I stopped when I graduated and got the job at the gallery. That was six months ago.
"So, what's the problem then?" I asked. "How much different is that to you having had old boyfriends. I've had them, shit girlfriends I mean, not boyfriends."
"Christ Tony, it was a lot different. Men paid me to be with them. To have sex with them."
She was right of course, it was different and I had nothing I could compare it to. She saw the distress in my eyes.
"Shit I didn't mean to hurt you," she said. "But you need to know what sort of person I was."
"I'm not hurt," I replied. "I'm confused, you said it was in the past and if that true then I don't see what the issue is. That was the past, we're in the present now; I can sense it, you're a different person now."
Then, breathing deeply but reassured by what she heard, she asked, "Do you want to know the rest? I'd like to tell you everything; I'm do going to hide anything from you."
I nodded, I needed to know.
"I had a job in a bar, but it was hard work, and I wasn't getting enough time to study."
I nodded in agreement. Bar jobs were fairly easy to get, but I knew from my experience that the long evening hours left little time for studying. The pay wasn't that good, either.
She continued, "Someone at the bar knew about the club, and told Graham, the owner about me. Graham came into the pub to talk to me; he's always looking for new girls. He's nice; he's a really good friend to me now. He's gay, so you don't need to get jealous. I better watch him around you, though; you're just his type."
I laughed, "Not a problem, I've no issue with gays, but it's not my scene."
She gave me a quirky smile. "I'm glad to hear that because I've been known to take the occasional female lover."
That piqued my interest, both mentally and physically. Gemma felt my cock stir and giggled.
"Oh, so that's one of your fantasies is it! Well, you're out of luck as I don't share." She grasped my firming cock, " I'm not sharing this masterpiece with them."
She rolled me onto my back and slid on top of me, impaling herself on my cock.
"No, don't move," she said as I began to pull out readying myself to start thrusting. I relaxed, and she claimed me fully again.
Her head was tucked into the curve of my neck, and she spoke softly. "You inside me is giving me the confidence to tell you the rest of my story."
As I lightly caressed her back, she started to tell her story again.
"The meeting with Graham was a bit of an eye opener. You've seen the club, did you notice anything unusual?"
"What do you mean, the wall to wall hot girls, or the amazing sex behind the speakers?"
She tightened her muscles and squeezed my cock. "Well that was special, but that's not what I meant."
I gave a little moan and my cock twitched. Christ, she wasn't making it easy for me to think logically. I tried to forget what my cock was telling me and concentrate on her question. Then I remembered the choker that had suddenly appeared around her neck while we were there.
I stroked her neck and tried to sound relaxed as I said. "It's a nice place, I must admit I felt a bit out of my depth and I was glad you were with me. The only thing I didn't understand was why you were wearing that choker with the little gold charm. You weren't at the pub, then suddenly you were. All the other girls were wearing them, as well; what's that all about?"
"It's the essence of the club. It's a member-only escort agency that's also a restaurant, a bar, a health club and as you found out, a discotheque. When I agreed to work at the club, I also agreed to have sex with the members. "There are a few rooms upstairs that a member can reserve, but most of the time I'd go to a hotel or their place."
She paused for a moment as if she was gauging my reaction, then carried on. "But it's not a random thing; the girls don't get pulled over to a corner and fucked."
I gave a snort at that, and she laughed. "Yes, well sometimes a hot stud will drag an innocent girl behind the speakers and ravish her again and again."
"I think it was only the once."
"There always the next time! A girl is allowed to hope isn't she?"
"If she's lucky. So you were saying..."
"It's very well organized by Graham. Each member has one of those golden tags; it's part of their membership card. They offer us contracts and we attach their tag to our choker if we agree. For everyone's safety, the girls can only have one contract at a time. That's because the men aren't required to wear a condom. They have to be tested regularly, and we were as well. The members had to trust that we were clean."
"Jesus," I said.
"Christ, I knew you would be upset!"
"I'm not, I promise you; it just sounds so clinical. It's a bit like what I'd expect to hear at one of my anatomy lectures. So, just so I understand, you didn't have to agree to a contract?" I asked.
"Yes, we could refuse, but it was frowned on if we refused too many, and the contracts were where I made my money. I was paid ten pounds a night as a hostess, but a lot more if I was in a contract. The disk was attached to the girl's choker for as long as the contract is running. Remember, Tony, what I'm telling you is what I used to do, I don't do it anymore."
"Are you talking about some form of BDSM club?" I'd heard rumors about them.
"No," she said quickly, "it was nothing like that."
I could see she was trying to think of a way to explain without it sounding sordid.
"Think of it as one of those old-fashioned gentlemen clubs," she said, "only one where the staff is extremely friendly."
That made me laugh, and I almost bounced her off my cock. She settled herself back down, and for a few moments, we forgot what we were talking about.
"Wait," she said as she pressed down on me to make me stop.
"What I'm trying to tell you is that it's a place for men, and occasionally women, to arrange a liaison with one of the girls. It works like this; All the girls work for the club. In my case, I used to work weekends. The members would let Graham know who they were interested in, for how long and for what. He'd let us know we'd been offered a contract. He'd leave a note in our pigeonhole in the restroom. The note would spell out what was expected of us, and the terms.
We were always paid the same, 50 pounds a day. If we accepted it, we would be exclusive to that person until the contract ran out. We'd attach their gold disk to our choker, and that told the others that we'd accepted a contract and were unavailable. When we finished a contract, Graham would attach a disk with his name on it until our tests came back clean."
Listening to her was very surreal, it sounded like the club was some kinky, exclusive knocking shop. "So what was involved and how long does a contract run for?"
"They would vary, the longest I had was two months over the summer break, the shortest one day. I did everything from being the perfect dinner partner to spending the summer in the Med, on a member's yacht as his sex toy."
She paused to check my expression, which was blank as I tried to process the enormity of what she was telling me. It was another world from the one I knew. She buried her face back into my chest and gave a sob, "Christ, you must hate me."
"I don't," I said. "I really don't. You know you didn't need to tell me."
She shook her head, "Not true; you needed to know what you are letting yourself into if we carry on seeing each other. Please tell me you do want to keep on seeing me, as I'm sure I've fallen for you..." She fell silent.
I hugged her to reassure her. "I want to keep on seeing you, too. But if you're not working there anymore why did you wear a choker, and why was there a medallion on it?"
"It's my medallion; it was a gift from Graham, as was my honorary membership. I still do the odd shift as a hostess when they are busy, but Graham knows I'm not interested in any new contracts. Wearing the medallion stops any of the members from chasing me for a contract. The trouble is that there are still a couple who will try."
I thought back to the scene in the bar. "The guy at the bar, the one you went over to talk to, is he one of them?"
She nodded, "He's the one who has the yacht in the Med. He's been pushing me to join him again this summer. I told him never again, and I've spoken to Graham about it. If he doesn't leave me alone, Graham is going to revoke his membership."
"And the other one, what was his name, Steven ... no, Simon, that was it. What's his issue with you?"
"He convinced himself that I was in love with him. Christ, I only accepted one contract from him, then we met up a couple of times for dinner. The next thing I knew, he was on his knees proposing to me."
She gave a little laugh. "He's a pathetic lover, rich as shit but crap in bed. While you are poor as a dormouse but the best lover I've ever had." She looked at me shyly, "The reason I was leaving the party on Saturday was to see him and tell him that he had to stop bothering me."
My cock was as hard as steel and twitching in response to the way she had been gently rolling her pelvis while she'd been talking. Telling me I was her best lover was like a red rag to a bull.
I flipped her onto her back without withdrawing. I bent her legs up, and she held on to my hips. She moaned in disappointment as I pulled out until only the crown of my cock nestled between her plump blood engorged pussy lips.
"Don't you fucking dare to tease me," she groaned. "Fuck me and fuck me hard," she demanded as she arched her back. I slipped in a couple of inches. Fuck her hard I did, thrusting hard and fast with no finesse, just raw power.
She fought to control my pace, pushing up to meet my thrusts. Our movements increased in pace and vigor, and soon we were racing to a mutual conclusion. Her grunts were coming fast and loud and her eyes were staring blankly up at me.
I felt my balls tightening and knew I was close. "I'm going to cum."
"Fuck, don't you dare pull out. I want every drop."
The frenzied pace between us grew until each action blurred into the next. Our sweat slicked bodies slid and slapped against each other. I felt her soft, warm passage harden and catch at me as her orgasm washed over her. Mine followed hers, and with a few hard thrusts my cum spurted into her welcoming center. She was shuddering with the intensity of her orgasm. She collapsed back on the bed, her chest heaving as she tried to get her breath back. My cock was still twitching and firm and I kept up a slow, steady movement. She gasped and groaned as she experienced a long orgasmic aftershock.
Her fist clenched and she hit my shoulder. She looked up at me with tears in her eyes and said, "You bastard, please, if you've got second thoughts about me and what I used to be, don't leave me hanging in the breeze. Tell me now; it would hurt me too much to find out in the future."
When I got my breath back, I said, "It's all in the past, why would I care. If I had ever worried about what girls had done before I'd met them, I'd still be a virgin."
I meant what I was saying; Gemma was something I'd never experienced before. I didn't want to lose her. In the short time, I'd known her; she had embedded herself under my skin



At that, she just laughed and ended up laughing so much she bucked me off her.
Interspersed with the laughter, she managed to say, "You're no virgin; you are possibly the best lover I've ever had and don't think I'm ever going to let you go."
I rolled onto my back, my head resting on the soft comfort of the huge pillow. I drew her to me, and she gave a little sigh of contentment as she curled up against me. One leg was thrown over mine and her head nestled into my shoulder.
Her fingers played with my chest hair as she asked, "What time do you need to be at the hospital?"
"Shift starts at two pm; I'm glad I only need to do one of these late shifts every month so I can get some out of hours experience with emergency cases."
She glanced at the alarm clock on the table beside the bed and "Cool, so I've got you for another few hours. Do you need to go back to your flat?"
I turned a bit to face her, caressing her beautiful breast. "I've got a change of clothes at the hospital so I can go straight there, but aren't you working today?"
"Not until mid-afternoon; there's a show this evening which I have to cover. Can you meet me at the gallery when you finish?"
"I'll get off about nine."
She nodded happily, "Good, I expect it'll go on until after eleven."
Then she ran a finger around her nipple and gave me an expectant look. I bent my head down and sucked on the proffered nipple, and she gasped, and her hand crept down my body to grasp my stirring cock. She smiled as I grew harder under her gentle strokes. She pushed me onto my back and raised herself above my eager waiting cock.
With a long slow deliberate motion, she speared herself on my throbbing flesh. She gave a long guttural cry as I stretched and filled her. Sensations of pleasure rippled through me as I was encased in the soft silky wet embrace of her vagina. Her muscles clutched at me in protest as I filled her, the crown of my cock caressing the depths of her sweet entrance.
She raised her bowed head to look at me, "Ohh, mother, I love you," she gasped, and then groaned as she started rocking. I rolled my hips to meet her every move. Her eyes were unfocused and her mouth open as she grunted rhythmically in tune with our movements. I whispered words of encouragement and she reacted, her movements becoming more aggressive, grinding her pelvis against mine.
We came within seconds of each other, her, first, followed by me pumping my cum inside her as she sucked me dry. She collapsed onto my chest, regaining her breath. Her lips sought mine and we kissed savagely before she worked her way down my body, kissing and licking as she worked her way down to my softening cock. She carefully licked the combination of our essences from me, apparently savoring the taste.
"We taste rather good," she murmured. Taking the last suck, she brought her mouth up to mine to share the last drop. We did taste good, a mix of my saltiness and her much more exotic honey and spice.
As she curled up beside me again, a bead of my cum traced its way down her inner thigh. She dipped a finger in it and brought it up to her mouth, sucking it off.
Again, that wonderful smile of hers lights up her face. "You know you are very special to me don't you," she whispered. "As soon as I saw you, I knew I wanted you, and boy you don't disappoint, do you?"
I grinned back at her and caressed her firm butt, letting my finger drift between the cleft and circle her puckered rose. I felt it twitch and flutter.
"Ohh, you can play with that any time you like," she moaned, as I slipped a fingertip inside.
I gave her a hopeful look, none of my other lovers had ever expressed an interest in anal sex, something I'd always wanted to try.
She read the interest in my eyes. "Yes, I enjoy it," she said in answer to my unasked question. "But only with lovers I completely trust, and they have been very few and far between."
Her hand traced a line down my chest. "You, I would let fuck my ass anytime you want. I'd ask you to let me prepare first, please."
"Huh, how do you prepare?" I had to ask.
She reached over to the bedside table and opened the drawer. Pulling out a shiny black plastic object about five inches long and two inches at its widest with a flared base, plus a tube of KY jelly, she handed the plastic object to me and I was surprised how heavy it was.
"What the hell is it?" I asked.
"It's a butt plug," she told me in answer to my questioning glance. "It helps me relax my muscles. I like to put it in an hour or so beforehand."
She tried to give me a cute and innocent grin but failed miserably. "Hell, I just like wearing a butt plug as it feels so good. Would you like to help a poor girl out?"
She groped in the drawer and removed a second slightly smaller version.
I glanced at the alarm clock and shook my head regretfully, "I so want to do that," I said. "But I don't think we have the time to enjoy it really."
She gave me a disappointed grin and wriggled her oh so cute ass at me. "Arrreee yooou suure," she dragged out trying to entice me with a cute little grin.
"You hussy," I growled as I slapped her butt, then she rolled onto her back. She stared up at me before pulling me on top of her. She wrapped her legs around me locking me in place. My cock throbbed as it was trapped between us. She groaned as she rolled her hips to rub her clit against my shaft.
Her heels pressed down on the back of my thighs as one hand guided me back into the welcoming warmth of her soft slick passage.
This time we moved slowly, the urgency of our early coupling a distant memory. She came several times, soft gentle orgasms that seemed to mean much more to her than any of her earlier earth-shattering ones. Finally, she drew one last orgasm from me before I collapsed beside her.
We were silent for a long time. We just held each other close. Both of us murmured words of love. At last, she rolled over and led me back to the shower. We showered, and I borrowed her pink razor to shave. Gemma found a spare toothbrush for me, and I wasn't too proud to use her rather floral deodorant.
She was dressed when I got back into the bedroom; an elegant cream dress that came down to her mid-thighs and hugged her curves. I whistled in appreciation and she gave me a little curtsy. She grinned and raised the hem of her dress to her waist. A wisp of cream silk barely covered her ass; a matching garter belt fastened below her waist. She knew the correct way to wear them; the panties went over the suspender straps. Nude stockings covered her long legs.
It wasn't her lingerie she wanted me to see. She bent over the end of the bed and eased the gusset of her panties to one side. The black glistening disk of her butt plug nestled between the curves of her buttocks.
I ran my hands over the delicious curves of her butt. My fingertips traced the line of her cleft, lingering briefly over the hard disk. She shivered as I pressed it gently.
She gave me a sultry look over her shoulder, arching her back as my finger returned to play with the disk. "I told you I like using it. Just think how much fun you are going to have removing it tonight."
I cursed as I looked at the clock on the table. Not enough time to play now, and far too long to wait. I picked up my chinos and shirt that lay on the chair in the corner. As I did, Gemma adjusted her panties and pulled her dress down, smoothing the creases with her hands.
"I'll come into town with you," she said as she watched me get dressed. "There are a few bits and pieces I need to catch up with at the gallery. I'll call a taxi, and we can drop you off at the hospital."

~~~~~~~~~~*****~~~~~~~~~~~

I made it to the hospital with minutes to spare. I had a uniform in my locker into which I hurriedly changed. A&E was heaving when I walked through the door and over to the small X-Ray department tucked at the rear.
"You were cutting it fine," Rachael said as a greeting; then she took in the way I looked. "So your date with the mystery girl from the party was a success I take it?"
"I need coffee," was my answer.
She laughed, took pity on me and made me a mug of instant.
"The milk's off," she said, peering into the fridge.
"Black's fine."
"You look shattered; do you want to tell me about the date?"
I sensed it wasn't a question, more a demand that I wasn't ready to agree to.
I shook my head, "Not yet. I like her, and we're meeting up again later tonight."
Rachael gave me a considered look, then occupied herself restocking the x-ray film cassette trolley
Any further chance for us to talk ended with the arrival of the first patient. There were five of us working the department that afternoon; two senior and a basic radiographer, as well as Rachael and me, both of us first-year student radiographers.
The afternoon flew by. Fortunately, there were no seriously ill patients. I x-rayed a mix of broken bones, sprains and a couple of chests. It's odd, but we rarely thought of patients as people, but rather we defined them by their injuries or illness; the broken wrist in bay two, or the chest infection in cubical one. Over the years I've realized that it's a defense mechanism, a way for medical professionals to insulate ourselves from the horrors of our job.
At five, Rachael's shift finished, and she gave me a hug before she left. After five, most hospital X-Ray departments run with on-call staff. Ours was no different. Two qualified staff and little old me to cover the wards and accident and emergency.
I noticed I've not explained how I work. It sounds like I just walked in off the streets with a magical ability as a radiographer. Far from it, we weren't allowed out of the classroom for the first three months. Only then, after we had satisfied our instructors that we probably wouldn't kill a patient at our fist attempt, were we let loose in the departments on the unsuspecting public. We then disappeared back into the classroom for another block of study every few weeks.
Everything I did was supervised by a qualified radiographer. I was far enough into the course now that often the supervision of the more straightforward examinations consisted of a curt, "go and do that whatever and show me the films before you send the patient off."
That evening, the hospital was quiet, A&E had slowed to a crawl, and I appeared that there were few crises on the wards. I only had one patient in the first two hours, a woman who had fallen stepping off the curb and had broken her wrist.
Seven o'clock found me sitting in the staff room; my feet propped up on the chair opposite. A textbook was open on my lap as I struggled with the complexity of the human heart.
Maggie, one of the radiographers on duty that evening, sat in the comfy chair in the corner eating a sandwich.
She asked, "Have you got anything planned for later?"
I roused myself from my scrutiny of the Circumflex artery to answer her. "I've got a date with a girl I met last weekend."
"Where are you taking her?"
I mentioned the name of the gallery we were meeting at, and she raised her eyebrows in surprise.
"I hope you've brought something nice to change into; that's smart set country."
"No, I've just got a clean pair of jeans and a shirt in my locker."
She gave me a pitying look and shook her head. "That's not going to do." She considered me for a moment and then said. "We're quiet, so why don't you slope off early. That'll give you a chance to get something decent to wear."
I didn't need to be told twice. I was out of the door with hurried thanks, and into a taxi on my way to my place in moments.
I got to the gallery at half past eight. I was wearing an old comfy tweed jacket, a hand me down, from my older brother that no longer fit him, a soft blue sea island cotton shirt and a smartish pair of chinos.
There was a fair crowd present, several of whom had spilled out onto the pavement, clutching glasses of wine. As I tried to enter the gallery, an effeminate young man held up his hand and stopped me. He was holding a pen and held a clipboard with a sheaf of papers attached.
"Your name?" he asked in a high voice, glancing up and down me as he spoke.
I gave it to him, and he scanned the typewritten list.
"Sorry there's no Tony Davidson on the list," he said with what seemed a hint of satisfaction.
"Are you sure?" I asked. " Gemma asked me to meet her here."
He gave me a longer look and then flipped to the bottom of the second sheet of paper where a few scrawled handwritten names were visible. He tapped the pen on his teeth before finally deciding that one was mine. He waved me through.
The gallery was made up of three rooms that stretched back away from the road. There seemed to be over a hundred people milling around. Some were inspecting the painting on the walls, most in little groups talking loudly. The paintings in the first room were all abstract blotches of color.
I managed to snag a glass of something red from a tray and went in search of Gemma. I knew she wasn't expecting me for an hour so I guessed she wouldn't be looking out for me.
I found her quite easily and wished I hadn't. She was in the last room. The cream dress clung to her figure like a second skin. The only lighting in that room came from spotlights. Two lit the center of the room in a soft glow. The rest created pools of light on the paintings on the walls. These paintings were a class above the ones in the other rooms, scenes of South Coast beaches in acrylic, a large one of Brighton pier dominating the back wall.
Gemma wasn't alone, yes there were twenty-odd people in the room, but that's not what I meant. She stood in the center of the room, bathed in the soft light. Standing close to a man in his late 40's, and there was an aura of intimacy between them that was unmistakable. I stood against the wall in the shadows between two paintings and watched them. That's when I knew just how much I'd fallen for her because every small gesture between them cut deep into my soul.
I don't know how long I watched them, but my brooding presence must have finally registered on the man's subconscious. He stopped talking and peered around the room, his gaze settling in my direction. Gemma turned to see what he was looking at and saw me.
To my surprise, a huge smile flashed across her face. She grabbed her companion by his arm and dragged him towards me. It wasn't the response I was expecting. What was their relationship?
She hurried over and hugged me, her lips seeking mine and her body grinding against mine in a wordless expression of love. When she finally let me go, she said happily, "You made it, Tony; I wasn't expecting you this early."
"We were quiet, so I got off early," I said stiffly, looking at the man standing beside her.
"Hi, I'm Tony," I said and held out my hand."
"James," he said taking my hand. "And I'm pleased to meet you; Gemma's been telling me all about you."
I was confused, what I had been watching had been the intimacy between two lovers, and they knew I'd seen them. Gemma didn't seem to care and seemed really happy to see me.
My confusion and reticent must have been evident, and both of them were quick to pick up on it. Gemma looked around the room and then taking my hand drew me over to a door set in the far wall. She ushered me into an office and James followed us.
Gemma said, "Tony, you're upset, what's the problem?"
"I don't know, why don't the pair of you tell me."
"Gemma love," James said. "Tony was watching us, and he doesn't understand why you were behaving the way you were with me, while you're telling him you love him."
"Shit," she said. She pushed me back until I was forced to sit down on the sofa that pressed against my legs. She sat down on my lap and pointed James at a nearby armchair.
She held my face between her hands and stared deep into my eyes. "There is only one thing you need to know and that I love you. You know what I used to do. James was one of first my clients when I started out. We haven't had a sexual relationship for nearly two years, but we are still good friends."
"I've been working in Hong Kong this past couple of years," James added. "I only got back into the country two days ago. I didn't even know Gemma was working here until I saw her a couple of hours ago. We were just reminiscing, and she was telling me about the nice man she'd met. I got married while I was away and I've promised my wife that she's the only woman for me. She's here tonight, she and Gemma have met before."
Gemma said, "I don't know if I'm upset that you didn't trust me, or pleased that you're jealous."
"I know what I saw; you've still got feelings for her," I said to James. "I could see it between you."
"Of course I have, I'd be stupid to deny it. My relationship with Gemma was one of the most intense of my life; you can't just forget it, but it was in the past, what you saw was us saying goodbye as I'm moving to Hong Kong permanently."
He stood up, "I'm going to go and find Lynn and see if I can stop her buying too many paintings. Tony, I want you to meet her tonight, then you'll understand why you have nothing to fear."
He bent down and kissed Gemma on the cheek before leaving the office. I sat back, resting my head on the back of the sofa gazing up at the ceiling. My eyes closed and every little bit of anger and jealousy evaporated leaving me limp and anxious.
Gemma sat still and silent, I felt her gaze on me. At last, a fingertip caressed my face. My hand rose of its own volition and mirrored the gesture. I encountered moisture and realized that she was crying. I opened my eyes, and she smiled at me.
She whispered, "I don't think I've ever cried because I'd hurt one of my lovers before. You're the first person who I've had a feeling for; that hasn't been part of my previous life, and those weren't real relationships, more business contracts, and I wasn't emotionally involved with them."
She stopped to get more comfortable on my lap, and I used a tissue to wipe away her tears. She gave me a kiss, and I caressed her long hair, running my fingers through the silken strands.
"James was the exception," she said. "His was the first contract I accepted. I guess by the end I did fall in love with him, and I'm always going to have a soft spot for him, but he's not mine anymore, you are!" She tightened her grip on me.
I said, my voice hesitant, "I'm sorry, watching you with him scared me. He's just the sort of person I thought that you would be attracted to. Rich, powerful, experienced, everything I'm not."
She gave a little smile and said, "I knew just what I was getting when I made you ask me out. I knew that you were someone who wore his heart on his sleeve, that you weren't rich, and I didn't care. I knew all that, within minutes of sitting down beside you on that wall. I still don't care, Tony; it's you I want."
With that, she stood up and held her hand out to me. "I'm supposed to be working," she reminded me. "Come and see what your lover does."
She paused before opening the door to straighten her dress and reapply a hint of makeup, then taking my hand, we entered the hubbub of the gallery. As we did, she whispered, "I've still got our little friend in my ass, I think someone's going to get lucky."
I swallowed and stopped. She walked in front of me, and her ass wiggled in an unspoken promise.

~~~~~~~~~~*****~~~~~~~~~~~

It was a promise she was eager to fulfill when we got back to her flat much later that evening.
Gemma had shown me around the gallery, introducing me to the owners before leaving me with James and his wife Lynn, since she was supposed to be working.
Lynn was a beautiful Eurasian woman in her mid-thirties. James had never hidden his relationship with Gemma from her. He told her all about Gemma when he'd proposed to her. It turned out that their visit to the gallery wasn't an accident; Lynn knew the Gemma worked there and had wanted to see her again.



"I wanted to see how she's been doing; to thank her for breaking James out of the shell he surrounded himself with after his first wife divorced him," she told me. "I didn't think James would come with me if I told him Gemma worked at the gallery. It was fun to watch him when he first spotted her. His face was an absolute picture when l greeted her and we kissed.
The three of us had walked around the corner to a local pub and were sitting at a table. James and I were enjoying a pint of bitter and Lynn was sipping a white wine.
"I've known him for a few years and always liked him," she said as they held hands.
"His bitch of a wife ripped him apart in the divorce. She accused him in court of violence and mental cruelty. It wasn't true; we all knew what a sweet man he was. She just wanted to take him for every penny she could. After the divorce none of us could get through to him, Lord knows I tried."
James said, "I know you did love; I was just hurting so much, and so scared it could happen again."
"So what happened?" I asked.
"Gemma happened," Lynn said and ruffled James' hair.
"I was looking for some companionship without any entanglement," James said. "An old friend told me about the club, so I joined. She wasn't my first companion, I'd had several before she started, but they were just someone to keep my bed warm. Then I met Gemma; she was bright, vibrant, everything I was looking for."
He looked at me trying to gauge my emotions. Not seeing anything to worry him, he continued.
"Her first contract with me was at a business conference I needed to attend and didn't want to go to on my own. I think I played hooky from most of it. We talked, I was telling her things I'd been keeping repressed for years. We didn't fuck; she made love to me. It was so sweet; she was 21, and I was more than twice her age. She was the mature one."
He took his wife's hands in his. "Lynn knows all about this; I even asked Gemma to marry me, to come to Hong Kong with me." He shook his head. "She refused, she liked me a lot. Hell, she admits that it wouldn't have taken a lot for her to fall in love with me, but that last little spark just wasn't there. I think she knew how much Lynn liked me."
"She came to see me," Lynn admitted. "She told me that he were ready for love again. So I just turned up on his doorstep and seduced him."
She glanced down at the rings that adorned her finger, then up at her husband with love in her eyes. "Best fuck I'd had," she said happily. I snorted into my beer and James laughed.
James said, "Gemma probably won't tell you, but we bought her flat for her as a thank you present. I'll always have a soft spot for the girl; she's like a daughter to me."
"I saw that, and it's obvious she still thinks a lot of you," I said. I'd said something similar earlier, but this time I spoke without any hint of worry or jealousy.
We talked until Gemma came looking for us a little after ten. She gave James and Lynn a hug before turning her beaming smile on me.
"So, do you know all my secrets," she asked me as she eased herself into the seat beside mine.
I grinned back, "James has been very forthcoming, telling me all your dark deepest secrets!"
Gemma stared at James, her mouth open in horror. Then she blushed as the rest of us burst out into a peal of laughter at her expression. She gave me a gentle punch on the shoulder and stuck her tongue out at James.
We stayed talking until the bell for last orders was rung, and Gemma and I took our leave. It had been surreal listening to James and Gemma discussing their relationship. Both Lynn and I could sense that they had been very close. It may well have started out as a financial arrangement, but had obviously become a lot more.
A taxi took Gemma and me to her flat. She was quiet on the journey. She curled up against me on the back seat, and I wrapped my arm around her. Just before we arrived, she turned to me and in the light of the street lamps, she gave me a wicked grin and then a long kiss full of promise.
She murmured, "I've still got my present to you in my ass. We are going to have so much fun tonight."
She handed me her keys when we arrived, and I let us into her flat. The second the door closed behind us, she jumped me. My jacket was pulled from my back and tossed into the corner. She pulled me into the lounge. There was a low work chair in front of her desk, and she pushed me on to it.
She turned to face me pulling the hem of her dress up to the top of her thighs. The sheer fabric of her panties molded itself to her slit, her pussy a dark shadow. I hooked my fingers into the waistband of her panties and pulled them down her stocking clad legs. I was grateful that she hadn't worn them under her suspender straps so I could still enjoy her stockings. She kicked one leg free, her panties dangling from the other.
I grasped her ass cheeks and pulled her close. Her adorable pussy hovered in front of my mouth and I tasted her desire. She shivered and eased her legs open so my tongue could taste more of her. Under my fingers, her buttocks tensed and relaxed, she groaned as I played with the hard disk of her butt plug. She had worn it for me all day!
She pushed me back in the seat and swung her legs over mine, sitting on my lap facing me. She rolled her hips, pushing herself against the growing bulge in my trousers. She wrapped her arms around my neck, her lips urgently seeking mine in a crushing kiss. She grasped the sides of my shirt, pulling it apart, the buttons flying everywhere, then she shrugged it off my shoulders and threw it on the floor behind me. She bent her head forward and sucked one of my nipples into her mouth.
I rose, lifted her up with me, and she wrapped her legs around me, grinding her pussy into me. I sat her down on the edge of the desk. She reached down, fumbling with the belt of my trousers. I unzipped and pushed them and my boxers down, letting my rampant cock spring free. I stepped out of them and she grasped my shaft, stroking it.
She looked at me with lust and desire. No words were needed, no foreplay wanted. She rubbed my purple crown along her slit. I just pushed forward seating myself deep inside her with a guttural groan. She locked her heels behind me, pulling me closer. I fumbled at the zip at the back of the dress; frustration made me force the recalcitrant fastener down, scrapping my nails across her naked back. The dress fell forward, her arms slipping out, freeing her breasts from their fabric constraint.
I thrust into her, my hands on her breasts, her nipples hard and her dark areoles puckered in desire.
"Harder," she muttered as she rolled her hips. "Christ, fuck me as hard as you like." She had her hands locked behind my neck holding on to me.
She got the hard fuck she was looking for, the desk rocked, and the legs scraped on the wooden floor as I thrust harder and faster. As she rocked on the desktop, the butt plug moved, and I felt it pressing through the thin flesh barrier against my shaft.
"Ohhh God, ohh God, ohh God," she kept moaning in time with my thrusts. She pulled me closer, and I moved my hands to grasp her ass cheeks. I was grunting with the effort and she moaned, kissing any part of me that ventured close to her open mouth.
The base of her neck darkened, her moans growing louder and her movements more urgent. Then, with a long drawn out cry, she came, her pussy clutching at my cock, dragging my orgasm from me. Hot cum splashed the inside of her trembling passage as she flexed her muscles, milking me of every last drop.
I picked her up, my knees trembling for a second. My cock was still hard and inside her. She locked her legs and arms around me and I carried her to the bedroom. We collapsed on the bed. I looked at her flushed features. Her dress was a belt around her waist and she'd never looked more beautiful to me.
With trembling hands, we both removed the last of our clothes, all except her garter belt and stockings. Those, I asked her to keep on to help fuel my fantasy. Long legs encased in shimmering cream silk, held in place by a creamy lace garment that enhanced the sensual appeal, yet hid nothing from my gaze, a young man's dream come true.
She curled up beside me, her head resting on my shoulder, her hand holding my semi-soft cock. I kissed the top of her head and she raised her face to look at me.
She whispered, "I did love him in my own way, only it was obvious that Lynn loved him so much more."
"I saw that," I said.
"You know it's going to happen again in the future. I'm going to bump into old client just like this evening, and they aren't all as nice as James, but I promise you I'm not interested in any of them, only you."
"So, we're a boyfriend, girlfriend?" I said as I gestured between us. She nodded and sealed the deal with a long passionate kiss, her tongue teasing mine in a dance of love. My cock twitched and hardened again.
"And James?"
"I think of him like a favorite uncle." She giggled, "A very wicked delicious uncle."
She smiled and gently stroked my hard throbbing shaft.
"It's time for your present," Gemma whispered.
She rolled off the bed and hurried to the bathroom, returning moments later with the glistening butt plug in her hand. This was new to me, and I didn't want her to think I was pressuring her. I told her we didn't need to if she didn't.
She laughed and jumped onto the bed, knocking me over and pinning me down.
"If I didn't want to, that thing of yours wouldn't get within a mile of my ass. I enjoy anal with lovers I trust, and you've moved yourself to the top of my trust list."
She attacked my face with her mouth, then peered at me through the strands of hair that had fallen forward partly covering her face. "You're the only one on it!"
She shuffled down and rose up above my rampant cock. She took hold of him and lowered herself, guiding me past her plump wet pussy lips, deep into the soft, moist embrace of her core.
"Don't move," she instructed, and I froze, obeying her. She ground her hip a few time liberally coating me with her slick pussy juice.
Then she pulled off me and rolled over, coming up onto her hands and knees at the edge of the bed. I knew where she wanted me. I moved off the bed and stood behind her, my crown pressing against her anal rose. I felt her stiffen as she pushed back an inch and I started to ease through her protective ring.
"No," she said as I started to move. "Let me do this; you're rather fatter than my little toy."
I just grunted as her muscular ring squeezed the head of my cock, then she hissed as she slowly slid backwards taking all of me inside her.
"Oh, fuck yes," she gasped.
I'd never felt anything like the sensations I was feeling. The ring of muscles gripped the base of my cock. I seemed larger than I'd ever felt, swelling to porn star proportions.
"Gently," she whispered and started to ride my hard flesh. I moved to match her motion. She sank onto one elbow, her other hand between her legs rubbing frantically at her pleasure bud.
Her ass felt different, yet so familiar, as our movements grew ever more urgent. I was caressing her breasts, pinching her hard nipples, causing her to cry out in a mix of pain and pleasure that could not be separated.
"Oh, God," I repeatedly groaned, my legs trembling with the effort not to cum, waves of pleasure running down my shaft to the center of my being. Her forehead was resting on her forearm as her whole body shook at my assault. Her moans of pleasure were a counterpoint to the slapping of our flesh.
Neither of us could sustain our assaults for long. The sensations were too great. I came, sharp sweet pain surging along the length of my shaft to blossom in her rectum. I don't know if my release triggered hers, but with a scream, she came, freezing my cock in place.
She collapsed, and I fell forward on top of her. It was several long moments before I was able to ease myself of her. There was an audible 'plop' as I slid out of her ass. I used a tissue from a box on her dressing table to clean up the mess I'd left on her.
In the bathroom, I washed before returning to Gemma. She'd rolled onto her side and was propped up on one arm; she watched me as I walked across the room to sit on the bed by her side. I'd brought a damp cloth, and I gently cleaned her ass. She continued to watch my every move; a happy smile locked on her face. Finished, I put down the washcloth, then I lay down and she rolled over to press herself against me.
We kissed and cuddled, but it wasn't long before Gemma's eyes closed and her breathing settled down. She was asleep, her head using my shoulder for a pillow. She looked relaxed and peaceful.
Midnight was long gone; it had been a week since I'd first met the girl who lay asleep in my arms. She was the most amazing person I'd ever known.

~~~~~~~~~~*****~~~~~~~~~~~

Postscript:
So that's the tale of how I met Gemma, a week that defined my life. My relationship with her continued for the next four years. I had moved into her flat a couple of months later. I qualified 18 months after we met and got a job at the same hospital where I'd been training.
Two years later, I took a job in the Middle East. Why? Because ultimately, our relationship was like a lamp that glowed too brightly and was doomed to burn out. By then, I think I knew that the writing was on the wall. It wasn't that either of us found another person, although in her case there always seemed to be countless waiting in the wings. As far as I know, neither of us were unfaithful when we were together.
On my first leave, we met up in Mauritius for a month's holiday. The passion was still there but not the same degree of love. I think we both knew as we parted at the airport that we'd run our course. We kept in touch for the next few months, but the letters trailed off until about nine months later, I realized I hadn't had a letter for her for a couple of months.
On my next leave a year after the holiday in Mauritius, I tried to find her; but I was never successful. Her flat had been sold and was empty; there was no forwarding address. Her employer said that she had resigned and thought that she'd gone abroad. To this day I have no idea what happened to her. Gemma if you recognize yourself in this story, please contact me, I'd love to know what happened to you.
Oh, and for those of you that wondered, I sat down with Maria after that first weekend. I told her about Gemma and my feelings for her. We both cried, but Maria accepted that I needed to be with Gemma. Maria and I have stayed close friends ever since. She and her husband were at my wedding, and she held my hand at my wife's funeral, but that another story.

~~~~~~~~~~*****~~~~~~~~~~~
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~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~To my immense surprise, Blackrandl1958 invited me to join her second legends' day. A big shock to me as I've never considered that my writing was on a par with the heavyweights of this genre. I was originally going to split this into two parts as it's a long story in two halves of which only the second part can be considered to fulfil the LW brief. The invitation to submit a story as part of the 2nd legends day made me reconsider and combine the parts. It does make it a long offering, and in my considered opinion it needs the long build-up to develop the characters; consider yourself warned. Also, there's no BTB or cuckolding; it's not my style.
Over the past year, I've had quite a few requests to write a follow-up to The Woodworker's Wife, one in which Marcus gets his comeuppance. I wasn't going to write one, in my mind he'd ridden off into obscurity, and I was happy to leave him there.
I had a story bouncing around in my thoughts, part romance with hints of loving wives. The chance to including Marcus as the villain was the perfect addition. It's not another tale of Dave and Zoe (they only appear in a cameo role), nor is it a true sequel. But it does have Marcus as one of the villains. It is possible to read this as a standalone story, in fact, that's how I wrote it. Although it might make a bit more sense if you've read The Woodworker's Wife. The main part of the story is set a couple of years after the events in TWW.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~The Accountant's Wife
Introduction: Where I set the scene.
I've read numerous tales on this and other erotic literature sites about wives falling for the insidious boss or coworker. Most of them seem, to begin with some version of the same statement; 'I was the last to know', 'there is an anonymous call', 'she stopped wanting sex' or the classic, 'we need to talk'.
Then, there's my version, which had none of the above in it. I know I was aware of the possibility long before Rebecca accepted that it was happening. Rebecca is my wife of eight years; she's a lawyer and has been working as a partner in her family's firm at their London office. For the past half year, she's been lead counsel on a case. Her client is the relative of an old college friend of her father.
She's an attractive woman, at least I think so; she is two years younger than me at 32. She's only five-foot-four. I call her my little elven princess: short black hair and the deepest green eyes I've ever seen, small firm breasts that suit her figure. She wears glasses for reading when needed, and has the cutest little nose set above a smile. It's a smile I see even when I'm not with her. Oh, and she's American and speaks with the most wonderful Georgia peach accent. Well, that's the way she described it to me when we first met.
I'm Michael James, or Mike, to my friends and I'm an accountant. Okay, I can almost hear the groans of boredom, but I'm not just any old accountant. I'm what's known as a forensic accountant. I'm one of the best in the world. I don't work for any old accountancy agency; I work for the best one in the world, my own. I'm the person the police call in to consult on the big financial crimes. Major international companies have me on speed dial. I've never needed to advertise.
I'm not an imposing figure of a man. I'm thirty-four years old, but look younger, tall and wiry with a face you would forget the moment you look away. I like it that way; people underestimate me, and it makes it so much easier for me to work my magic on their records. Dressed, I'm your typical junior office worker but hidden under those grey suits are a fit and very healthy body. I'm an amateur road cyclist and love riding whenever I can; it keeps me very fit.
I've found I can read people very well. Records, on their own, rarely tell the whole story, as I'd found numerous times. A person who is intelligent enough to steal money is more than capable of laying the blame on some poor patsy.
My favourite ploy is to... no, wait we need to get back to the issue at hand. My wife is being seduced, and she's completely unaware that it's happening. It sounds so cold when you say it like that, but that's what is happening. I've no intention of letting the bastard succeed, so back to my story.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~First act: Before.
Mathematics and science were my favorite academic subjects at school; I studied mathematics at university and fell in love with numbers. My tutors wanted me to take my place with them in the world of academia, but abstract numbers and calculations on their own didn't interest me. It was a chance encounter which pointed me down the path I followed.
I met a woman in the lounge bar of an hotel. Sounds like the start of a bad joke or a sleazy short story, doesn't it!
If it was, then the joke was on me. She was sitting in the corner with another woman, a woman I knew very well; she was my aunt and the only reason I'd agreed to be there that evening. Karen was eight years younger than my mother, but she'd always been around when I was growing up. She'd never married, limiting herself to a series of lovers. I had always enjoyed her visits; her presence always lit up my parents' house. The woman with her, the one my aunt had insisted I meet, was about to change the direction of my life.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~I was an only child, living in a run-down country house in the depths of the Sussex countryside. My parents, Simon and Ann, were anthropologists, both professors at Sussex University. They were always travelling, or so it seemed to me. I knew that they loved me; it was just that their academic careers meant I had been left to fend for myself with a series of housekeepers and au pairs. That's where Aunt Karen had come to my rescue, swooping in and taking me under her wing.
When I'd been almost seventeen, she had taken me with her on holiday. It was Easter, my parents were somewhere in Amazonia, and Karen took me to her lover's villa on the Italian Riviera. That was the year my true appreciation of the female body was formed. I know it's hard wired into all teenage boys, but that's just a mix of lust and hormones.
My aunt is bisexual; most of her lovers are women with the odd man thrown in for variety. Her lover was Francesca di Traglia, an Italian artist, and Francesca loved to paint women. She was an Italian beauty, slim, with long wavy black hair. At the time of our visit, she was two years younger than my aunt, 30 years old, but looked like she was in her mid-20s.
Karen is an amazing woman, beautiful in an ethereal way. Over the years, she's had many female lovers, sometimes a couple concurrently, but only two of her lovers have stood the test of time. Francesca was one, and I would have to wait another four years to meet the second.
I quickly got used to seeing semi-naked and, be still my beating heart, completely naked women around the villa. I think I fell in and out of love on an almost hourly basis that holiday. These idols of my heart were being posed by Francesca, or just lying around the pool. In addition to indulging my teenage hormones, Francesca opened my eyes to the beauty of symmetry within her paintings. There's an almost mathematical beauty to her paintings, and she was happy to let me watch her work.
It's also where I learned that less is more. Francesca discovered that I could draw, and she encouraged me to sketch the models staying at the villa. She studied my efforts; I would outline the scene in front of me in broad charcoal strokes, but when I tried to complete it, I'd lose the soul of the piece. I wanted accuracy; I wanted my paintings to reflect the structure, the symmetry of numbers. Francesca showed me I was wrong, that a few shaded lines on a sheet of paper could be, and were, so evocative of the sensual female form.
She once asked me to pose the model for her. I thought that I'd done a good job when I finally finished. I walked the last time around the pillow-strewn red chaise longue, and the young woman stretched across it looked perfect to my eyes. Karen and Francesca, arms around each other, watched me silently. I gestured in their direction and presented my masterpiece.
Good effort, I was told, and then Francesca proceeded to give me a true master class in how to display the potential beauty within a woman's body. In ten minutes, the model and the pose were transformed, and I'd been given an insight into the hidden beauty of all women I have never forgotten. No part of the model was hidden from me as Francesca moved around touching, caressing and teasing the model until she looked like a woman whose lover had just left her sated on her bed.
My drawing of that model hangs in Francesca's bedroom. To this day, it's one of my best pieces. The lines of the various colored pastel chalks merge and shimmer into the whole vision: an innocence of beauty as seen by a boy yet to be corrupted by life.
She also infused into me a love of cycling. Francesca's passion was art, her relaxation was the wind in her hair as she hurtled along the dusty lanes on her racing bike. She lent me a bike, and we rode together most mornings. She bought me my first professional bike, and I rode that bike every day when I returned home.
Karen and I returned to the villa in the autumn of the following year. I was eighteen, and it was just before I started university. Francesca's current lover and model was Prithi, a beautiful twenty-one-year-old bisexual Indian girl. I wasn't a virgin; a few fumbles after a party over the summer had taken care of that.
Prithi took it upon herself to show me what a woman wants from her lover, lessons that lasted for weeks and are now eternally burnt into my psyche. I will ever be grateful to that lovely woman for the rest of my life. She taught me the one important rule: sex is a manifestation of desire, lust and love. Remove one of the three and the sex is still good but lacks the greatness it deserves.
My last evening at the villa was one I will never forget. It began with a meal for Francesca, Karen, Prithi and me on the terrace. It ended with Francesca taking me to bed. She was Italian, sensual and loved the act of love more than she loves life itself.
I learned that she took very few men to her bed; I was only the fifth. I'd thought that she was a lesbian and my aunt's lover and she wasn't interested in the dark side of sex. That night I found out, to my intense satisfaction, I was wrong. Francesca took all that I'd learned from Prithi and then took me to a new level of sexual pleasure.
When we parted, it was with the promise that we would meet again. We did, for just a handful of memorable nights, until I met the woman destined to become my wife.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~"Ah, there you are, Michael," Karen said as she saw me approaching. She stood and gave me a long hug and then turned to the woman who'd been sitting beside her. "Michael, I want you to meet Mary, she's one of my oldest and dearest friends."
The way she said it and the looks that they gave each other told me immediately that at some time they had been lovers.
Mary gave me a smile that melted my heart and told me to sit down beside her. Yes, she was beautiful, and no, I didn't have an affair with her. She was in her mid to late forties, an elegant, statuesque redhead who oozed charm. That was the first time I met the woman who was to become one of my best friends. It is a deep friendship that lasts to this day with her and her husband. It started with one of the most interesting and formative discussions of my life.
"You know my wicked aunt," I said as I settled down on the sofa beside her, then gave a little gasp as Karen and Mary simultaneously gave me a punch on my arms.
"Sorry, that should have been, 'so you know my gorgeous and brilliant aunt," I said, trying a second time.
"Much better," Karen cooed and gave me a kiss.
"I do," Mary said, "We met at a university event ten years ago." The look she gave my aunt confirmed my earlier suspicion and also made me wonder if they were still lovers.
"I wanted you to meet Mary," my aunt said, "I think you will be very interested in what she can offer you."
She ordered a round of drinks, and as we enjoyed them, she explained why I was there.
Mary, it turned out, was the wife of an American industrialist. He was currently a guest lecturer at my university, for the economics department. She was a financial VP at her husband David's group of companies. It was a family owned and run corporation. Their two children and the three children from David's elder brother's family were starting to take more responsibility for the running of the business, which had allowed David to accept the month long lectureship, and she had joined him.
"I know that he loves me," Mary said, "but given the number of young beautiful girls here, I thought that it was prudent to keep an eye on him. Anyway, it gave me the opportunity to see Karen again."
She leant across, gave her a kiss and Karen responded in kind. For a few moments, they both completely forgot about me. Yes, they were most definitely still lovers. Somehow, I suspected that the opportunity to see Karen had been the prime reason for her to accompany her husband. With a start, they remembered that I was there and sat back in their seats.
Mary said, "Karen has been telling me all about you, and your interest in maths and computers. She also said that you aren't interested in following an academic career."
I nodded, "I want to be able to use what I know practically. I've been taking a few computer science classes to understand the mechanics, but I've had one since I was 10."
"Why computers?" Mary asked.
"Because they are only as good as the person who programs them. I love to try and understand what the goal was of the person who created the program."
Mary smiled at that and gave Karen a smile. "I think you were right, love; he does interest me."
"Have you done any accounting in your courses?" Mary asked me.
"Some theory on the mathematics of it," I replied.
She gave me a long piercing evaluation. "Goooood," she drew out. "I think you will be perfect."
For what, I wanted to know?
"Money is going missing from the corporation, and I don't know where from or who's responsible for the losses. The businesses are all profitable on their own but somewhere over ten million dollars a year is disappearing. It's a small drop compared to our overall profits, but I'm convinced one of the family has found a way to steal it in a way that's completely untraceable. If they get greedy, then they could use the same method to asset-strip the company."
"Nothing's untraceable," I said with the conviction of youth.
"That's what I thought, but I've got nowhere. I mentioned the problem to your aunt last night, and she suggested that we talk to you."
Ah, that explained why Karen called me this morning and insisted I meet her tonight. I wondered idly if that discussion had been a pre or post sex talk between the lovers.
"I honestly don't see what I can do to help," I said.
"I need someone that no one will suspect, a Trojan horse. Someone with the skills to follow the money and who can fly under the horizon. I think you would be perfect."
Karen shushed away my concerns and said, "You can work over the summer break in Mary's office, it's only a few weeks away. As far as anyone there will know, your summer internship will just be a favor for an old friend's favorite nephew. You'll get ten weeks in America as a bonus."
It was fairly obvious to me that I had about a snowball's chance in hell of being to be able to refuse the offer. Oh, joy of joys, I was going to get to spend my summer in an office. I had been planning a cycle tour around southern France and Italy. I had an invite from Francesca to stay with her for a few days, so I put up a bit more than a token resistance.
My aunt knows me only too well. "Mary's agreed to pay for all of your flights, and you can go via Italy. You'll be able to spend a few days with Francesca before you fly to the States."
"How did you know..." I trailed off. Of course, she would have known.
I gave in gracefully.
Three months later, I had achieved the impossible and found both the money and the culprits hidden behind layer after layer of shell corporations and financial institutions. I'd loved every second of the chase.
I had sat in a little office, just down the corridor from Mary's, apparently there to be shown how just how a big corporation should function. I was an intern, the lowest of the low. I was only sitting where I was because my aunt was a close friend of the family. I stayed with them at their mansion and got a lift into the office each morning with Mary. No one, not even David, knew what I was doing with my administrator level computer access.
I was the cute young British guy, the one all the executive secretaries wanted to hug and tell the office gossip to, and I played my cuteness for all it was worth. I followed the gossip, and after delving into the deep dark recesses of the corporation's computer records, slowly a pattern appeared. A pattern that finally led me to a series of accounts in Hong Kong that were fat with stolen money.
The accounts were in the name of several companies that I finally traced to one of David's family, a distant cousin who had been almost as good as me in disappearing into the crowd. There were over forty million dollars in the account; about eighty percent of what Mary had calculated was missing.
The culprit and the location of the missing money were revealed at a full board meeting in a manner that paid homage to the best of the classic detective novels.
I sat at the back of the room, just an intern observing the experts. Mary, as agreed, didn't mention my part in the investigation as she took the lead. There was only a vague mention of any external assistance in the investigation. I did take note when she casually mentioned that the person who'd been responsible for tracing the missing funds would be getting five percent of the recovered money as a reward. She said that last part with a smile in my direction.
The reward totaled two and a half million after the last of the missing funds were recovered. It was the seed financing for my company. It hadn't taken me long to realize that those three months had been so satisfying that forensic accountancy was what I wanted to do with my life. There was one other reward I received; in many ways far more valuable to me, a lifelong friendship with both Mary and David.
I used some of the reward money to buy a house in a village a few miles north of Brighton in the south of England. It came with a block of disused stables that I converted into an office space. I hired Lesley as my office manager; she lived in the village with her two teenage daughters. I opened the doors to customers a year after I left university.
With Mary and David networking for me, I was soon getting requests from other companies to solve their financial irregularities. My youth was always an initial stumbling block when I first met a new client, but it was my same lack of years that made people underestimate my capabilities. I was good, very good, at what I did. I knew I'd been accepted by the establishment when I was invited to Scotland Yard to consult on a case. I once described my job as 50% computer genius, 50% number cruncher and 50% detective. Yes, I know that the numbers don't add up but it sure as shit worked for me.




~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~In the late summer of 2008, I was contacted to investigate a multi-million-dollar fraud at a major American airline. I'd spent the first couple of weeks doing research from the comfort of my office. I'd called the company MJ Financial services, not the most original name, but it was mine. I now employed six staff members. Lesley, who was like a second mother to me, was still the office manager. She ran the place even more effectively than I did. In both roles, she kept me from making stupid mistakes. We had a secretary, one of her daughters, and four other investigators.
There's only so much that I could do in regard to the case from England, so I found myself Atlanta bound. It wasn't a difficult decision, as I'd also get the chance to see Mary and David since they lived nearby. I hadn't seen Mary in some time, and I missed my mentor.
To cut a long boring story short, I found the money and the three people responsible for its disappearance. What is important to my story is that it was a result of this trip that I met Rebecca for the first time.
My aunt always seemed to know what I was doing before I did; I suspect that Lesley sends her copies of all my emails. I haven't been able to prove it but I will one of these days.
I thought that I would surprise Mary and David, no such luck. As I exited the customs hall at Atlanta Hartsfield airport, there was Mary, waiting for me.
The first thing she did was to give me a hug. The first thing she said was. "Karen called to let us know you were coming to visit us. I've cancelled your hotel; you'll be staying with us."
I tried to put up a token resistance, but I was steamrollered by the primal force of nature also known as my aunt's lover. I gave in gracefully, then gave her a kiss on the lips.
I said after our lips parted, "I was to tell you that's from her." Her smile lit up her face.
I always wondered how much her husband knew about the relationship between my aunt and his wife. They met on a regular basis. Karen would stay with them whenever she was their side of the pond, and Mary visited Karen several times a year. How do I know this? Simple, my aunt lives less than a mile down the road from me, just the other side of the village.
Mary and David lived on an estate about 10 miles to the west of the city. We arrived in style, in the back of Mary's limousine. I'd tried futilely to get her to stop at the hire car lot so that I could pick up my rental. Atlanta is not a city I could rely on public transportation to get me places. Most American cities are the same; there are a few exceptions: New York and Washington come to mind.
As I tried to get the driver to pull into the Hertz lot, Mary told him to ignore me.
"David said I was to tell you that you can use any of his," she said.
Okay, that was different, I'd seen his collection, hell, I'd drooled over it, and now David was saying I could pick any one to use. Oh, hell yes. I sank back in the soft seat and grinned at Mary.
"Any one?" I asked carefully.
She gave me a look that was equal parts pleased and anxious. "No, you wouldn't, not that one!"
The grin on my face grew as I considered the prize of his collection. David had a long term love affair with classic British sports cars. Two years before, he'd spent an absolute fortune restoring a 3.5 litre SS Jaguar. Only 116 of them had ever been built; his was a beautiful British racing green version, and I'd lusted after it ever since he'd shown it to me.
"He did say, any one," I repeated.
"Christ, just be careful with it; I think he loves that damn car more than me."
I agreed happily. We pulled through the gates as the red globe of the sun was dipping towards the horizon. Their house, although the term house didn't do it justice, was a 20-room mansion. I always marveled at it as I approached it along the drive that swept through immaculately kept lawns. David's family was old money; the house had been damaged during the civil war and rebuilt in its current style a few years later.
The only alterations since then had been a swimming pool, added in the Twenties, and David's conversion and extension of the old carriage house into a garage to hold his ever expanding collection of cars.
Speaking of the carriage house, it looked different from the last time I saw it, and I mentioned it to Mary.
She gave me a tight smile, "He had it extended again. It was finished a few months ago; he's been adding a few more cars to the collection."
David appeared in the doorway as we pulled up outside the entrance to the house. Our relationship was more of the kindly old uncle and shy nephew type than anything else. His children had to prove themselves in the family business. I'd earned it in one fell swoop when I'd unmasked the embezzler amongst his relatives. He greeted me warmly and then turned to his wife.
"So which one did he choose?" he asked.
Mary held out a $10 bill and gave it to him. "You were right; he picked it."
David laughed, "I told you he wouldn't be able to resist it. Did you tell him?"
"No, I thought you should be the one."
Christ, I had no idea what they were going on about.
Mary stood closer to David, and he held out his hand; a set of keys lay on his outstretched palm.
"It's yours," he said, and they both had broad grins plastered across their faces.
"Christ, David, I'll take good care of her. I promise I'll bring her back without a scratch."
"No, we mean the Jaguar is yours. I restored it for you; I was just waiting for the right time to give her to you. Karen told us it's your birthday in a few weeks, so she's your birthday present from both of us."
I stood there with my mouth open.
He dropped the keys into my shaking hand. He nodded in the direction of the carriage house. I turned to look, and a set of doors were open, and a pair of men were pushing the SS Jag out onto the graveled forecourt. The racing green paint and the glistening chrome shone with a reddish hint in the last of the sunlight.
David said, "When I asked you a few years ago what your favorite British car of all time was, you pointed at the poster of the Jag on the wall of my study. That's when I knew I needed to find and restore one for you."
"But... but it's the prize of your collection," I stammered.
"She was, wasn't she. But I'll let you into a little secret; I've found another one, an immaculate 1937, 2.5 liter in silver that's completely original. It's being delivered next week."
I laughed, "So basically, I'm getting your hand-me-down!"
"Well if you don't want it..." David said with a smile.
My fingers tightened around the keys as I shook my head. "Of course I want it."
He and I walked over to the car, and for a few minutes, I indulged my inner child; sitting on the leather seat, stroking the polished wooden steering wheel and admiring the instruments set into the burl walnut dashboard. Mary needed to call us indoors as though we were naughty children, playing in the garden.
I stayed with them for the next six weeks: the four weeks it took me to solve the case, to trace the airline's missing money and identify the culprits, then another two weeks to document and satisfy the airline's legal team. Most of the money was going to be recovered, and my company's coffers were equally poised to swell healthily.
Each morning I would be up at six, 30 laps of the pool followed by a 5K run. I had no bike with me, so I used the bicycle trainer in their home gym. At home, I would have gone out for a 50k bike ride every other day. Then, I would surrender to my inner child and drive the Jag to the airline's Atlanta headquarters. The first time I arrived, the security manager took one look at the car and promptly gave me a coveted slot in the executive parking garage.
My 27th birthday fell four weeks into my stay. Mary and David decided that they needed to throw me a birthday party to celebrate the passing of another year of my life. They held it on the fourth Saturday of my trip. I had little input other than to agree to be there, not that I was given any choice in the matter. My instructions were clear; turn up at a specific time and place. No more, no less.
I obeyed. I'm so glad I obeyed.
Mary decided that the party was to be formal. All the men would be in tuxedos. Intuitively, I knew that this was really so the women could dress up in their fine formal gowns. Of course, she had confessed to me that she thought David had one of the cutest asses she'd ever seen in a tux.
At eight in the evening, I made my way downstairs to join Mary, David and the rest of the guests. Two faces stood out from the crowd. Standing together by the main entrance stood Karen and Francesca. They looked like they had only just arrived. I hurried over to greet them as they acquired the first drink from one of the waitresses.
"You're here," I said to Karen, stating the obvious, as I hugged her.
She gave me a pitying look, the sort only an aunt who loved her nephew could get away with. Then she said, "See, Francesca, I told you he's gotten a bit brighter since you last saw him."
Francesca laughed and said in her sweet Italian-accented English that always managed to make my knees go weak. "Hush, love, can't you see you're embarrassing the Bambino?"
Then she turned and hugged me. "Michael, I wouldn't miss your birthday; how is my favorite English lover?"
I smiled back at the beautiful woman, "I thought I was your only English lover!"
"So, I was right then," she replied, then followed up her hug with a kiss that made my toes curl.
"Stop raping the poor birthday boy, Francesca." Mary's voice came. "I want him on his best behavior tonight."
Francesca laughed and gave Mary a cute little pout. Then she gave me a second kiss that oozed promise, and let me go. She turned to Mary and gave her a similar kiss before retreating from her ire into the safety of my aunt's arms.
I always enjoyed watching the interplay between the three influential women in my life. All three were the other's lover, all three had haunted my dreams, but only Francesca had ever made that dream a reality.
I knew that Mary was the oldest of them. She was six years older than Karen, but you would never have guessed. Francesca was the baby of the three, two years younger than my aunt. They stood in a loose triangle, all three holding hands with the other two.
David joined us and gave Karen a lover's kiss, which finally answered the question I'd had about his relationship with his wife's lover. Francesca gave him the traditional Italian two-cheek kiss that told me that they weren't lovers.
It may seem odd, but this was the first time I'd ever seen all four of them together. I knew that Karen had stayed with Mary and David on numerous occasions. That Mary had visited my aunt on a regular basis, and that Francesca had joined them whenever she could, or that they would visit her in Italy.
This, as I'd said, was the first time I'd ever seen all of them in the same place at the same time. David had his arm around his wife's waist. She, in turn, was holding Karen's hand. Francesca was mirroring David; she had her arm around Karen's waist, and they were for a brief moment, completely oblivious to all the rest of the guests.
Fortunately, when I had first approached my aunt, we had stepped back into a secluded corner of the room, so the sexually charged tableau wasn't in plain view. I coughed, they all started, and the moment was over.
Francesca wrapped her arm around my waist and briefly rested her head on my shoulder. She whispered, "Buon compleanno, mio dolce amante," and stepped back to Karen's side.
Mary took my hand and drew me through the throng. From the look of it, she'd invited about 100 guests; most I didn't know. Of the people I did know, most were their relatives, and a few, I knew from my time working for David's company.
Mary seemed to have a goal in mind, as we wound through the guests, stopping here and there to say hello and so she could introduce me. She quartered the room like the best hunting dog. Finally, she spotted her quarry, a late arrival standing by David Jr. and Sarah, her eldest son and his wife.
We stepped close, the woman turned to face us, and I was lost in the most beautiful green eyes I'd ever seen.
"Michael... Michael," I surfaced to realize Mary was trying to get my attention.
"Sorry," I stammered, "What were you saying?"
She gave me an exasperated look. "I was trying to introduce Rebecca to my handsome and intelligent godson, who's currently doing a wonderful impression of a British village idiot."
Ah yes, another thing about Mary, she recently decided that she's adopting me as her godson and that's how she's been introducing me all evening. I suppose it's a lot more diplomatic than introducing me, as her lesbian lover's British nephew. Christ, what a mouthful that would have been.
Mary sighed, "As I was saying, Rebecca, this is Michael, and despite all the evidence to the contrary, he's very bright and one of the best in his field."
Mary turned to me, "Michael, this is Rebecca. She's Sarah's sister; she's been back east at college, studying to become a lawyer. Now she's back in Atlanta and is working for her grandfather's firm."
I stammered a hi, and Mary gave another sigh. She took her son and daughter-in-law by their arms and muttering that she needed them, pulled them away.
Rebecca gave me a long, intense look. "So, you're the reason I was invited," she said in the most beautiful southern belle accent that just dripped Tara with every syllable.
I reverted to the village idiot, a role I seemed eminently suitable for, as I studied her. Black hair pulled back from her oval face. Green eyes set either side of a cute little nose, a mouth that was currently twisted in a wry smile, as she watched me studying her.
The top of her head came up to the level of my eyes, a lie because she was wearing three-inch heels, making her taller than her five-foot-four. Her blue silk dress failed miserably to hide the outline of her slender, lithe body.
I finally managed to get my wits together and speak coherently. "Well, I suppose I'm the reason you were invited. The party is for my birthday."
"No, it was more than that. This past two weeks, all I've heard from my mother and my sister is that I've got to meet this nice English man staying at my brother-in-law's parents' house."
"And now that you've met the village idiot?"
She threaded her arm through mine, "He has potential, so he better tell me all about himself so that I can answer all my mother's questions later."
We filled a couple of plates from the buffet in the dining room and found a quiet corner to sit.
Between mouthfuls, I told her about myself, about growing up with two absentee academic parents, how Karen had come to my rescue. I carefully sidestepped the pitfall of Mary's real relationship with my aunt. I explained how I'd met Mary, and how she had pointed me down the path I had taken, what I did for the companies I worked for and why I was currently in Atlanta.
Rebecca interspersed my tale with her story. Her parents, like Mary and David, were doyens of the Atlanta Society. Her grandfather was the senior partner in one of the oldest law firms in Georgia. She had studied law and was soon going to take her board exams to practice law in Atlanta. She was 25, and an associate at her grandfather's firm.
That all sounds rather dry, but it wasn't. Both of us had little stories about growing up, and we slid then in amongst the facts. Several times we were interrupted her mother, my aunt, Sarah, Mary and once by Francesca.
Rebecca greeted Francesca with a degree of hero worship. I'd always known that my aunt's lover was a great artist; I just hadn't realized she was such a world renowned one who could demand ridiculous sums of money for one of her paintings. Good news for me, as I've got over half a dozen paintings of hers that she's given me over the years.
Francesca mentioned to Rebecca that I had been known to sketch and that she had one of my drawings hanging in her bedroom. Francesca smiled at the shock on Rebecca's face and offered to paint her sometime in the future.
"Maybe as a wedding present, I've always wanted to paint Michael with a woman," she said with a smile as she stood up and disappeared back into the groups of people.
Rebecca found it hard to believe that I knew Francesca di Traglia, even more than that she'd just spoken to her.
"How do you know her?" was her first words to me after Francesca was out of earshot.
"I met her when I was 16; my aunt and I stayed with her for three weeks."
"Your aunt and her, are they..."
"Lovers, yes. They've been lovers for as long as I can remember."
"She's beautiful, and she paints such wonderful paintings," Rebecca said wistfully.
"She is," I agreed, and something in my tone made her look at me.
"You're more than friends; she's your lover, too, isn't she?"
My first instinct was to deny it, what occurred between Francesca and me was private. Then I decided I liked her and I wasn't going to damage the possibility of a relationship with a lie.
"It's personal, but the answer is both yes and no. Yes, in that she and I have shared a few magical nights together, and no we are not lovers in the classical sense of the word. She and my aunt are lovers; I just get to experience a bit of that love occasionally."
She thought about what I had said and seemed to understand. Next, she asked, "So do you have a girlfriend?"
"Not at the moment, why, are you interested in applying?"
"I'll think about it," she replied. "My last boyfriend was a bit of an ass, and I've been enjoying the single life."
"I can always get Francesca to ask you out," I suggested with a big smile.
"And the village idiot is back," she replied. Then she asked me, "Do you paint, too?"
"No."
"But she just said you do."
I shook my head. "I don't paint; I suck at painting, but I do sketch nudes in charcoal and pastels."
She gave me a considered look, "That's just splitting hairs. Would you like to draw something for me?"
I coughed and gave her a startled look; I may have misunderstood her intention, but then again I hoped I hadn't. "Err, I'm willing, but you do understand I can't draw clothes? I've only ever drawn nudes; it's the way Francesca taught me."
Rebecca blushed and then laughed. "I wasn't asking you to draw me, just something for me, but..." Then she mused, "I suppose asking a girl if you can sketch her in the nude is a lot better than asking her if she'd like to come and see your etchings."
By now, my ears were crimson, and I was looking for a hole to hide in. Rebecca took pity on me and leaning close, she gave me a soft kiss on the lips.
"Your penance is to take me out to dinner tomorrow night," she told me as she stood up. I struggled to my feet beside her.
As I glanced around the room, I noticed that a fair part of the guests were taking their leave. It had gone midnight, and we had been talking for three hours. It wasn't how I'd expected to spend my birthday party, but it had been very pleasant. It was a lot better than pleasant; Rebecca was someone I wanted to see again.
Rebecca and her family left a little while later. She gave me a hug and a kiss, and I promised to pick her up at seven. I even remembered to ask what type of food she liked. Not that it helped, as her reply was, "Surprise me."
I sat down on a sofa in the library and nursed a beer I'd liberated from the kitchen. In the other rooms, the caterers were clearing up. I didn't get long to get my thoughts straight about the woman I'd just met. A beautiful woman eased herself onto my lap, and two others sat down either side of me.



Francesca wriggled in my lap finding a comfortable position, regardless of the effect her actions were having on a certain unruly part of my anatomy. I held her tight with a muttered, "Stop that."
She gave a happy little laugh and whispered back, "I'm glad to see you're still happy to see me," and kissed me.
"Leave the poor boy alone," Mary commanded. Then more softly, "You can give him your birthday present later. But first, what did you think of her, Michael?"
Francesca settled down, resting her head on my chest. I wrapped an arm around her, and she'd stuck her tongue out at Mary and then gave a contented sigh as I started to run my fingers through her long black hair.
"Well, do you like her?" Aunt Karen asked.
"You know I've always liked her," I said, and gave the top of Francesca's head a kiss. I knew it wasn't Francesca she was asking me about, but I love to tease Karen.
"Idiot!" She tapped my arm. "I'm not talking about the trollop on your lap; I mean Rebecca."
Francesca turned her head and stuck her tongue out at Karen, and then tightened her grip on me. "Huh, this trollop gets the boy tonight, he's mine, all mine."
I grinned to myself at the prospect of the birthday present my Italian beauty was promising me.
Karen sighed, "Seriously, Michael, what did you think of her?"
"What I think is that my aunt, my best friend and my lover are all conspiring to set me up with the girl."
The woman in my arms whispered, "Guilty as charged," while the other two just looked embarrassed.
I let them off the hook, "She's nice; I'm taking her out to dinner tomorrow night." Then I said to Mary, "Do you know anything about her last boyfriend? The breakup sounded like it was rough."
"Yes, it was quite a scandal. He was a married associate professor, and she had an affair with him. He said he was separated and was promising Rebecca that he was going to divorce his wife. It turned out he had no intention of doing it. It all blew up when the wife found out. Rebecca's family managed to hush up her part in it, and she came home."
"Oh."
"She's a nice girl, Michael, just a bit too trusting, and she fell for an unscrupulous asshole who sold her a bill of goods just to get her in his bed, and he wasn't the first. Her previous boyfriend, her high school boyfriend, laced her drink at a frat party and invited his friends to use her. Fortunately, a girlfriend discovered what was about to happen and got her out. They'd been together for three years." Mary was studying me as she spoke. "She needs someone good in her life, and we all think that you could be that person. You haven't had a real girlfriend for a couple of years, not since... oh, what was her name?"
"Alison," Karen supplied.
I shut my eyes, Alison was a painful memory I didn't want to revisit. In the aftermath, I'd done a similar thing to Rebecca and sworn off any new relationships. I was also getting a bit irritated with their manipulation. Rebecca seemed a nice girl, and I was happy to see if anything evolved, but I wasn't going to be pushed.
"Enough," I said, "Mary, can you do one thing for me? I need a reservation at a good restaurant for tonight at eight, can you do that?"
She nodded.
"Then that's it. After that, none of you will do anything to help things along. I like the girl, and if it works out, great, if not, that's life. Now I believe I have a birthday present that needs unwrapping." I gave Francesca a kiss, and she laughed happily.
Francesca was 41, yet the body I unwrapped in the privacy of my bedroom was that of a woman my age. She stood, poised, her dress pooled at her feet, my own black-haired Venus de Milo.
We celebrated my birthday in the only way we could, with an outpouring of our physical love that left both emotionally spent and fast asleep, totally exhausted.
Mid-morning Mary and Karen braved the wreckage that had been my bed, to wake us with coffee and freshly baked pastries. I don't know how Francesca does it. I looked and felt like something the cat had dragged in. She, on the other hand, looked serene; she glowed with an inner brightness. Her long black hair splayed out on the pillow framing her smiling face. Her body stretched languidly over the covers.
She didn't wake up at the sound of the knock on the door. I staggered over and opened it to two smiling faces and the heavenly aroma of freshly brewed coffee. Looking back at the sleeping beauty lying on the bed covers inspired me. I asked Mary and Karen to keep quiet and sit down on the chairs by the dressing table.
In my bag was a sketchpad and charcoal. I sat cross-legged on the edge of the bed and swiftly drew my sleeping lover. Simple, bold lines that grew into the outline, shading gave her body depth. It took me less than five minutes to complete the drawing; any more and I knew I'd ruin it.
It wasn't until I stood up and Mary and Karen came over to see the drawing, that I recalled I was standing naked in front of my aunt and her lover. I sat down on the bed and pulled a corner of a sheet across my waist.
Two arms circled me, and a soft pair of breasts pressed into my back. Francesca peered over my shoulder and promptly started to sob.
"Mio bel ragazzo," she whispered, "You make me look so beautiful. Can I keep it please, for my bedroom?"
I understood the importance of her words "Of course," I said and turned so I could give her a kiss.
Francesca's villa is packed with artwork, but only four pieces hang in her bedroom. One is a life-size canvas of my aunt that Francesca painted ten years ago, the second is of Karen and Mary asleep in Francesca's bed. The third is the outline of a young man silhouetted against the window of her bedroom. The last was the only piece Francesca hadn't created; it was the small sketch of the model I drew on my first visit.
She kissed my neck and whispered, "Thank you, my sweet love."
I wrapped the sheet around myself and went to the bathroom, leaving the three lovers sitting on the bed hugging each other.
That evening, I drove the Jag to Rebecca's family home. Theirs was even larger and more imposing than the one I'd just left. For once in my life, I didn't feel out of place as I drove up their drive. In my mind the Jaguar I was driving far outshone bricks and mortar.
Even it stood no chance against the beauty that waited for me at the top of the short flight of steps leading to the front door. Rebecca stood beside her parents, alerted, no doubt, by the security guard at the gate.
Rebecca looked radiant in a classic mid-thigh little black dress, a younger version of her mother, standing beside her. I was introduced to her father; we hadn't had a chance to talk the previous evening. His name was Conrad Winters, and her mother was Rachael.
Conrad was surprised to see me in the SS Jaguar. "I didn't know David allowed anyone other than himself to drive one of his prize cars."
"He doesn't, usually. He gave me this one as a birthday present."
He whistled in surprise. "So how do you know him? We didn't get much of a chance to talk last night. Someone seemed to take up most of your time." He gave his daughter a smile, and she blushed.
"My aunt's a very old friend of his wife, and she got me a summer internship with their company. I was lucky enough to be able to trace some embezzled funds for him."
"Michael James," he mused, and then a smile crossed his face as he worked out who I was. "You're the accountant guy who tracks down stolen money for companies. Our firm has worked on some of those cases, Winter and Associates."
I recognized the name and guessed it was the same family firm of lawyers where Rebecca was now employed.
Mary had used her influence to get me a reservation for eight o'clock at Bones, a steakhouse in Buckhead. We said our goodbyes and I held the car's passenger door open for Rebecca, which caused her to hesitate until I pointed out that the Jag was British and right-hand drive and I wasn't asking her to drive.
The evening was warm, and the wind flicked at her hair as we drove along. I'd offered her a jacket and a scarf before we'd started out. She'd taken the jacket but not the scarf. She had a child's smile plastered across her face, which grew even wider as the throaty roar of the exhaust bounced back from the buildings as we entered the streets of Buckhead.
The valet's eyes popped as I pulled up outside the restaurant. "Never out of your sight," I made him promise. I backed my request with a $50 bill.
That evening moved our relationship to the next level. The meal was everything Mary had promised it would be. Rebecca and I got over the last lingering doubts about our manipulating friends and relatives. We soon realized that we liked each other for what we were, not for what we were told we were.
The drive back seemed to pass far too quickly. She grasped my arm and rested her head on my shoulder. I let the back of my hand caress her thigh, and she kissed the side of my face. I escorted her to the door, and she gave me a deep but chaste looking kiss. "Too many eyes are watching us," she murmured and gave the security camera a little wave. The camera tilted in reply, to my amusement.
We managed to find the time in our busy schedules to date several times over the next two weeks. We'd both been burnt in our previous relationships, so we were cautious. There was none of this love at first sight that you read about in the romantic novels, but there was a growing sense that we were meant to be together.
Both of us were aware of the impending date of my flight home. I couldn't change it as there were several new cases waiting for my attention. The deadline made us more cautious about our possible future. Did we progress beyond a chaste kiss, of course we did, but not as far as I think we'd both have liked. The ever-present fact that I lived over 4000 miles away was a cloud that hung over both of us.
I couldn't help it; I couldn't leave without getting some commitment from Rebecca. In the space of two weeks, she'd managed to embed herself under my skin.
For some reason, I'd never managed to visit New Orleans on any of my trips to the States, so this time, I'd been planning to spend a couple of days in the city before I set off home. I was nervous about asking her, and with a degree of trepidation, I invited Rebecca to join me in New Orleans on the last weekend of the trip.
To my joy, she jumped at the chance to come with me when I asked. Three days and two nights at a romantic hotel in the middle of the French quarter. Her only stipulation was that we should have separate rooms.
That weekend in the romantic jewel on the Mississippi was the turning point of our relationship. It started out slowly and with a problem. As she had suggested and not wishing to seem too presumptuous, I'd tried to book two rooms for us. Of course, I'd picked a weekend when the city was heaving with a major medical congress. I could find the odd room but never more than one per hotel.
Mary overheard me cursing and used her company's influence to find us suitable accommodation.
"I've found you two bedrooms," she told me with a smile a few hours later.
I've known her long enough that I don't trust her when she smiles like that. "Two rooms? I checked. "I don't want Rebecca to think sex is the only thing I've got on my mind."
"Two bedrooms," she confirmed, "at the Maison Dupuy hotel in the French quarter. Mind you, if Francesca's description of her night with you is only half true, then I don't think Rebecca would have anything to complain about if you two did enjoy yourselves."
My ears blushed bright red. Francesca and Karen had stayed another couple of days, and I'd slept on my own those evenings. "Christ, Mary, does Francesca tell you two everything!"
"Of course she does, we love living vicariously through her, and she loves you in her way. You know, you're the only man who she has shared her bed with these past few years."
She saw my surprise at that. I was aware that Francesca had always preferred female lovers, but knew, or thought I did, that she took the odd man to her bed as well. Mary took my hand and made me follow her to her private study; this was the first time I'd ever been invited through the door.
"She painted that from memory," she said as she pointed at a full-size canvas on the wall. It was flanked on one side by a painting of Karen in the bath and on the other by a self-portrait of Francesca in her bed. I'd seen versions of those at the villa before. I hadn't seen the one in the middle before, and if I thought my ears couldn't get any redder, I was sorely mistaken.
"Oh God, she didn't," I stammered.
She had; me in all my glory, lying on my back on her bed. It was obviously early morning, and I was just waking. The bed sheet was a tangled mess at my feet. All I can say is that Francesca's memory is very good, as my semi-turgid morning erection was perfect in every detail.
"Please tell me you don't let people see that," I said.
"You're only the second man who's ever been in here," she said and pointed at the wall behind me. When I took in the painting hanging there, I could see why.
There was a slightly less graphic version of this painting on the wall of Francesca's bedroom. I had a slightly more PG version at home. This one was the xxx version. Mary and Karen caught at the moment of a mutual orgasm, sprawled across Karen's bed.
"Oh," and I couldn't think of anything thing else to say.
"David has seen it," Mary said, "and I know Francesca has something similar on her bedroom wall." I nodded.
"I was thinking of letting Rebecca see them; she was asking if I had any of Francesca's paintings."
"Christ, tell me you're not going to," I begged.
Mary laughed and gave me a hug. She whispered, "I envy what you and Francesca have."
Rebecca and I flew to New Orleans on David's corporate jet, and he had laid on a limousine to take us to the hotel. Sure, Mary had booked two bedrooms, only they were in the same suite: The Carriage House, a two-bedroom cottage in the grounds of the hotel. We arrived on a Friday afternoon, and Rebecca initially viewed our accommodation with a degree of skepticism.
Hey, we are not talking about the quality; the Carriage House is a luxurious place, but as I suspected, given her track record of manipulating lovers, even a separate bedroom in the same suite was eyed suspiciously. She calmed down a bit after I got Mary to call her and confirm that I'd asked her to help me find two separate rooms, but this was the best she could do since nearly every other hotel was overbooked.
Her bedroom had a lock, which she made sure I heard her use that evening after we got back to the suite. We had eaten at one of the quaint little outdoor courtyard restaurants and then enjoyed the music at a bar on Bourbon Street. It was late as we walked back to the hotel, our arms around each other and the French quarter working its magic on us.
In the main room of our suite, Rebecca turned to me. "I've enjoyed tonight, and I think I've fallen for my village idiot." Then she kissed me.
"But," she said, and there's always a but, isn't there? "I'm not sure if we can make it work at such a long distance. My career is here in America; yours is based in England. I've tried that once before, and it failed miserably."
I tried to comfort her and tell her we'd work it out. She just got more upset.
"It's not fair; I love you," she sniveled and ran off to her bedroom, locking the door after her.
The problem was, I loved her, too. I poured myself a drink and sat in the lounge feeling sorry for myself. I'm not sure how much later it was, but I started back from my contemplation as I heard her voice. I hoped that she was calling me, but no it was obvious she was having a fairly heated conversation with someone on her phone.
I took myself off to bed and called Karen; she and Francesca had decided to go to California for a vacation after my party. I'm not sure what I said, I know that at some point I was shouting and at another crying.
"Don't worry; we'll get it sorted," was her last words to me as she disconnected. I couldn't see how, and I spent a few sleepless hours trying to work out if I could move the company, lock, stock, and barrel to the States. It wasn't hard to work out that it wasn't viable; two-thirds of our business came from Europe. Half of my investigators had strong ties to the local area. The clinching argument was that Lesley wouldn't be willing to leave her daughters or the village, and she was the intricate heart of the business.
The next day, Rebecca seemed a little bit distant and cold to me. We did the touristy things, walked hand in hand along the levee and watched the watercraft sailing down the Mississippi River. We had lunch at the old Jax brewery building. In the afternoon, we took the trolley car out past the old mansions and to the zoo. In the evening, we sat on the wooden benches at the Preservation Hall to listen to jazz in its purest form.
It wasn't that late when we made our way back to the hotel. We walked arms around each other, in silence. I was lost in my thoughts; I was still hoping I could work out some way we could make our relationship work at a distance. From the little glances she was giving me, I'm sure that Rebecca was thinking hard as well. The problem was that I guess both of us were waiting for the other to make that first step.
In the suite, we stood facing each other, both of us waiting for the other to start. The silence grew on what was looking like it was to be our last evening together.
I finally broke the void between us. "Regardless of whatever happens," I said as I drew her into a hug. "You need to know that I'm in love with you. If there were any way I could move the company over here, I would. I just can't, but I can feel the connection between us."
"I know," she said. "I've spoken to your aunt, and she's explained it all to me."
Christ, when had she spoken to Karen?
"We can try," I said, and I meant it
She kissed me, "Let's forget the future. I want to live in the present. Will you make love to me tonight?"
I whispered, "Yes." We kissed again; then she drew away.
"I'm going to take a shower," she said. "I won't be long; I need to freshen up. You should have one, too."
"Together?" I suggested hopefully.
She put her finger on my lips and then pointed me in the direction of my bedroom. "That's not how I want you first to see me; give me some sense of mystery."
I gave her a smile and a kiss then headed to my room. I had a quick shower and slipped on a pair of clean boxers. I sat down in the lounge. I could hear her shower running. The shower stopped, and in the silence, her phone could be heard ringing.
There was a long pause; then I heard her scream. I jumped up and started to go to her. She appeared in the doorway. Rebecca threw herself into my arms.
"I don't know how you did it," she laughed, "but I'm going to England in a month. The firm wants to open an international law division, and I'm to work with a British law firm for a year to get the qualifications I'll need to run it."
She was consumed with a desperate desire. I wasn't fully prepared for her assault and staggered back a step or two. Rebecca was all over me. She took my face in her hands, and she kissed me hard, even as I wrapped my arms around her.
I backpedaled into my room until the back of my legs bumped into the bed. Rebecca put her feet on the floor, and her hands tore at my boxers. With a quick shimmy, her robe dropped to the floor, leaving her naked body pressed up against me. She gave me a wicked grin, gave me a savage push, and I fell back on the bed.
She jumped on top of me, her naked body hot with desire. She latched into my neck like a starving female version of the Vampire Lestat.



My hands caressed her breasts. Her long nipples were hard against my palms. Our eyes locked together.
"I am sooooooooo going to fuck your brains out," Rebecca vowed.
My only response was a knowing smile. She leant down and kissed me, hard and passionately, then hungrily and lustily.
As my hands roamed her body, Rebecca let me up long enough so I could move to the center of the bed, then, she took my hands again and pinned them down. I put up a token struggle, but otherwise willingly met my fate.
We continued to kiss. Rebecca pressed her body against me. My cock was hard, brought to full attention by my lover's eagerness.
Rebecca started to grind her pussy against me and moaned in anticipation as she felt the head of my rampant beast against the entrance to her sex. She let out a long sigh as I entered her. She threw her head back, as with one thrust my full length penetrated her. We both gasped when I hit bottom.
Any semblance of control she'd had was long gone. Lust consumed her, desire clouded her thoughts. Up and down she bounced. Her hips moved back and forth, her clit rubbed against the base of my cock as I filled her up.
I tried to move my hands, but Rebecca still held me down. She was out of control. Our teeth knocked together with wet, slobbery kisses.
Up and down she moved; the ride of her life. I didn't dare move as Rebecca rode me. My cock stood straight up as her pussy enveloped it.
I couldn't speak because her tongue was in my mouth, dueling with mine.
Rebecca closed her eyes. Up and down she moved, faster, harder. She sat up, releasing my hands. I sought out her swaying tantalizing breasts, and I captured them, squeezed, pinching her nipples. Rebecca cried out in glorious anguish.
Her hands closed over mine. She needed to steady herself.
It felt wonderful, the soft encompassing flesh of her slick passage the perfect glove for my eager body. Rebecca squeezed her eyes shut as the tears began to flow. Overcome with desire, she let out a gasp and brought herself down hard on me.
She felt my hips push upward. Her hands clasped me tighter. With one final cry, the room started to spin. The head of my cock was flaring inside her and then she seemed to explode as my cum spurted out to coat the walls of her willing receptacle.
Waves of pleasure wracked Rebecca's body. She continued to grind her hips against me. I kept moving to match her and extend our mutual pleasure.
There were flashes in the corners of her eyes. Her hypersensitive nipples were pressed flat against my palms. Her pussy flooded with her sweet nectar, mixing with mine.
I tried to steady her, but she collapsed anyway, falling on top of me, her thudding heart vibrating against my chest.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~Intermezzo: two years before the main event; when we first meet Marcus.
Rebecca and I were on holiday in the Aegean Sea with Jessica, our five-year-old daughter.
She had flown into the U.K. exactly one month after our first night together and had immediately moved in with me. She became a commuter, traveling back and forth to London every day on the train. We got engaged two months after that, while on a long weekend with Karen and Mary at Francesca's Villa.
The wedding was six months later. It was a full-blown Atlanta society wedding in the grounds of Rebecca's parents' mansion. We honeymooned at an island resort in the Maldives, and then we settled down to married life. Two years later Rebecca was pregnant, and we had a daughter.
After Rebecca's first year in England, Winter and Associates opened the proposed international branch in London and Rebecca had been given a partnership. She was happy in her position, her marriage and we settled down to life in the Sussex countryside.

~~~~~~We had been invited to join Mary and David for a month cruising on a 50-meter yacht they'd chartered for the summer. We weren't their only guests; Rebecca's parents had flown over from the States. Karen and Francesca were due to arrive the week after Conrad and Rachael had left.
Our relationship with Francesca was interesting; I had never slept with her since that evening of my birthday party, but I hadn't hidden my relationship with her from Rebecca. She knew I'd been involved with Francesca, but not the details. After our weekend in New Orleans, I told her everything. Rebecca had understood at my birthday party, that Francesca and I had been close. Mary had confirmed it when she'd shown her Francesca's paintings including the one of me.
"Only a lover could have painted you like that," she told me. "Do you still love her?"
"I'll always love her," I admitted. "It'll be impossible not to, but she's no threat to you."
"I know that she came to see me," Rebecca acknowledged. "She said that you were the only man she'd ever contemplated falling in love with. Karen and Mary were her true lovers, and I'd be foolish if I rejected you because of her."
For all that, Rebecca and Francesca have become close friends. Of the three other influential women in my life, it's Francesca she's the closest to. It's a tad odd listening to the pair of them describing me in intimate detail. We see Francesca several times a year, and she is one of our daughter's godmothers. She loves to paint us, and we are the proud owners of one of the best privately held collections of paintings by Francesca. Her Triptych of Rebecca, Rebecca pregnant and mother and baby, is world famous. It hangs on our lounge wall when it's not jetting all over, taking center stage at exhibitions of Francesca works.
We'd been on board for just over a week when the yacht headed for a harbor on one of the Greek islands. We were scheduled to pick up a couple of Conrad's friends, Roger and Pamela Donaldson. Roger was American and the owner of a group of companies, the Donaldson Corporation, mostly based in the USA with a smaller division in Europe. His wife, Pamela, was British. He, David and Conrad had been in the same fraternity at college and had kept in touch over the years.
When the yacht moored mid-morning, there was a third person waiting with Roger and Pam on the harbor wall. He was just over six-foot-tall, a smart looking man wearing casual trousers and a linen jacket. His face was thin, with brown eyes and a sharp nose, and capped with styled light brown hair. An elegant, handsome man, who was I guessed in his mid-thirties, and who seemed to be in the midst of a deep discussion with Roger.
Pam walked up the gangway as soon as it was lowered. "I apologize," she said to David and Conrad. "This is our nephew, Marcus Forde." She pointed at him. "He turned up today; he needed to speak to Roger urgently. There's some issue at the division where he works. He thought it would only take a couple of hours to sort out, but as you can see, they're not finished. I was hoping that your invitation would extend to him as well. It's should only be for a day or so. We can drop him off at our next port."
"Of course," David said, and that's how Marcus first came into our lives.
He and Roger boarded the yacht and quickly drew David into their discussion. They paused briefly to make their introductions. Apparently, Roger and Pam had been at our wedding, but for the life of me, I couldn't remember them. Marcus had that unique British public-school arrogance that immediately grated on me. All the ladies and Jessica thought he was charming.
In the end, Marcus only stayed one night on the yacht. After an early lunch, he and Roger retreated to one of the staterooms for most of the afternoon. Several times David and Conrad were asked to join them; at one point Conrad asked Rebecca to speak with them.
She came back to Jessica and me, shaking her head in annoyance.
"Dad's agreed to take on the company Marcus works for, as a client," she complained. "He sees it as an in, to get the rest of Roger's business in the future. Christ, their finance and sales directors have been playing fast and loose with the local trade laws. They've managed to resolve the immediate issues, but I've got to meet with their legal team next month. Marcus was eager for me to fly back to the Britain with him to meet with them as soon as possible."
"I hope you said no."
"Of course I did, and Dad backed me. I called the office, and they'll send a team to sort it out. Marcus is flying back tomorrow, so there is a change of plan, and we're staying here for the night."
I gave her a hug, and then we both returned to the important issue at hand: to entertain our daughter by the small swimming pool on the aft deck. Rebecca slipped off her sundress and glanced at me for my approval. I blew her a kiss; the blue Wicked Weasel did an admirable job of showing off her body while maintaining at least a passing nod to decency. Or it did so, until it got wet, becoming completely pointless, as the fabric turned translucent.
Hey, I enjoyed the show, and Jessica couldn't care less, she was having fun with her parents. Mary had foolishly bought her a super soaker and was now regretting it. The little terror kept sneaking up on Mary, Pam and her grandmother as they were sunbathing on loungers and splashing them.
It was later on that I got a weird, uncomfortable feeling. We were still at the pool and Jessica, fortunately, was starting to slow down. Mary and the others had gone in, a little earlier. Jessica had wanted a last swim and Rebecca had taken her into the pool. She'd only lasted a couple of minutes before she wanted out, and Rebecca had passed her up to me. I'd taken my daughter, wrapped a towel around her, and we both watched as Rebecca swam the last couple of laps.
That's when I got the prickly feeling between my shoulder blades. I looked around, and I finally spotted the source of my discomfort, Marcus' head was silhouetted against the sky above me. He was leaning over the rail of the deck that overlooked the pool area and was watching Rebecca intently as she got out of the pool. She looked like a goddess rising from the sea. Her bikini was nigh on invisible; her pussy and prominent nipples visible through the transparent fabric, and she was oblivious to his scrutiny. I stepped towards her holding out a towel, and when I glanced back in his direction, he'd gone.
I thought about mentioning it to her, but for some reason, I didn't. In the end, it didn't seem all that important, and honestly, I think that any red-blooded man would have paused to watch her.
That evening, we all went out to a local family friendly seafront restaurant. Our daughter's doting grandparents had insisted she should come with us. The waiters pushed two tables together to seat all the ten of us. I do love how Mediterranean restaurants are so child-friendly, and this one was no exception.
The waiters fawned over Jessica, finding cushions to place on her chair and happy to let her put her hands in the big tank with the lobsters for sale in it. For some inexplicable reason, none of us could order lobster. Hell, could you if a cute little girl is peering into the tank and is naming every one of them. Marcus was the only one who put up a token attempt to order one of Jessica's new pets. He retreated at her withering glance.
The food was excellent, but it wasn't too long before Jessica's head was drooping and she was trying to stifle a yawn. I said I'd take her back to the yacht as Rebecca and her father seemed deep in discussion. Rebecca gave me a grateful smile, and I whispered that I'd be back as soon as I settled her down. We'd previously arranged for one of the female crew members to babysit if it was required.
With a sleepy Jessica in my arms, I walked the couple of hundred yards to the yacht. The on-duty crewman met me at the gangplank, and Mel, the babysitter, was waiting for us at our stateroom. It took me a while to get her settled down, two stories from her favorite book.
It was probably an hour before I left my sleeping daughter in the care of Mel, and I was able to return to the restaurant. There had been a subtle rearranging of the seating while I was away. Marcus had slipped into my empty seat and was talking to Rebecca. I gave him a pointed look as I moved to stand beside her. He started to ignore me, but then seemed to think better of it. He stood and pulled a chair over from an adjacent table and placed it behind her and sat down, gesturing to me to take my chair.
"I'm sorry if it appeared I'm monopolizing your wife," he said. "I needed to discuss the situation and see if I couldn't try to convince her to fly back with me."
"Not going to happen," I responded. "We've got nearly three weeks left, and there's no way I'm going to let her cut her vacation short."
To my surprise, she didn't immediately agree with me. "Well, I was just wondering if I shouldn't go back for a couple of days," she said. "Just to make sure the team gets set up properly?"
I shook my head, "As I said, 'not happening'. We're on holiday with our daughter. If you need to talk to your office, then use the phone or your laptop. You're not going to spoil Jessica's holiday."
She gave me a slightly confused look, "I... I, why didn't I think of that?" She questioned herself. Then she said to Marcus, "As I said this afternoon, I've got a great team in place, and they will be in contact with you as soon as you get back. They can check in with me if they have any questions."
I thought I saw a flash of annoyance cross his face and then it settled back to his usual smiling mask, which he turned in my direction.
"Your charming wife is correct, and I shouldn't have pushed the issue." Then he gave me an appraising look. "Conrad and Roger were a bit evasive earlier on, about what you do, Michael. Are you some type of super spy?"
"Hardly, unless you've lost some money. I'm an accountant."
Rebecca laughed and blew me a kiss. She said, "Yeah, he's The Accountant."
That was a family and friends in-joke. Working with a low profile was always easier for me. When I was asked, I would usually describe myself as just an accountant. In retaliation, the people who knew me started to call me "The Accountant" when they were talking about me and stressing the capital letters in their correspondence to me.
I'd taken it with good grace, especially after Lesley had changed my title on my business cards and email signatures to "The Accountant." Marcus never picked up on the way Rebecca stressed my title, nor did he notice the knowing smiles from Conrad and David.
"An accountant," Marcus said, dismissively, and smiled to himself before turning back to Rebecca and attempting to pick up his conversation with her. She ignored him, moved closer to me and asked how our daughter had settled down.
"It was a two-story night," I conceded. "She's asleep now, and Mel's keeping an eye on her."
"So, we don't need to hurry back?" she hinted.
"Nope, fancy a walk along the beach?" I asked as I grinned suggestively.
She almost purred her agreement.
"I could do with walking some of this meal off, mind if I join you?" Marcus asked.
I gave him an annoyed look, and Rebecca shook her head.
"I'm afraid not," I said. I couldn't understand why he would suggest that. It was fairly obvious we'd wanted a bit of alone time.
Rebecca added, "You know the saying, 'Two's company, three's a crowd'. As much as we love our daughter, we also value the odd moment we are alone. So, goodnight Mr. Forde," she added dismissively. His gaze hardened, but he said nothing.
Rebecca stood up and took my hand, then we headed out of the restaurant, stopping to say a brief word with her parents and Mary.
We walked along the coastal path; the only sounds the crunch of the gravel underfoot, the swish of the waves as they caressed the sand and the chirping of the cicadas in the bushes.
We'd walked about four hundred yards past the headland. We were starting down towards a remote beach lit only by the moonlight before my anger bubbled over and intruded into nature's opera with a question. "Who does that arrogant son of a bitch think he is," I snapped. "Why were you even thinking of going back with him?"
She gave me a startled look, "I don't know why I was even considering it, for just a moment it seemed the right thing to do. He's Roger's arrogant SOB of a nephew. Christ knows why he's here. Dad and I could have solved his problem with a simple phone call."
"Then what was it all about, other than trying to chat you up. You know he was spying on you this afternoon by the pool."
She stiffened, "I thought I saw a glimpse of him, but I wasn't sure."
She paused to wrap her arms around me. "What's that thing you say about people sometimes? Oh, yes, 'he's a bit of a git'. He seems to be doing a hatchet job on his boss. They've got a problem, and I think he's using the family connection to make sure Roger gets his side of the story first."
"So who caused the problem?"
"From the sound of it, it's his fault, but Roger has a bit of a soft spot for him. His mother is Roger's older sister; she apparently brought Roger up after their parents died. She married a minor member of the British aristocracy and Pam complains that he'll do anything for her and that includes turning a blind eye to any and all of Marcus' faults."
"Christ, how do you know any of this?"
She laughed, "Mary warned me about him as soon as she spotted his interest. Apparently, he's gained a reputation as a woman chaser, and it seems he targets married women."
"Well, he better not have set his sights on you!"
"Even if he has, I think the words, smarmy, creepy and asshole apply to him equally, so he's got no chance." She mused for a moment and then continued with a wry smile. "I guess if you didn't know his reputation, he could come over as interesting and rather charming, I suppose that's why he's got the reputation he has."
"Well I don't see it, he just seems a dickhead to me."
Rebecca laughed, "That's probably the best description. While you were putting Jess down, he was trying to get me to fly back with him and give the issue a 'Woman's Touch'. I believe Roger's given him the authority to take over the company and ease the current CEO into retirement."
"Poor bastard," I muttered, the CEO hadn't stood a chance once Marcus had bent Roger's' ear.
"I need to talk to Dad; he's got these big plans about working with Roger's firms, but that means I'll have to work with 'Dickhead'! I'm not at all up for that."
"We'll both talk to Conrad; you can blame me for being unreasonable as there is no way I want you to be working with him."
She laughed, "My hero, I love you when you get so manly."
I glanced around at the deserted beach, and then reached over and pulled the zip on the back of her dress all the way down. She gave a little shiver of anticipation as I eased the dress off her shoulders and let it fall forward and then down to pool at her feet. She stood in front of me, all five feet four of my elven princess, wearing only a skimpy thong. Her breasts showed no effects of breastfeeding Jess; she still didn't need to wear a bra
Arms stretched out, she slowly turned and walked into the water. She beckoned me to follow her, I stripped down, hesitating when I got to my boxers, but then took them off as well. I followed my siren into the water and her arms.
The water was chilly, and as I caressed her soft body, I felt the goosebumps forming. She shivered and pressed herself against me, attempting to steal some of my body heat.
"Christ, it's colder than I thought," she whimpered.
"Come here; I'll keep you warm." We moved further out from the shore until only I could stand. Rebecca had her arms and legs wrapped around me. Her pussy rubbed against my growing cock causing both of us to groan in anticipation. I reached down to cup her ass cheeks. Finding she was still wearing her thong, I hooked a finger under the waistline and pulled. It tore, and the thong came away in my hand.



"I love you, Mrs James," I told her.
Her lips latched onto mine and her pussy ground against my hard cock. "Just fuck me, you beautiful man. I love you and that wonderful cock of yours." Her hand slid down between us to grasp that part of me.
A few yards away a small boat bobbed in the swell. I drew her over to the boat and pushed Rebecca up and in. I followed her and found her lying on her back on an old sail. Her arms raised to pull me close, her legs wide to greet me.
My cock head pushed apart her pussy lips. She pulled me close with her legs, impaling herself on my shaft until I filled her. I groaned in pleasure as her soft passage gripped me, sending ripples along my cock. Her mouth opened and her eyes glinted with lust in the moonlight.
We let the swell of the waves set the rhythm of our lovemaking. This was love, not raw sex. We moved slowly, languidly, our body heat warming the air around us. Deep long thrusts into her core as she buried her face into my neck, nibbling my skin.
It seemed it was hours later that we both reached our mutual conclusion, Becca had been stifling her cries as little orgasms had been building up to the big one. I felt my balls tighten as I grew close to mine. She felt me throb and grow and surrendered to her body's need. She wailed as she came and felt my cum spurting into her core. She shuddered and shook in my arms.
I rolled to the side, tipping the fragile craft, almost tipping the pair of us into the sea. Cold water splashing over the side, "Christ how to spoil the moment," she snorted, then pulled me close to kiss me. "I do love you." Then she stood and dived over the side and began swimming towards the beach.
The sand still retained some of the sun's heat, but we both shivered in the night air. I rubbed her down with my shirt before she slipped on her dress, the fabric clinging to her damp body. I pulled on my jeans, tossing my boxers into the sea to join her lost thong, then we headed back to the village and the yacht. I thought that for a brief moment I saw a shadow move in the distance, further up the path.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~The main act: in the present.
There had been a couple of major changes to our lives since that holiday. The first and most important was that our family had grown by one. We had created a merman as a result of our midnight swim. Nine months later we had a son who we named David Conrad James, but everyone called him Davy.
The other big change was the reappearance of my parents back into my life. Ever since my eleventh birthday and my first term at Kendrick Hall prep school, I'd only seen them a few times a year. Sounds odd, I know, but they were always travelling on Academic research trips. It wasn't that they didn't love me, I'd always known that they did, but they loved their shared passion for anthropology almost as much.
My father, Simon, suffered a minor heart attack. Usually, that wouldn't have been a big issue if he had received medical care at the time. Dad had his attack deep in the Amazon jungle. It took Mum four days to get him to civilization and proper medical care, and the resulting damage to his heart was more than it should have been.
As a result, my parents rethought their lives. Dad took an early retirement, due to his poor health. My mother went part time at the university and refused to travel. They put their large home up for sale and began looking for a smaller place closer to us. Most weekends they would stay with us as they looked at the local property. Jessica reveled in all the new attention she was getting, Davy was too young to appreciate it yet, but no doubt he would soon.
My business was going from strength to strength. The upside of which was I was able to employ a couple more forensic accountant investigators. A bonus for me was that I didn't need to travel as much and when I did they were usually short trips. If I were lucky, Rebecca would come with me, although recently she'd been too busy.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~It had started five months earlier when Rebecca arrived home from work. Her face was drawn and pale; she looked uncomfortable. I got a token kiss; then she made a fuss over Jessica and Davy. I poured her a glass of wine, and she sipped from it absently as she got the daily update from Larissa, our au pair.
That evening after both children fell asleep and we were able to relax on the patio watching the summer sun dipped below the horizon. I asked her about her day
The first thing she said was, "Guess who turned up at our office today?"
"Do you want me to guess or are you going to tell me?"
She smiled, but then she grew serious, "Marcus Forde."
I grew cold at hearing that name. For fun, I'd checked with Mary about our Mr. Forde after the holiday, and I discovered that his reputation as a woman chaser was justly deserved. One of the issues he'd been having when he'd joined us on the yacht had been that he'd seduced the wife of his boss, and he had a long history of chasing married women.
"Christ, the dickhead who turned up at the yacht. I thought he was long gone, whatever happened to him?"
"My team had solved that issue before our holiday was over, so I never had any reason to see him again until this afternoon."
I paused for a moment; I remembered the way he'd looked at Rebecca, and it had disturbed me. I'd been very relieved he'd not crossed our path again.
"Why did he come to see you," I asked.
Rebecca didn't answer me straight away. Instead, she played with her glass. "Dad called me yesterday; Roger has a problem, a big one."
"Let me guess, Marcus has fucked up again." I tried not to smile.
Rebecca didn't smile, she just looked concerned which worried me. "It seems like it; a couple of years ago Roger put Marcus in charge of a group of companies in Eastern Europe. The local authorities are investigating Marcus and the senior management for fraud and bribery of local officials. It's a serious crime in both Europe and Romania. The fines alone could be in the multi-million Euro range. Roger could even lose the companies."
Now it was my turn not to smile. "So Roger wants Conrad and Winter and Associates to defend him and his bloody nephew?"
"In a way, the companies are part of a separate European division, she said, "so, Roger is off the hook. As I'm based over here, Dad wants me to take the lead and defend Marcus and the rest of the senior managers."
"Oh, hell no," I said without thinking.
Rebecca gave me a surprised look. "I don't get to choose my clients, Mike. I may be in charge over here but when Dad tells me to jump, the only answer I'm allowed to give is 'how high'."
"Becs, this has gone on too long. You don't need to work anymore; I earn far more than we can spend, just pack your job in."
As soon as I said it, I knew I'd gone too far. She stared at me; her lips were pale and tight. I didn't regret saying it; I just wished I'd approached the idea a bit more diplomatically, but it was something I'd been thinking about ever since Davy had been born.
"I'm not giving up my career," Rebecca snapped. "I've spent too much time and effort to get where I am now."
"I'm not suggesting that you give up the law. I know how much you love that, but you don't need to work for your father, how about looking for a job locally? At least consider going part time and find someone else to handle this case."
She shook her head, and I knew that there was little chance I would be able to make her change her mind. I tried, though.
"We knew him for less than a day," I said, "and as far as I could see he spent most of that time trying to seduce you. He's got a history of seducing married women. Now you'll need to spend months with him. Your team dealt with him last time, why can't they do it again?"
"It's too big a case this time. You don't like him, do you?"
"He gave me no reason to like him, did he?" I gave her a questioning look. "I guess that this is a big case for you, but I'm convinced that he'll use the situation to get close to you. Don't work on it on your own; get someone else to run the point for you."
She gave me an angry look in return. "What hurts, is that you seem to think that I'll fall for his charming smile; don't you trust me?"
Fuck, "Of course I trust you; it's him I don't trust. Do you recall me telling you about Karen's friend Geraldine, the lawyer? She nodded, and I continued. "When I mentioned Marcus, she thought his name sounded familiar and somehow linked to Geraldine. She asked her and Geraldine told her about a married local artist he tried to seduce."
"Mike, I'm not an impressionable schoolgirl, I can look after myself. I've got to take this case, Dad's insisting, but I promise I'll keep everything professional. Hell, he gives me the creeps, so you've got nothing to worry about."
There wasn't anything more to say about it, other than to retire to our bedroom and confirm how much we loved each other until we both fell into an exhausted sleep.

~~~~~~~~~~~~The next few months passed, seemingly without incident. Rebecca saw Marcus several times at her office in London, and she would come home vocal about her frustration with him. On four occasions, she and a couple of her associates flew to Romania to interview and take depositions from the senior managers who'd been arrested with Marcus.
The first time she'd flown to Romania, I'd asked her why she needed to travel if Marcus was in the U.K.
"The only reason Marcus was allowed to leave the country was that Roger posted a five-million-euro bond," she said. "He won't do it for the others, so I need to go there to interview them."
Mid-November I got back from a two-week trip to Australia. A case I'd dealt with earlier in the year had gone to court, and I was a witness for the prosecution. I hadn't been keen on going, and I tried and failed to get Rebecca to come with me.
Rebecca was waiting for me as the taxi dropped me off at home. When I saw her, she looked drawn and nervous. Something had changed, and I instantly thought about Marcus. She hugged me and wouldn't let me go for what seemed ages.
"What's up?" I asked.
"Just hold me," she said. "I've just had a rough few days, and I'm so pissed off with Roger and Dad."
I did as I was told, and after a few minutes l felt her begin to relax, and I was able to lead her into the kitchen and get her to sit down.
"Tea?"
"Please."
As I prepared it for her, she gathered her thoughts. She never told me anything about her cases other than very general details. Today she broke her own rule which told me how upset she was.
"Roger has made a separate deal with the Romanian government behind my back. He's sold the companies involved to a group of Romanian businessmen and the government has dropped the charges against all the senior managers."
"So, Marcus gets off Scot free, the jammy bastard."
"Yes and no, the Romanian government have dropped their charges, but the European Commission has decided not to play ball and is going to carry on with their case against him. Roger's livid; he called Dad and told him that if Marcus doesn't get off, we won't get any more of their business."
"If it's so important to your father, why isn't he sending someone over to take the case?"
"He can't; I am the firm's expert on European law, I'm also the only one who has the correct credentials for the European courts. Come on, you know it's why I work here."
Shit, I knew that I was just venting my anger on the wrong person. "Is he guilty?"
She gave me an exasperated look, "Of course he is, but that's irrelevant as far as Roger is concerned. I've got my instructions. I have to get him off." Her expression changed to one that radiated a degree of nervousness that raised my sense of agitation.
"Why am I sensing that I need to be worried?" I asked.
"You don't, only I'm going to need to spend a fair amount of time with Marcus, and I know you're not going to be happy about that."
"Too fucking right I'm not."
"Don't worry love; I'll keep it professional and all aboveboard."
"Hell it's not you I'm worried about, it's him!"
"Mike, you've got nothing to worry about, I've seen him three times this week, and he's been the perfect gentleman each time."
It took me a while to take it all in, not helped as I was tired from the 24 hours of travel. "Three times!
Rebecca gave me an entreating look. "I love you and our children too much to let a silver-tongued asshole spoil our life."
I drew her into a hug, "I love you, too."
That's how we left it, both tiptoeing around our feelings for the next few days. I had no proof that Marcus considered Rebecca as anything more than his lawyer. I just had a gut feeling that given even the slimmest chance he would actively pursue her if he wasn't already.

~~~~~~~~~~~~Over the next couple of weeks, I did the one thing I promised I would never do; I started a financial investigation into one of Rebecca's clients, our Mr. Forde. It's a lot harder when you're not given access to a company's records, but I have a pair of computer geniuses working for me who were more than happy to work on the dark side after I explained why. They warned me that their research was going to take a lot longer than usual.
They were still delving into Marcus a month later when the evening of Winter and Associates European branch annual Christmas party rolled around. This year, Conrad and a couple of the senior partners were flying over from America to attend. I suspected that Marcus's case had something to do with their decision to attend. All the staff and partners were invited. A couple of weeks before the party, the firm had decided to change the date to the second Friday in December. Something of a surprise as it had always been on the second Saturday in December.
When Rebecca told me the change, I gave her a surprised look. "I thought I told you I'm away the latter half of that week; I don't get back until Saturday."
"Christ, I thought that you were going to be back on Friday," she said. "Is there any chance you can change the dates? I can't move the date of the party. Dad has insisted we hold it on Friday."
I was sure I couldn't; there were personal reasons I needed to go, but I didn't want to tell her that. "I'll see what my client says," I told her.
I had no luck, so Wednesday afternoon I flew to Rome. The client was a small family run investment bank, and the owners were related to Francesca via her mother's side of the family. They handled a lot of Francesca's accounts, so I had a soft spot for them. I'd helped several of their clients out of tricky situations in the past at her request. This time they had the problem, they had discovered a large shortfall in their accounts and the brothers that owned the bank were refusing to contact the police. They'd been sitting on the discovery for some time waiting for me to try and find their missing funds.
"Signor James," the bank president said. "We can't let anyone know; if they think their investments are not safe they withdraw their funds. It will ruin us." He looked nervous and admitted that several large transactions were coming up over the next few days and that they doubted they had the funds to cover them. As some of the missing funds belonged to Francesca, I was eager to solve the problem.
By Thursday evening I was sure no crime had been committed, their missing funds turned out to be an absolute cluster fuck of an accounting error. Over several months, funds had been transferred to a dormant account in error. It was as simple as a three being transposed to an eight in the account details. It took me most of Friday morning to prove it to the satisfaction of the bank's owners, and start the process of recovering the missing millions.
I tried to call Rebecca and gave her the good news. Her assistant answered Rebecca's phone.
"Rebecca James phone, this is Marcia, can l take a message."
"Hi Marcia, it's Mike."
"Mike, I was sorry to hear you can't make it tonight. Did you want to talk to Rebecca? Only she's in a meeting about the Forde case, and I can't interrupt it."
I sighed, shit that meant she was with Marcus. "That's a pity, only I've got some good news. I've finished here early so it looks like I should get back in time to make the party."
"Oh that's nice, she'll be so happy you can make it. I'll let her know. So you will be here in time?" She queried.
"I'm booked on a flight after lunch. I won't have time to go home to change, but I've got a decent suit with me. I'll come to the office; I should be there late afternoon."
"It's not at the office this year," Marcia said with a hint of surprise in her voice. "Didn't your wife tell you?"
It was the first I'd heard that it wasn't at their offices and I wondered what else I hadn't been told. I told Marcia I hadn't been aware and made a note of the new address. It seemed that it was going to be at a restaurant in Knightsbridge.
Of course, the best-laid plans of mice and men: the flight home Friday afternoon was seriously delayed because of a French air traffic controller strike.
Again, I tried to call Rebecca from the departure lounge. This time it went straight to voicemail. "Hey love, I'm sorry, it looks like my flight's been delayed. I'm flying into Gatwick; we are due to take off at six. It's a two and a half hour flight. I'll get the Gatwick Express into town and come straight to the party. I'll give you a call when I land."
As it was, the flight was delayed a further hour, and we landed at eight-thirty. I only had a carry-on bag, so I was through immigration and customs in less than half an hour. I paused for a moment to gather my wits. It was a lot later than I expected; should I just give up and head home? As I pondered, the address system announced the next departure of the Gatwick Express train service to London would depart in 10 minutes. I found myself hurrying across the airport building towards the station. The journey into London only took 30 minutes. A 20-minute taxi ride and I alighted at the entrance of the restaurant.
I was surprised to see a sign on the door telling the world that the restaurant was closed for a private event. I'd eaten here before, and it was a bit large for the limited number that was usually at the Christmas party. I'd known that there were private dining rooms and I'd just assumed the party was in one of those. The rather large man, effectively blocking the doorway while eying me suspiciously was further evidence of the private nature of the event.
He said, "Private party," as he held out his hand to stop me entering. "I need to see an invite before I can let you in."
What invite, I thought? Rebecca or Marcia hadn't mentioned anything about an invite. Then I remembered I'd told Marcia that I'd call Rebecca when I arrived. I fumbled for my phone and found I'd forgotten to switch it back from the flight mode. There were no missed calls or messages. I called her again; her phone only rang once before going straight to voice mail. Crap, I left her a brief message to say that I was here.
I turned back to the man in the doorway. "Look, I was supposed to come with my wife, Rebecca James," I explained. "She's a senior partner of the firm that's holding this party. My flight was delayed, so I assume she's already here and has got my invite... or did she put my name on a list?" I asked hopefully.
He shook his head, "I don't have a list mate, as far as I understand it's invite only. I've got strict instructions, no invite, no entrance, I can't do anything."
"Can you just get a message through to her, or anyone from Winter's; they will vouch for me."
He hesitated and then spoke briefly into a microphone pinned to his lapel. He touched his ear as he listened to a response. His face resumed its blank expression, and he studiously ignored me.



It was a good couple of minutes later before the door cracked open. A woman I didn't know eased out of the opening and gave me a studied look.
"You say you're Rebecca's husband," she said as she looked at her iPad. "Can you prove it?"
I gave her a surprised look, "Of course I am, who the hell are you?" I fumbled in my pocket and passed her my passport.
"Check the name and my emergency contact," I told her.
She did and compared my name against a list visible on the iPad. Then gave me a confused look. "I'm Mia, the event planner," she said. "I've been coordinating this party for your wife, only I was under the impression..." her voice trailed off.
She gave me another look, "I think I need to check this," she said.
I was getting annoyed, I pointed at the iPad in her hand and snapped, "Am I on that list?"
"A Michael James is on it," she agreed.
I pointed at the passport in her other hand. "And am I Michael James?"
She gave me my passport back and looked at me for a long moment. Then she said, "It seems you are." She turned to the doorman, "You can let him in Pete; he is who he says he is, and he's on the invite list."
Mia held the door open for me, and I entered the lobby, pulling my carry-on bag behind me. I heard her mutter to Pete, "This could get interesting." I couldn't make out his reply. What was going on, why could it get interesting I wondered.
"Do you want to tell me what's going on," I asked. "Why all the security for a little office Christmas party? There's never been any for any of the previous parties?"
She laughed at me. "Well, there's never been a guest list like this one before."
What? Why? This is just supposed to be for the staff for Christ sake. Although it's the first time they've taken over a restaurant, I thought.
Mia took a second look at me, "Are you sure you don't know what's going on? This party's not just for the staff. There's a lot of important clients here as well."
Now it was my turn to look stunned, "Clients!" Then I took in the lobby, empty except for a second security guard and a woman sitting at a reception desk. The sound of music came from behind the closed double doors at the far side of the room.
"Yes, Rebecca, sorry Mrs. James, contacted us a couple of weeks ago to organize this after her father insisted she invite a select group of the firm's clients. My brother is one of the firm's associates, and he recommended my company to organize everything."
Rebecca sure as hell hadn't mentioned anything about adding clients to the guest list. In fact, she'd not mentioned anything. I had to wonder how long she'd known about the changes to the party and what else she hadn't told me. I shrugged off my coat, and Mia asked the woman at the desk to look after it and my bag.
"At least you're wearing a suit," she muttered.
I gave her an irritated look, resisting the 'fuck you' that pressed at my lips. Did she think I was some country bumpkin?
The main room of the restaurant had been given the fantasy Christmas decoration, once over. A large Christmas tree dominated the room. A dozen or so large indoor palms had twinkling fairy lights wound around their trunks. The majority of the tables had been moved to one side of the room, leaving a space for the couples dancing in front of a low stage. There was a live group playing, that was the source of the music I'd been hearing. Obviously, the dinner was over as the tables held only the remnants of a meal. Empty dessert plates, coffee cups, bottles of wine and glasses were scattered about.
As I glanced around the room, I was able to recognize several of Rebecca's high profile clients from the newspapers. Rebecca was usually fairly reticent about naming the firm's clients, so I was quite surprised to see who some were. Then I spotted an unwelcome face, that of Roger Donaldson. With a sinking feeling, I thought that if he was here, then there was a good chance that Marcus was as well. Was that why Rebecca hadn't mentioned the additions to the guest list, she was here with him!
My eyes went on overtime as I scanned the dimly lit room. There was no sign of Marcus, but far more worryingly, nor could I see Rebecca. I spotted her father at a table and hurried over.
He gave me a shocked look when he saw me. "What are you doing here? I thought you were in Rome, Michael!" He didn't sound pleased to see me, and that irritated me.
"And it's nice to see you, too," I responded sarcastically.
He blinked at me, "Rebecca was sure you wouldn't be here," he said in his defense.
"Well if you hadn't changed the date it wouldn't have been an issue," I replied. "I didn't think I would be here, but I managed to finish my trip sooner than I'd thought. I got back a couple of hours ago. I left a message with Bec's assistant that I'd be here, didn't she let you know? I'd have been here a couple of hours ago if it hadn't been for the bloody French air traffic controllers."
I looked around. "Have you seen Rebecca; she's not answering her phone?"
"She was around a few minute ago, she and Marcus were talking."
Crap, the last thing I wanted to hear. I tried calling her phone, and again it went to voice mail.
"Don't worry, she's fine," Conrad said, but there was something about the way his eyes flicked around the room as he spoke that made me nervous. "Sit down, Mike and have a drink. Have you eaten; I can see if they can rustle something up for you." He placed a hand on my arm and tried to pull me down to a seat beside him.
There was a lull in the music, and from the other side of Conrad, I heard Roger say to him. "What the hell is he doing here, you said he wouldn't be here."
Conrad glanced at him and then said to me, "Sit down for God's sake; she'll be somewhere close. If she hasn't turned up in a few minutes, I'll send one of the juniors to find her."
He gestured in Mia's direction, and she came over. "Have you seen my daughter?" he asked her
She shook her head, "Sorry no, not recently; I know that she's around." she replied, but her eyes never left mine as she spoke.
Conrad said, "Could you see if you can find her. Please let her know her husband is here."
She gave him a worried look and agreed.
Why was I getting the strong impression he didn't want me wandering around the room looking for her. Well fuck him I thought, and I turned back to my scrutiny of the large room.
I saw Mia stop a waitress and speak to her. The girl hesitated and then gestured towards the far side of the room. Mia hurried across the room and disappearing behind a pair of large potted palms that I recalled shielded the entrance to one of the private dining rooms. I guessed she thought she knew where Rebecca was. I followed, but then I paused when I reached the plants. If she wasn't with Marcus and was in a legitimate conversation with another of the firm's clients and I went in heavy-handed, it would be embarrassing for both of us. I heard voices and listened.
The first was Mia, "Rebecca, can I have a word with you in private."
"Can't you see I'm a bit busy, isn't it something you deal with it?" Rebecca said.
"It's urgent; your father sent me to get you," Mia stressed.
The urgency in Mia's voice must have convinced her because she said. "Marcus, can you be a darling and see if you can find me a drink? Tell you what see if you can find a bottle of champagne. I'm in the mood for some bubbles." I heard Marcus reply, but I couldn't make out all of his words. I did hear the last sentence as he left, and I felt my face redden in anger.
"Okay, but I want a kiss and another of those dances when I get back." There was a sound of a giggle, and I saw a figure exit the room.
"So, what's so urgent?" Rebecca said a moment later.
"Rebecca, what's going on?" Mia asked. "I thought the guy you just sent away was your husband, at least he sure acts like he is, but he isn't is he?"
"Not that it's any of your business, but no he's just a good friend. Why all the fuss, why is my father looking for me? He knows I'm with Marcus."
How long had he been a good friend of Rebecca's? The implication of that statement sent a cold shiver down my spine, and it sounded it was worse than that. I'd obviously gotten complacent these last couple of months.
"It's not my business," she agreed. "Only he's not your husband is he? Your real husband is here. He's just arrived, and he's one very pissed off camper. You forgot to tell him he needed an invite. Security wouldn't let him in."
"Fuck, Mike can't be here, he's supposed to be in Rome. Is he still outside?
"No, his name is on the guest list, and he showed identification, so I had to let him in."
"He wouldn't have known he needed an invite. If he'd been here, he'd have arrived with me so he wouldn't have needed one. Are you sure it's him? Oh crap, Mike's going to be so pissed at me if he finds out Marcus is here; he can't stand him."
"It's him; Pete said he was trying to call you while he was waiting outside."
I was frozen to the spot, I wanted to go and confront her, but I couldn't get my legs to cooperate. I also thought I'd get a better idea of how far their relationship had gone without the expected evasions I anticipated when I confronted them. There was a brief pause from their side of the plants; then I heard the snap of a bag opening.
Rebecca hissed, "Oh crap, I left it on silent. There are several missed calls from him. Shit, shit, and I didn't read the message she left for me, he was on a flight this afternoon."
"Oh, well he's sure as hell surprised to find out that this isn't a cozy little office party, and your father has told him that you are with Marcus."
"Why would he do that? Shit, Mike was on a trip when Dad started inviting the clients," came Rebecca's anxious voice. "With everything that's been going on, I forgot to tell him. Then there was no way I was going to tell him that Marcus was one of the guests after I found out he couldn't make it."
My anxiety increased at the next voice I heard.
"Darling, I managed to liberate a bottle," said Marcus. " I only brought two glasses, let's find somewhere quiet to drink this excellent bottle. Then I want that kiss and dance you promised me."
That was it; I'd had enough of this bullshit. I moved around the plants and into the doorway so that they could see me. Marcus was in the process of sliding his arm around Rebecca's waist, and she was pushing it away. She blanched and gasped. A bit of an overreaction I thought, as she'd just been told I was here.
She was wearing a dress I'd never seen before, a dark blue knit, figure-hugging version of the classic little black dress. A shorter dress than she usually wore, with a plunging neckline, the hem not reaching mid-thigh. Her legs were clad in shimmery black tights or were they stockings, I couldn't tell. A sexy, sensual outfit, one she obviously wasn't wearing for my benefit. Marcus quickly stepped away from her, placing Mia between us.
"That's just fine," I said through gritted teeth. "Bec's darling and I will only need the two glasses. It looks like we have a lot to talk about so now fuck off home, Marcus, and leave the bottle. I don't want to see you near my wife ever again. You are going to need to find someone else to keep you out of jail as she is off your case."
I stepped towards him, and he flinched back. Marcus stepped back even further at the anger in my voice. Rebecca gave me a scared look. Mia touched a finger to her ear and said, "Security I..."
I pulled Mia's hand down. "That better be you calling security to kick this asshole out," I told her. "Anything else and I'll make your life a misery."
Marcus blustered and said, "I'm an invited guest here, it's not my fault if your wife finds my company more interesting than yours."
"Fuck you," I spat, and caught his arm. "I'll throw you out myself."
"No, you won't," came Conrad's voice from behind me. "If anyone's leaving it'll be you. I'm the host, and I won't have you upsetting my guests."
I spun around to face him. "Guests are supposed to behave themselves. So are you condoning the fact that this asshole has apparently spent the entire evening trying and seemingly succeeding to seduce my wife, your daughter?"
"Don't be daft, Marcus would never do that."
"Yah right," and I pointed at Mia, "even she thought that asshole was your daughter's lover by the way he was acting around her."
"Nooo," Rebecca cried. "He was just friendly; he's not my lover."
Conrad spoke at the same time, "Nonsense, your heard my daughter. I'm sorry, Michael, but if you are going to make baseless accusations, you need leave and take some time to cool down. I won't have you making a scene. I've got too many important guests here."
Rebecca was shaking, and Mia was supporting her. To one side of them, Marcus stood smirking at me. That was like a red rag to a bull. I made a move in his direction, then thought better of it. I turned back to Conrad.
"Conrad," I said through gritted teeth. "If you put your business and this asshole before my family and me then you are no longer welcome in my life."
Rebecca whimpered, and I said to her, "I have no idea if this is some fucking game you and father are playing, but I won't be part of it. I warned you about this cunt and his womanizing, but it seems you know better than me and my friends."
She stepped towards me, and both Conrad and Marcus put out hands to stop her. I stepped forward and took hold of her arms to keep her at arm's length. I wanted to hug her but I couldn't.
She spoke softly but earnestly in my ear, "Mike, I love you, nothing happened nor was it going to, it was just something I needed to do for the firm, but I can't just get up and leave right now; I'm the host."
"Don't compound your mistake," I snarled, "you're not the host. You heard your father, he is! You have two choices, and only one of them is acceptable to me. Leave with me now, as apparently, I'm not welcome here. Or stay, and if you do, don't bother to come home!"
She clutched at my arm to prevent me leaving. "Mike, please, I need a while to sort this out, I beg you, don't make this any worse than it is." She fumbled in the clutch bag she held and handed me a room key. "Look, there's a room booked at the Park Tower hotel in my name; it's just down the road. I need you to wait there for me there while I deal with this."
The implication she had a room nearby sent a chill through me. My voice was harsh with barely constrained rage. "Why the fuck do you have a room for tonight? Was it for you and him?"
"No, nothing like that, Dad booked it for me in case it got too late, and I didn't want to go home. We always book a few rooms as a precaution, Christ, Mike surely you remember we used one of them last year."
I ignored her words and dropped the key card on the floor. "I'm going home; there's no way I'm going to spend the night in a room intended for your lover. I'm getting a cab and going home. Then I'm going to take my children and go away for a few days and decide what I do next. It's your choice, come with me now or stay, if you're not outside in five minutes, I'll know exactly where I stand."
She moaned, "No, please don't go."
"You've got as long as it takes me to get a cab," I told her. I stepped away from her clutching arms, straight into Conrad.
He pushed his finger into my chest as he snapped, "Where the fuck do you get off, don't think you can threaten my family or me."
What the hell was going on with him, I'd always thought that we'd had an okay Father in law, Son in law relationship. We'd never been best friends, but we had gotten on well enough.
"I don't make threats," I said. "If you are willing to risk your daughter's marriage just so you can appease clients, you no longer have a place in my family. You and Pam are the only ones who are going to suffer as I'm damned if I'll let you see your grandchildren."
Conrad laughed, "I'll see that you won't have a family, I'll get the courts to declare you an unfit parent and get my grandchildren taken away from you."
My stomach lurched and I looked at Rebecca whose face was white. Conrad glanced over to where Marcus was standing; I followed his gaze. Roger stood beside Marcus, and when he saw Conrad was looking at him, he gave a brief shake of his head.
Conrad's lips tightened, and I heard him tell Mia to get security. Then he said to Rebecca. "Don't worry; I'll have someone at your home in the hour. He's not taking my grandchildren away from us."
I stepped close and whispered to him, "Remember what I do, it's even easier for me to destroy a company than it is to save it."
He gasped and for a moment looked scared. Then his eyes fixed on Roger, and he seemed to draw resolve from that look.
"I don't have a choice, it's either you or I, and my daughter knows her place."
"Fuck you!" I left not looking behind me. If she wasn't following me out than I knew where I stood. The whole situation was bizarre and heading out of control.
"My bag and coat," I snapped at the woman at the reception desk. As I waited for her to retrieve them the door behind me opened. I turned hoping that it was Rebecca. No such luck, Marcus stood there with a broad grin plastered across his face.
"You need to accept you've lost this time, Mr. Accountant. She and her father know I'm a better choice for her."
I snarled and stepped towards him, my fists clenched. I was brought up short by Pete's large hand on my shoulder."
"Sorry sir, I have my orders. I'm afraid you need to leave," he said. "And you," he pointed at Marcus who'd stepped back and was standing in the open doorway. "You need to get your ass back in the restaurant before I lose my temper. I don't like pieces of work like you."
The receptionist coughed to attract our attention and pointed at my bag and coat on the counter. Collecting them, I pushed my way through the doors and into the cold, dank chill of a December night. Pete watched me closely as I waved down a cab. I hoped that the door behind me would open and Rebecca would hurry out after me.
A black cab pulled up at the curbside. Once seated comfortably in the back, I passed the driver a £50 note. "I need to go to the south coast mate," I said. "It's a small village a few miles outside of Brighton. 'This is your tip; I just need you to wait five minutes before we leave." He grunted his agreement.
Pulling out my phone, I called Karen, praying that she was home and not travelling. My prayers were answered. "I need you to do something for me," I told her, the urgency in my voice forestalling any complaints from her.
"I know it's late, but I need you to go to my place. Get the children, pack a bag each for them and take them back to your place. You need to do it now." I stressed.
"But..."
"Karen, please just do it, I'll explain why when I see you. I'll try and call you later, and under no circumstances are you to speak to Conrad." Christ, I hope I wasn't over reacting. There had been something about Conrad's threat that rang true. I wasn't going to give up my children without a fight, even if it looked like Rebecca had given up on our marriage.
"Okay I'm going, but I want an explanation when I see you," she said and put her phone down.
I sat in silence until the driver said, "It's been more than five minutes mate, how much longer do you want me to wait?"
I looked at the closed door behind Peter's menacing shadow for a moment longer, willing it to open. I sighed and wiped away a tear that was beginning to blur my vision.
"Let's go; she's made her decision," I said sadly.
He grunted in return and pulled away from the kerb. I sank back into the seat and stared aimlessly out of the window at the dark shop fronts as they passed by. He slowed down as he approached a red light a little way up the street and glanced in his mirrors. He turned his head in my direction.



"Was it a woman you were waiting for," he asked? "Only one's just run out of the restaurant and is chasing after us."
I turned to peer through the rear window. Rebecca was running in our direction. She wasn't wearing a coat, and she kicked off her high heels as I watched and increased her pace.
After a moment's thought, during which I seriously considered ignoring her, I said, "Wait for her please." I wondered if I was making a big mistake.
The street was empty, so instead, he U-turned and drove back toward the running woman. Then he turned a second time and stopped next to Rebecca. She yanked the door open and climbed in.
She was crying, and she threw herself at me. She shivered as she hugged me. She was only wearing the dress, and even though she'd been running, she was cold. I slipped my coat around her shoulders as I told the driver to drive off.
"Just head for Brighton mate. I'll give you the address in a moment."
I didn't want to push her in the state she was in, but conversely, I also needed answers. How far had her 'friendship' with Marcus gone? Was I looking at the death knell of our marriage? I waited until she stopped crying and got a hold of herself. It took a long time, outside the taxi the streets of London had morphed into the fields and towns of Surrey.
"What happened in there?" I asked.
Her voice, when she finally answered me, was hesitant and full of emotion. "I love you, Mike; I'm sorry I kept you in the dark about tonight. I should have told you about Marcus and the other guests. I knew you wouldn't be happy if you knew I'd be around him all evening."
She lapsed into silence, then she blurted out, "Mike, nothing has happened between Marcus and me, not tonight nor at any other time."
"Are you sure, because that's what he's saying, and I know what I saw and heard earlier."
"You heard what Mia said to me didn't you." She gave a sigh. "It's true; I let Marcus get closer to me than I should have. He was over attentive all evening. It was a pain at the beginning to keep him at arm's length, and I wasn't always successful. If I'm honest, I quite enjoyed the attention, but there was nothing more than his hands roaming a bit further than they should have when we danced. I don't know what he told you, but I've done nothing to betray our marriage, not tonight, nor at any other time. The room was for me if I needed it, by the way, I didn't expect to use it. I had a car booked to take me home; I wanted to sleep in my bed tonight. You can call the car company and check if you want."
What was the point, it was true, or she'd already got her story straight with the driver. Either way, I was going to get the same answer. I shook my head dismissively. She continued, "I didn't want to have anything to do with him."
I interrupted her, I was bitter. I knew what I'd seen and heard and I wanted her to know it. "It sure looks like you made no effort to attract him, is that a new dress darling?" I gave the 'darling' the same inflexion I'd heard in Marcus' voice earlier. "I seem to recall that you swore you'd never wear anything that short in public unless you were with me. He sure seemed to like it."
She tried to tug the hem of her dress down her stocking clad legs, but all she did was emphasize how short it was. When she realized she blushed.
"I'm sorry," she murmured. "I bought it for me, I just loved the color and ignored how short it was on me. I was supposed to be my Father's partner, as Mother couldn't be here, so I didn't think it mattered too much." Her words drifted into silence as she saw the disbelief on my face.
She swallowed and continued, "Earlier this week Dad got on his high horse and insisted that I should be Marcus's escort. He said as you were going to be away, he'd arranged for Marcus to escort me for the evening. I told him you wouldn't agree, but he just kept on insisting, saying it was none of your business and it important for the firm."
"From what I could see, it didn't seem to be that much of a burden. You didn't seem pleased that I'd turned up, was I spoiling your plans for a cosy evening with that asshole? You could have told me at any time the past couple of weeks that the plans for the evening had changed, but you didn't, did you! You should have called me. I would have spoken to him."
"And what was I going to say, Mike!" Her voice took on a whiny tone as she said. "Sorry, Mike, Dad's taken over the company's Christmas party, and he's invited all these guests, including Marcus, the man you hate. The party that you can't attend!"
She shrugged and tried to gauge how I was feeling. I gave her a tight-lipped hint of a smile, and she continued. "As far as I knew you were busy in Rome and wouldn't be back until tomorrow at the earliest. I didn't want you to drop everything and try to get a flight back; I was sure I'd be able to keep control of the situation. I just hoped that you wouldn't hear about it and it would all blow over."
She'd lied to me by omission, and I wasn't happy. That supposedly nothing had happened was irrelevant, but that was something I could deal with later. The first thing was to deal with her father's threat to try and take the children away.
"We can talk about the way you were acting like a schoolgirl around the class heartthrob later. What's more important is Conrad's threat to try and take my children away from me." I felt her start at my description of the children as mine and not ours. "What the hell have you two been planning while I was away?"
"I wasn't acting like a schoolgirl, and we weren't planning anything. I don't know why he said that."
"I didn't hear you say anything after he made his threat."
"I was too shocked to say anything; I just thought he was angry, and he didn't mean it."
"Well we'll find out if he was serious soon," I said. At least I was able to relax as I'd made sure the children weren't where he thought they were. What I couldn't shake from my mind was the image of Marcus's smirk, and how friendly the pair of them seemed. I'd intended waiting until we'd got home to confront her, but now seemed as good a time as any.
"So do you want to explain why he felt entitled to put his arm around you and both of you were about to play your version of Dirty Dancing?"
She buried her head in her hands, "I can't explain it, I know you hate him, but he's always been charming to me. He's nice and friendly. It just felt okay to be with him tonight. I was annoyed that you weren't there."
I interrupted, "How could I; you knew I was away this week. If you'd held the damn thing on Saturday as usual, I'd have been back. But no, it had to be tonight."
"I know, I'm sorry. I wasn't annoyed at you, I was annoyed that my father wouldn't let me change the date so you could be there. I was upset because I was missing you. Marcus seemed to sense how upset I was; he kept me entertained and tried to keep me from dwelling on your absence."
"And how far had he gone to keep you entertained?"
She raised her head and gave me a guilty look. "We talked; I let him put his arm around me. We danced, and he held me close, and I didn't stop him. I don't know if I'd have done more than that if you hadn't arrived."
She paused, then said. "As soon as you left I tried to follow you. Dad wouldn't let me go; he kept saying I'd be better off without you. That he wouldn't let you take Jessica and Davy away. Marcus kept going on, that you were a wimp and were running away. He followed you, saying he was going to make sure you were leaving. I had to get Mia to call security so I could get away from my father and that took several minutes. When I got outside you'd gone, Pete pointed out the cab you'd left in, and I started to run after you."
I couldn't work it out; I struggled to understand what the hell had happened over last few days? Conrad had always been a bit distant from me. It was only my friendship with David and Mary that seemed to appease him. From what Becs was saying, her father had been actively pushing Marcus in her direction.
"Why the hell didn't you tell me earlier that Conrad was playing silly buggers?" I asked.
"I couldn't, he pulled the senior partner card, and insisted I kept everything under wraps, and that included the changes to the party for some reason."
She took a breath to calm herself down before continuing. "Look. Something has been going on all week; he flew over earlier than planned and then took over my office. He's been camped in there with Roger and Marcus for the past few days. I tried to join them as I assumed it was something to do with Marcus's court case. They sent me packing and refused to discuss anything in my presence. Dad claimed attorney-client privilege. It's almost like they are plotting with Dad, Roger has been giving him orders, and they don't seem to be related to any legal case I'm aware of."
I was more confused than ever after all this. The driver asked for the rest of the address, as we were getting close to Brighton. I gave him Karen's address, which made Rebecca give me a surprised look.
"But why are we going there?" she asked.
I replied, "After your father's threat I called and asked Karen to get the kids. They've at her place."
"You don't seriously think he meant that?"
"I've no idea, but I wasn't going to take any chances."
"When were you going to tell me?" Her voice was bitter.
"When I decided you and he weren't working together."
"I don't know how many times I have to tell you, that I have no clue as to why he said what he did, but I won't let him take our children away from us."
I didn't reply. I just sat back in the seat and watched the last few familiar miles of countryside fly past in the white cones of the headlights.
"Is this the one?" The driver asked as he approached a driveway flanked by a pair of old stone columns.
"Yeh, just pull up the drive please."
Karen was waiting for us; she must have seen the lights of the taxi as it drew up. Rebecca went over to her as I paid the driver.
"Will someone like to explain to me why I have two children asleep in my spare bedroom, and one very pissed off au pair in the kitchen?" Karen asked me.
"Do you want to tell her what your bloody father threatened?" I said to Rebecca. She shook her head and disappeared into the house leaving Karen and me alone.
"I take it Larissa wasn't happy when you turned up?" I said.
Karen gave me a cold look, "That an understatement! Her boyfriend was there, and I interrupted their make-out session on your sofa. She insisted on coming with me. Neither of you is answering your phones. Conrad called the house while I was there, but I put the phone down on him. What in God's name is going on, Michael?"
"I wish I knew," I replied. "I found Rebecca in Marcus' arms when I got to the party, and she seemed to be enjoying it. Then when I offered to kick his ass, her father asked me to leave and threatened to try and take the kids away from me."
"That doesn't make any sense. Why would Conrad want to take his grandchildren away from you two?"
"I didn't say from both of us. I said from me. It's as though he thinks Rebecca wants to leave me."
Karen's face turned grim and she hurried into the house without saying another word. I watched her disappear and gathering my wits about me slowly followed her, only to be intercepted in the hallway by a black-haired beauty. Francesca hugged me tight to herself. Not normally an issue, except she was only wearing one of her lover's silk dressing gowns and it had flipped open just before she'd attacked me.
For the briefest of moments, I forgot the traumas of the evening and reveled in the feel and scent of the semi-naked woman in my arms. Francesca kissed me and then stepped back and belatedly wrapped the gown back around herself with an embarrassed smile.
"Michael," she said in her hormone inducing Italian-accented voice. "I've missed you. What is going on? First, your call, which I must say came at a very inopportune moment." She gave a little laugh and glanced down at herself. I realized that her familiar scent had been overlaid with the heady musk of an aroused woman. I raised my eyebrows at her, and she laughed again, this time a full-throated laugh.
I said, "Yes, well sorry about that, but I wouldn't have called if it wasn't urgent."
Her face turned serious, "Darling Michael, I know you wouldn't. What's going on, Rebecca hurried past me and ran upstairs. Then Karen just did the same thing."
"I'd rather not explain several times; can we wait until they come back down?"
She reluctantly agreed, I took off my suit jacket and removed my tie. Feeling more comfortable, I sat down on the sofa next to Francesca. She did that magic trick that all women seemed to have perfected, her legs folded impossibly under her, and she rested her head on my shoulder.
"So mio uomo bello, I come to see my lover, and you interrupt our passion. You better have a good reason."
I sighed; I knew I wasn't going to be allowed to wait to give my explication. Not that I knew everything, the only person that did, was upstairs with my aunt. A clatter from the kitchen reminded me that Larissa was here as well. I used that as an excuse. I disentangled myself from Francesca and went to talk to Larissa.
She stood behind the kitchen island, making hot chocolate in a saucepan. She was a lovely young Dutch woman, who'd been working for us for the past year. She was devoted to the children, and she wasn't looking happy with me.
I put my hands up in in a vain attempt to apologize. "I'm sorry about this," I told her. "If there were any other way I could have done it without dragging the children out of bed and ruining your evening, I would have done it. I just couldn't risk losing them."
She gave me a surprised look. "Why would you lose them?"
"It's too complicated to explain at the moment; just accept I wouldn't have done it if I didn't think it was necessary."
She seemed to accept that. A good job, because the more I thought about it, the more I was convinced that I'd over-reacted and made a mountain out of a molehill. I was saved from any more self-recrimination by the sound of footsteps coming down the stairs. Larissa poured the hot chocolate into four mugs she'd placed on a tray. She passed me the tray and nodded in the direction of the lounge.
I returned to the lounge and was met by a stony-faced Karen. Her lips twitched as she saw the tray in my hands. She took it from me and stood back, letting me see the other two women sitting on the sofa. I felt like a rabbit in the headlights, and I withered under their combined glares.
Then I stiffened my spine; I wasn't the one in the wrong, Rebecca was. "So what's your excuse for your behavior this evening? What's going on with your father?"
Karen hissed in annoyance, "That's something you two need to discuss later. What is far more important is why you felt the need to have me kidnap your children?"
"Because Conrad said he was sending people to collect the kids for Rebecca. Yes, I know I probably overreacted, but in my defence, I wasn't thinking rationally at the time. I called you while I was waiting to see if Becs was going to come with me or stay with her father."
"I told you," Rebecca said. "I have no idea why Dad did what he did. He wouldn't let me go after you until I got that bouncer to make him let go of me."
"That doesn't explain why after all I've warned you about that asshole Marcus, it's obvious you were cuddled up with him for most of this evening. What hurts is how comfortable you seemed around him. That wasn't the first time you'd been with him in a social situation, was it?"
It took her a few moments to respond, and when she did, it was a soft whispered "No."
Before I could respond Karen pulled Rebecca to her feet with a muttered: "we need to talk some more." She pulled her out of the room, and I was left with Francesca.
Neither of us said anything for a few moments. Finally, Francesca said, "I think you two need to take a step back. We need to get the children and you out of Conrad's reach."
"What do you suggest?"
"You and the children should come and stay with me for the next couple of weeks, stay for Christmas. You and the children will be safe there. I'll sort out flights for us tomorrow. Hopefully, we can get a flight in the evening."
"What about Rebecca?"
"That's up to you; if you want her to come it's your decision. She's welcome of course, but if you feel you want some time alone to consider your options, I would understand."
Francesca took my hand and gave it a squeeze. "This isn't an invite to share my bed," she said. "As much as I have fond memories of our times together, that's not what you need now. This is an offer of a safe place for you and the children, so that you and Rebecca can get back to your happy place because I can't believe she's involved with that nasty man! You know what I think; I'll invite your parents and my lovers as well."
There was a bitter tinge to my voice as I muttered, "I'm not so sure as you are that they aren't involved; you didn't see the way she was all over him."
Steps outside in the hall coming closer prevented Francesca from responding. Karen entered, followed by a red-faced Rebecca.
"Your wife wants to explain what's been going on," Karen said. "You're not going to like all that she tells you, but I suggest you wait until tomorrow before you make any rash decisions. I want the pair of you to meet some people I know that may be able to put all of this in context."
"Who?" I asked.
"Remember I told you that something about Marcus's name sounded familiar; I recalled hearing his name a year or so ago at one of Geraldine's dinner parties."
"Geraldine, the lawyer?"
"Yes, only she's a barrister friend of mine who lives over in Lancing. She told me about Marcus. He apparently tried to seduce the wife of a close friend of hers. I called her a little while ago to see if she knew any more about your Marcus and she wants to talk to you. She can see us in the morning, and she'll see if the couple will be willing to talk to you as well."
She looked Rebecca and me, waiting for us to respond. Rebecca gave a quick nod and then glanced at me. What the hell, I thought. I might as well get another opinion on Marcus. But if she'd slept with him then I was not sure I'd be able to forgive her, nor did I see how this could explain Conrad's bizarre behavior at the party.
"Fine," I said. "I'll be interested to find out what else that dickhead has done." I turned towards Francesca, "But then I'm going to take up your kind offer Francesca. The kids and I would love to come and stay with you."
There was a gasp from Rebecca. "What about me," she asked. "Why would you want to take Jessica and Davy?"
"Because I still think your father is up to something and I don't trust him not to do something stupid."
"You are welcome as well," Francesca said to Rebecca quickly as she gave me a harsh stare.
I looked at Rebecca, "It's up to you, Francesca offered to sort out flights for us tomorrow, you'll need to let her know if you need a seat."
She looked from me to Francesca and back again. "When were you thinking of flying back?"
"Francesca has invited us to stay for a couple of weeks, so I guess a day or so before Christmas."
"Christ, Mike, I can't be out of the office for that long. Not when the case is as delicately poised as it is."
"So he's more important than the children and me."
"Nooooo," she cried. "That's not what I'm saying. I don't care about him, I do care about winning the case for me."
"And that what I don't understand. How can you separate him from winning?"
Rebecca shook her head, tears trickling down her cheeks. Karen broke the silence, "I'm going to make up the extra bed in the small guest room for Larissa. She can sleep with the children. You two are in the other guest room because I'm not letting you drive. Any case, you two need to talk!"



I wasn't sure it was going to resolve anything, and my expression must have betrayed my feelings as Rebecca came and knelt in front of me and took my hands in hers.
"Can we talk, please? she asked me. I nodded and looked at Karen and Francesca. They took the hint and disappeared in the direction of the kitchen.
"Do you know anything about these people we are meeting now?" I asked her.
"No, I guess we'll find out tomorrow. Mike, I'm sorry I kept the changes to the party from you; I thought it was for the best as I didn't want you to worry. I knew that Marcus was going to be there, but it didn't seem important while I thought you'd be there as well."
"How long did you know?"
"Long enough that I know you are going to be pissed at me. Dad changed the date and the guest list over a month ago. I honestly thought that changing the date wouldn't make any difference; you'd still be there and Roger and Marcus were just two amongst the 30 or so extra guests that my father added. It's all a part of a plan of his to expand the firm's presence here. He's talking about opening more branches in Europe, especially now that it looks like the U.K. is going to leave the union."
I closed my eyes, only half listening to her rambling excuse and images of Marcus with his arm around Rebecca's waist were burnt into the inside of my eyelids.
"Why did that girl think that he was your lover?" I asked, a bitter tone in my voice as I interrupted her.
She drew a shape breath in and then let it out with a deep sigh. "Probably because I behaved like he was for most of the evening." She cringed in embarrassment as she spoke.
That made me flinch away from her. My suspicions were correct, what I'd seen had been far more than her being polite to a client. "You looked like you were enjoying his company and it wasn't the first time was it, Becky?" I asked bitterly.
She looked around the room, not wanting to meet my gaze. "No, it wasn't," she finally admitted. "I promise you I've never betrayed you, but I have been enjoying his company. He's charming, witty and fun to be with. We've been seeing each other a fair amount over the past couple of months because of the case. It started out as meetings at our office to discuss his case, but lately, we've been meeting for lunch a couple of times a week."
"Christ, not that old chestnut; long lunches at intimate restaurants where he tells you how wonderful you are. How naïve are you?"
"It wasn't like that," she said, but the blush that crept up her neck contradicted her words.
I bit back the obscene retort that was eager to escape from my mouth. A couple of deep breaths and I continued. "You need to be honest with me," I said. "Because while I love you, just now I'm not sure I like what you've become. I guess these lunches have become more than a meal and conversation. When did he suggest you go somewhere more comfortable afterwards?"
"Last week, I was upset that you were going to miss the party. I'd spent a lot of effort to get it right, and on top of that, Dad was going to make a big announcement. He was going to announce my promotion to senior partner. It was linked to the firm's expansion into Europe, and I'd be in charge of it."
"Why the hell didn't you tell me? If I'd known how important the party was to you, I'd have blown off the trip to Rome."
"No, you couldn't," she countered. "I know why you had to go. I asked Lesley if you could reschedule it and she told me it involved missing money from Francesca's bank. You wouldn't let her down, and I was sworn to secrecy so I couldn't tell you."
Fuck, I thought, I really needed to talk to Lesley about the bounds of professional privacy. That could wait; I needed to get this conversation back on track. What had my wife been doing with Marcus, because if she'd crossed the line, I wasn't sure I'd be able to forgive her.
"Are you going to tell me about your after-lunch meetings?" I pursued.
"We talked, he held my hand, and we kissed when I left." She tried to make it sound very matter of course.
"This is ridiculous," I complained. "I thought you wanted to talk. You're not telling me anything. If you are not going to tell me the truth, then I see no point in continuing." I started to stand, and she put her hand on my chest to stop me.
"Wait, I'm sorry. This is very hard for me because you warned me about him and I chose to ignore you; I thought I knew better. Karen just pulled me over the coals about my behavior. Michael, I behaved badly when I was with him, but I swear to you I never stepped over the edge of impropriety. In the beginning, our meetings were just what they were supposed to be; business meetings. Lately, they have become more personal."
How the hell hadn't I noticed the change? There hadn't been any indication that I'd noticed. I'd been ultra-suspicious of Marcus's motives, but until I had seen the pair of them together earlier this evening, I'd not been aware how close they had become.
I fixated on her statement that she'd behaved badly. "How badly did you behave?" I asked, not really wanting to know the truth.
"He began to make me question the strength of my love for you, which I know is ridiculous because I still love you. Now that I'm able to look at it dispassionately, I can see that he was so slick; subtle little digs at our relationship that sounded so plausible that I began to think I'd been the one to think of them."
"And I'm supposed to think that wasn't improper behavior?"
She looked flustered. "I didn't mean it like that. I admit to having the stupid thoughts, what I meant was that there was no physical impropriety between us; at least no more than a kiss to two that I now bitterly regret."
The tall-case clock in the hall chimed the hour. Christ, it was two in the morning. No wonder I was so tired, and from the look of her, Rebecca was running on fumes as well.
"Enough, love, we both need our sleep," I said standing up and pulling her to her feet. "I, for one, don't want to make any decisions while I'm this tired. I want to see what Geraldine's friends have to say before I make any decisions. Karen put the kids into sleep in their usual room, and she made up the other guest room for us."
Rebecca watched me carefully as she said, "Do you want me to sleep with the children, I'll understand if you do!"
"Do you want to?"
She shook her head, so I took her hand, and we headed upstairs to our room. The rest of the house was shrouded in darkness, only the soft glow of the lamp on the landing guided our feet up the old staircase. My aunt's home was as familiar to me as my own, so I headed unerringly to our room. I kept hold of Rebecca's hand as I opened the door.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~"So that's our story," Dave concluded.
We were sitting around the kitchen table belonging to Dave and his wife, Zoe. After an early breakfast the next morning, Karen had driven Rebecca and me to Geraldine's place in Lancing. Francesca had reluctantly stayed with the children. I'd asked Larissa to drive over to our house and pack bags for the journey to Italy.
Geraldine had directed us to an attractive barn conversion about 10 miles away on the outskirts of a small town. As we got out of Karen's car, we'd been greeted by the buzz of a bench saw from the workshop off to the side of the gravel drive.
A man in his mid-30s appeared at the doorway to the workshop, brushing sawdust from his work clothes. He was broad shouldered and dark haired. He smiled in reply to Geraldine's greeting. She introduced us to our host and his wife.
"So, you've had the misfortune to fall foul of Marcus," he said after we settled down around the table. "He's an evil piece of work with the morals of a polecat."
Zoe said, "I came so close to falling for his charm. I was lucky that Dave saw through him and was able to stop him. Don't believe anything he tells you. He's very good, he'll say what you want to hear, just when you want to hear it. He makes you doubt the strength of your marriage."
Dave grunted, and Zoe continued. "While he didn't succeed in damaging our marriage he did destroy my friend Linda's marriage," Zoe said. "She was working in the same office as him, and he set his sights on her. She didn't have someone like Dave to protect her. Their affair had ended by the time he started on me. Somehow, her husband found out a few months later and couldn't cope with it. It was so sad. They were a lovely couple."
For the next half an hour they told us the story of Marcus's attempted seduction of Zoe, describing in detail everything that had occurred. As they did so Rebecca, her face drawn and pale grew more and more annoyed.
She interrupted the narrative on a couple of occasions. "Christ, that's what he said to me," she gasped as Zoe detailed one of her conversations with Marcus.
When Dave got around to admitting he'd been able to read the text messages between his wife and Marcus, both Zoe and Rebecca looked shocked.
"I didn't go looking for them," he told Zoe. "They got dumped automatically to our cloud account after a phone software update. I was looking for some photos of Siobhan you'd saved to the cloud, and I discovered the text folder."
"So that's how you knew what he was planning!"
He nodded, looking a bit guilty. She said, "Thank God for that." She turned to Rebecca who was looking at her phone guiltily. "His conversations and texts were so subtle and insidious that I honestly didn't see what he was doing to me. It took Dave giving me an ultimatum and wonderful proof of his love to make me see the reality."
Dave glowed at her words, and they both glanced across the room to a shelf where sat several wooden carvings.
"Did his text messages look like theses?" asked Rebecca, as she passed her phone to Zoe. Zoe scrolled through the messages and nodded.
"Not the same words but the personal ones have exactly the same tone he used with me. I can't help noticing, some of the other texts suggest he's in trouble with the law?
"Sorry, I forgot those were in there as well. I shouldn't have shown those to you." Rebecca said. "But yes, he is, and I'm supposed to be defending him in court." She grimaced as she said the last part.
"Jesus," Dave exclaimed, "You've got to drop the case; let the bastard suffer!"
"I've already told my father I can't carry on, but he's threatening to haul me up in front of the Bar Association if I don't stay on the case."
"When did you tell him that?" I asked.
"Last night after we got to Karen's. I wanted to tell him I'd had enough, and there wasn't any point in him sending anybody to the house as they weren't going to be there."
Geraldine said, "Can he follow through with his threat? What would the Bar Association be able to do to you?"
"It would depend on the story he could put together with Roger and Marcus. Some type of impropriety with the case would be my best guess. The fact that my own firm would be willing to bring the case to the Bar's attention would make my position very difficult. They could disbar me."
Geraldine nodded in agreement, "I'm not as au fait with the US bar system as I am with the British, but that sounds plausible."
I sat back in my chair. I understood how important her career as a lawyer was to Rebecca. I could see that Geraldine's confirmation that her father could put it at risk was worrying her. Actually, she was more than worried, her face was white and her hands holding the mug of coffee shook so much that the hot liquid splashed over her fingers.
She hissed in surprise and dropped the mug, hot coffee pooling across the table top and flowing onto her legs. "Christ," she hissed in pain and stood up pulling her skirt away from her legs.
Zoe was the first to her side, a wet cloth in her hand as Rebecca assured all of us that she was okay.
"Come with me," Zoe insisted. "You can't stay in that; I know I've got something that you can wear." She took Rebecca's hand and nodded at the other women. They both rose and followed Zoe and Rebecca deeper into the house.
"This might be a good time for us to talk," Dave suggested. He led me over to his workshop. The aroma of sawn wood was a pleasant reminder of school days in the craft shop. We sat on a couple of stools in front of a workbench scattered with several small animal carvings in various stages of completion. One, a dolphin, attracted my attention, and I picked it up, lazily turning it over in my hands. The wood seemed to grow warm in my hands.
"I've been just where you are," Dave said. "And I found it was the not knowing that so hard to cope with. Zoe never betrayed me, but it was close. Marcus is very good when he sets his mind to it."
"That's just it," I replied. "You know your wife was faithful. Rebecca swears she has been, but I don't know. She's had a lot of opportunities recently. You didn't see how close they were at that damn party! He stopped me as I was leaving to gloat over the fact that Conrad preferred him."
"I know a woman who fell for him, and she wasn't the only one," Dave said, and I surmised he was talking about their friend Linda. "Her affair with Marcus changed her, but I never saw those changes in Zoe, nor have I seen them in your wife. One important thing that you should take to heart is that she told me that once you see the real Marcus, he loses his charm and never gets it back. All the women he seduced I've spoken to say the same thing. Your wife has had her eyes opened, and she's seen the real Marcus."
Dave sounded so sincere that I physically felt the built up tension and doubt from the past months beginning to wash away. "So what do you think I should do?" I asked.
"Tell her you love her and that you believe her."
"And Marcus?"
He gave me a bitter look, "I never had the resources to make him pay for what he put me through. Zoe got a small piece of revenge, she made him pay an arm and a leg for his painting. She's refused to sign it and won't publicly acknowledge that it's one of hers, so it's basically worthless to him."
He looked at me hopefully, "Do you think that's there anything you can do to make his life miserable?"
"Christ knows, I'm looking into his financial background. I do know that there's something very dodgy about this whole deal. It's not just Marcus. Somehow his uncle Roger and Rebecca's father are involved, but I haven't found anything yet. Even if Rebecca knows anything, legally she can't tell me. I'd have to be willing to prove in court that any details I obtained didn't come from her."
He gave me a quizzical look, so I gave him a brief synopsis of what had been going on these past few weeks, culminating with the scene at the party last night.
"What I don't understand," I concluded, "is Conrad's part in all of this. I can accept that Marcus is just a seducing bastard who thinks with his dick, and I understand that Roger doesn't want any grief from his sister about her son, so he's protecting him, but Conrad, what does he gain by throwing his daughter to the wolves?"
"I can't help you with that," Dave said. "I can tell you that she loves you, and if she's anything like Zoe, she's completely embarrassed that she let Marcus get under her skin."
"I do, and I am," a hesitant voice from behind me said. "I don't deserve your love. You warned me, Mary warned me, yet I thought I knew better. I let that silver tongued bastard draw me into his sick little world." Rebecca was sobbing when I turned to face her. Zoe was holding her hand and Karen and Geraldine were standing in the doorway.
"Thank you, Dave," I said. "I'm sure we are going to be fine. I think it's time to go, we all have a flight to Italy later today."
"Me too?" Rebecca asked hopefully.
"I told you earlier that it's your decision, but if you decide to come, you have to stay until after Christmas. Francesca has been calling around, and she's invited my parents, and Mary and David to come for a holiday. "
"I do want to come, I need to call the office and let my team know I'll be away and they can deal with the case while I'm away. Anyway, I doubt that much will happen before the New Year."
"What are you going to tell your father?"
She grimaced and said, "I'm not going to tell him anything other than I'm on vacation and I'll be back in the office in January."
Zoe and Dave walked us back to our car. It was only when I went to shake Dave's hand that I realized I was still clutching the carved dolphin. I gave an embarrassed laugh and tried to return it.
"No," he said, "it's found its place in the world. I never sell those pieces, I just wait until they find their way home."

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~Back at Karen's, we split up to get things organized. Karen took Francesca over to our house to give Larissa a hand packing our bags for the trip. I gave Karen my key to the strong box in my study so she could pick up the rest of our passports; I still had mine from the trip to Rome.
While they were gone, I held a council of war with Geraldine and Rebecca. We sat on the patio so we could keep an eye on Jessica and Davy as they played in the garden.
"Help me understand," I said. "If you don't carry on trying to get Marcus off, your father will use his influence with the bar association in Georgia to get you struck off the register. Can he do that?" I asked the pair of them.
Rebecca nodded, "Actually, no longer being able to practice could be the least of our problems. Dad hinted that if I drop the case or lose it, Marcus and Roger will most likely try suing me, citing an inept defense. If Dad supports their claim, it'll be hard for me to win. They could sue us for millions, Christ, Michael, I've put our whole family's future at risk."
I looked at Geraldine for confirmation.
"I think that's only in the worst case," she said. "They would have to prove gross misconduct for them to win a case like that."
Geraldine asked Rebecca, "How much can you tell me about the case without breaking client privilege. Is he guilty of the charges?"
Rebecca hesitated and then nodded. "If we retain you as our legal counsel, then whatever I tell you is considered privileged information isn't it?" she asked.
"Yes, it's the same as in the States, but remember I'm a barrister, I need a solicitor to instruct me." She smiled as Rebecca looked disappointed and she added. "Technically you are considered a solicitor over here, so do you want me to represent the pair of you?"
"Hell, yes," I said.
"Good, I've never liked Marcus, and I was disappointed that Dave wouldn't go after him. I want to hurt him for what he tried to do to Zoe. We need to make him pay, hurt him in his pocket and take away his freedom."
I said, "I've got a couple of my investigators checking out his finances. They haven't found the smoking gun yet, but they do say the numbers don't add up. I'm going to set the rest of the team on Roger and his companies. He's got to be heavily involved in this, otherwise why is he so desperate to get Marcus off; it's got to be more than a family relationship."
"You need to find something on them that will make them want to dispense with your services," Geraldine stated. "It's got to be so big that worrying about you is no longer important."
"Personal or business?" Rebecca asked.
"Ideally both; in Roger's case, you've got to keep him so busy in the States that Marcus becomes a distraction and he abandons him."
Christ, I thought, how the hell were we going to achieve this without Conrad finding out and scuttling our plans?
"Okay, I'm taking no more clients until this is sorted out. We've got enough put away that I can put everyone on this for at least the next six months and still be able to pay them. We'll find our smoking gun." Or, I thought, I'll create one.



Rebecca looked at the both of us. A range of emotions flashed across her face finally settling on one I couldn't read. She pulled her phone out of her pocket and contemplated it for a moment before her thumbs flew across the screen. She typed for a couple of minutes before she sighed and looked up at me.
"I know we've always talked about things that affect us, but this is something I needed to do." She passed her phone across to me, and I read what was on the screen.
To: Conrad Winters, Rachael Winters Subject: Resignation.
Conrad, you've given me no option other than to tender my resignation from the firm of Winters and Associates effective immediately. I have six weeks of accrued leave, and I intend to take this as of this morning. I have taken on legal representation, and they will be contacting you to resolve any outstanding issues in regard to my employment. I will return all documents I have on any pending cases as soon as possible.
I cannot understand your motives in using Marcus to try and destroy my marriage. Fortunately, Michael is a bigger man and is forgiving of my stupidity. I can't forgive you though. You went out of your way to insult and hurt Michael. How dare you threaten to take his children, your grandchildren, from him?
Mother, I'm sorry you have to hear about these issues in this manner. Maybe you can get your husband to explain his actions, because he won't or can't explain them to me. I still love you, and you are welcome at any time to see your grandchildren.
Rebecca James
"Jesus, Rebecca, are you sure you want to send this," I said as I looked up from the phone.
"Too late, I sent it before I showed it to you."
"Well that'll put the cat amongst the pigeons," I replied, as I handed the phone to Geraldine.
She gave an ironic laugh as she read the email. "You need to send me a copy," she told Rebecca. "I'll use it as evidence that it was your father who made your role as Marcus's counsel untenable."
We heard a car pull up in the drive and soon Karen, Francesca and Larissa appeared. Karen handed me Rebecca's and the children's passports.
She said, "You're all packed, your bags are in the car. You, the family and Francesca are booked on a flight from Gatwick to Genoa at seven this evening. I'm going to join you in a couple of days, as I'm going to drive over with your parents. Now, what did I miss?"
We spent the next half an hour bringing everyone up to speed. I gave Larissa to option of going home to her parents in the Netherlands. She refused, preferring to stay with her boyfriend who lived locally.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~We made it to the airport with plenty of time to spare. The flight left on time, arriving in Genoa two hours later. It was midnight by the time we drove through the gates of Francesca's villa. We put the sleeping children into the room that Francesca's maid had prepared for them.
Francesca and I sat on a pair of chairs by the side of the pool. Karen and Rebecca had both decided to shower, Karen in the elegant bathroom attached to the bedroom she was sharing with the owner of the villa, Rebecca, in our room. The cicadas sang to the night, and the gentle breeze rustled the palm fronds above our heads.
"She knows she made a mistake," Francesca said. "She still loves you, but she's so scared that she's damaged your feelings for her with her stupidity." She and Rebecca had sat next to each other on the plane, and I'd observed them talking for most of the flight.
"I'm hurt that she ignored my fears about him. I'm bloody disappointed that she felt unable to discuss what was going on. Hell, I'm fucking furious that she hid so much from me, but that doesn't change my feelings for her; I've loved her since the first time I met her, but I'm going to destroy that bastard, and if that means taking her father down as well, then so be it!"
Francesca took my hand and gently caressed it. "Shush love, you will do what you must, Rebecca understands that. Concentrate your love on her and the children for the next few days. We will deal with them later."
I eased myself up from the chair and bent over and kissed the soft lips that rose to meet mine. "Thank you, love, you've always been there for me," I said as our lips parted.
Her hand rose to caress the side of my face. "Go and make love to your wife, she needs to feel that wonderful cock of yours, possess and reclaim her."
I gave a short laugh and kissed the top of her head before walking back into the villa. I glanced back at the woman still sitting by the pool, I'd known her for over half of my brief life, and she still owned a corner of my heart. I was so grateful that she still considered me to be a friend. No longer lovers, but so much more.
Rebecca was asleep when I entered our room. The doors to the balcony, wide open, allowing moonlight to bathe the room. She lay on her side on top of the covers wearing a camisole top and a pair of tiny panties. I stripped off and eased behind her trying not to disturb the sleeping woman. I placed a hand on her hip, and hers rose to place mine on her firm breast.
She rolled onto her back, turning her face towards mine. "Are we good?" She whispered.
"We are," I replied, as I tenderly caressed the soft hair that framed her face. Her hand slipped behind my head, and she pulled me close. Her soft plump lips were pressing firmly against mine in a long drawn out kiss that left both of us breathless and trembling in anticipation.
I slid down the bed, hooking my fingers in the waist of her panties and slowly eased them down, stealing a kiss from her pussy as I did so. Her gasp encouraged me to continue with my assault of her core. She spread her thighs in surrender, and my tongue took possession of her body. Long delicate licks made her cry out, her hips rising to push against my face.
My lips sought her hard nub that rose from its hiding place to greet me. She bucked as I eased two fingers into her pussy, the warm slippery passage to her center quivering as her first release snuck up on her. My fingers curled up seeking the place that led directly to her pleasure center. Her cries of pleasure were proof that I'd found it.
"Oh God, I love you so much," she gasped in between her moans. Her body twitched and writhed. She tensed, and her moans turned into a long drawn out scream of pleasure as she came, long and hard. Her eyes rolled back in her head, and she slumped barely conscious.
I move up beside her, and she looked at me with loving sleepy eyes.
"Sleep," I murmured. She looked at me gratefully and lifted her arms. I pulled her camisole top off, and we slid under the covers. She curled up on her side, and I curled up behind her. She pushed back against me and sighed as I wrapped my arm around her, my hand holding her breasts. I could feel her trying to respond, but almost immediately I felt her relax as she fell asleep. I lay there listening to her breathe, her scent intoxicating. My eyes started to droop, and as my fingers stroked the silky soft skin, I joined Rebecca in her sleep.
A sensation of warmth and pleasure woke me up the next morning. Rebecca was riding up and down my morning woody, her fingers rubbing the nub of her clit. She saw me looking up at her, and she smiled and bent down to kiss me.
"Ohh goody, I'm glad you decided to join me. It was just too good to waste," she panted.
"How long," I gasped as the sensations caused me to curl my toes.
"Long enough that I'm close, love, I want you to cum with me."
I began thrusting up to meet her, and she gasped and cried out, calling my name.
"Ohh, Michael, I love you so much." And her eyes started to lose focus.
Her nipples were hard points that bounced in front of my eyes, and I caught one between my fingers and squeezed and pulled it.
"Fuuucckk," she screamed, and I felt the slick walls of her sensual passage tighten around me as she came. She came to a shuddering halt, her chin bent down touching her chest, her free hand pressing my chest, supporting her weight. Tears ran freely down her cheeks. Tears of joy. Tears of pain. Tears of love.
My cock throbbed inside her looking for release, and I gave a couple of tentative thrusts.
"Nooo," she gasped, "Please don't move for a moment, I feel so full."
I took a couple of deep breaths, forcing myself to relax. She lay down on me, my turgid cock still deep inside her.
She looked at me reproachfully, "You didn't cum did you?"
With a growl, I rolled her onto her back. "My turn," I grunted.
"Fuck yesss," she cried as she wrapped her legs around the back of my thighs.
I plunged into her with short fast strokes, and she rose to meet each push.
"Love me, fill me," she chanted as she dug her heels into my thighs urging me deeper and harder.
The ache in my groin grew, and I felt my cock swell, and my balls tighten as I grew ever closer to fulfillment. I was grunting with each thrust and Rebecca's words dissolved into meaningless moans. She orgasmed; her fingernails biting into the flesh of my shoulders. Her silken passage clutched at my shaft, drawing my orgasm out of me.
I came with an unintelligible grunt, cum squirting, coating the inside of her pussy as I thrust into her the last couple of times before rolling us to the side still connected to her.
As we regained our breath we looked at each other, my cock twitching in sympathy as her silken passage gave little post-orgasmic spasms.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~Although it was December, the Italian Riviera was still basking in the sunshine. The children's delight in finding the pool meant that the rest of us had to keep a close eye on them. Soon, though, they had numerous additional babysitters.
Francesca always attracted the most striking female models who were eager to be featured in one of her paintings. The villa had several guest cottages tucked away in the extensive grounds, and usually had several of her favorite models in residence. This was good news for me as a quick Skype call with several of the models lying around the pool in the background was more than enough to get the best of my team to drop their Christmas plans and book the next flight over.
Rebecca and I drove to the airport to meet my team the next morning. Owen and Logan were both in their mid-twenties and had been working for me since they left school at eighteen. They were friends of one of Linda's daughters, and it had been Linda who'd convinced me to give them a chance. They had fallen afoul of the law and were both under investigation for computer crimes. I'd taken to the pair of them and had shown them that legally hacking a computer system to find criminals was just as much, if not more fun, and they could get paid for it. They were my secret weapons, their strike rate was close to 100%, and I had already pointed them at our current problem.
They, like all of the employees of MJ Financial Services, had become extended members of my family. Jessica called these two uncles Owen and Logan. I'd often find my children sitting on their knees, small hands poised over keyboards, happy smiles reflecting from glowing monitors.
The two hackers, because that, in reality, was what they were, came out of the arrivals hall pushing a luggage cart loaded with three large black suitcases.
I smiled and asked, "Were you packing for an army by any chance?" I nodded at the cart.
"What?" Logan asked.
"The bags."
"Oh those aren't ours, we packed light," and he shifted his backpack from one shoulder to the other. "That's just the gear we'll need for the job."
We managed to squeeze the cases into the trunk of the car, closing the lid with the aid of a length of rope.
During the drive, Owen and Logan gave us an update on their efforts to date.
"Your Marcus..."
"Not mine, never mine!" Rebecca snapped.
"Ahh, well, he's a nasty piece of work, but a very careful one," Owen continued. "We've found several accounts, and they all seem to be legitimate, but he does seem to be living way above his means. He's been mentioned in at least half a dozen divorce proceedings, and several paternity cases."
Logan interrupted, obviously not wanting Owen to hog the limelight. "Michael, we've not been able to break through the core of the Donaldson corporations' firewall, but from the small bits we have been able to access it seems that there is something very odd going on."
"Such as?" I asked.
He shook his head before answering, "I don't want to speculate, at the moment it's just a feeling."
"Well, you know what we need! Something on Marcus and Roger that's big enough that the fall-out makes them forget about Rebecca."
"How adventurous can we be?"
"As adventurous as you like, but nothing that can be traced back to any of us."
My two hackers grinned at that. Owen spoke for both of them. "Boss, you made us part of your family, and we protect family. If it hadn't been for you, we'd both probably be behind bars by now. You found a way for us to legally do what we do best, but we haven't forgotten our old tricks." With that, the pair of them settled back in their seats and watched the countryside pass by.
We got them and their equipment set up into one of the guest cottages. The first thing they did was to upgrade and secure Francesca's home network. Then they disappeared into the darkened room and resumed their pursuit of our targets.
The next morning, happy cries from the children and their beautiful babysitters drew my two troglodytes from their man cave, blinking against the bright sunlight. With pale skin peeking out from their shorts and t-shirts, they emerged cautiously, clutching protective laptops to their chests. They walked over to where Francesca, Rebecca and I sat in the shade on the patio
Their eyes kept glancing in the direction of the scantily clad women around the pool, and I had to cough to attract their attention. They sat down with bemused expressions.
"Who are all these women?"
"Most of them are students from the University of Genoa," Francesca said. "I teach a course on life study, and I recruited them as models for the art students. The best of them I use as models for my own paintings." She gave Rebecca and me a hopeful look. "I still hope my favorite pair of models will agree to sit for me again."
"Good grief love, how many times do you want to paint us?" I snorted.
She smiled at me, "There will never be too many times," and leaned across to give me a kiss on the cheek.
Rebecca spoke to our two companions. "So guys, what do we know?"
Owen took the lead, "We're approaching the problem from two directions. I'm concentrating on Marcus, and that's going pretty well. Logan's been pecking away at the corporations' firewall; he's had some success at one of their smaller companies in India. Once he can get through that firewall, we should be able to piggyback off their network."
"There's no chance they can trace anything back to us, is there?"
Both of them gave me disgusted looks, "Not a chance, boss! We are routed through so many cutouts even we are dizzy."
"Where are we with Marcus?" Rebecca asked.
"Oh, he's in a lot of trouble over and above the case you were involved with, Rebecca. He's got an open warrant in the states for failure to provide a DNA sample in a paternity case. There's a woman in Spain who claims he married her ten years ago."
"Can we use this?"
Rebecca shook her head, "I already knew about those, they came out early on in the investigation, in fact, there are a couple more. We needed to know if there was anything the prosecution could use against him. He didn't care, he's happy to play the bad boy; it's a big part of what attracts women to him. He makes you feel as though you are going be the one who is going to cure him of his bad attitude."
She gave me an apologetic look. "I'm sorry, Michael, I know better now, but that's what I thought at the time. I think, Owen, you need to look at why my father was so eager for me to associate with Marcus. The pressure I was getting from him to keep Marcus happy was a lot more than was professionally required."
The guys headed off back to the cave, and we didn't see them for a further two days. About the only way we knew that they were still alive was that full trays of food and drink went in and empty trays would appear sometime later.
Karen and my parents arrived on the morning of the third day of our stay. I'd been splitting my time between relaxing with the family and using Rebecca's access into Winters' computer network. None of her access had yet to be revoked.
I soon found out why; although Rebecca had copied her resignation mail to the HR manager, Both Conrad and her grandfather had instructed them to ignore it. There was a general email to all the staff stating that for family reasons, Rebecca was on two-month paid leave, and any questions about her cases were to be referred to Conrad.
As I said, it was two days before we saw a triumphant Owen and Logan rush out of the cottage and jump into the pool whooping in delight.
A bedraggled Logan pulled himself out of the pool and cried out, "We cracked it, boss. We got into their confidential email server, and the idiots spelt it out in their emails."
He and Owen were hopping from foot to foot in their eagerness to tell us what they'd found. I had to calm them down until we all gathered on the patio. What they revealed shocked us.
Logan started, "Rebecca, did you know your father is in a hell of a lot of debt? He's made a lot of bad investments over the past couple of years."
She shook her head in surprise.
"You asked us the right question, but you got it the wrong way around. It wasn't why did your father want you to keep Marcus happy. It was what did Marcus want from your father to include him in his and Roger's scheme. The answer is you!"
"What!" spluttered Rebecca.
"We were able to hack into his personal email. It seems he's been fixated on you ever since you met that time on the yacht. There's a lot of emails to a woman called Silvia about you. He's been trying to get close to you for a couple of years."
Owen picked up the tale. "Roger is the CEO of Donaldson, but he has less than 1% of the stock. It's only because of an agreement with the board of directors that his late father arranged that he still has the position. But the writing was on the wall. His time as CEO is limited, and if he goes, Marcus will have lost his main supporter. He and Marcus came up with a plan to asset strip the company."
"Whose plan was it?" I asked
"The documents suggest that Marcus came up with it, originally. He was the one in charge of the European division. Several of the individual companies in that division have the potential to be extremely profitable. It seems that he and Roger decided to hide that potential. Then they needed to manufacture a situation in which the board of directors actively sought to devolve the corporation of these valuable companies at a massively knocked down price."
"The European court case," Rebecca said, understanding evident in her voice.
"He set himself up," Logan said. "They did it to lower the value of the companies."
"But they didn't get control of those companies," I said. "Wasn't it a management buyout?"
"They're proxies working for a holding company that Roger and Marcus set up. Their goal is that in a couple of years, they will undertake a phantom buyout of the holding company that will revalue the companies at their real value. Roger and Marcus will end up with assets worth 10 times what they paid for them."
Owen said, "And that's where your father comes in, Rebecca. They needed a lawyer to set up their holding company, someone they trusted and was desperate enough to help them defraud the corporation."



"My father?"
"Yes, he was at university with Roger, in a fraternity with him. Roger knew about your father's financial problems. Your father gets a fair chunk of money and a minority share in the holding company out of the deal. It's enough to clear his debts with a hell of a lot left over."
We all looked stunned at their revelations, but they weren't answering all the outstanding questions.
"Hang on a minute," I said. "So they used the threat of the court cases to get rid of the firms in Eastern Europe, how did they know that the court cases would go away?"
"Because they've got a high up official in the Romanian finance ministry in their pockets. For a piece of the action, he guaranteed that the cases would be dropped. They convinced the rest of the Board that if they allowed a so-called management buyout then, the Romanians were willing to drop the cases. As far as the Board was concerned, it was a win, win scenario. The corporation got rid of poorly performing companies and wouldn't be hit with fines that could have been in the hundreds of millions of euros."
"Why would Marcus put himself at risk? He's not out of the woods yet!" Karen commented. "He's still got the EU charges to face, and the penalties for those aren't insubstantial."
"That's where they cocked up," Owen said. "All of the firms they were targeting were supposedly wholly based in Romania, and it would have been the Romanian government who would have prosecuted him. It's also why they were so eager for Rebecca to get Marcus off."
"And they had bought off the responsible minister?"
He nodded, "But one of the firms had a very small subsidiary in Poland. When the Romanians dropped the charges, the EU got interested because the crime crossed borders. They picked up the case and decided to make an example of Marcus."
Rebecca still looked confused. "But Dad was pushing me towards Marcus well before the EU took over the case."
Logan said, "It's what we were telling you earlier. Marcus is fixated on you; you've become a goal that he has to achieve at all costs. When Roger wanted to involve your father, and it was obvious to Marcus how desperately your father needed the money, he saw his opportunity. Marcus required your father to ensure that you worked closely with him. He was arrogant enough that he was sure his natural charm would win you over. Apparently, your father didn't like Michael very much and was quite happy to aid Marcus."
Logan turned to me, "Did you notice an increase in cases referred to you that required a fair amount of long trips?"
I thought about it and realised he was right, so I nodded.
"That was their doing; they recommended you to all the companies that they interacted with. They were trying to overload you with business and isolate Rebecca from you."
The sheer audacity of their plans stunned me. "How much of this is fact and how much is speculation on your part?" I asked them.
They looked at each other, and after a few moments, Owen responded. "About 70/30. We had to fill in a few gaps, but the majority is fact. Not that we could present it to a court, none of this was obtained legally."
"But we could send the details anonymously to the Board of Donaldson's' and the EU prosecutors," Logan added hopefully.
"There are a few journalists on both sides of the pond we could send the package to as well," Owen said. "They would never be able to trace it back to us."
I stood up and motioned to Rebecca to follow me to the other side of the patio.
"If we do this it's most likely going to ruin your father," I said.
She thought about what I was saying. "I'm not worried about him; it's my mother I care about. She and Dad have been living separate lives for the last couple of years. She's independently wealthy, and their home has always been in her name, so go ahead."
I didn't need to think; my response was immediate. "Do it!" I called across to Owen and Logan.
They grinned, high-fived each other and rushed off to their cottage.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~The last movement; Aftermath.
We stayed at the villa until the New Year, so we missed the start of the fallout. Owen and Logan had put together a package with all the information and all of our conclusions. They had gone over everything, ensuring that they removed all traces of their illegal stroll through the internet.
In addition to the Board of Donaldson and the EU prosecutors, we decided to send the information to a pair of investigative journalists who specialised in finance; one based in America and the other in England.
Owen convinced me to add a friend of his, a blogger, to the list; her name was Gillian, and she was a genius. Once she got the story out, her site had over a hundred thousand page hits in the first 48 hours.
We had been back in the UK for a couple of days when we got our first real clue that the seeds were starting to take root. Rebecca's mother called to wish us a happy New Year. After the call, Rebecca told me that her father had been interviewed by the FBI.
Six months later, we were able to take stock of all that had occurred. The list was extensive.
Rebecca's father had been stripped of his qualifications by the Georgia Bar Association and was currently serving a two-year sentence in a low-security federal prison. He'd plea bargained, turning states evidence against the rest of the conspirators. Rebecca's mother, Rachael, had decided she'd had enough, and was in the process of divorcing Conrad. She is staying with us for the next couple of months, completely spoiling her grandchildren.
Roger is looking at a minimum of ten years behind bars, and a fine that has more noughts in it than some small countries' annual income. The Donaldson Corporation was also suing him to try and recover the fraudulently sold companies. He was going to lose everything. His wife, Pam, was following in Rachael's footsteps and was divorcing Roger.
Rebecca is working part-time for a women's rights group based in Brighton. She'll be taking a break in a couple of months as she's expecting our third child, a result we think, of a rather intimate model session we did for Francesca on Christmas day. Well, she wanted authenticity, and we got a bit carried away. The resulting painting is amazing and lives above our bed, just in case we need any inspiration in our old age.
Finally, Marcus, did Marcus get his just deserts? Hell yes, he did. The Romanians want a piece of him. So does the EU, and the Americans want what's left. Then there's a Chinese 'businessman' who wants to have a long discussion about the money he lent him to finance the original purchase of the Romanian companies. He's currently sitting in jail in Romania, sharing a cell with a couple of Neo-Nazis and that's probably the safest place for him. Geraldine reckons that he'll be in his 70s before he is eligible for parole.
Rebecca and I saw him at his last court appearance, and we barely recognised him. He stood in the dock, old bruises marred his face, and he looked at least ten years older. It didn't look like he was best friends with his cell mates. His eyes scanned around the court, stopping in shock when he saw us. Rebecca stood briefly so he could see she was pregnant. He blanched, then turned his face away. He never looked at us again.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~The End
There are a few acknowledgments' I want to to make. First and foremost is Blackrandl1958 for organizing Legends day II. She and Ahazura have worked hard to make it a success.
Additionally BR1958 took time out of her busy personal schedule to edit and comment on the original tale. Her skill has made this a much story. Any remaining errors are mine as I can't resist tweaking!
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******When Randi asked if I would be interested in submitting a story for her western event, my first instinct was to say no. Then this story began to form in my mind. Yes, I know it's not a classic western, but I think it fills the brief.
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~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~The Walker Colt: Billy's tale.
I was in my office, sitting by my bench putting the finishing touches to a Purdy shotgun I was restoring, when my business partner, John Davies, called me into his office. His office smelled fresh after the metallic twang and the ever-pervasive aroma of gun oil of the workshop.
"I've got something for you; it was found in a concealed drawer in a dresser from an estate sale in New Mexico," he told me. He opened a box sitting on his desk and pulled out a handgun transport case. He unlocked the case and pushed it in my direction. Nestled in the foam interior was a large and very dirty, revolver, only it wasn't just any revolver; it seemed to be an 1847 Walker Colt. If it was one, then it was one of only 1100 ever produced.
I whistled in admiration. "Christ, that's a beauty; it's traveled a long way to get here," I said. "How did you get hold of it?"
"A guy I know spotted it on an online auction site and told me about it. It was described as a replica in bad condition, but there was something about it that made me wonder. I took a gamble that it was not a fake and got him to buy it for us. It cost us $2,000, and now I need you to make sure it's the real thing, work your magic and restore and research its history."
I reached into the box and placed my hand on the revolver. The metal was icy cold. The lights in the room seemed to flicker, and for a moment I swear I could hear an out of tune piano playing in the distance.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~Who am I? I'm Robert Moore, a transplanted Brit, now living in the land of the free. I'm 38, six-feet-tall, and weigh 12 stone 2 lb (that's 170 lb for you nonimperial heathens). Five years ago, I'd been working as a gunsmith at the Purdy's in London when I got a letter from a lawyer's office in Texas. A distant cousin had died, leaving me, his only living relative, his entire estate, some investments and a ranch, west of San Antonio
I'm a Londoner; what the hell did I know about ranching? My first thought was to sell up, so I could afford to ask my girlfriend to marry me. That was the same week Katie decided her boss was a better prospect and moved in with him.
Texas suddenly seemed a much more interesting prospect. I took a week leave and bought a ticket to Dallas. I naïvely hired a car thinking I could only be a couple of hours away from the ranch. Yes, I know everything thing in the states is larger, a fact the GPS in the car was quick to point out. A seven-hour journey and it was already five in the afternoon.
It was mid-afternoon the following day when I found the postbox with the name Earl McAlister painted on it. A dirt road headed off through fields of sunburnt grass in the direction of a low rise about a mile away. I'd called the lawyer earlier, he suggested meeting me at the ranch and had given me directions. As I rounded the rise, a shallow valley opened up before me. The land was much greener, and sunlight glinted off the surface of a large pond.
A long low Adobe ranch house sat in the shade of a stand of trees. A barn and several other work buildings sat off to one side. Without understanding why I knew this was where I wanted to live for the rest of my life.
A dusty SUV sat in front of the house, and as I pulled up a figure in blue jeans and a denim shirt came out onto the porch. He introduced himself as Justin James, my cousin's lawyer. Everyone calls me JJ, he added.
I took a moment to gaze around me, and JJ said, "Your cousin, Earl, has left you all of this, I've got the full list back at the office, and you will need to come in to sign a batch of forms.
"So, this," and I gestured at the valley, "is all mine?"
JJ laughed, "This and another ten square miles, Bob. You've been on your land ever since you pulled off the highway. It stretches a couple of miles either side of the drive and goes back another mile and a half, all the way up to that escarpment." He pointed at a line of cliffs in the distance.
He added, "There's about 1800 head of prime beef and dozen or so horses. Earl, employed a foreman and a hand to help him run the place, I guess you'll be keeping them on?"
I had to interrupt him. "JJ, I know nothing about ranching and cattle, I've got a job back home. I work for Purdy's as a gunsmith, and I'm only here for a week."
"Purdy's, don't they make those fancy British shotguns?"
"Yes, and rifles."
"They are fairly pricey ain't they?"
"They start at around 100,000."
"Dollars?"
"No, Pounds, so that's something in the region of 150,000 dollars."
"I think you are going to like Earl's gun collection."
I'd handled firearms all my working life, yet because of the gun laws in the UK, I had never owned a gun. Now it seems I owned a whole collection. JJ went over the contents of Earl's will. There was the ranch and all its contents, and then there were his investments. Actually, it was the other way around; cousin Earl had been an investment banker, and after a lifetime of making money, he'd retired and bought the old family ranch.
It seems though you can't keep a good investment banker down, and he'd invested into several of the local business. The one that made me sit up and pay attention was a company called Lone Star custom firearms. Unfortunately, JJ didn't know much about it, other than they built and repaired firearms, and I would be an equal partner in the business.
It took a few months to get organized, but with JJ's help, I moved into my new home after probate was sorted out. My residency status was approved by immigration, and I was the holder of a green card with all that it implied.
Sam, the ranch foreman, a weather-beaten grizzly man in his fifty's, was keen to stay on and took over the running of the ranch. He employed a second ranch hand, and the three of them worked the ranch, employing casual laborers when needed. Sam's wife, Leigh, looked after the house. I helped out around the ranch when I could, but I've never felt comfortable around the stock, I was still a city boy at heart, and I knew where my interests lay; I wanted to find out more about the gun store.
My first meeting with John Davis, the partner at Lone Star Custom guns, was interesting!
Walking in through the front door, I entered a store that was completely different from the Purdy showrooms. It was like a pawn shop off the television. Glass counters full of handguns with racks of rifles and shotguns lined the walls. The only point of reference I recognized was the tang of gun oil and the hint of spent ammunition that pervaded the chilly interior.
Three shop assistants eyed me warily until they saw JJ enter behind me. They relaxed and moved their hands away from their sides. Christ, they all had a holstered handgun at their waists. A far cry from the bespoke-suited assistants at Purdy's showrooms that I was used to.
JJ asked one of the assistants, a pretty young blonde woman, if she could get John. While we waited, I walked around and studied the guns on display. My eyes were drawn to a lone shotgun in a case and I grinned, for it was a classic Purdy sidelock shotgun.
"Can I see the Purdy?" I asked.
"Sorry, not without the bosses say so; that's his prize possession," the assistant replied.
JJ laughed and said, "You might want to let him take a look; meet John's new partner."
"This is Earl's cousin, the one that's supposed to know about guns?"
JJ said yes, and I nodded. He opened the case and passed me the shotgun. I broke the piece and checked the serial number. I could remember every piece I'd worked on, and this was one of mine. It was a custom order for a Canadian, one of a pair I'd worked on ten years ago
"When did John get this?" I asked.
"Five years ago," a new voice said.
I glanced up to see a man standing next to the female assistant. I assumed he was John. "You've got the pair?" I said.
"The other one is in my office."
"How did you get them, they were made for a Canadian in Vancouver."
"From an estate sale, and how the hell do you know who they were made for?"
"Because I worked on them. I'm Earl's cousin, Bob, by the way."
"And I hear you're a gunsmith."
"Yes, Purdy's gave me an apprenticeship when I was 16. I've been working for them since then."
John looked happy at this and ushered JJ and me through to the back of the store and into a network of offices and workshops. The young woman came with us, and I took a moment to enjoy her beauty. We all got comfortable in John's office.
"Patsy, sweetheart, could you bring us a fresh pot of coffee." The young woman murmured an agreement and disappeared.
"Patsy's my daughter," John explained as I watched her leave the office. I didn't say anything and waited while JJ opened a packet of papers. She returned with the coffee and poured it out into mugs.
She hesitated and gave me a look, "Would you prefer tea?" Her voice was as beautiful as she was.
I shook my head, "No, coffee is fine; I'm not a big tea drinker."
"To business," JJ said as he sipped his coffee. "John, as you are aware, Bob is Earl's only living relative and as such he has inherited Earl's share in Lone Star."
"Yep, I was going to ask if I could buy some of your shares back. I didn't want a stranger to have an equal say in the business, especially not a Brit." He said the last with an embarrassed smile. "But now I think you could be just what this place needs. From what JJ has told me you are a fully qualified gun maker of shotguns."
"Not just shotguns, Purdy makes custom rifles. I'm also a member of the Worshipful Company of Gunmakers. We are responsible for the London proof house where the barrels are tested."
John looked pleased with that. "We sell new firearms and offer a customization package on them. Just basic stuff, nothing too fancy. We also offer a restoration service. That's how I met Earl, he had an old Sharps carbine he wanted to be restored."
"Yes, I've seen it, it looks good," I replied. I wasn't going to tell him it looked a damn sight better now after I'd taken it apart and done a bit of work on it. Earl had a fine collection of early western firearms, a dozen pistols and several rifles, including the Sharps and a Model 1873 Winchester. There were a few modern guns as well, but they were just off-the-shelf pieces.
John smiled, "I'm pleased you think that. I thought you might want to become an active partner here. Keep your hand in, so to speak. What do you think?"
"It depends on what you think my role should be. I'm not going to play around customizing a cheap, off-the-shelf piece. I'll restore a gun if I think it deserves it, and I'd like to make a few shotguns and rifles from scratch."
"When you say 'from scratch', how much of them would you really make?"
I pointed at the Purdy I'd placed on his desk. "Every part of that is made by hand, and I know how to make each part. That's what I mean 'from scratch'."
"How long did it take you to make that one?"
"I worked on each of the pair for a couple of months. All in, they would have taken six months to produce."
"So how many could you make in a year?"
"All depends on the type. I could probably make six of those a year to that standard." I picked up the Purdy. "This is a custom piece, I'd guess the previous owner paid a quarter of a million for the pair." I could almost see the dollar signs in John's eyes as I spoke. "Remember that's because it's Purdy; anything I make won't have that cachet, and a lot will depend on what equipment you've got here." I added.
Within a month I had resigned from my job in the UK and settled into my own office at Lone Star. I'd fitted out the office with a custom workbench, and all the tools I needed, and started work on my first custom rifle.
Over the next few years, Lone Star's reputation grew as the place to go to in Texas if you had an unusual firearm that needed restoration, and my standing as a premier gunsmith grew alongside the business.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~"Bob... Bob, Christ, son, are you okay?" John's voice broke into my consciousness, and I looked up at his concerned face. "You zoned out there for a few moments."
"Sorry, John," I replied as I shook my head to clear it. "I'm fine," I muttered. 'What the hell was that?' I thought. I hesitantly placed my hand on the pistol for the second time, and nothing happened. The metal was cool to the touch, but that was all.
John gave me a curious look as I stood up to leave. Case in hand, I walked back to my workroom and placed the case on the workbench. I gave the case my close attention for a moment, but I didn't open it. Reluctantly, I turned my attention back to the Purdy and spent the next hour applying the finishing touches to the restoration.
This Purdy was a beautiful example of a master gunsmith's devotion to detail. Unfortunately, thirty years in the damp attic of a Scottish shooting lodge before the present owner had bought it had done it no favors. The restored fifty-year-old piece now looked as good as it would have when it first left the shop in Mayfair all those years ago. I boxed the Purdy up and placed on a shelf in the dispatch room, eager to start on the Walker Colt.
Back at my desk, I opened the revolver case and gingerly removed the foam tray holding the heavy pistol. Nothing happened, and I gave an embarrassed sigh of relief. Set into the second layer was what looked like the original black powder flask, powder measure, and bullet mold. A rusty tin of percussion caps sat beside them. If this was a reproduction, someone had spent a ridiculous amount of time on the accessories.
I'd only ever seen photographs of a Walker Colt, and the gun that lay on my bench looked like those. If it was one, then it was one of only 1100 produced. One thousand had been ordered by a fledgling army unit in Texas: the United States Mounted Rifles; the remaining one hundred had been kept by Colt for private sales.
First things first, I got my camera out of the desk drawer and took some photographs of the pistol from all angles. I began to strip it down to its component parts. At each step, I took some photos. Was this an original Walker? At first glance it was looking promising. Everything matched the reference documents I'd found online, but I was aware that there were some very good fakes out there.
I picked up the barrel, and a chill went through my fingers and seemed to creep up my arm. There were the distant sound of... chains? No, horse tack, it was the jingling of bridles. The room seemed to dim and there was the smell of horses, sweat, and dust.
The barrel fell from my nerveless fingers, and the office snapped back into focus. I stared around me, nothing seemed out of place. I coughed, my throat dry and my head throbbing. This was just too weird; I needed to go home.
I packed the pieces of the pistol back into the case and went to put it in my secure cupboard. I hesitated, and then tucked it under my arm and walked out of the building. I drove back to the ranch with the case on the seat beside me.
The ranch house had changed very little since the first time I'd seen it, but my personal circumstances had. I parked the truck; I'd gone full native and owned a Ford pickup. I took the case and walked inside.
A beautiful voice welcomed me with, "Bob, you're home early," and a woman as beautiful as the voice wrapped her arms around me. Lips kissed mine, and I breathed in the heady aroma of my wife. I caressed the small bulge that that was our unborn child. Patsy was four months pregnant with our first child and beginning to show.

~~~~~~~~~~~~Yes. I'd married John's daughter. Patsy had been 24 when I'd first met her, and she'd been in the midst of a nasty divorce. She'd married her school sweetheart when they were both 21 and had graduated from the state university. She'd grown up; her loser of a husband hadn't. He'd carried on trying to live his frat boy lifestyle, and a couple of months before I'd arrived she'd walked in on him and two women.
I'd found the beautiful girl fascinating, hell, the woman wore a Glock 19 pistol at her hip for work. Patsy admitted that she, in turn, had been intrigued by the quiet soft-spoken Englishman who had appeared suddenly. She was intrigued enough that she had made the first move and asked me out on a date a month after I started at Lone Star.
The first date started well, good food at a nice country-style restaurant then fell apart when Patsy took me to a local bar to go dancing. Dancing, for me, had been a Friday or Saturday evening in one of the numerous London clubs packed in like sardines with a crowd of swaying sweaty adults.
Patsy's version of dancing was completely alien to me. She directed me to a barn-like roadhouse a couple of miles out of town. The place fulfilled every fantasy I'd ever had about a western bar. Wooden floors, a bar counter that seemed to stretch as far as the eye could see. To the side was a low stage with a band playing country-style music, and in front was a dance floor with some couples dancing.
She dragged me out on the floor, and I hung onto her, desperately praying I didn't make a complete fool of myself. I lasted two songs before Patsy took pity on me and led me to a table where I collapsed in a chair in gratitude. She grinned and sat down beside me. Two couples, friends of hers, approached the table and after saying hi, joined us.
All four had gone to school with Patsy, and I, as a newcomer, was treated with some suspicion. It seemed that they were all friends with her husband and were convinced that Patsy should give him a second chance.
"Fuck second chance," she said. "I caught the cheating bastard in our bed with the Pollson sisters, and what does he say? That I should strip off and join them, he's man enough for the three of us."
"Christ, Patsy, you know what Randy's like. They don't mean anything to him. It's you he's always loved ever since sixth grade," a tall red-headed guy said.
Patsy turned to me, "Bob, these 'friends' of mine are too rude to introduce themselves, so let me do it for them, and then they can leave." She pointed at the redhead, "This is Carl, he's my soon to be ex-husband's cousin." He nodded in my direction.
She pointed at the other three, "Cindy, his girlfriend, and David and his wife, Zoe. We all went to high school together with Randy, and for some reason they all want me to forgive my cheating bastard of an almost ex-husband."



A waitress had appeared when they first sat down and taken our drink order, beers all around. I'd quickly learned that it was pointless trying to order a beer that wasn't ice cold, so I'd nurse the damn thing until it was possible to drink it without suffering brain freeze. I'm sorry, beer is not supposed to that cold.
"Who's this guy, Patsy?" Carl asked. "Does Randy know you'll going out on a date."
"It's none of his damn business who I date. This is Bob Moore, Daddy's new partner. Earl was his cousin."
I held out my hand, "How do you do." I said.
Carl ignored me and carried on talking to Patsy "Jesus, Patsy, he's a Britisher. Randy's gonna be pissed when he hears about this."
"And I guess you'll be the one to tell him," she snapped back.
"I won't need to, he'll see for himself when he gets here. He's supposed to be meeting us."
Patsy gave me a look that was a mix of defiance and apprehension. "Do you want to go? If Randy's drunk, he can turn nasty."
I shook my head. I liked this woman and was hoping this date would lead to many more. In any case, I'd grown up in the East end of London. It was a place you wouldn't survive if you didn't learn how to look after yourself. Both of my parents had died when I was young, and my grandfather had brought me up. He ran a Pub near the Elephant and Castle, and his customers were some of London's old school criminal elite, all hard men in their time. My grandfather was one of them, the pub their clubhouse, and I was quickly shown the ropes.
The old guard's protectors showed me how to look after myself. "Never start a fight," old Albert had told me. "Just make sure you know how to end it, Bobby boy." He and the other bodyguards had shown me how.
It was in the back room of the pub I was shown my first gun. It was a battered old Walther, a souvenir of the Second World War. I'd fixed a few old clocks, and the owner of the pistol asked if I could look at it. I stripped it down, cleaned and fixed a broken part secretly in the metalwork shop at school. I fixed a few more, then my grandfather had a word and I was offered one of the prized apprenticeships at Purdy's.
"Do you want to go?" I asked Patsy.
"Not really, I'm like it here, and I'm enjoying the company." She took my hand and smiled at me.
She pulled me back onto the dance floor, wrapped her arms around my neck and pressed her body against mine. We shuffled, it could never be called dancing, for what seemed a lifetime. All I was aware of was the sweet scent of a beautiful woman and the bluest eyes I'd ever seen. Electricity seemed to spark between us, and our lips were welded together. Long, long moments passed until she shivered and pulled back an inch.
"Ahem," she coughed, "the music stopped a couple of minutes ago."
I surfaced and realized we were the only couple left on the dance floor and the band was walking off the stage. We headed back to the table and her friends. A third man sat with the other two couples.
"I guess that is Randy," I said. Patsy didn't smile, but she squeezed my hand as she led me over.
"What are you doing here, Randy, I don't remember inviting you to join us."
"Do I need an invite to drink with my wife," Randy growled. He was a tall man, thickset, and I guessed he'd been a football player in high school. From the look of him, he'd gone to seed. I knew he and all the others at the table were the same age as Patsy.
He turned to me, and it seemed I didn't have his approval, not that I expected it. "So is this a British thing," he said mockingly. "You like to steal other men's wives? I wasn't sure I believed it when Carl here called to say he'd seen my wife on a date."
While I wasn't scared, it did seem sensible not to piss him off while he was surrounded by friends. So, I held up my hands in a gesture of appeasement. "My understanding is your marriage is over, which is why I asked Patsy out on a date."
Patsy snapped at him, "Dum dum here seems to have forgotten that our marriage is over. The fucking Pollson twins were the last straw. What part of 'forsaking all others' did you not understand?"
"Bitch," he said, and he was on his feet and drawing back his arm to strike her.
I reached him as he moved forward, grasped his hand by the thumb and using his momentum, spun him and forced his arm up behind his back. 'Thank you, Albert', I thought. He'd shown me this move when I was seventeen as a quick way to immobilize a drunk in the pub. With the victim's arm in this position, just a little pressure had them on their toes. A little bit more and the shoulder would dislocate.
Randy gave a grunt of pain and tried to move away. I applied a bit more pressure, and he was on his toes. Carl started to come to his aid, and I shook my head.
"You don't want to do that, Carl. If I apply any more pressure, Randy's shoulder is going to dislocate. Where I come from men, don't hit women." I resisted Albert's voice in my head urging me to give the guy a classic East End kicking.
I eased the pressure on his arm, and he dropped down from his toes. He was spluttering incoherently, but I ignored him.
"You need to take him home before he does something stupid." I nodded in the direction of a pair of bouncers heading our way. "Probably best if you're going by the time they get here."
I let go of Randy and Carl dragged him off towards the back entrance of the bar. Patsy and her other friends intercepted the bouncers. I sat down, the adrenaline rush leaving me exhausted.
Patsy surprised me by sitting down on my lap and drawing me into a long kiss. This was far more than I'd hoped for, and I think she surprised herself and her friends. The table fell silent, and I glanced around apprehensively, but there were smiles on the two women's faces.
Patsy glanced down at her hand, "It feels funny not to be wearing my rings," she commented. "They were his grandmother's, and I didn't feel right keeping them."
Hey, I'm British, not stupid, I can take a hint. "Do you want to go ring shopping?" I asked, trying to keep the fear of rejection from my voice.
She gave me what I was to learn was her coy look. Head bent slightly forward, blonde hair falling over her face, striking blue eyes looking up at me. "What sort of ring?"
"One with a diamond or maybe a sapphire to match your eyes."
"Any specific reason you want to buy me a ring?"
"I have this vague idea that you might like to marry me."
"I might."
"Well if you're not sure," and I moved as though I was going to dump her off my lap and onto the floor.
She gave a shriek and tightened her grip on me. "Yes, yes, yes. Yes, I want a ring, yes I want to marry you, and yes I want your babies."

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~"How's my daughter?" I asked.
Patsy placed her hands over mine as they caressed her bulge. "Don't you mean our son. Tadpole is doing well, and so is his mother."
I laughed, I'd never been happier in all my life. I spun her around and drew her into a kiss. She complained as the case I was still holding hit her.
"What's in that?"
"I think it's an original Walker Colt, your Dad wants me to restore it."
"Okay, but why did you bring it home?"
Honestly, I wasn't sure why I had brought it with me, so I um'd and ah'd for a moment, then shrugged it away and said. "I just felt like spending a couple of days at home with my wife. Thought I'd work on it in my spare time, that's all."
"So, show it to me then, I've never seen one before."
"It's in pieces, I'll show you when it's finished."
She pulled the case from my hands and dropped it on a coffee table in the lounge. "Dad told me about it earlier, I'd really like see it."
Nervously, I opened the case and showed her the pieces of the pistol. She picked up the frame and rubbed her finger along it, "There's something stamped here," she indicated the left-hand side of the frame.
I held out my hand, and she passed it to me. It was icy cold, and my fingers tingled where it touched them. The room around us seemed to phase in and out of focus and the faint inscription 'C COMPANY No 142', appeared to glow on the metal in front of my eyes. The letters surged and pulsed. The sound of people shouting echoed in my ears.
"Billy," a gruff voice called out, and a hand shook my shoulder.
"Bob, Bob, are you okay?" Pats said in a worried tone.
I looked down at the gun frame I was still holding and then up to her worried face. I swallowed and croaked out, "I'm fine, I've just got a bad headache." I did have one that pulsed behind my eyes.
"I'm just going to put this away, and then I think I'm going to lie down," I said.
Patsy took the piece from me and placed it back in the case. "I'll put this in your study; you need to go and lie down, you're looking pale."
I acknowledged her and made my way to our bedroom where I stripped off and climbed under the covers. My head hurt, and I felt cold, I shivered and pulled the covers tightly around my body.
Patsy came in carrying a glass of water and a bottle of pills. She offered me a couple of painkillers, and I swallowed them down with a mouthful of water.
"Do you want me to stay with you?" she asked. I demurred and told her I just wanted to sleep.
She stroked my forehead and gave me a kiss before leaving and closing the door quietly behind her.
It took a while for the chills to leave me and the sharp pain behind my eyes to settle down to a low throbbing ache. I fell into a fitful sleep. It was the smells that seemed to come first. Stale sweat, unwashed bodies and horse, followed by flashes of a dusty track and a town off in the distance.
Then the town was right before me, and I was riding a horse past adobe and clapboard buildings.
I was at a table, a glass and a bottle in front of me and a pistol in my hand. The Walker Colt weighed heavily in my grip, the metal fresh and un-pitted. The cylinder was engraved and stamped on top of the barrel was ADDRESS, SAML COLT, NEW-YORK CITY.
I had no idea why it was in my hand, then it wasn't. A woman's nipple pressed against my palm and my fingers dug into her breast. A woman's voice was urging me to fuck her. "Harder Billy, fuck your Eileen harder," the voice had a soft Irish accent.
"Eileen," I muttered.
"Wake up Bob. Wake up love, you're dreaming."
I started awaking and noticed one impression was correct I was holding a breast. Patsy's breast and her blue eyes stared down at me in the glow of a bedside lamp.
I looked back at her in confusion.
"Who's Eileen," she asked and a savage pain shot through my head causing me to fall back against the pillow. Then just as suddenly, it was gone, and our bedroom snapped back into focus. There were red marks on Patsy's breast where I'd been grasping it.
"Shit, I'm sorry," I whispered. "That was the weirdest dream." The clock on the bedside cabinet said it was 5:20 so I'd been asleep for over ten hours.
"I know," she said and curled up against me. "I tried to wake you when I came to bed, but you were completely out of it. You've been tossing and turning for the past couple of hours then suddenly you grabbed my tit and tried to stick your cock between my legs."
That's when I realized I was sporting a magnificent hard on and her hand was wrapped around it
"Any chance you could forget Eileen and use that on me instead?" She applied her coy look and squeezed.
I pushed her onto her back, and she groaned in anticipation. She wriggled, and her panties flew across the room. She gasped as I sucked her nipple into my mouth. I groaned as she tightened her grip on my rigid cock. She let go of my cock and grabbed my head.
Her fingers, trapped in my hair, pulled, urging me to cover her. I pushed in deep and hard. Her legs wrapped around the back of my thighs. Her fingers clenched and unclenched the skin on my back, as I thrust hard and fast into her soft silky pussy.
I kept up the pace, changing the rhythm of the strokes in tune with her needs and the rolling of her hips. Her body stiffened as she came. She babbled out my name repeatedly. I kept moving; she was the only person I loved, and I was going to prove it to her.
She whimpered and cried out as her body shook while her orgasm washed over her, and she kept coming until I came with a rasping gasp, pumping my hot cum against the entrance of her womb, covering her cervix with my possessive essences.
Her fingertips were dug deep into the muscles on my back, and the walls of her passage clenched tightly around me, milking the last drop from me.
Her eyes fluttered open, and she looked up at me with a look of love and desire. I rolled to the side, but Patsy refused to let me pull out. Her finger traced a line of sweat running down my chest. She kept squeezing my shaft with her pussy.
She gave a little sob of happiness, and turning over, she pushed back and let me spoon her. She relaxed in my arms, drew my hand down to rest on the bulge of our child, and I fell into a dreamless sleep.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~I sat back and basked in a wave of self-gratification. In front of me on my desk in the study sat the restored Walker Colt, clamped in a display stand. The metal parts gleamed with a bluish tinge. The brass trigger guard had polished to a golden hue, and the polished wooden handgrip shone.
There was no doubt that this was an original Walker; all the tests had come back in the correct range. The marking was correct and confirmed that this was one of the pistols that had been issued to Company C of the United States Mounted Rifles. There was no record of who it had been issued to, but I was convinced if we ever did find out, his first name was going to be Billy.
I'd had no resurgence of the dreams and flashbacks in the week I'd been working on the pistol. What I couldn't get over was how pristine it had been under the layers of ground in dirt. I'd run all the metal pieces through an ultrasound bath and over 150 years of crud had flaked off, leaving the pieces in an amazing condition. There were the obvious signs of wear and a small degree of pitting along the frame and barrel. The battle scenes engraved on the cylinder were worn, but still visible.
The powder flask, powder measure and bullet molds all appeared to be contemporary if not original. The flask still contained several measures of powder which I'd needed to discard. The tin of percussion caps was from the 1860's, and while I kept the tin, I'd got rid of the dozen caps it contained. A good job, too, as one exploded as it rolled off my desk onto the floor. I had puzzled over the glass jar until I'd read a few contemporary accounts and discovered that the practice had been to seal the loaded chambers with fat to prevent a chain fire.
Everything I'd read said that they used a 60-grain powder charge, but I wasn't going to risk that for my first test firing. Half load, I thought, I'd made a batch of balls from a modern mold. The original mold could make both balls and conical bullets, but I didn't want to risk using it.
At the back of the barn, Earl had set up a firing range. I loaded the chambers with a half charge of powder and the balls, then sealed them with an inert wax before adding the caps to the nipples.
The target was a couple of gallon water jugs, and I stepped forward, lined up on the target and pulled the trigger.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~The pistol fired and kicked back twisting in my hand. A cloud of black powder smoke hid the target. Christ if that was a half charge I'd hate to think what a full charge would do. The charging lever dropped, and I couldn't rotate the cylinder.
"I told you it would do that, Billy," a gruff voice said. "You need to tie the damn thing up, or it'll drop each dang shot."
Oh fuck, not again I thought, only this time it felt so real. I took a moment to look around while my hands instinctively locked the charging lever into place. I stood at the back of a long low building. One of several that stood to one side of an open area. On the far side were what looked like stables and some smaller buildings.
"Here, Billy boy." A hand held out a length of rawhide and tied it around the barrel and lever. The man behind the voice was weather-beaten, a couple of days of stubble adorned his chin. He wore dusty work trousers and a shirt. He was bareheaded. I had no idea who he was, yet it seemed my mouth did.
"Now try," he said
"Thanks, Drew," I said, and stepped back to the firing line. I cocked and fired and then fired the remaining four loads at the target, a packing case with a row of clay jugs on it.
"Good lad," Drew said as I lowered the pistol and set it down on the top of a barrel that held my second pistol, the power horn, a tin of caps and a leather pouch of balls.
"You are going to need this," he said, and handed me a glass jar. "It's full of bacon fat, you'll want to plug the loaded chambers with it. It'll stop an extra chamber going off when you're shooting."
"That's kind of you, Uncle Drew."
"I just want you to do your Pappy proud, Billy boy."
It was weird; I knew I was Robert Moore, yet I wasn't, I was Billy Pruitt, an 18-year-old from San Antonio, with all his memories. I'd come to serve with my uncle, a corporal in the mounted rifles. I'd been here a month and been issued with my pistols last week. The man teaching me was Andrew Pruitt, better known as my uncle Drew
I reloaded the pistol leaving a single chamber empty as Drew had told me. The hammer rested against the empty nipple, so there was no risk of an accidental shot. I placed it in its holster and followed my uncle back to the bunkhouse. Over the doorway was painted a sign.

COMPANY C.US MOUNTED RIFLES
Cots stretched along both walls, about a third occupied. A long line of tables ran down the center of the dark room. I headed down the room and stopped at a cot I knew was mine and flopped down on it. I was hoping that if I fell asleep, I'd wake up back in my time.
Sleep eluded me, the commotion a hundred men made, the rank smells, all combined to keep me thinking. There were two layers to my personality, and I was starting to find it difficult to separate them. Bob's was beginning to drift into the background as young Billy's tried to force itself into dominance.
Something kicked my foot, and I started. Staring down at me were three young men. Two were obviously brothers, same thin faces, and dirty blonde hair. The third was a stocky man, a couple of years older. His face was twisted into a tight smirk. Names seemed to appear like comedy cartoon balloons above their heads. The brothers were Sam and Josh, the third older man was, I knew, their cousin, his name was Daniel.
"Soooo," he drew out the first word, so it sounded like an insult. "Guess who I'm going to be fucking tonight, Billy boy." He grinned at me and tossed a couple of silver dollars in the air before catching them and placing them in his vest pocket, and his sidekicks laughed. "I'm going to be fucking your sweet little Eileen, I'll make her squeal my name."
I surged off the bed but stopped at a shout from Drew. "Billy, stop." Drew hurried down the room. All four of us froze until he arrived.
He stepped right up to Daniel and put his hand on his chest. "You always were a piece of horse shit, Daniel. You're one, and your father was one, and I don't know why the captain let you join. Get out of my sight and take these two idiots with you."
I thought Daniel was going to say something, then he turned and walked out of the building. The brothers paused and then left.
Drew turned to me and said. "For Christ sake, Billy, he's right about the girl; she's a whore. You can't let Daniel get into your head over her because he's right. If he pays her fee, then she'll open her legs for him.



I pulled away from him. "She's not like that, she really likes me." As I said that the images of two different women floated through my mind. Who was I thinking about, was it the blonde or the redhead.
For a moment the room faded, and I was Bob again. My mind was full of longing for Patsy and our unborn child. Just as quickly, the dark room snapped back into focus and I was Billy, and the gut-wrenching feeling that Daniels words had left me with came back.
"You need to deal with it because I'm not always going to be here to watch your back. Daniel's dangerous, he's a mean killer and a bully."
I sat back down on my cot, waved Drew away and thought about the redhead who featured so much in the recent chapters of Billy's young life.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~Billy's memories told me that he... I, had met the redhead, Eileen, on my second day. Drew and a couple of his friends had taken me to the Ace saloon in town. It was one of a number of places of entertainment that the troopers favored. Liquor, gambling and girls, all in one place, uncle Drew told me. What more could a man want from life?
I was 18, and this was the first time I'd been away from the family ranch for more than a day. Hell, this was the first time I'd ever been in a saloon. We sat at a table, and a saloon girl, a pretty brunette in the shortest dress I'd ever seen brought Drew a bottle of whiskey at his call. I could see her calves as she sashayed away.
"Drink this," Drew insisted as he handed me a glass of whiskey, "and put your eyes back in, Billy."
I swallowed the contents of the glass the way I'd seen the others do. The liquor burnt like the fires of hell and I felt I was trying to cough my lungs out of my mouth. I was red-faced and struggling to breathe as Drew, and the other two NCO's laughed at me.
"Jesus," I croaked, "That's rough; Pappy's sipp'in whiskey's much smoother."
"And when did my brother let you drink his whiskey?"
"He gave me a glass on my birthday."
One of his companions, a corporal by the name of Jesse Peters, grinned at me and asked Drew, "So, if the young fella was a saloon whiskey virgin, what else do you think he's an innocent at?"
I knew what he was asking, and I blushed from my toes to the top of my head.
Drew contemplated me and announced, "A man has three virginities in life to give. His first glass of hard saloon liquor, his first woman, and his first killing. Young Billy here has lost his first and let's leave the last until we can't avoid it. But the woman..." He looked around the room and then up the stairs at the back of the room. "That one I know we can solve tonight!"
Jesse and the other corporal, Shane, laughed and raised their glasses to me in a mock salute. I swallowed the liquor in my glass and quickly filled the glass again.
Drew stopped me raising the glass to my lip. "No lad, you want to be sober to enjoy your first woman."
He raised a hand and called over to the barkeeper. "Ricky, can you ask Mrs. Richards if she'd be so kind as to join us?" The barkeep nodded and whispered in the ear of one of the saloon girls.
Five minutes later an elegantly dressed woman in her mid-forties approached us; we all stood, Drew pull up a chair for her, and she sat down gracefully. We sat, and Drew introduced me.
"This is Billy, my brother's eldest boy, Mrs. Richards, and he's in need of his first woman."
"Drew," her voice was soft and lilting, "I keep telling you to call me Colleen; we've known each other too long to be that formal." Drew gave a nod, and she turned her attention to me.
"How old are you, lad?"
"Eighteen." I squirmed under her gaze, and she took my hand.
"Well you're a good-looking lad, so I don't think any of my young ladies would mind being your first." She got a considered expression, glancing at me, then each one of the girls circulating the room.
She gave a gentle shake of her head then mentioned a name to Drew. He considered, and gave a similar shake of his head. She swallowed the glass of whiskey Shane offered her, and then a smile flitted across her face.
"Eileen," she said. "She'd be perfect. Young, fresh and enjoys the work. She'll be here in an hour, and I'll send her over."
She turned to Drew, "It'll be a dollar for an hour, or if you are feeling generous, your lad can have her for the night for five."
"Let's give him the night," Drew said, and gave her the five dollars. This, I found out, was the madam's cut. I was expected the pay the girl the same when she took me to her room.
Colleen had another drink with us and then she took her leave. Jesse pulled out a worn packet of cards and the three friends started playing poker for loose change. I watched and was dealt in. Billy didn't know the game, but Bob did and guided his hands.
I had a nice pile of change in front of me when a pair of soft hands rested on my shoulders and a sweet soft voice spoke in my ear.
"I'm told that you are going to be my lover tonight, Billy boy." Her soft lips caressed my neck.
She moved around to stand in front of me and then sat down on my lap. Eileen was beautiful, pale skin and long flaming-red hair. Her nose was cute and her eyes were an emerald green. She was a small thing and seemed to weigh nothing as she sat on me. She wrapped an arm around my neck and pulled me down for a kiss.
I'd never kissed a woman that wasn't a relative, and what I got wasn't a quick peck on the cheek. Her lips molded themselves to mine, and the tip of her tongue darted out to play with my mouth. I was as hard as a rock, and I wriggled to try and get comfortable and hide my embarrassment from her.
"Oh no you don't," she whispered so only I could hear. "I like to feel what a man has to offer me, and from what I can feel under me I'm not going to be disappointed." She wriggled her bottom, and I gave a soft groan.
Eileen looked at my uncle, "I'll send him back to you in the morning a real man," she told him.
She rose off me and then pulled me up. Drew and his friends sent us off with a parcel of ribald comments that left my face as red as Eileen's hair. We paused at the bottom of the stairs where Mrs. Richards stood.
"I've got him for the night?" Eileen questioned.
"You have," Mrs. Richards replied, then she added, "Why don't you take him home, a first night should be spent in a comfortable bed."
The two women hugged, and Eileen led me out the back of the saloon and down a lane until we reached a pretty house on the outskirts of the town.
"I live here with my aunt," she said as she opened the door and led me into the parlor.
"Your aunt knows what you do?" I asked.
She laughed, and I fell in love. "Of course, she does, Colleen is my aunt. This is her house.
She took my hand and led me upstairs and into a large bedroom. A big brass double bed dominated the room. There was a wardrobe, two chests of drawers and a pair of chairs and a small table in an alcove by the bay window. In the corner stood a stand with a decorated bowl and a large water jug.
I stood in the center of the room, not sure what I should do first. Was I supposed to undress, or did she expect me to hold her? I froze, and Eileen took pity on me.
"Relax, we've got all night. I want you to take off your clothes and lie down on the bed."
I got my boots, shirt, and britches off and wondered if I should remove my undershirt and shorts. Eileen giggled, and I saw she'd removed her dress and was only wearing her underthings and stockings.
"Have you ever seen a naked woman?"
I shook my head unable to speak
"Then I think it's time you do."
She gave me a gentle shove, and I sat down on the edge of her bed. It was the softest most comfortable bed I'd ever experienced.
Eileen smiled at me and pulled at the bows that held the front of her chemise together. The side fell apart, and I saw for the first time the sensual curves of a woman's breasts. Hers were pale with a scattering of freckles that matched the ones on her face. Her conical breasts were tipped with a hard pink nipple.
She shrugged her chemise off her shoulders, and it pooled at her ankles. She took my hand, brought it to her bosom, and I touched my first breast. It was so soft while the nipple was hard it pressed into my calloused palm. I swallowed and tried to breathe, above me Eileen mooned softly, then louder as I pressed both hands firmly against her breasts. She stroked my head and then bent down and kissed the top of my head.
"Wait," she said and stepped back slightly, reaching for her waistband and undoing the tie. Her undergarment slid down her hips and revealed a shock of red hair at the top of her legs. I stared in amazement, and she grinned at me.
"So you like my little red kitty?" she said.
"God yes," I muttered. "You are the most beautiful woman I've ever seen." She was, her pale skin reflected the glow of the oil lamp. Her red hair flowed over her shoulders and covered to the upper part of her breasts, the long pink nipples pointing at me.
She stepped out of the last of her things and, but for her stockings, she stood naked, in front of me.
"Now you," she said, and she pulled my undershirt off. She urged me to stand and eased my shorts down. My cock sprang free and stood proud and urgent. The smile on her face grew.
"That's a grand cock you've got there, Billy, big and firm and eager to please me." My cock twitched in anticipation.
She gently blew on it, and it danced in response. "Hmm," she said in contemplation. "I'm guessing too eager. Let's get this first one out of the way, and then we can both enjoy the night."
I had no idea what she meant, but she went to the washstand and poured some water into the bowl. She took a washcloth, wet it and returned to me. She knelt on her knees and took hold of my member, she eased the foreskin back. I groaned in pleasure. She wiped my flesh, and I shuddered and shook.
"Wait, Billy, not yet." She grasped the base and squeezed tight. For a second I thought my urges were too great, but her pressure enabled me to bring them under control.
My cock showed its approval of her touch and got even harder, the head a throbbing purple as the foreskin pulled back. I raised my hand to cover myself, but she laughed and pushed my hand away, reclaiming control of my cock, and used the washcloth to finish wiping me clean.
Staying on her knees, she gave my shaft several long sensual pumps until my cock stood so proud and hard in her delicate hands that I thought it would burst. What happened next was the most amazing thing I'd ever experienced. She moved so close I could feel her breath on the head. Then, exquisite warmth as she licked the head and then sucked the first part into her mouth.
I slumped on her bed, and she followed me, her mouth never leaving my rod of flesh. She sucked and licked bringing me so close but not giving me the release I was desperately seeking.
"No," she said at my urging. "I want you to remember this night for the rest of your life."
She took a perverse delight in bringing me to the edge and holding me there for a few moments before making me relax, only to start the cycle all over again.
Finally, with me begging almost incoherently, she sucked me over the edge, and I filled her mouth with streams of my essence. I lay back, grasping the cover of the bed. This time, she cleaned me with her mouth, not her cloth
I pulled her up, letting her soft yet hard body slide up mine. Her mouth invited me to kiss it, even though as I did so, she tried to shy away. I didn't take no for an answer as she protested that she still had some of my cum in her mouth. I could taste myself in her mouth, sharp and tangy.
"I love you," I said nervously.
She moved so she could look me in the eyes and smiled sadly. "No you don't, at least you shouldn't, because I'll hurt you. I'm not a nice girl; I'm a whore, and we could have no chance of a future."
Tears started to roll down her cheeks, and she whispered so softly that I could barely hear her. "Damn this life." She ran a finger around her nipple and gave me an expectant look. I raised my head and sucked on the proffered nipple, and she gasped. Her hand crept down my body to grasp my stirring cock. She smiled as I grew hard again under her gentle strokes. She pushed me onto my back and raised herself above my eagerly waiting cock.
With a long slow deliberate motion, she speared herself on my throbbing flesh. She gave a long guttural cry as I stretched and filled her. Sensations of pleasure rippled through me as I was encased in the soft silky wet embrace of her vagina. Her muscles clutched at me in protest as I filled her, the crown of my cock caressing the depths of her sweet entrance.
She raised her bowed head to look at me, "Oh, mother, I love you," she gasped, and then groaned as she started rocking. I rolled my hips to meet her every move. Her eyes were unfocused and her mouth open as she grunted rhythmically in tune with our movements. I groaned in pleasure, barely able to constrain myself, and she reacted, her movements becoming more aggressive, as she enforced her dominance, grinding her pelvis against mine.
We came within seconds of each other, her first, followed by me pumping my man juice inside her as she sucked me dry. She collapsed onto my chest, regaining her breath. Her lips sought mine, and we kissed savagely before she worked her way down my body, kissing and licking as she worked her way down to my softening cock. She carefully licked the combination of our essences from me, apparently savoring the taste.
"We taste rather good," she murmured. Taking the last suck, she brought her mouth up to mine to share the last drop. We did taste good, a mix of my saltiness and her much more exotic honey and spice.
As she curled up beside me again, a bead of my cum traced its way down her inner thigh. She dipped a finger in it and brought it up to her mouth, sucking it off.
Again, that wonderful smile of hers lit up her face. "You know you are very special to me, don't you?" she whispered. "As soon as Colleen pointed you out to me, I knew I wanted you, and boy you don't disappoint, do you?"
I grinned back at her and caressed her firm butt, letting my finger drift between the cleft and circle her puckered rose. I felt it twitch and flutter.
Her eyes looked at me hungrily, "Are you ready to go again, Billy boy?" She asked.
I nodded, and she pulled me up to cover her body, legs wide to accept my hard flesh into her again. I paused, holding myself up so I could look down at her, the tip of my cock pressing against her lips.
"Ready?" I gasped.
"Fuck yes," she groaned as she pushed up with her hips, trying to engulf me. "Christ, I need to feel you inside of me again."
One long steady thrust and I was deep inside her glorious passage for the second time that evening. The walls of her slick passage conformed to the shape of my cock, massaging me, making me moan aloud.
"Oh, fuck, that feels so good," I said. Then rolling my pelvis, I began slowly thrusting in and out.
Her eyes rolled, and her legs wrapped themselves around me. She urged me to move faster and deeper, directing me with words and her heels. It was obvious that she was still coming down from her earlier orgasm, as within a few thrusts I felt the walls of her pussy ripple and clutch at me as her next one rolled over her. Her body shuddered beneath mine.
She came two more times as I kept moving, playing her body, nibbling on her neck, fondling her breasts, tugging on her nipples. She was biting down on my shoulder, whimpering continuously. Then that familiar ache grew deep in my belly. My thrusts grew ever more urgent.
"Gonna cum," I gasped.
"Cum," she begged, tightening her legs around me. "I want to feel you fill me."
The urgency burst, and I groaned as I pumped cum deep inside her. I arched my back as I continued to thrust, emptying myself into her. She came again, the warmth of my essence filling her and triggering her orgasm.
My cock pulsed and her pussy milked the last drop from me before we both collapsed, our bodies slick with sweat, our chests heaving as we forced air into our tortured lungs. We lay there, our arms wrapped around each other, fingers gently caressing the skin beneath them.
My cock, slowly deflating, slid from its sheath and Eileen gave a little sigh of loss, then sighed contentedly as we turned onto our sides and I spooned up tight behind her. She took my hand and placed it on her breast. We fell asleep like that.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~The sounds of the barracks washed away my erotic thoughts of the girl. "Billy boy," came the call.
Uncle Drew waved in my direction, and I headed up to where he sat. "Get your tack together. There's a patrol going out in an hour to check on rumors of Mexicans crossing the border, and I want you on it."
I balked, I was supposed to be seeing Eileen tonight, but Drew ignored my protestations. An hour later I was on horseback, one of a troop of twenty men. Drew and Jesse were the two corporals, and the captain had placed one of the greenhorn lieutenants in command.
The horse below me moved in a familiar gait, I'd grown up in the saddle, helping my pappy with the chores around the ranch. I'd been riding herd since I was eight. We headed south, and soon my world constricted to the ass of the horse in front and the clouds of trail dust.
Patrols usually lasted ten days, and this one was no different; for three days we headed south and then rode parallel to the imaginary line that was supposed to be the border. It wasn't until the sixth day we found any evidence of the Mexicans. We cut across their trail and the Indian scouts conferred with Drew and Jesse.
He called me over. "The scouts think it's a group of ten to fifteen and they are crossing back with a bunch of steers. Can you tell how many and how long ago?"
"Why me, Drew?"
"Because you know cattle, and I want to see if they are telling the truth."
I'd tracked enough strays in my time, so this sounded reasonable, and I had the same distrust he had about the scouts. I got down off my horse and walked over to the pair of Indian scouts.
"How many? I asked.
Only one of them spoke any English, and he just held up his hand and opened it three times. So, fifteen horses. "And the cattle, and how long ago?"
He pointed at a pile of horse shit. "Three days, maybe a bit more, many cows."
I pushed at the dung with my toe, and it looked like he was right. The tracks were leading south across the border. I walked around and estimated the herd at about a hundred and fifty head. There was no dust on the horizon in the direction they had gone, so it looked like they were long gone.
I walked back to Drew and the lieutenant and told them what I thought.
"Do we follow them?" I asked.
The lieutenant pulled out a map and a compass. He and Drew stepped away and started talking.
I couldn't help overhearing snatches of their conversation. The lieutenant was eager to follow the trail, but Drew kept pointing out that the Mexicans had at least a three-day head start, and we were only five miles from the river that was the border here.
"They are long gone, sir, and even if we do follow them once they are across the river, they will be reinforced by the Mexican army. We need to find out where they got the cattle from. There are several ranches a day or so north of here."
The lieutenant reluctantly agreed, and the troop turned north and followed the trail.
A day later it was the acrid smell of burnt wood, and something else was the first indication we were drawing close to the original owners of the cattle. We created a rise and looked across a small valley. The ranch house looked intact, but the barn and bunkhouse were charred ruins. Above us in the sky circled vultures, barking dogs were keeping them in the air as they protected their dead masters.



There were only two survivors of the cattle raid. Two young children, both young boys we found hiding in the corner of an outhouse. We buried eight bodies, the family, and four ranch hands. The children told us that it had happened at dawn a week ago. The barn was set on fire, and as everyone rushed out the try and save the stock, they were met with a fusillade of gun-fire. The boys ran away, hiding in the hills until they saw the bandits leave heading south after they had rounded up the closest herd of cattle.
We almost missed the comment the eldest boy made. He said to his brother, "Do you think they got the McAlister's cattle as well, that's where the others were heading."
"What others?" Drew asked the boys.
There had been two groups of Mexican bandits, not one, the first had left, herding the stolen cattle five days ago, the second group had gone west two days ago, at least that was the direction the boys said they'd gone. Drew sent the scouts to see if they could cut their tracks.
Drew and Jesse went to talk to the lieutenant, who was in the ranch house. The rest of the troop and I waited to see what the decision would be. We didn't have long to wait, we got orders to mount up and head west. The lieutenant left one of the older troopers with the boys. He was instructed to take them back to the town if we didn't return in a week.
The scouts intercepted us about five miles out from the ranch and pointed out the trail the bandits had left.
Drew spoke to them and relayed their information. "They say there are 25 horses, but it looks like only 18 are carrying men. They've got almost two days ahead start and are heading west. The map shows only two ranches in that direction that is worth them attacking."
We carried on following the trail left by the bandits. Drew dropped back down the line of troopers until he was riding next to me.
He spat a couple of times and took a swallow from his canteen. "Billy lad, I'm sorry what I said about Eileen. Jesse has been putting me straight. He said she's been telling everyone she wants to be your woman, that you've been with her most nights, is that so?"
"Mostly," I said. "She's asked if I'd accept her, and I've been spending most nights with her, but she owes her aunt, and if Colleen asked her to entertain a man she can't say no."
Drew grunted and left me to my thoughts.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~She made me breakfast that next morning and kissed me when I got up to leave. I had stood on the porch in the early morning sunlight, just basking in the majesty of everything. Colleen's voice drifting from the building behind me had broken me out of my fugue state.
"Where you going with this girl? You brought him here and cooked breakfast, that's not how we work."
"Why not, you bring his uncle back here? Anyway, I like him."
Drew! I thought, you old devil.
"He's a customer, and you should restrict your activities with them to the saloon."
"What if I don't want his to be a customer?"
I heard movement in the house and decided it was time to leave.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~The column of men and horses halted at a shouted command. I saw that the scouts had returned and were talking to Drew and Jesse. Moments later, Jesse was riding back down the column, splitting the troop into two unequal halves.
"You men," and he pointed at the larger section I was in, "are to go with Corporal Pruitt. The rest follow me. The bandits have split up. The scouts say there are four of them five miles in that direction with all their spare mounts. My section will round them up."
The six men he had indicated lined up and followed him in a sweep towards a bluff, southwest of our position. The rest of us followed the lieutenant and Drew as we carried on to the west.
Drew rode beside me and said. "It looks like they are heading for the McAlister's place. I'm guessing they'll try and hit them first thing tomorrow morning. We'll hold up in those hills tonight and get into position ready to sweep down on them. We are going to send one man to warn the McAlister's. I want you to go."
He gave me a gruff smile. "You look the least like a soldier of all of us, so if the bandits are watching, hopefully, you'll just look like a ranch hand on his way back."
I agreed, well let's be fair it's not like I had a choice. I quickly removed anything from my gear that screamed out military. Wrapping it in a blanket, I fixed it behind my saddle and mounted up.
Drew shook my hand and told me to stay safe. The lieutenant gave me a letter to give the McAlister's. The scouts gave me directions to the ranch that would avoid the bandits, and I set off.
I followed the directions I'd been given, and three hours later, in the late afternoon, I mounted the last rise, and the McAlister homestead was spread out in front of me. That's when I realized I knew the place. No not Billy, Bob knew it. Shit, I mentally kicked my other self, of course, this was the ranch Bob was going to inherit a hundred and sixty years in the future.
Two men were standing on the porch as I rode up. I tried to look like I belonged there. I hitched my horse to the rails of the coral and walked over to them. Both looked surprised when the first thing I said to them was. "I need you to greet me as if you know me. The place is being watched, and I've got a letter for you from my lieutenant."
The older of the two men was the first to react and put his arm around my shoulder and led me indoors.
As soon as we were inside, I handed him the letter and started to explain while he read it.
"I'm Rory McAlister. So, the lieutenant thinks they will attack at dawn?"
"If they use the same plan then they will set one of the outbuildings on fire to draw you out," I said. "That's what the survivors from the other ranch said they did."
"And your troop?"
"They will be getting into position during the night and will fall on them as soon as they start attacking. I'm supposed to stay here and help you," I added.
He looked surprised, "What can one boy do?"
I bristled at being called a boy and pull out one of my pistols and showed it to him. "One man and two of these. These are the pistols Captain Walker had Mr. Colt make for him. Six shots and they can knock a man down at a hundred paces," I told him.
I passed him the heavy pistol, and he looked surprised at its weight. "Do all of the soldiers have these pistols?"
I nodded, "We are all issued with two of them. How many men have you got here?"
"Four ranch hands, the two of us, and you of course."
"We can help as well," a woman voice said.
"My wife, Mrs. McAlister, Mr... I'm sorry, I don't know your name."
"I'm Bo... Billy Pruitt; pleased to meet you, Mrs. McAlister."
"I'm thankful that you are here to aid us, Billy. There are three women here, we can load the guns. How many of them are there out there?"
"Maybe fifteen, but we only have to hold out for a little while. The rest of my troop are up in the hills overlooking us. They will attack as soon as the Mexicans open fire."
Mrs. McAlister looked a lot less worried after my statement, and she started to organize the household.
One by one the ranch hands made their way to the main house. The first brought my gear in with him, my horse had been rubbed down and stabled for me.
When all the men were sat around the kitchen table, I was asked what they could expect.
"If they do try the same trick, then they will set fire to one of the building just before first light. When you go out to fight the fire, they will open fire."
"So, what do you want us to do? Rory asked. I was surprised, I was the youngest person at the table, yet they were asking me what to do.
"If they do set a fire, we can't go out to fight it, that would just be suicide. This seems to be the best place to defend."
Rory grunted his agreement and set the men to get their weapons and then lock down the building. The walls were made of adobe and thick enough to stop any bullets. All the windows had thick shutters which could be locked, and the doors could be barred. Like many of the local building, this one had a flat roof, and I intended to have a couple of the ranch hands up there an hour before dawn.
The men had been fed, and we'd made as many preparations as we could. One of the older ranch hands offered to check on the livestock and make it look like it was business as usual. I didn't want to alert the bandits that we were ready for them, so I agreed.
The ranch settled down and I did what all soldiers do under these conditions. I cleaned and checked the loads in my pistols. Around me, the house fell silent, and I found a corner to get comfortable and thought about my future with Eileen.
Eileen had hugged me the next time I went to the saloon and taken me home. I spent almost every other night with her over the next couple of weeks. After that first evening, she didn't want to take any money from me. I tried leaving it on the bedside table, but she slapped my face and gave it back to me. She kissed my reddened face and dragged me back into her bed.
"Billy, wake up." A hand shook my shoulder. Rory was looking down at me. "It's about an hour before dawn, and we think we saw a couple of the bandits near the barn."
"Get two of the men up on the roof, remember we only have to hold out long enough for the rest of the soldiers to get here."
Rory nodded and hurried off. I checked my pistols for the twentieth time and slipped outside. This was the bit I hadn't discussed with Rory. This wasn't going to work if we didn't draw them in after the fire was set. I had twelve shots, and I needed to make every one count.
I smelt the smoke before I saw the fire, they had set a storeroom on fire. I gave it a few minutes and then began crying out an alarm before hiding near the stables. I saw a figure outlined by the flames that were beginning to lap out of the roof of the building. He was about 25 paces away, and I could see the rifle he was holding aimed in the direction of the bunkhouse. He was expecting the men to come tumbling out to fight the fire.
I cocked the pistol, lined up the sight on his body and pulled the trigger. The gun fired, a jet of flame and smoke from the barrel, the recoil pushing it up in the air. The man grunted and collapsed to the ground. I ducked down, and there were several wild shots in my direction. I heard firing coming from the ranch house, and a couple more cries from the darkness.
I guessed the rest of the troop would have been able to get close under cover of darkness, and I hoped that they would arrive quickly.
The first rays of sunlight were striking the eastern horizon, and the buildings and surrounding hills were becoming visible in the ghostly light. Off to my left, the storeroom was well alight, and I saw a small group of men by the stables. The firelight reflecting off the wall behind them made them an easy target. In quick succession, I fired off the five remaining chambers left in my first pistol before holstering it and drawing my second.
There were two bodies on the ground, and I couldn't see any more moving targets. I moved quietly around the stable. Inside, the horses were disturbed, moving about and neighing. Hooves struck the side of the building, masking the sound of rapid firing drawing closer.
I had my second pistol cocked when I heard Drew calling my name. More shots came, and I recognized from the sound that they were from Walker Colts. The rest of the troop were here. I kept my head down and called back to Drew. There were scattered shots all around me, but by the time the sun was fully over the horizon, they'd stopped. I heard several familiar voices call out my name and I finally broke cover.
Several of the troopers were trying to bring the burning storeroom under control, forming a bucket line from one of the horse troughs. They were quickly joined by the ranch hands, and it wasn't long before the fire was out. The rest of the troop were rounding up the few surviving Mexican bandits. I counted eight bodies on the ground.
The final tally was fourteen dead, two wounded and two unharmed. The other section of the troop had killed all the bandits waiting with the remounts.
The lieutenant wasted no time, the four survivors were hung from a tree over by the creek. We dug a pit, and the stripped bodies were unceremoniously thrown in and covered in earth and rocks to prevent the coyotes digging them up.
Our casualties were two wounded, both flesh wounds that Mrs. McAlister cleaned and bound up
We spent the next day being generously entertained by the McAlister's. They fed us, and a number of whiskey bottles were drunk as we were toasted.
It took us another five days to get back to town and report in. The troop was given liberty, and I headed off to see Eileen. Drew and Jesse rode into town with me, and we first went to the bathhouse to wash the trail dust off our bodies. I visited the barbershop and got a shave.
Feeling like a new man I walked into the saloon. Drew and Jesse were sitting with Eileen and her aunt. When she saw me, Eileen jumped up and hurried over in my direction. As she passed a table, a man grabbed hold of her and pulled her down onto his lap.
Daniel grinned at me and put a pile of silver dollars on the table. "She's my whore for the night, all paid for now."
Eileen slapped him and said no, but he just laughed. I was moving in his direction when Sam and Josh stood and drew their pistols and pointed them in my direction. I wasn't wearing mine, I'd left them in the barracks.
Josh giggled, "You need to sit down Billy boy, when Daniels finished, me and Sam are going to have our fun with her."
There was the sound of two pistols being cocked, and the brothers froze.
"We'll deal with this Billy," Drew said as he and Jesse stepped over to the brothers.
Eileen pulled herself away from Daniel and hurried to my side. Jesse pulled Daniel to his feet and pushed him over to the other two.
Drew stepped close and took the pistols from the brothers. Daniel raised his arms and showed Drew he wasn't wearing his.
"You three are done," Drew snapped. "You don't draw on an unarmed man, and if a woman says no, you don't touch her."
He turned to Eileen, Colleen and me. "We are going to take these disgraces back to the barracks. The Rifles don't need trash like them, Jesse and I will have a word with the Captain."
They pushed them out of the saloon, and the room grew silent. Eileen gave me a smile and then a kiss. Colleen gave a wry grin and told her to take me home. Then she pocketed the pile of dollars that Daniel had left on the table.
The night was full of passion as I delved deeply into the willing flesh of the woman of my dreams. We made love until the cockerel announced the start of the next day. Then we slept in each other's arms until the sun was high in the sky.
I woke, and her head was on the pillow facing me. She was smiling and watching me.
"God, I missed you, Billy," she said.
I thought about what I'd been thinking while I waited for the bandits to attack and summoned up the courage to ask the question.
"Will you marry me, Eileen, give up the whoring for me?"
Tears started to appear in her eyes, and she nodded and whispered, "Yes, Colleen thought you might ask me that, and she said I could help her run the girls. I think your uncle is going to ask her the same question."
I smiled and drew her into a long kiss, and she groaned and grasped my cock. She pushed me into my back and quickly mounted me. Crying out in happiness as she rode me to an almighty orgasm, and then onwards until she milked my cock of its last drop.
It was mid-afternoon before I'd recovered enough to take my leave of the woman who'd agreed to be my wife and head back to the saloon to tell Drew the good news. I had a moment of confusion when I had a vision of a church ceremony and the woman standing beside me was blonde and not a redhead.
I was still trying to clear my head when I felt myself pushed against the side of a building. I shook my head and saw Daniel in front of me.
"Thought you could fuck up my life and get away with it did you?" he shouted.
I felt my arms grabbed by Sam and Josh and Daniel punched me in the stomach.
I groaned and managed to get an arm free and hidden memories came to my aid. I kicked out sideways, and Josh's knee buckled, and he screamed. Sam drew back in surprise, and I rammed an elbow into his gut and then a knee into his groin.
I spun to face Daniel and saw him draw and fire his Walker pistol. There was a bright light, an agonizing flash of pain in my head and then everything went black.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~The savage pain in my head slowly receded, and I found myself on the ground. My head was pillowed on a folded jacket and a face framed with blonde hair and featuring the bluest eyes stared down at me.
"Bobby love, what happened, Sam heard the shot, and you cry out."
I looked around me anxiously, I couldn't see clearly, something was in my eyes. But I could see I was behind the barn, at Earl's ranch. Lying on the ground at the shooting range. Moving my head brought the pain back, and I rolled to my side and was violently sick.
"There's so much blood, where's the ambulance," I heard Patsy say in the distance. "What happened Sam?"
I knew what had happened, that bastard Daniel had shot me, no not me, he'd shot Billy.
Sam was saying to Patsy, "I found him lying on the ground. It looks like his head's been grazed by a bullet. That's where all the blood is coming from, but don't worry, head wounds bleed a lot. He must have been test firing the pistol. There was only one shot, Miss Patricia, and he hit the target. It must have bounced back, I just don't see how."
One thought tickled at the back of my mind, Billy had known he was going to die when he saw the pistol in Daniel's hand. But from what I felt, and Sam was saying I'd got a glancing blow. The wound bleed like hell and maybe Daniel thought I was dead. No, it wasn't me that was dead, and if I wasn't then maybe Billy wasn't as well. God, I hoped not, I so wanted him and Eileen to have a long life together.
I saw the pistol lying by my side, and I rested my hand on it, and the chill metal seared my palm. Was that the sound of a baby crying, I could hear.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~End of the first of the tales of the Walker Colt.
There will be more when the Colt talks to me.
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~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~Alisha: A dark Romance. Ch 1
It's a tale as old as time, of love, found, lost and found again. It's the oldest plot in literature.
This is my take on this tale. It concentrates on the 'found again' part, and looks at the difficulties people have in rebuilding a relationship, and for one, regaining trust after it has been lost. Is it a loving wife's tale or a Romance? I started out writing a lost love romance but as it progressed it became darker and darker until it seems to me to have slipped into the LW category.
This is the first part (of 5). All are finished, and I'll be submitting them on consecutive days. it is not a BTB tale - if that's what you are looking for then I'd suggest you stop reading now! I've left voting and comments on. I will delete any non-constructive or abusive comments.
Review and editing was by the wonderful Blackrandl1958. All of the remaining mistakes are mine as I can't resist that final tweak.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~Alisha Ch 1.
Prelude:
It was a hot day in early August. The water of the canal in the south of France reflected the bright afternoon sunlight into sharp points. The cloudless sky was azure blue, and I was beginning to doubt my sanity seriously. I knew it was the wrong time of the year to be doing this. The place was heaving with tourists. It was almost possible to walk across the width of the canal without getting wet as there were so many hire boats jostling about on the water. The dreaded plastic 'Noddy boats' of the Canal du Midi had become my waking nightmare.
I surveyed the long line of boats moored against the left bank of the canal, waiting in front of the closed gates of the ecluse (lock) and put the 'Never Again's engine into neutral and she slowly lost headway. The 'Never Again' was a 20-year-old steel hulled Branson designed Dutch barge, and she had been my part-time home for the past eight years.
I was a one book wonder of an author, and I'd bought the boat with the proceeds of my first and so far, the only book. Fortunately, it was still a best-seller, and with the money the film adaptation had brought me, I was never going to need to work again.
I was 36 and still looking for that next book. It was a bittersweet prospect, as the inspiration for the first was my own life, and I never wanted to go through that painful experience again. They had given the film a far happier ending than that of the book.
"Ben," called Alwyn; he was a student, the nephew of a Dutch friend. I'd offered to pay him to help me on the trip. "The lock keeper is waving us up."
Well, that wasn't going to make us popular with the tourists. Larger boats go in first, is the rule. At 22 meters, we were twice the length of some of the craft waiting, but few, if any of the people on them would be aware of the rule. It would look like I was queue-jumping to them. I pushed the throttle forward and reveled in the silence. 'Never,' as she was known, had just come from the boatyard at Agde, where I'd spent a small fortune replacing her old Diesel engine with state of the art hybrid electric power plant. The rudder and prop shaft had gone, to be replaced with a swiveling pod, housing a big electric motor that powered the propeller. New solar panels and high capacity batteries were installed, and the backup generator overhauled.
The boatyard had, inevitably, overrun the planned schedule by more than six weeks. That was why I was resigned to battle through the current madness, better known as the South of France in August. 'Never's permanent mooring was close to the town of Carcassonne. A private mooring next to my land home, a small cottage overlooking the canal, which was normally only two to three days cruise up the canal. This, oh so wasn't normal, I was looking at least four, more likely five days, and it reinforced why I usually spent the month of August as far away from the water as possible.
As I suspected, there were numerous calls of complaint from the waiting boats as we cruised past them towards the open lock gates. Once inside the stone canyon, Alwyn and I tied off the mooring lines and waited until the lock-keeper positioned the first two of the waiting hire boats alongside us. I ignored the stares from their crews and watched the gates closing behind us. Then, with a gush, water began flooding into the lock basin, and the three boats slowly rose, bobbing in the flow.
The locks always seemed to attract a crowd of onlookers in summer. This one was no exception, especially as there was the added attraction of a good restaurant next to the lock. As the roof of the wheelhouse rose above the lip of the lock, there were several small groups of people scattered around, most of them with cameras and phones at the ready.
My eye was drawn to two figures standing back from the other groups. They stood in the shade of a tree close to the restaurant's terrace. I squinted to see them, the shadows making it difficult to make them out. From what I could see from my quick glance, the taller of the two was a woman with a beautiful figure, wearing a mid-thigh length summer dress. Her skin looked tanned, but that could be a trick of the light. A floppy wide-brimmed straw hat completely hid her face, but there was something about her that made me feel uneasy.
The girl holding her hand stood a step closer to me, and I could see her more clearly. She was in that gawky transition between childhood and teenager, possibly twelve years old, at most. Tall for her age, she wore a pair of white shorts and a cropped top that highlighted her budding breasts. She waved and smiled at me. I raised my hand in an awkward acknowledgment of her greeting.
A loud thud on 'Never's hull as one the hire boats bounced off the far side of her, instinctively drew my attention. "Friggin idiot," I muttered, and both the lock keeper and I shouted at the youth holding the offending boat's mooring rope.
When I turned back to look at the couple again, 'Never's' deck was level with the top of the lock, and the girl was stepping on board. I gave her a startled glance and opened my mouth to speak, closing it rapidly as she said, "Hi Dad, I'm your daughter, Julia."

~ ~ ~ ~ ~~~~~~~~~~~ ~ ~ ~ ~The beginning.
I grew up in a small village in Sussex, 10 miles north of Brighton. I was the only son of the village doctor. I'm Benjamin McMichael, although only my parents and grandparents ever called me Benjamin. To the rest of the world, I was Ben. I was tall for my age, six-feet by my 14th birthday, six-one at the end of my schooling. I was fair skinned, red haired and blue eyed, a result of my highland heritage. I was a 'strapping young lad,' my grandmother's words, not mine.
My father and grandfather, both doctors, had long ago mapped out the direction my life was to take. I was to be the third generation of Dr. McMichael, regardless if I wanted to, or not.
And not, was my preferred option, I was only interested in the human body as a subject for my photography. Throughout my school years, I had dutifully studied the courses chosen by my father. My one rebellion, an indulgence supported by my mother, had been art classes, and the after school photography club.
I had been lucky; the art teacher had a passion for film and photography. I had some skill in sketching and painting, but it wasn't until she let me use a camera that I knew I'd found my reason for living. The photography club became a refuge for my embattled soul.
The intricacies of the camera, lens, and film, combining with the added mystical alchemy of film processing, all found a welcome within my young psyche.
I was 18 and had just started my last year of school, year 13. I was working up to the inevitable confrontation that was soon to occur when I informed my father that I wasn't going to be applying to medical school. Instead, I wanted to study art or more specifically photography at the Brighton College of art.
That was the year I first met Alisha. We met through the photography club. Ah, Alisha, how can I describe her and do her any justice? Alisha was nine months younger than I, in the year below, and already her beauty and character shone through. She was destined to become the undisputed star of the drama club. Her mother was Danish, her father Anglo Caribbean, originally from Barbados. She was a delightful mix of both of their best features. She had her mother's Nordic features and height, with a definite hint of her father's skin coloring. A strikingly beautiful face dominated by striking hazel green eyes and long black hair
Her parents had moved into the village over the summer. My family had been in France at my grandfather's farmhouse in Provence, and we didn't get back until a couple of days before school started. I heard the rumors that there was a beautiful new girl at school on the first day of term, but it was a week later before I got met her in person.
At the start of summer, my mother had given me a surprise present. How she knew I'd been coveting a digital camera to go with my own Canon 35mm SLR, I'll never know. A mother's intuition, I guess. I'd bought my first camera and lenses second hand with the previous year's Christmas money. Having rich relatives who lived abroad was a blessing, sometimes.
On the first night of our vacation, my Mother left the box containing the Canon EOS D30 on the end of my bed. I knew instinctively I couldn't make a fuss, but a brief hug and a kiss on her cheek ensured she was aware how grateful I was.
The camera never seemed too far from my side all summer. The 14-year-old daughter of the housekeeper and her friends became my willing models and friends. They seemed only too happy to spend the summer running through countless fields of crops for me to immortalize. She and her two friends were allowed to use the pool at the farmhouse. Three beautiful French teenagers wearing bikinis with the confidence that only French girls seem to possess filled most of my memory cards and a dozen or so rolls of film.
I was on the computer in the photography lab editing some of my digital holiday photos when a sultry voice from behind me murmured, "That's a stunning image of a beautiful girl; is she your girlfriend?"
I started and looked in the direction of the voice to see a face that will be forever etched into my brain. I lost myself in those hazel green eyes, and it took me several moments to recover enough wits to grunt a monosyllabic reply.
"No."
"She's not your girlfriend, or you haven't got one, which is it?"
"Both," I explained, "She's the daughter of my grandfather's housekeeper. I needed a model, and she was happy to help, but that was all. And no, I don't have a girlfriend at present." The last came out with a degree of bitterness I couldn't hide.
"Ah," she said with wisdom beyond her years. "I'm Alisha, by the way, but you can call me Ali. I'm hoping that you are Ben."
I nodded, not sure what to say.
"I've joined the drama club, and one of the members suggested that you might be willing to take some publicity shots of me."
How does a teenager resist the request of a goddess? I know I couldn't. We agreed to meet up at the weekend, and I'd bring my new camera. I thought that would be it and I was expecting her to leave, but no.
"No girlfriend then?" She said as she settled into a chair beside me. She didn't look at me, concentrating on the image on the screen.
I shook my head, "We had a difference of opinion; we'd been together for the last year. I thought that we were exclusive, she didn't. I found out she'd been playing the field over the summer and wasn't interested in stopping." I shrugged, "I'm not built that way!"
Alisha grinned, "Good, neither am I."
I gave her an even longer look, was she asking me out? No, she couldn't be, she was way out of my league. I knew that I wasn't bad looking, but there were more than a few boys in my year that were far more eligible, and eager to date the beautiful girl sitting beside me.
"I'm not sure what you want?" I gave her a confused look.
"You're good-looking, all your friends have nice things to say about you, and I'm in the market for a boyfriend like you. I'll be honest I already knew about your girlfriend. She was the one who suggested I ask you about taking the photos. Her loss is, hopefully my gain, and I want to stake my claim before she or one of the others come to their senses and try and snap you up."
I gave her a shocked look. I wasn't a geek but neither was I a great catch. I doubted that I was Alisha's first choice as a boyfriend. Apparently, I was wrong as she leaned towards me and kissed me. Surprised, I froze for a second and then kissed her back. She moved into the kiss with a little whimper of pleasure.
We broke apart, and she gave a little giggle, "Mine now," she whispered, as she patted my arm.
I had a deep-rooted suspicion that I would only last until I was no longer of use to Alisha, or she got a better offer. As the days, then the weeks, and finally the months passed, and she seemed just as happy to be with me, I slowly relaxed. I'd fallen in love with her that first moment, the gaze of her eyes mesmerizing me, although I never completely shook the feeling that someday she'd come to her senses and find a more suitable boyfriend.
Alisha went from strength to strength, she dominated the girls in her year and was incredibly influential with the girls in my year. It was a benign dictatorship, everyone liked or loved her, depending on their sexual orientation. Her social life opened up vast new vistas for me.
At parties and gatherings, she always kept the place beside her for me, and woe betide anyone who tried to claim it for themselves. Her eyes would flash ice, and the poor interloper would shrivel and die. We would kiss and cuddle, and I soon discovered that the unwrapped present was even more beautiful than the wrapped version. We thought about making that final commitment to each other, in the end, we resisted, as Alisha had promised her mother to keep her virginity until her 18th birthday.
It was on stage that her true presence could be seen. She dominated the two plays the school drama department put on that year. The local amateur dramatic society was quick to recruit her into their ranks. She played Eliza Doolittle in their version of Pygmalion to rapturous applause. All the time, I was there with my cameras, recording and documenting her first steps into the limelight.
Back at school, I somehow found the time to study and then sit and pass my A levels. I got a mix of A's and B's in my sciences, and A's for my Math's, English, and Art. My father had given me the application forms for the two best medical schools, placing the one from his old school on top. I handed him the acceptance letter from the Brighton College of art, and we didn't talk for days. My mother interceded, finally convincing him that I was making the best decision.
It was later that summer that Ali and I took the ultimate step in our relationship. Alisha's 18th birthday, I'd expected that she'd have wanted a big, over the top celebration for her coming of age, but no, a birthday meal with our families the evening before her birthday on Sunday was what she wanted.
She wanted to spend her birthday Sunday alone with me. "I have a present for you," she whispered in my ear.
"And I have one for you," I replied.
I'd passed my driving test earlier in the year, so I borrowed my mother's car. My mother packed us a picnic, and we drove along the winding lanes that crisscrossed the South Downs until we reached a favorite spot of mine: a grass-covered track led along a babbling brook in a shady valley. We parked at the end of the track, took the picnic bag and a blanket, and walked up the path along the stream and to a shaded grassy dell.
Inside the bag, I found a bottle of white wine, a gift from the vineyard on grandfather's farm. I set it chilling in the stream while Alisha set out the food on the blanket. She knelt up, gave me a coy look and pulled her t-shirt off. She was wearing a powder blue a bikini top that stood against the pale coffee of her skin. As she removed her shorts, the matching bikini bottom, hugging her curves were exposed. Two brief triangles of fabric that tied at the side.
I grinned at the beautiful woman before me. I drew her into my arms, and we kissed, a kiss full of the promise of youth and the passion of first love. Breaking the kiss, she tugged my top up and off my body, her fingers smoothing my ruffled hair.
"I have a present for you," I said as I slid a wrapped package from a side pocket of the picnic bag. She opened it to expose on old jewelry case in green velvet. Her startled eyes flicked up to meet mine.
"Is it a..?
I shook my head, "No, open it and see."
She opened the box, and on the silk lining lay a large emerald pendant on a fine gold chain with a matching pair of emerald drop earrings.
"Oh, Ben, they're so beautiful."
"They belonged to my grandmother; her fiancé gave them to her on her 18th birthday as promises of his love for her." I gave a little sigh, "then he went off to war and never came back."
"So the one who gave them to her isn't your grandfather?"
"No, she met him after the war. She sent them to me a few weeks ago, after she met you over Easter. She'd told me the story and thought that I might have a use for them!"
Alisha gazed at the contents and then placing the pendant in my hand, bent her head forward so that I could fasten it around her neck. The Emerald teardrop nestled between the curves of her breasts.
She replaced her plain gold studs with the emeralds and pulled her long black hair back behind her ears. She squatted back on her heels, raising her arms.
I whistled in appreciation, and picking up my ever-present camera, took several pictures of her in the dappled sunlight filtering down through the trees. Through the viewfinder her image smiled at me, stretching and playing with my emotions. Her fingers unclasped her bikini top, and the flimsy fabric slid down to circle her waist.
That photograph still sits on the wall of my bedroom. Alisha is kneeling back on her heels on the tartan blanket, a smile that lights up her face, arms poised behind her head, her skin flecked with dapples of sunlight. One breast is in shadow, the other glowing in the dappled golden light. The deep green emerald nestled between them. Around her slim waist, the abandoned bikini top hinted at the pleasures promised.
Putting the camera down, I pulled her down to lie on the blanket beside me. She shivered and whimpered as I ran my fingertips down her neck and across her chest, following the curves of her firm breasts. Her dark nipples crinkled and firmed.
She kissed my neck and whispered into my ear, "Now it's time for my present to you, I want you to take my virginity. I've been saving it for today, and I want to give to the man I love with all my heart."
I couldn't resist. "Do you want me to leave so he can join you," I whispered back. I squeeze her nipple as I did so.
"Yesss, I mean no, you bastard. Oh, God, that feels so good." She groaned in pleasure.
She pulled my head down, and I replaced my fingers with my mouth, teasing and sucking her nipples as they hardened and stood out proudly. She raised her hips as I pulled on the ties holding her bikini bottom together. I twirled the two triangles of fabric around my fingers. Ali laughed and made a playful grab for them, snatching them from me.



My hand moved down the soft skin of her body until I felt the soft, springy curls nestling at the top of her slit. My fingers delved lower, and she gasped and shuddered when I pressed her hard button, and let my fingers curl protectively over her mons.
"Oh, God, I love it when you touch me there," she gasped and spread her legs, inviting me to plunder further. Her black curly tuft drew me down, and she shuddered as I licked along her succulent pussy lips, tasting the sweet honey of her arousal. I licked and sucked her clit, my arousal painfully pressing against the blanket covered ground.
She shuddered with a muted cry as I pushed two fingers into the hot wet warmth of her pussy. She came a few moments later as I caressed her G-spot, this time with a loud cry. Her legs tightened around my head, and I nibbled at her clit and she writhed under me.
"Oh, holy fuck, what are you doing to me, I love you so much."
I looked up at her sweat coated face as she rose to her elbows and peered down her body at me.
"I love the sweet taste of you," I told her, "But now, I just want to bury myself deep inside you."
"Please," she said, "fuck me, show me how much you love me." She held her arms out to me, inviting me to cover her body with mine.
That afternoon became a symphony of lovemaking, with both of us playing the other like fine instruments, with intermissions for food and drink. When we grew too sticky, we restored ourselves with refreshing dips in the clear cold water of the stream, washing the sweat and fluids off our glistening bodies.
We finally admitted defeat, our bodies aching in that delightful way uninhibited lovemaking produces. A last dip in the stream to freshen up, and then we lay down wrapped in each other arms. Our relationship had taken a quantum step forward.
Alisha played with the Emerald pendant lying between her breasts. "I can understand why your grandmother's fiancé gave her this as a gift of love. I love that you've given it to me for the same reason. I promise I'll wear it forever."
She pulled me close and kissed me with all the passion left in her body to seal the promise.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~~~~~~~~~~~~~ ~ ~ ~ ~The in-between years:
The good years
The good years were full of love.
College was a good time for me, my father bought me a car, and I was able to carry on living at home. I loved all the different aspects of film and photography. I was quick to appropriate, our old summer house at the end of the garden, over my father wishes. (I think he had a use for it as a hiding place from my mother). With Ali's help, I convert it into a studio and a small darkroom.
Ali was even better for me. We were in love with a capital 'L' both sets of parents cautioned us to take things slowly
Ali's enjoyment of acting grew, as well, and it was after seeing a few photos of her from one of her shows that the head of the fashion department of my college asked her to be a model for the student's summer show. She wowed the audience with her performance on the catwalk, including the head of the college's drama school. At the start of the next academic year, we were both students at the same college of art and drama.
After me, Alisha's first love was drama, and for her first year, that's what she concentrated her studies on, but as a result of her interaction with the fashion students, a second interest began creeping in, that of fashion and design. I think she saw the two as complementary aspects of the other. She loved the limelight, the ability to draw an audience in, to make them believe in her character.
The same could be said of her presence on the catwalk. She quickly became the favorite model of every student on the fashion course, the one they chose to wear that special dress. You know, the one with which they close their show. Her designs were good, but she could add that something extra to the dress she was wearing that would make it stand out.
As she grew and evolved from the beautiful girl I'd first fallen in love with, into the stunningly beautiful and charismatic woman she was. I was there with my camera; I don't think there was a day that I didn't take at least one image of her, and after I'd taken them I would add notes about them in my journal.
I'd been keeping a journal since I was 12. The first was a leather-bound notebook my mother gave me for Christmas, a tradition she'd continued all along. Early entries were just dry accounts of my day, but they soon changed into ideas and observations. Little sketches dotted the pages, then a few stumbling poems made their appearance. They became the home for all my rambling outpourings. There was even the odd short story in the last couple of journals.
Life changes: at the start of my last year and Ali's second, I moved into a flat in Brighton. My grandfather died after a short illness in the spring. He was buried at our local church, and my grandmother stayed with us for a couple of months. She reluctantly decided it was time to sell the farm in France and move back to England. Although my parents offered a place in our home, she bought a small cottage in the village near us.
She also bought a house in the old town of Brighton that was converted into a pair of flats. We all thought she'd bought it as an investment, but she surprised everyone, especially me when she gave me the whole house for my 21st birthday.
The house was on one of the numerous hills over which Brighton is built. I chose to live in the top floor flat, as it came with an extra bedroom in the attic and a view across the rooftops to the sea. The balcony off the lounge gave access to the small raised garden. The house was within walking distance of the college, so long as you didn't mind all the steep streets. The lower floor flat, I furnished and rented out to fellow students.
Once I was settled into my new home, I asked Alisha two questions. The first she said yes to immediately, the second was a conditional yes. The questions? The first was to move into the flat and live with me. The second was to marry me, this one she said yes to, but not yet.
"I want to marry you," she told me as she held the antique emerald and diamond engagement ring I'd bought for her. "And we are going to, I promise you, but I want to complete my education first and find a career that I'm happy with first." She briefly touched the pendant hanging around her neck. "I already have my token of your love, and I'll never take it off. I'll wear the ring with pleasure, but I don't want you to set a date. Will you agree to let me wear the ring under those circumstances?"
I'd have much preferred a full commitment from her, but we'd been together for three years, and I'd never seen her waver in our relationship. I had been going to suggest a summer marriage after I had graduated. I'd sold a few of my photos recently, and I had the offer of a part-time position with a local photography studio as soon as I graduated. I was feeling fairly optimistic about my future.
Honestly, a couple more years seemed neither here nor there, since we would be living together, so I took the ring from her and slid it onto her finger in answer to her question.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~~~~~~~~~~~~~ ~ ~ ~ ~The bad years.
The bad years started with a good year for both of us, but the genesis of the bad years was set midway through Alisha's last year at college.
I'd managed to graduate with an art degree the previous year. After a lot of consideration, I decided not to continue renting out the lower floor flat. With a bit of seed money from my parents and my grandmother, I got a local builder in to convert it into a photography studio and started my own business. I'd learned a lot, working part-time the year before, for an established photographer in Hove, a town just along the coast.
One of my first customers was Sandra, a young local wedding dress designer with a growing reputation. She wanted 'artsy' shots of some of her new styles. She had a pretty assistant who she usually used as a model, but I quickly convinced her that Alisha would be a far better choice.
We tried a shoot in her shop and then my studio, and while the dresses and the Alisha looked stunning, there was something about the resulting images that I felt was lacking something. I convinced Sandra to let me take Alisha and the dresses up to the open expanses of the South Downs, and there the model and dresses came alive.
Windswept golden grass became the perfect backdrop to Alisha in the different white dresses. In some, the train would swirl adding motion to a frozen Alisha. I'd bought a few flowers for her to hold and I took several images with her holding a variety of single blossoms. When I presented the edited images to Sandra, she was ecstatic with her praise and was happy to promote me to potential clients.
In my spare time, I played with several of the images I'd taken on the hillside. I'd bought a reasonable computer when I'd opened the studio, and tried not to cry too much at the price of a high-quality A3 color photographic printer. Mercifully, it came with a copy of Photoshop, so that was one expense I saved.
I ended up with a series of eight prints, each one processed in high contrast black and white except for the single splash of color from the different flowers Alisha held. The most striking was a pair of images where she was holding a single sunflower in a different position.
I showed them to the owner of an art gallery in the Brighton Lanes. He'd exhibited a couple of my photos the previous year, and I hoped he would be interested. David surprised me; he was keen to add them to his next show of local artists and photographers in a couple of months. He suggested I should print, frame and sign three copies of each. David was fairly sure that he would be able to sell all of them.
I delivered the prints to David in late September. The show had been pushed back until the end of November, so I put it out of my mind. Meanwhile, I was getting a steady trickle of business, enough to pay the bills with a little left over.
Alisha started her third and last year and was immediately taken under the wing of a new acting coach, an actress who'd been a stalwart of the London theatre scene for many years. Angelique had recently retired and moved to Brighton and had taken up a part-time coaching position at the college. She watched Alisha and immediately saw her potential and claimed her for her own.
Angelique was always somewhat distant from me; I think she saw me as a competitor for Alisha's attention, or more likely a distraction. She was cool towards me from the start, and for the first time, I was made to feel unwelcome at the rehearsals for the new play the drama department was preparing. Previously, I'd been there with my camera whenever I was free. Angelique was upset when Alisha complained to the head of the department after I was asked to leave.
Angelique also tried to get Ali not to model for the third year students' New Year's fashion show.
"I don't know what's up with that woman," Alisha complained. "If she weren't so talented, I'd request a different acting coach."
I looked up from my journal and asked, "She's not still going on about me being at the rehearsals is she?"
"Nope, she's finally accepted that. Now she's got a new bee in her bonnet. You know I'm only doing the history of fashion after I dropped the rest of the design course."
I nodded, not too sure where this was going. She'd done that last year as she had wanted to spend more time on the different aspects of the drama course. History of fashion was a class that crossed the divide between the two departments, and she was still taking it.
"Well, now she wants me to drop the fashion show." Alisha plucked my journal from my fingers and sat on my lap.
"But you're not showing anything."
"I know, that not it, she doesn't want me to model for the end of term fashion shows. It's not like it's a big commitment, all the designers have my measurements, so it's only a case of me turning up for the rehearsals and the three afternoons and evenings that the show runs for."
"So what's her problem?"
"She's got herself appointed as assistant director of the play, and now she wants to schedule a mandatory additional dress rehearsal on the same evening as the last of the fashion shows."
"She can't do that, isn't there some rule that different departments don't schedule things for the same time if there are students committed to both classes?"
Alisha gave me a brief smile, "That's the way it's supposed to be, but the damn woman is saying that she can get a couple of critics to come and observe the cast and then give us feedback."
"Isn't that a big thing?" I asked. "It wouldn't harm you to be there."
"It would be if they were anyone important, but it sounds like they're both minor critics we've barely heard of. She's been going on at me about wasting my time as a model all last week, and now suddenly this. I've promised the designers I'll be there, some of the dresses were designed with me in mind."
"Well she's not going to drop you from the play; that would just be stupid." I pointed out. "It would cause her far more problems than it will you."
She nodded and wriggled to make herself more comfortable on my lap. "That why I love you, you're so calm while I panic."
"I'm not so sure about the calm bit," I groaned. She was causing me a fair amount of discomfort as my body responded to her wriggling in the only honorable way it could.
Her giggle was infectious, she moved her hips and then kissed me. I groaned again, and this time she took pity on my poor abused body.
She slid off my lap and knelt between my legs. She looked up at me, "Then I suppose I better make you more comfortable." The smile she gave me caused shivers to run down my spine. She loosened my belt and undid the button and fly of my jeans. She stroked the bulge that promised and threatened so much. A quick tug on my boxers and Alisha freed my cock. Her tongue ran around the head making me whimper.
I lay back in the armchair and let Alisha do what she does best. She teased me, bringing me close but refusing to let me crest the wave. Time and time again I was so close, yet so far. My love took mercy on me, and I spurted my essence, as she swallowed every drop. I pulled her up to me, and we kissed, I could still taste myself on her tongue
She broke the kiss with a grin and murmured, "You still taste as good now as you did that first time."
"But you've got so much better at drawing it from me."
"It's only fair; you turn me inside out with your lovemaking. I love you and I always will."
I led her to the bedroom and proved how much I loved her, possessing and sharing until we both collapsed exhausted and slept for the few remaining hours of the night.
It took several days for Alisha to resolve her issues with Angelique. The simple one of the critics was resolved when they accepted an invitation to one of the scheduled rehearsals.
Angelique's insistence that Alisha should only concentrate on her acting career needed an intervention from both departments' heads. In hindsight; such a wonderful thing isn't it! I wonder how different my life might have been if Angelique had gotten her way?

~ ~ ~ ~ ~~~~~~~~~~~~~ ~ ~ ~ ~David, the gallery owner, called and invited us to the first night of his show of local artists now to be held in December. "Sorry it's been put off a bit, but I do have some good news, I've shown some of your images to a few people, and they love them," he said. "I was wondering if you have any more of the same model that is of the same quality."
I smiled, just a few, I thought. "Monochrome or colored, and do they need to have a theme?"
He paused for a moment, "Not studio shots I think, and I don't it matters if they are colored or not. Six if you've got them; with the others, that'll cover a whole wall."
I told Alisha that evening and asked her to help me pick the six images. She had no hesitation in her choice.
"Those shots we took in our dell this summer," she said. "The nudes in the dappled sunlight. The ones where my back is turned to you, and I'm looking over my shoulder at you. I love the way you can only see where the sunlight falls on my skin and they are all different."
"Yeah, there was a breeze, and the branches were swaying, the light kept changing," I recalled.
A lot of the shots from that day hadn't worked, but there were about 20 that had. Several of which were spectacular. I pulled the file up on the computer. I'd been using an ultra-fine medium format color film that day, and it had required longish exposure times. Alisha had been very patient and we'd both been pleased with those that had worked. I had scanned the best onto the computer meaning to see if there was more I could do with Photoshop but hadn't got round to yet.
She peered over my shoulder and pointed at the screen. "That one, that one, those two, maybe that one." She continued and finally picked out seven that she liked, then kissed my cheek as she went off to cook supper for us.
I decided on an eighth and saved them all to a new file to work on the next day. I'd print three copies of the best six and frame and sign them.
Supper was delicious and later, so was she. Her moans died away, and her fingers relaxed their grip on my hair. I raised my head and gazed into her eyes as she stared down herself at me. I kissed her erect clit, and she shuddered again.
"Fuck Ben, I'm not sure how many times I came," she hissed as she moved down the bed to lie beside me. She licked my face, smiling as she tasted the evidence of her body's surrender to my mouth and fingers.
"I lost count at six Ali, but who's counting!"
"Idiot."
"Yeah, but I'm your idiot."
"Aren't you just." Then she sighed, "Do you think we'll be like this when we're old and wrinkly?"
"God, I hope so," I said and then paused to look at her. Her usual post gratification glowing face had a concerned expression. "Is something worrying you?"
She wriggled into a more comfortable position, her face just inches from mine. "No... Maybe," she admitted. "This thing with Angelique has got me questioning what I want out of life. I had thought I'd go on to teacher training after college and become a drama teacher. I thought I would be happy teaching as well as doing a bit of theatre and some modeling."
"And now?"
"Her insistence that I should drop the modeling has made me question everything. When she gave me the option of the play or walking the catwalk my first thought was, I want both. Now I'm not so sure, I enjoy the thrill that acting gives me, and all the backstage stuff is fascinating, but it all fades away with the adrenaline kick I get when I walk down the catwalk, I love it when you're there with your camera."
"So what do you want to do?"
"I thought that I would send out a portfolio to some of the modeling agencies after I finish college."
I had a feeling of unease deep in the pit of my stomach. I knew how hard models needed to work to get to the top of their profession. The long hours and extensive travel. What would that do to our relationship? I had the business I was building up, so that was going to restrict how much I could travel, but it was her life, and I had to let her live it.
I shrugged, "If you're sure that's what you want then I'll support you. We can go through your photos, and I'll take some more if needed."
"You will? I love you so much." She pulled me on top of her and wrapped her long legs around my thighs. "Let me show you how much I love you!" she said as she grasped my hard cock.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~~~~~~~~~~~~~ ~ ~ ~ ~


I delivered the additional prints to David a week later.
"I'm glad you remembered the extra copies, I meant to remind you," he said as I laid them on a bench. He gave a little whistle of admiration, "Christ they're good Ben, and she's beautiful, who is she, a local model?"
"She's my fiancé, Alisha, and she's a student at the art college. She's only worked with me, but she's done the odd fashion show for the college."
David got out the other images, and I helped him stand them up around the edge of the room. He stood in the center and slowly turned, studying each of them intently.
He pursed his lips in thought and then asked, "How much more have you got that are to this standard?"
"With or without Ali?"
"Both, she's a great subject, but I can see you've got an eye for the landscape as well."
I thought for a moment before answering, "I've got over three years of work, a lot of it with her as the model. I guess there's at least another 50 or so that are at least as good as these."
"Then I'd like to host a one-man show of your work early next year. I don't want to dilute the impact of your work with other pieces. Is there any chance you could print some of these in a larger format?"
I paused, considering his request, "The prints from the negatives I can do myself, but the digital ones, well, this is the largest size my printer can handle." I pointed at the image he was holding.
"That's not a problem; I know a professional print shop that can handle those images," he said.
David showed me the gallery areas he was considering using. "We'll use these two rooms, and I'd like one larger piece on each of these walls. The best will go on this partition."
"That's," and I counted them off in my mind, "six large pieces then."
David nodded and picked up what I considered to be the best of the wedding dress and sunflower shots. "This one here," and he pointed at the wall facing the entrance.
"How much larger?"
He removed the painting that hung there and placed the framed photo in its place. We both stepped back and looked.
"Twice as large I think," David finally said. "You'll not lose any of the quality will you, at that size?"
"No, it should be fine, I printed a couple of cropped versions of her to that scale, and they didn't lose anything."
"Great." He removed the photo and studied it for a long time. "She is very beautiful, perfect face and body for modeling. I know a few people in the business I can introduce her to."
"Well, I know she's considering modeling as a career, but she wants to finish college first. I'm making up a portfolio for her to submit to some of the agencies next year."
David gave me a calculating look. "Be careful, Ben; I don't think I know of one model who's still with her boyfriend. Are you getting married soon?"
"Not for a couple of years, she was thinking about a teacher training course, but now I guess she'll see how the modeling pans out."
December saw Ali on stage in the drama department's end of term play. As usual, she was a powerful presence on the stage, yet for the first time that I could remember, I saw that her heart wasn't in it. She gave a great performance, and the critic's reviews were impressive, but it had been the fashion shows the week before where she shone.
I still have some of the photographs I took over those three days. Her presence on the catwalk made her seem twice as large. At the after-show party, she was almost bouncing off the walls; she was so excited. She clung to me all evening
"This is what I want," she said. "I feel so alive when I'm walking down the catwalk."
"I know you do," I said with a tinge of sadness in my voice. I'd taken David's words to heart, and I had a sense of foreboding that if she made this step, our relationship would be changed.
Ali sensed my thoughts, "You are the only thing that can match this feeling," she whispered into my ear."
"Just match?"
She turned to face me, arms around my waist and pulling me as close as she could. "If I was given a choice, you or this, I'll always choose you." She eased back a fraction and pulled the chain around her neck up, so the emerald pendant I'd given her for her 18th birthday flickered in the lights. "This, even more than the ring is my promise to you. I'll always wear it, so you know how much I love you."

~ ~ ~ ~ ~~~~~~~~~~~~~ ~ ~ ~ ~The one-man show was a great success, David sold every photo, and I had numerous offers of work in the future, but yet, after the opening night's social event, I was left with a sense of foreboding.
The opening night event was an all ticket affair. David had obviously used all of his contacts and pulled in favors because as well as several well-known photographers, there were representatives of three of the largest modeling agencies based in London. While everyone seemed keen to meet me, it was Alisha who was the star of the show.
She wore a short dress that one of the fashion students had created for her. The ivory colored dress was embroidered with tiny seed pearls. The color of the dress enhanced the glow of her skin. Its length made her long legs seem even longer. The top cut so low at the back there was no way she could wear a bra.
Ali introduced me to different groups of people over the evening, introducing me as her photographer boyfriend and asked if I'd send her portfolio to them. I corrected her once, pointing out that I was her fiancé, but she didn't seem to notice and kept on calling me her boyfriend.
David kept me busy all evening talking to purchasers and potential purchasers. Ali was flitting about like a butterfly, circling the room, pausing to settle on a new flower before returning to her favorite plant.
When we got home, her dress and thong were on the floor no sooner than the door closed behind us. She wrapped a long silky soft leg around me, pulling me close, her face buried in my neck
"I love you so much, Ben; you're the best boyfriend ever!" Her voice was happy and bubbly.
The frustration from the evening surfaced again. "I love you, too, but why am I only your boyfriend? Not once this evening did you introduce me as your fiancé."
She pulled her head back to stare at me, surprise and anguish written across her face. "Oh, Ben, I'm sorry I didn't mean anything by that. I love you so much that it doesn't worry what I call you. You're my love, nothing else matters. For me, it's so sweet and simple."
I tried to put my thoughts into words. "I guess I get scared, you're everything to me, and I don't think I've ever envisioned a life without you, but sometimes I feel like I'm just a game to you and sooner or later you'll find a better one."
"Never love," she said emphatically. "There will never be a person I love as much as you."
She stepped back and sank on one knee. A naked woman still in her high heels. She eased her ring off her finger and held it out to me. "You once asked me to marry you, and I said yes, but... Now I'm asking you, will you please marry me with no buts or prevaricating."
"Yes, when?"
"As soon as we can, parents and church permitting."
"Why the change, you wanted to wait until you were settled?" I asked
"Because, as much as you were scared you'd lose me, I'm even more scared that you will find someone else."
We need to have a serious talk, and her kneeling naked before me wasn't helping my concentration. I reluctantly pulled Ali to her feet and wrapped a shawl she'd left draped over the back of a chair over her shoulders. We sat down on the sofa, and she curled up like a cat, resting her head on my lap.
"Why would you ever think that I'd leave you?" I asked as I ran my fingers through her long black tresses
"Because you are such a wonderful person, all night people were telling me how lucky I was to have a boyfriend as talented as you." She turned her face up to look at me. The shawl was sliding down her shoulders and exposing one of her perfect breasts.
She ran a hand down her body, "I've always known I'm pretty," she said, "but it takes someone as skilled as you to make me look as good as I did in those photos."
I shook my head in disbelief, "Every man and quite a few of the women tonight wanted you for themselves, and that's what scares me, I know I'm only average. I'm always going to wonder when you'll find someone better."
She gave a little laugh, "So we both think we're not good enough for the other. Believe me; you've never been average. That first day at school, the only thing the girls in my class were talking about was the fact that the amazing Ben had dumped his cheating girlfriend and was available. Girls were talking about dumping their boyfriends so that they could have a chance with you. I didn't need those photos; it was just an excuse to meet and then get you on my own. You say you've loved me from the first time we met. I fell in love with you as I stood in the doorway watching you sit in front of that computer."
I had to smile as I looked down at her earnest eyes. "And I thought I was the one chasing you!"
"Oh you were, only I was already caught. That just proves my point we need to get married so we can look after each other."
We sealed the agreement with a kiss, and then I picked her up and carried her off to the bedroom where we proved how much we loved each other until we both fell into an exhausted sleep.
Both sets of parents took over the wedding, finally grateful that we had set a date. We were married a week before Easter in the village church. I nervously watched my new assistant taking our wedding photos.
"Stop it," Alisha whispered. "You know how good Mia is, her photos will be almost as good as if you'd taken them."
She was right of course; Mia had been, by far, the best of the applicants who'd responded to my advert for an assistant. She was French, a tiny beautiful girl of Moroccan descent. Her boyfriend was a chef and was working in one of the best local restaurants. She'd studied art and photography in France. It had taken us less than a week to bond into an efficient team.
Still, that didn't stop me worrying about the images. I could see Mia shaking her head and smiling in amusement as I watched her set up the wedding party shots. Finally, she came over and showed me a few of the shots.
"Good enough, boss?" she said in her cute French accent. Of course they were, and I told her so.
Ali tapped the back of my head. "I told him he had nothing to worry about, but you know what a fusspot he is."
Mia laughed and stood on her tiptoes and gave first Ali then me a kiss. "Go and enjoy yourselves, I've got this, I promise you."
We spent our first night as a married couple in a small country hotel just outside of Copthorne, the honeymoon proper was two weeks in the Maldives, our flight leaving the next morning from Gatwick airport.
The honeymoon was everything we both hoped it would be. Both sets of parents had clubbed together to treat us. We had business class seats on the flight, and our room was the honeymoon suite, set at the end of a wooden walkway over the crystal clear waters of the Indian Ocean.
What followed was two weeks of frolicking in the water and lazing about on the sand by day, and nights of unbridled passion that never seemed to end. Ali allowed me to bring one camera, and I filled several memory cards with perfect memories of her.
Three months after our wedding, Ali was offered a contract with one of the big London modeling agencies, and for the first year, everything seemed rosy. Most of her assignments were either fashion shows or photo shoots in the UK, so she was only gone a couple of day at a time. I traveled with her for the only couple of foreign assignments she had. We treated them as holidays, staying on at the location for a few extra days.
By the end of her first year, she had gained a good reputation in the business. Photographers and magazines editors began to request her for specific shoots.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~~~~~~~~~~~~~ ~ ~ ~ ~To be continued.
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Alisha: A Dark Romance.
It's a tale as old as time, of love found, lost and found again. It's the oldest plot in literature.
This is my take on this tale. It concentrates on the 'found again' part, and looks at the difficulties people have in rebuilding a relationship, and for one, regaining trust after it has been lost. Is it a loving wife's tale or a Romance? I started out writing a lost love romance but as it progressed it became darker and darker until it seems to me to have slipped into the LW category.
This is the second part (of 5). All are finished and I'll be submitting them on consecutive days. it is not a BTB tale - if that's what you are looking for then I'd suggest you stop reading now! I've left voting and comments on. I will delete any non-constructive or abusive comments.
Review and editing was by the wonderful Blackrandl1958. All of the remaining mistakes are mine as I can't resist that final tweak.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Alisha - Chapter 2
Eighteen months later:
I dropped my bag just inside the door of the flat, and my backpack on the table. I collapsed on the sofa in the lounge, sick to my stomach. I glanced at my watch, 12 hours since I'd walked out of the hotel room, and I guessed Ali still hadn't noticed I'd left.
I'd flown out to Antigua five days earlier to join Ali on her latest assignment, I hadn't seen her for several days, and our reunion was as passionate as ever. I was glad that absence made the heart fonder, as she'd been somewhat distant for the past few months.
On her last couple of assignments, she'd barely made any time for me, yet she'd been the one who'd wanted me with her. She'd blamed it on the pressure of work, so when she was offered this contract we'd arraigned that I would join her and we'd have a week's vacation at the end. I was looking forward to a relaxing vacation and the chance to reconnect with my wife.
I got a renewed taste of reality the next morning. Alisha was scheduled for a swimwear shoot at dawn on the hotel's exclusive beach. She had woken me up with a kiss as she'd left the room.
"It's very early," she whispered. "You stay in bed, I'll be finished in a few hours, and we can have a late breakfast. You can come and collect me later."
I tried to sleep but I couldn't, I showered and stood on the balcony and saw the lights of the photographer's crew on the beach below. What the hell, I thought; I might as well go and watch the shoot.
As I stepped onto the sand, a security guard stopped me. "Sorry, this section of the beach is off limits to the public," he told me.
"That alright, I'm Alisha's husband."
"And she's?"
"The model," and I pointed at her as she stood ankle deep in the surf 50 yards away.
He shook his head, "My instructions are to let only let people with a pass onto the beach.
Fuck it, I thought, I'd always been allowed to be with Ali on a shoot, and this wasn't going to be the first time it happened. I called over to her.
She paused and gave me a wave and a few moments later one of the numerous assistants came walking over. Good, I thought; we'll get this solved quickly.
Before I could say anything, the woman spoke. "You need to leave; you're disturbing James." The assistant spoke in an American accent.
"And who the fuck is James?"
"He's the photographer," she said in a shocked tone.
I shrugged dismissively, "Fair enough, but it's not him I want to see, it's my wife, so if you could just tell this nice man to let me pass everything will be fine."
"I can't; it's a closed set."
I gave her an incredulous look, there had to be at least 20 people on the beach, and I could tell that at least half of them had no discernible role in the shoot.
"Ali," I shouted, "This idiot won't let me on the beach."
She stopped in mid-pose and then headed in my direction. She was stopped by the photographer, who I assumed was the famous James. I could hear the harsh tone of the conversation from where I was standing. James pointed back at the surf, and Ali just stood there shaking her head and pointing at me.
A third person joined them, and to my surprise, after a moment Ali walked back into the surf. This third person headed over in my direction. As he approached, I recognized him from Ali's agency. Tony looked after Ali for the modeling agency.
"Ben, I'm sorry, but James won't have another photographer on any of his shots." He said as he approached me.
"I'm not here as a bloody photographer; I don't even have a camera on me. I'm here as Ali's husband, and I seem to recall her contract specifically states I can accompany her on shoots as a chaperone."
"Christ, Ben, please don't push that. He's a temperamental bastard at the best of times. He just about had a hissy fit when he saw you."
"Then he needs to grow a pair. Get Ali over here; I want to know what he said to her. Then tell this wanker," and I pointed at the security guard, "That I can access the shoot whenever I want."
Tony groaned, then made his way back to the shoot. He stopped to speak with James, and I watched in amusement as James started stamping his feet. It probably would have looked a lot more impressive if it hadn't been on the sand; all he achieved was to kick sand over his camera equipment.
Tony waved at Ali and pointed at me, and she ran over. "I'm sorry, love," she said as she hugged me. "I think it may be better if you wait for me in the room."
"Christ, am I a naughty child who needs to stand in the corner?"
"Don't be stupid; that not what I meant. I just don't want to annoy him anymore. He's supposed to be a genius and the only photographer the client will only use for their shoots. The shoot is a multi-page spread in an important American magazine, and I could get some amazing exposure when it's published."
"Ali, that's ridiculous, half the people over there are nothing to do with the shoot. I just want to be sure that you are okay and nobody's hassling you."
Tony had appeared beside her as I said that and I said to him, "You better have one of these magical passes for me, or my wife and I are going back to our room, and we'll watch the rest of the sunrise from our balcony."
Ali gave a little snort of amusement, but then said seriously. "I can't; I need to finish this."
I shook my head, "No, we need to resolve this; either the agency lives up to its contract and I'm allowed on set, or I'm flying home, Ali. I'm not going to hang around here for the next few days on the off chance I'll be able to see you between shots. I looked at your schedule last night, three more days of almost non-stop shoots."
Ali looked surprised at my blunt statement. "You don't mean it; you wouldn't leave."
"Why shouldn't I; this is the third time you've asked me to come with you and then ignored me. What's the point of me being here if you are going to abandon me like you did the other time's?"
"It's only for the next few days, and then we have a couple of days to ourselves."
"A couple of days; don't you mean a week."
"Err, yes sorry that's what I meant."
Tony handed me a laminated pass he'd pulled from his pocket. "For Christ's sake only use it if you need to. He's pissed off enough as it is and we can't afford for him to walk."
"Is he that good?" I asked nodding in James direction.
Tony hesitated, "Not really, oh he's good, no doubt about it, but honestly, you are as good if not better. It's just that for some reason the client, the owner of the fashion house, seems to think the sun shines out of that twat's ass."
"So, what's he got against me; he obviously likes people watching him from the size of the crowd over there."
Ali looked embarrassed, "Probably my fault," she admitted. "I was showing a few people some of my favorite photos you've taken of me, and James wanted to see them. He knows how good you are, love."
Oh crap. I looked back at the beach, and I could see what James was trying to achieve from this shoot. "You better go back," I told her. "The lights going to be perfect for about 15 minutes. I'll go for a walk and leave you to it."
Ali kissed me and hurried back to the shoot. I looked at the pass in my hand and then at a relieved looking Tony. "This better not be a one-off pass, I will be at the rest of the shots."
He flipped it over and pointed at the 'all access' hologram. "Ali didn't tell me you were coming or I'd have left this for you at the front desk."
"I had promised to do the photos for an old school friend's wedding, so I only able to get here last night," I explained.
Usually, if I was coming with her, we'd fly in together, so I wasn't that surprised Tony hadn't been aware I'd be here.
"We're going to take a few days' vacation after the shoot finishes."
I took a walk along the beach and found a hammock to lie down on. I fished out my phone and googled James, the photographer. I'd never heard of him before, and for a so-called genius, there wasn't that much information available, but there was enough for me to contemplate. I kept an eye on the shoot, and when it looked like they were nearing the end, I returned to the terrace.
Ali was all apologetic when she reached the terrace where I was waiting when the shoot finally wrapped up half an hour later. We headed up to our room and took a shower together. I washed the sand and salt from her body, and she started to cry.
"I'm sorry, love," she whispered. "I get so wrapped up in these stupid assignments that I forget that you are the most important thing in my life."
"I know, just don't forget in all of this that I love you."
"I know," and she moaned softly as my hands caressed her soft skin.
We dressed with promises of later fun, and with stomachs growling in protest, made our way down to the restaurant and found a table on the terrace. At the far side of the terrace James, Tony and one of James's assistant were sitting at a table with the remains of breakfast scattered across the table surface.
Ali gave them a hesitant wave and I ignored them, concentrating of ordering breakfast and a pot of coffee. We only just started our late breakfast before the assistant was standing at her shoulder insisting that she leave now, as the car to take her to the next location was waiting.
"I've got a hire car so that I can drive Ali around," I said. "Where is it?"
"You can't come, James won't..." he started to say when I glared at him and tapped the access pass lying on the table.
"I will be there, Ali's contract specifies a chaperone," and I smiled at him. "Where is it?"
He reluctantly handed over a copy of the call sheet for that day's locations.
The schedule had them at the next location in an hour, and the attached map showed that it was only 15 minutes away. "Be a good boy and tell James we'll be there on time," and dismissed him.
Ali looked both shocked and amused. "Ben, I better go with them."
"No," I insisted, "not this time. If I don't go with you to this location, he'll try to ban me from all the others. Is that what you want?"
"Nooo," she hesitated, "but I also don't want to spoil my chances for any other assignments."
"You won't, I did a bit of checking up on our friend while I was waiting for you. Other than this one fashion house, he's got very little influence in the business. Look, I'll compromise, I'll only come to this next location, and I'll leave before he's finished. I'm going to take my cameras and drive up to the mountains. This call sheet says you will be wrapping up at six, so I'll book us a table in the restaurant for seven thirty."
"No, I have a better idea," she said. "Let's order room service and eat naked on the balcony."
I laughed and agreed.
I drove her to the next location, a rather boring stream and a pathetic waterfall, hanging around just long enough to make sure James saw me. Then I was off, driving up the narrow winding roads, stopping numerous times photograph the amazing scenery. I couldn't help wishing Ali was with me as some of the places I found would have looked perfect with her in the images.
I got back to the hotel at four, tired, dirty, but content with my efforts. I knew I had some great shots in the camera. I showered and lay down on a sun bed on the balcony and fell asleep in the late afternoon sun.
It was eight o'clock when I was startled awake by a peel of raucous laughter from a balcony below me. The room behind me was dark and quiet. Even if the last shoot had overrun a bit, it was dark by six and Ali should have been back an hour ago.
I checked with the front desk, and they said that some of the group had got back an hour ago, but they hadn't seen Ali. I tried calling her, but her phone went straight to voicemail. By nine o'clock I'd had enough waiting for her, and headed down to the bar for a drink and a snack. As I passed the front desk, the receptionist gave me Ali's call schedule for the following day. Her first item was another beach shoot at six am.
The bar was at the back of the lobby, and I found a comfortable chair with a view of the entrance. It was well after eleven when she showed up, and she wasn't alone. She was in the company of a couple of the guys I'd seen at the shoot earlier that day. She'd obviously been drinking as her voice was slurred and she had an arm around the taller of the two men. He was guiding her towards the lobby elevators, only that bank of elevators didn't service our wing of the hotel.
Enough of this bullshit. I stood and intercepted the three of them at the elevator. The doors were starting to open, I blocked the opening and took hold of Ali's arm
"I'll take her from here," I said with a fake smile. "I'm sure you weren't thinking to do anything stupid with my wife, were you!"
The tall guy removed his arm from her, while his companion muttered, "What the fuck; who's he?"
Ali looked at me through eyes that had trouble focusing. Then seemingly recognizing me, she gasped. "Oh fuck, Ben, I'm sorry I forgot that you were waiting for me. James insisted that we go for a drink after the shoot. I'm not too late am I?"
"What the fuck, Ali; yes you are, it's almost bloody midnight. You were supposed to be back over five hours ago. We were supposed to have dinner together."
"Nooo, it can't be that late, I told Gerry and Ralphy," and she pointed at the two guys trying to sneak onto the elevator, "that I had to be back for seven."
"Well, obviously this pair of dumb fucks can't tell the time, because if I thought that they'd been trying to get you drunk for some other reason, I might get a tad annoyed with them."
I stuck my finger into Gerry's chest. "Don't let me see either of you near my wife again." I gave him a gentle shove back into the elevator, and Ralph scurried in after him.
I kept the doors from closing with my foot and said. "I'd suggest you find another hotel in the morning, or better still, leave the island. Don't let me see you anywhere near my wife ever again." I removed my foot and the doors closed.
I waited until we were in our room before I spoke next. "What the fuck did you think you were doing, you realize they were trying to take you up to one of their rooms.
She sat on the end of the bed and sobbed, "I'm sorry, Ben, I wouldn't have done anything with them I promise," she said. "I love you too much. James insisted that I join him and those two for drinks. Tony told me to go as well. They just ignored me when I said I had to go, and that I was meeting you. They sent the crew bus away, so I was stuck there."
I was going to have a quiet word with James and Tony in the morning. I smiled grimly to myself at the thought.
"Go and have a shower; you stink of cigarettes and stale booze." At least she didn't smell of sex, I thought. "I don't want to share a bed with you while you're like that."
She whimpered, but got up and headed into the bathroom. I shook my head, and taking the bottle of duty-free malt I poured myself a large glass and went out onto the balcony. I stood, hands on the balustrade and looked out over the beach. How had we got to this place in our lives; it wasn't that we didn't love each other any less, but recently it seemed I was taking second place to her career.
I don't know how much later it was when her arms tentatively slid around my waist. I stood still for a moment, not sure how I wanted to respond to her touch.
"I'm sorry, I don't know what's the matter me, Ben." She whispered into the back of my neck. "I knew I was late and I should have insisted they bring me back. Please don't hate me; I couldn't bear it."
Christ, she sounded scared. I turned around and discovered she was naked and shivering.
I held out my arms, and she stepped close and hugged me. "What's happening to us?" I asked.
"I've been foolish; I just need you to keep me sane." She played with the Emerald hanging between her breasts. "You have my promise, my love."
She led me to our bed, and for a second night, we made love until we collapsed in exhaustion.
I was up early the next morning, sliding out of bed without waking her. I made my way down to the lobby and found James and Tony in the restaurant ordering breakfast.
"Ali won't be down," I told them as I sat down and poured myself a cup of coffee. "I left her sleeping." I grabbed James by his arm. "Next time my wife says she doesn't want to go drinking, you won't argue, and you will arrange for a car to drive her back here." He squeaked in shock
"And you," I turned to Tony. "If you ever try pimping my wife out again, I will hurt you." I grabbed his hand and bent one of his fingers back. He cried with pain. "This is just a taste of what I'll do to you. I love my wife and neither of you assholes will do anything to upset her."
The pair of them looked scared, so I guessed they'd got the message. I drank my coffee and stood up. I turn to walk away and spotted several more of James's crew hovering in the entrance. I raised my voice, "Oh yes, all of this morning's shoots with Ali are canceled, you can call our room and let us know where you want her this afternoon." I paused and thought. "Don't call until after one," I told Tony. "I better not find those two assholes from last night anywhere near Ali again."
Tony came rushing after me and caught me by the elevator. "Ben, last night was just a misunderstanding."
"No, a misunderstanding is Ali being a few minutes late. Not that you are telling her, she needs to go for a drink with those two bastards. When I found her, they'd got her drunk and were just about to take her up to one of their rooms. I better not ever see them again."
"Shit," Tony gasped. "Christ, I had no idea; they were friends of James." He swore again then said, "Look after Ali for the rest of the day. I'm canceling the shoots for today. I promise you, the rest of them will be closed to everyone but the crew."
He stalked off in the direction of James, and as the elevator doors closed, I heard his voice raised as he shouted at James.
Ali was still asleep, so I ordered breakfast for both of us. The aroma of freshly brewed coffee had her moving. It took her a moment to notice that it was fully light outside.
"Ben, I'm late for the shoot; why didn't you wake me?" She cried out as she scrambled out of bed.
"Wait, you don't need to rush. I had a word with Tony and James earlier, and after what happened last night, they've agreed to cancel today's schedule so you can just relax for the day."



I thought that she'd be relieved. I wasn't expecting the torrent of abuse I got.
"What the hell did you do, Ben? Shit, I've got to work with these people and I can't afford to get a reputation as a Prima Donna."
"Ali, last night these people set you up. They were happy to pawn you off to a couple of lowlifes, who if I hadn't stopped you, would have spent the night fucking you. So, hell yes, I spoke to them."
"I knew what I was doing."
"Are you saying you wanted to go with them?"
"Christ, no, but they were important people in the fashion business, and they could get me work."
"No, they weren't, Tony said they were just a couple of James' friends. He was buying favors with your body."
The room fell silent as we both glared at each other. I was so pissed off with Ali at that moment. What worried me, even more, was the sickening thought that this might not be the first time this had happened.
I went over to her as she pulled on a t-shirt. "I did what I thought was best for you," I said. "Is this the first time this has happened?"
"Like that, yes, but I'm always getting hit on, you know that."
"I know," I sighed. "Come and have something to eat, then you can call Tony if you want to see if they can rearrange today's schedule."
She came over and put her arms around me, "No, you're probably right; a day's break is going to be best all around. Let's eat and then get out of here."
We spent the rest of the day up in the hills. The Ali of old reappeared and we walked along trails that wound through the rainforest arm in arm.
Shooting began at dawn the following day and continued until dusk. I left Ali to it, and she was back at six-thirty. The next day followed the same schedule except she called to say we were invited to a party that evening.
She spent the evening doing what she does best, flitting from one group to the next, but unlike in the past, she didn't keep returning to my side. I was just left standing like a wallflower until midnight when she wanted to leave. In the hotel room, she undressed and climbed into bed, turning on her side facing away from me. When I slid in behind her, she moved away.
"It's too hot Ben; I just want to sleep."
The next day and another party in the evening. Tony called to say Ali and all the crew had been invited to a party that evening, and they were going there as soon as the last shoot finished.
"Fine," I said reluctantly. "Where is it, I'll meet you there."
"Umm Ben, it's only for the crew. I'm not sure if I can invite you. I was only calling to let you know that Ali won't back until very late and..."
"That better be your idea of a bad joke," I interrupted. "After what happened the last time she went out with this crew do you seriously think I'll let her go on her own?"
"Yes, well, okay. I'll ask the hosts if that okay with them."
"Tony, you've got two options, either I'm there to keep an eye on things, or you arrange for Ali to be driven back here after the shoot finishes. If you don't, it won't be just your finger this time. Do I need to call your office?"
"Fine." He gave me the address; now I almost wish he hadn't. I got there just after eight, and it looked like Ali, and the rest of them had been there for a couple of hours. When Ali greeted me, she'd obviously been drinking. I checked around, and I didn't see Ralph or Gerry about. That was the only good thing about the evening. It followed the same pattern as the previous evening, Ali ignoring me as she played to the gallery.
I stood on the patio with a glass in my hand, a nobody in a crowd of beautiful people that swarmed around Alisha. She'd spoken no more than five words to me all evening. Tonight it was an actor from some American series who'd been fawning all over her.
Finally, when he put his arm around her, resting his hand on her ass, I'd had enough. I'd walked over and pushed myself between the pair of them. I grabbed his hand, bent it back and he stepped away from us in surprise.
The American actor, and I still had no clue as to who he was or what show he was in, placed his hand on my chest. "Who the hell do you think you are? Ali and I are talking."
"I'm her fucking husband, dickhead," I growled, "so piss off."
"Do you know who I am," he spluttered.
"Not a fucking clue, so you can't be anyone important. Whoever you are, that doesn't give you the right to grope my wife's ass. As you don't seem to understand English, let me repeat myself, piss...off...dickhead. Ali, we're leaving!"
I took her arm and pulled her around and looked into her glazed eyes. "Enough," I said, "It's time we left. I'm not standing here any longer like a fucking wallflower."
She shook her head, "But we don't need to go, Ben!"
She pulled me over to the other side of the patio, "What are you doing; Tony wants me to play a role in Ryan's latest show."
"Christ, Ali, how stupid are you? The only role he's thinking about is the one where he takes you to bed and fucks you."
She looked at me in shock and then slapped my face. "These people can do so much more for me than you can, so, I'm going back to Tony and my friends, and I'm going to apologize for your behavior. You might as well go, I'm not going back to the hotel with you tonight," she said dismissively.
She turned on her heels, stalked away back to the actor and put her arm around his. I watched her go and understood she was walking out of my life just as I'd always suspected she would.
I'm a photographer; I'm never without a camera. I had a tiny digital Canon compact in my pocket. I took a couple of shots of Ali as she cozied up against the actor again, the smirk on his face evident as he glanced back in my direction. I thought about stalking over again and wiping that smirk off his face, but it didn't seem worth spending a night in jail. I tossed my drink, glass and all into the swimming pool, and walked away. I flagged down a taxi on the street to make my escape.
At the hotel I considered my options, I'd had enough of her mode swings over the last few months, and now it was obvious that I was no longer a factor in her life. Yes I was probably overly dramatic, but I'd had enough and I had a business of my own I was neglecting. I sat on a chair on the balcony and waited for the sun to rise. The rays of the sun as it crested the horizon, reflected off the water and she'd not returned. I threw my clothes into my bag and grabbed my backpack. A second taxi ride and I walked into the airport, managing to get a seat on the next flight to London. I guessed we needed a day or so to calm down. She'd be home in a few days, and we'd talk then.

~~~~~~~~~

After a day, and in a more sober mind, I tried to call Ali. Her phone went straight to voicemail, and text messages went unanswered. Two days later she got in contact. She left a message on the answer phone at the flat Just a brief message; no 'where are you,' no 'I love you.' Just, 'Got another assignment. Be home in two weeks. We need to talk then.'
I tried to call her back, and her phone was off again. I left a bitter voicemail message before throwing my phone down in disgust.
I looked up and saw Mia watching me. I had a moment of blinding clarity. It was what I'd always suspected, Ali was trading up. I made a snap decision. There was nothing here that didn't remind me of Ali, and I wanted nothing more to do with any of it.
"Do you want to buy the business, Mia? I'll rent the studio to you and sell you the stock."
"I love to, but I can't afford it, Ben."
"How about we call it a loan. You pay me a fixed amount each month; you get to use this place, all this crap and the business name."
It took us a day to sort the details out. Mia was able to scrape together a £5000 down payment, and I'd get 25 % of the profits for the next 12 years. She'd get the use of the studio, equipment and could trade under the studio's name if she wanted to. I got a local solicitor to draft a contract. The flat was in my name but as far as I was concerned, Ali could have it.
The next day I left my phone and wedding ring on the table on top of the photo of Ali and the actor at the party. I'd written the address of my solicitor on the back and locked the door behind me. I took Mia's £5000 and a further £10,000 from our joint account to live on, leaving three times as much for Ali. I'd packed light, just a few clothes, the bulk being my camera equipment, my laptop and some portable hard drives with all my old photos on them. Mia agreed to store all my old negatives for me at the studio.
I'd spoken to my parents and told them what had happened, warning them I was going to travel for some time and probably wouldn't be in touch very often. The conversation was painful; they both loved Alisha and couldn't believe I just wanted to walk away.
"Christ, Mum, she stayed out all night so she could be with that bloody actor. The marriage has been going downhill for the past six months. She wants what I can't give her, and now she's found someone who can."
"Where are you going?"
"I don't know, I've sold the business to Mia, and I think I'll go traveling for a few months. I'll keep in touch, but I'm not taking a phone, so I'll call you."
The conversation degenerated into a shouting match. It was the first time I'd ever had a full blown row with my parents. Neither of them could accept that it could be Alisha's fault. They were sure it had to be something I had done, while I was just as adamant it wasn't. I knew what I'd seen. Finally, I stormed out of the house and out of their lives as well.
That's what I did for the next three months, I bought an old cheap second-hand BMW touring motorcycle and traveled around Europe, finally ending up in the south of France, intending to look up an old school friend.
I'd known Peter since we were both six and joined the Cub Scouts. He had lived just up the road from me. He'd married his girlfriend Jane after leaving school, and they had moved down to the West Country. After the unfortunate death of his wife in a car accident, he and his three-year-old daughter, Abigail, had moved to a farmhouse in Aquitaine. Not long after he'd arrived, he'd met a local girl, and they'd fallen in love. He'd asked her to move in with him, and she'd agreed.
I arrived late on a September evening, and Pete and his girlfriend Sophie got me settled in their guest room. We sat on the patio, the only light a candle and the full moon overhead. Pete poured me a glass of wine from the grapes he grew.
"What the hell is going on, Ben? Your mother's been calling everyone she could think of, to see if anyone had seen you. My mother called to find out if I'd seen or heard from you. She says that you've left Ali. If there was one couple we all thought would last forever, it was you and her."
"Fuck, you didn't tell her I was coming here did you?"
"Not yet."
"Well please don't, and that goes for Ali and her parents as well. She's traded up, Pete; she wants to become a household name, a supermodel, and it seems I'm not part of her plans anymore."
"Christ, are you getting divorced?"
"I can't be assed; if she wants one then it's up to her. Just remember, don't let anyone from our family know where I am, especially Ali."
"Not even your parents?"
"Christ, no, especially them; they love Ali and would tell her in a heartbeat where I was."
Pete reluctantly agreed.
It took me a few weeks to settle in; my schoolboy French reasserted itself. I bought a car, an old Citroen deux chevaux. The bike was on its last legs and wasn't worth the effort to repair it anymore; mind you, the car wasn't much better. I traveled around the back roads with my cameras at the ready. I sold a few to magazines signing them '© The Wandering Spirit,' an apt comment on my situation, I thought.
One of the editors asked if I could write a few paragraphs to go with the photos. Thus was born the column under the same 'Wanderer' byline that was soon appearing every couple of weeks in several of the Sunday magazines. You know, the ones that come free with the Sunday papers. Fortunately, they paid well enough.
I moved out of Pete and Sophie's spare room, six months after I first imposed on them. I moved onto an old boat moored on the canal du midi; a long term let that belonging to an Australian couple. You could see the trees lining the banks of the canal from Pete's farmhouse, as it passed beyond the vineyards that swept down from the hill the farm buildings sat on.
The other thing I'd kept had been my box of journals. I had left them with Mia, and once I was settled on the boat I asked her to ship them to me. I'm not sure why, but I started to re-read them. They were full of bittersweet memories; reading them became my guilty secret.
They weighed on my mind, and I found I was writing out expanded versions, adding conversations and thoughts. Slowly, a story formed in my mind as I began to form the pieces into a whole. It was a fictionalized account of our story that did its best to slay the demons Ali, leaving me, had created.
Other than Pete, I'd walked away from all contact with my former life. I wrote to my parents, getting visitors to post them from all over the world, not wanting to talk to them. I gave them my solicitors address if they needed to contact me in an emergency but stressed only in a dire emergency and nothing about Ali.
I couldn't completely hide from her, though. There were a few photos of Ali in various magazines those first few months, then for a brief while she seemed to disappear, only to be everywhere a year later. She appeared to be on just about every billboard I saw, the new face of a major fashion and perfume company. At least she'd got what she wanted: to be a supermodel. She called herself Ali Mac, and I had no idea if we were still married.
It took me nine months to finish the first draft of the story; it was an exorcism of my soul. It was long, too long, honestly and over-wordy, and I knew it. Give me a photograph, and I can be ruthless with my edits and comments, but with the book, well, I knew what I wanted it to look like, I just couldn't see how to do it. When I started it I'd no real intention of publishing it, but even if it was destined to languish in a drawer on the boat, I wanted it to be as polished as one of my photos. I got in touch with the literature critic at one of the papers publishing my column. She put me in touch with Betty, an old school friend of hers, an editor at a publishing house in London.
I called Betty and explained what it was that I was hoping she could do. I offered to pay her for her time, and she agreed to have a look and see if my manuscript was worth her time and effort. I sent her the file with an apology about its size and my lack of skills.
I didn't hear anything for a few weeks, then one morning Pete called me. "Ben, there's a woman by the name of Betty up at the farm looking for you. You're still using our address for your post."
"Yeah, well, the third boat after the bridge doesn't hack it!"
He laughed, "Do you want me to point her in your direction, or do you fancy a bite to eat up here?"
"When have you ever known me to refuse a chance to enjoy Sophie's wonderful cooking? I'll be there in 20 minutes."
The first thing Betty said to me was after we had greeted each other was, "Please tell me you've got an agent."
I shook my head; why would I? I wasn't thinking about publishing it. We all watched in surprise as she pulled out a thick tattered bundle of printed paper from her large handbag.
"This is good," she said, tapping her finger on the pages. "It's got the potential to be very, very, good and it would be a crying shame if you kept it hidden away." She gave me a considered look. "This is your story isn't it; you don't just make up something like this?"
I thought about denying it, but I didn't think she would believe me. "Well, I changed the locations and the names, but it's our story."
"So you're the Robert in the story? Did you consider killing yourself as he did?"
Memories of that last night flashed past me. "There was a moment after I got back to the room that I stood on the balcony and the moonlight was reflecting off the ocean like a silvery road. I had an urge to walk out along that road and never come back."
I sighed at the memory and then mentally shook myself. I nodded, "It only lasted a moment. I choose another way to walk out of her life," and I looked down at the picturesque valley spread out below the farmhouse.
Betty considered my words, "Are you still in touch with your wife?"
"No, she made it plain that night I was no longer part of her life. She did what I always feared she would: trade up to achieve her goals."
"Your wife, she's Ali Mac isn't she?"
I reluctantly nodded. "Although I guess she's my ex-wife."
"You know she's..."
"No," I interrupted, "No, I don't know, and I don't want to. She made her decision that she wanted me out of her life, so I'm out. It's bad enough that I have to see her pictures, I sure as fuck don't want to know the gossip about her."
I took a couple of deep breaths and pointed at the manuscript. "This was my way of exorcising her from my life. Put it all in one place and then move on. Turning it into a fictionalized account was just the only way I could complete it."
"Well, whatever the reason, the book has the potential to be very good and needs publishing," Betty pointed out.
"So what do you want from me?"
Betty handed me the manuscript, "There are some big issues. For one, it's at least a hundred pages too long. I've marked where I think you can make the cuts. I want you to make the changes and cuts I've indicated, and then we can start the real editing."
A cursory glance at the manuscript showed a hell of a lot of red ink.
"What else?"
"Get yourself an agent, and then my boss wants to discuss a publishing deal."
Pete had poured us each a glass of wine when we first sat down. I took the opportunity to sip at mine while I coincided what to do. This had suddenly become real; I'd written the book more to excise Ali from my life than anything else. It was when I'd finished writing that I'd contemplated trying to self-publish it.
I asked Pete, "Do you know any literary agents, 'cause I don't."
"I'm a farmer; why would I know any literary agents?"
"I do," said Sophie hesitantly. "My cousin Henry, he's an agent for several actors. I think he has a couple of authors on his books as well."
"Why don't you give him a call, love," Pete suggested. Sophie nodded and pulled her phone out of her back pocket. She walked over to the far side of the patio to call him.
Betty sat back and then said, "If that works out then give him this card; if not, I know a few that I can put you in touch with." She fumbled in her handbag and passed me a pair of business cards. "That's mine, the other's my boss' card; promise me you will give us the first refusal on the book, and I still want to carry on editing it."
Sophie called over, "Betty, what's the name of the publisher you work for?"
"Hanson and Sons, in London."
Sophie relayed the information and then said, "Can he come and speak to the pair of you? He's in Toulouse and could be here in a couple of hours."
"Sure," I said. "You okay with that?" I asked Betty? She nodded.
"We've got lots of spare rooms; you're welcome to use one." Pete offered Betty. "It'll save you hunting around for a hotel."
Betty accepted gratefully.
I drove back to the boat to collect my laptop and then we spent the afternoon pouring over the manuscript. Some of Betty's proposed cuts were brutal, but obvious, once she pointed them out to me. Her margin notes were sometimes hard to understand, and I was glad that she was there to interpret them.



By the time Henry arrived, we had a roughly edited version of the first chapter under our belts. It was amazing the difference there was between the two versions.
"It still needs a lot of polishing, but it's a good start," Betty said.
Sophie introduced us to her cousin Henry, a tall man in his late 30's.
"Yes, I represent several authors," he replied to my question. "The firm I work for concentrates on French actors, but I mainly deal with the writers."
Betty and I explained the situation to him, and he thumbed through the manuscript and then had a look at the revised first chapter.
"If the book is offered to them, will your company publish this?" he asked Betty.
"We'd like to; I've shown the draft to my boss, and we both think it has a lot going for it. Sure it needs a lot of editing, but even like this the story is bloody good."
Henry nodded and pulled out a contract from his case, "It's a standard contract, but you should get an 'Avocat' (solicitor) to check it over."
"Or I could," Sophie said.
I looked at her in surprise. Pete said, "Oh, you can trust her, I met her at the local solicitors when I needed help sorting out the purchase of this place. She is an 'Avocat'!"
I hadn't realized; just shows how much I knew. I was aware Sophie worked part-time in the local town, but I'd thought she was a secretary.
Sophie took the proffered contract from her cousin and carefully checked through it. She took a pen and made a couple of changes. "You will both need to initial these changes, and then I believe it's a fair contract." She'd halved the fee I'd pay Henry's agency and replaced 'an agent' with Henry's name.
Henry gave one of those shrugs of which the French seem to be such masters.
Sophie seemed annoyed and said, "Ben is a friend, and I won't have you take advantage of him. You know that's a fair management charge, and I only trust you to look after him."
Henry shrugged again and then murmured his agreement. He initialed and signed, and with Sophie's nod of encouragement, I did the same.

~~~~~~~~~~~

"I'm sorry, Henry, what's the point of me using a pen name if then you go and book me on a chat show to promote the damn thing? It's not going to happen!"
It was a year and a half later, and the book had been published four months earlier. I'd called it 'Of Love Lost!', and I had used the pen name Xander Morton instead of my own. I'm still not sure where I'd dragged up that name, but the publisher seemed happy with it.
Just like my relationship with Ali, the book initially seemed destined to slip into obscurity despite the best efforts of the publisher's publicity team. I briefly considered letting it go to its final literary resting place, but I'd put too much of my life into it to want it to fail.
I knew that the publisher always sent out copies of all their new titles to the various literary critics, including those at the papers that still ran my column in their Sunday supplements. I was aware that they got countless books sent to them each month, so I'd pulled in a few favors, called and got them to agree to take a look at mine. All I asked was for them to give an honest opinion, and an honest one is what I got.
Fortunately, their reviews were all positive. One even added it to her influential '5 to read this summer', book list. The initial printing of 10,000 hardback books was soon followed, by a second, much larger printing, of paperback books. The US arm of the publishing house was quick to see the potential, and the book was soon moving up the bestseller lists on both sides of the Atlantic.
Henry's voice crackled from my phone. "Ben, please, you've got to understand, the show is offering a lot of money for this interview. The publicity will be amazing, and you'll sell a lot more books."
"I told you right at the start, no interviews, no photos and no public events."
"Merde," he swore. Then he asked, "What if I can arrange an anonymous interview for a magazine, no names or any photos of you?"
I was about to say no again, then I paused and considered my options. Sooner or later it looked like I was going to have to agree to at least one of Henry's incessant requests. It would be a lot easier if I was able to set the ground rules and choose the interviewer.
"One interview," I said, raising a single finger to enforce the point, not that he could see it. "I pick the interviewer and no speculation on if the characters are based, on real people."
Henry agreed immediately; I guess that this was more than he'd been hoping. "When and where?" was his only question.
"How about next week, I'll see if Pete is okay with us using his place. I'll ask Devin James from the Guardian if he'll do the piece." Devin was the art correspondent, and I'd met him several times over the last couple of years.
Devin was quick to agree my conditions and arrived the following Friday.
"So, no pictures that can identify you and I'm to use your pen name," Devin said. Anything else?"
No, I'm only interested in keeping my identity private."
He nodded in agreement, "It's a good book, not my style but the wife loves it. Any chance I can get a signed copy for her? I'll earn a lot of brownie points if I do."
I laughed, and he said, "Let's get started then."

~~~~~~~~~~~

The interview was syndicated around the world and the book sold multiple copies in all forms. It never reached number one, but for the best part of a year, it sat in the top 20.
The royalty cheques had a lot of zeros on them and the one the film studio sent me two years later, for the film option, was obscene.
I thought about buying a farm like Pete and Sophie's, but I'd grown comfortable with my life afloat. I found a 12-year-old replica Dutch barge on a yacht chandler's website. The 'Never Again' was a 22-metre category B boat with a 150 hp engine. She was in good condition and cost me just over £200,000.
Inside there were three cabins, two bathrooms, a large open plan salon and a galley. I had her pulled out of the water, the interior refurbished and exterior repainted. The engine and electrics were overhauled, and solar panels, extra batteries, and a wind generator installed. With the addition of a water filter system that could convert both salt and fresh water into clean drinkable water, I was ready to live off the grid.
My final expensive indulgence, a satellite internet dish, meant I could stay in touch with the rest of the world.
For a couple of years I roamed the waterways of Europe and island hopped across the Aegean Sea, keeping in touch with my friends by email. Then I headed back to the south of France and the Canal du Midi. I found a property with a permanent mooring close by Pete and Sophie's farm and enjoyed myself pampering his daughter, Abigail, and their two new children, twin girls, my goddaughters.
Ali had become a distant but still bitter memory. It hadn't taken the press long to speculate that Alison, the book's main female character was based on Ali. Ali wouldn't confirm it, and they were never able to find me. Then other names appeared in the frame taking the heat off.
Ali had achieved her goal. She had become one of the most recognizable faces in the world. I no longer cringed if I saw her photograph; it was odd, photos I'd taken of her didn't affect me the same way. Only those from after that fateful trip.
I even read an interview with her in Vogue. Okay, it was the only magazine in English in the dentist's waiting room, and I needed something to distract me from the ominous sounds emanating from the surgery.
The interviewer described her as a very private person, which, as he'd pointed out, had to feed the rumor mills. He suggested that she had been linked romantically to several Hollywood stars and a minor royal from Europe, something she was quick to deny.
"They are just friends," she was quoted as saying.
I'd expected that our marriage would have been brought up, but I didn't see any mention of it. In fact, there was nothing much about her early career. When asked about her favorite image of herself she described one of the woodland dell images that had been taken by a 'friend.' I stopped reading at that point, so I'd been relegated to the role of a friend. A sad end to an almost six-year relationship.
I hadn't had a serious relationship since that trip. It wasn't until the book was published that I felt I'd purged my soul enough even to consider a date. Afterwards, the odd woman joined me on my travels, but I can't even remember some of their names.
In a roundabout way that brings us full circle back to the young girl stepping on the Never

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
To be continued
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Alisha: A dark Romance. Ch 3
It's a tale as old as time, of love found, lost and found again. It's the oldest plot in literature.
This is my take on this tale. It concentrates on the 'found again' part, and looks at the difficulties people have in rebuilding a relationship, and for one, regaining trust after it has been lost. Is it a loving wife's tale or a Romance? I started out writing a lost love romance but as it progressed it became darker and darker until it seems to me to have slipped into the LW category.
This is the third part (of 5). All are finished and I'll be submitting them on consecutive days. it is not a BTB tale - if that's what you are looking for then I'd suggest you stop reading now! I've left voting and comments on. I will delete any non-constructive or abusive comments.
Review and editing was by the wonderful Blackrandl1958. All of the remaining mistakes are mine as I can't resist that final tweak.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Alisha - Chapter 3
"Hi, Dad, I'm your daughter, Julia."
I stared at her blankly for a few moments, and she gave me a cute smile. Alwyn's shout brought me back, and I could see that the lock gates were open and 'Never' was blocking the other boat's passage.
"We're loose," Alwyn called out, and I eased the boat through the gates and pulled up to the bank as soon as it was safe.
"Tie us off, Alwyn," I told him and then turned the girl.
"Who the h.. heck are you?"
"I told you, I'm your daughter, Julia. Mum's been looking for you for ages."
"And Mum is?"
She pointed back along the towpath towards the woman in the sundress and straw hat. "That's Mum, and she's missed you."
The woman took her hat off, and long black hair spilled over her shoulders.
"Ali," I whispered. I should have recognized her immediately. I turned cold; what sort of sick fantasy was this? I couldn't be Julia's father; I hadn't seen Ali for over 13 years. The girl was too young, eleven or maybe twelve at most.
She looked like her mother, and I saw no hint of my Scottish ancestry in her. What was Ali's game?
Ali started walking towards us; I asked Julie to stay on the boat with Alwyn and went to meet Ali.
She stopped in front of me and my stomach twisted. The intervening years had been very kind to her; she was older but more beautiful than I remembered.
She gave me a sad smile, "It hasn't been easy to find you, love, and anyone would think you didn't want to be found."
"I'm impressed you did! I didn't make it easy."
She nodded and then said, "What do you think about your daughter, she's beautiful isn't she!"
There was a bench a few yards away, so I went and sat down, Ali sat beside me. I said with a tinge of bitterness, "What makes you think I'm her father? She's too young to be mine."
"Oh, she's most definitely yours, Ben, and she'll be 13 in two months."
I wasn't convinced, "How? I thought you were on the pill."
Ali gave a quick laugh, "I was, and she completely ignored the fact. We must have conceived her on that last shoot."
I sat back and grunted. Images of the actor and those other two assholes coursed through my head and the bitterness I'd thought I had suppressed surged up again. Anyone of them could be Julia's father.
Ali saw me blanch and quickly said. "I made two of biggest mistakes of my life on that trip. I bought into the garbage Ryan and Tony were telling me, and then I didn't come running after you."
"Ryan, is he Julie's father?"
"No, you're her father, and I can prove it. He was that obnoxious actor at the party."
"Fuck yes, I remember him, the asshole who thought it was okay to grope your ass. The same one you went back to apologize to after I told him to get his hand off your ass."
Ali winced, "I was young and stupid. Tony thought a role on Ryan's show would help make my career and had been urging me to consider it all day. I didn't even notice you'd gone until the next morning; I'd thought you'd just gone for a walk around the garden."
"So who did you stay with and where were you that night, because you sure as fuck weren't in the hotel room with me."
"I stayed in the guest room at the villa, and I was on my own. Ryan tried it on, but my knee to his balls put a damper on that."
I smiled at that image. "But why didn't you come back to the hotel?"
"Because I was young and stupid. I wanted you to accept that I knew what I was doing and make you come back for me." She shifted on the wooden bench. "Tony said you'd be back, and the woman who owned the villa had offered you and me the use of a guest room for the night. Tony was supposed to have told you that you and I were both supposed to stay there that night."
She paused, turning to watch her daughter as she scrambled over the deck of the boat. "Our shoot the next day was to be on the grounds of the same villa, around the garden and pool. I didn't get back to our hotel room until that evening. You weren't there, and that's when I found that your clothes and bags were missing, as well. The hotel manager said that you'd ordered a taxi to the airport in the morning."
Her hands were twisting the brim of her hat, and I put my hand out to stop her. The first time we'd touched in over 13 years. We both looked at our hands, a little surprised at the spark that seemed to jump between us.
"I was so pissed with you," she continued, "and when Tony said I was wanted for another assignment in Spain in a couple of days, I left you that stupid message. I'm so sorry, but everyone was telling me that you needed some time to get over your temper tantrum, when in truth it was me having one, not you."
"Ben!" Alwyn called from the boat, "We can't stay here much longer, the lock keeper is asking us to move on so the boats waiting to go through can tie up here."
"Crap," I muttered and acknowledged Alwyn with a wave.
I rose to my feet; the next decent mooring with water and power was ten kilometers and another two locks along the canal.
"Wait, where are you going," Ali said as she grasped my arm.
"You heard Alwyn," I said. "I've got to move the 'Never.' We'll need to go now if we want to find a good place to moor before the locks close for the day."
"Oh, okay," she said, and she followed me back towards the boat.
"What do you think you're doing?"
"We are coming with you, of course."
I stopped and caught her by her arms and pulled her back. "I don't think so, Ali. 13 years after you dumped me, you turn up with some cock and bull story that I'm Julia's father..." My words were stopped in midstream as I was grasped from behind and pushed violently aside.
"What the fuck..." I gasped out as a man mountain moved between Ali and me.
"Jamal, stop," Ali ordered.
"He was attacking you, Ali!" The voice was as deep as the man was large.
"No, he wasn't, and even if he was, I deserved it. Never get between my husband and me again."
"What, who..." shit, there was just too much information and too many questions, and my brain and mouth disconnected.
"Ben, this is Jamal. He's the head of my security team," Ali said as stepped back close to me and took hold of my arm. Jamal nodded in my direction.
"Don't you mean ex-husband, Alisha?" I said.
She smiled at me and said to Jamal, "When he calls me Alisha, you know he's pissed off with me, and I'm in trouble."
Jamal nodded and moved a few yards away to give us a sense of privacy while seemingly watching all directions at the same time.
"Ali?"
"No, we're not divorced. I may have been stupid once, but I wasn't going to compound my stupidity." She reached up to her neck and pulled a gold chain out from under her dress. The emerald I'd given her for her 18th birthday shone in the harsh sunlight, the wedding ring I had left behind hung beside it on the same chain.
My eyes were drawn down to her hand; she still wore the rings I'd given her all those years ago, but they were on her right hand, not her left.
"Ben," Alwyn called out urgently again. He was on the boat holding the end of the last mooring line.
Shit, "Get on," I told her.
Ali stepped onboard, and Jamal went to follow her. "Not him," I said
"Ali!" he protested.
"This is my boat, and you're not welcome onboard."
"Ali, it's not safe for you to be without any security nearby. I have to insist I travel with you," Jamal said angrily
"It's not my boat, Jamal; I can't make Ben let you onboard."
"Then you need to get off. I can't do my job if I'm not nearby, and it's not just you; there's also Julia safety to think about."
Alwyn was coiling up the mooring line, and we were beginning to drift away from the bank.
"You need to make up your mind, Ali," I said as I used the bow thruster to try and hold 'Never' in place.
Ali hesitated then called over to Jamal, "We'll be fine Jamal, get our bags from the hotel. Julia and I will be staying with Ben. I don't need any security, so please keep the team away from us."
He didn't look happy as he started to jog along the towpath to keep up with us.
"Ali, you're irresponsible," he called to her. "How the hell can we keep you and Julia safe if we're not with you?"
"We're on a boat; we'll be fine; in any case, my husband will keep us both safe."
"I'm aiming to moor in Beziers this evening," I called over to him. "You can meet up with us there. Ali won't need her bags; she's not staying. You'll be able to pick them up from there." With that, I pushed the throttle forward, and we moved away from him. Ali came and stood beside me, Julia sat on the cabin roof so she could see both of us.
"He's going to give me so much grief when he catches up with us," Ali said as she settled in by my side.
"So I gather we are still married."
She nodded, "We are unless there's something you haven't told me. There was no way I was going to divorce you, not when everything was my fault. I lived in our flat and brought up Julia there for a little while until we had to move. I had some problems with stalkers, and the security firm couldn't make the place safe. I bought the old Anderson place near your parents."
I remembered the building; it was a rambling old house set in a couple of acres of land with a tall wall all around the grounds. As a boy, I'd climbed that wall to scrump apples from the orchard. "Nice place for the pair of you," I said.
She looked at me coyly, "I bought it in both our names, so you own it as well."
I called Alwyn over and asked him to take over the wheel. There was a good half an hour before we reached the next lock, and I wanted to talk while not being distracted by steering the boat.
Julia was sitting on a cushion on the roof at the front of the boat, so I took Ali to the sun deck at the rear. We settled down on a couple of easy chairs
"Ali, what do you want, why are you here?" I asked.
"I want you to be my husband again, for us to be a family, and you to be a father to our daughter."
She still hadn't convinced me I was Julia's father. Given what I'd seen on the island, there had to be several other men in the frame.
"I loved you, Ali, and yet you threw me away for your career. The slap that evening told me exactly how you felt about me. Just how long did it take you to forget me that evening?"
A thought crossed my mind. Ali was 35 and probably approaching the twilight of her career, was that why she'd come looking for me now?
"I didn't mean to; I regretted my stupidity almost immediately. You weren't at the hotel and by the time I got back to the flat you'd packed and were gone. I hadn't understood how much I'd hurt you until I saw that photograph. Was I that stupid?"
As much as I wanted to say yes, I couldn't, so I waffled. "I guess you were getting a lot of bad advice from people who had their agenda.
"You were right when you warned me. Tony was the worst of them; I dropped the agency because of him."
Tears were running down her face, and she sobbed, "I lost the only person I've ever loved because I was stupid and big-headed enough to believe the garbage they told me. Nobody knew where you were, or how to get in touch."
"Ali, you keep saying Julia's my daughter, but where's the proof?"
Ali swallowed to try and get her emotions under control. "Ben, you only have to look at her, everyone says that they can see you in her."
No, I couldn't, and that was half the problem. Julia was a young version of her mother, olive skin, and dark almost black hair. I was fair skinned with bleached red hair. The other half of the problem was that I seemed to recall the actor who was all over Ali at the party was an Italian stallion.
I shook my head, "She's beautiful, just like her mother. But..." and I gestured at myself.
She shook her head violently. "Ben I was a virgin when I met you, and you are the only man I'd ever made love to while we were together. You are her father, and I have the proof back at the hotel."
"Daddy, there's a lock coming up," Julia called from her place at the bow.
I stepped down from the sun deck and stood by the door into the wheelhouse. Alwyn was peering through the binoculars and muttered, "There's got to be at least ten Noddy boats waiting to go through from this side, Ben!"
"Slow down and sound the horn to get the keeper's attention when we reach the end of the queue," I said.
Alwyn did as I suggested and we paused alongside the last boat. As I suspected, the lock-keeper waved and a moment later I heard his voice over the radio telling us to come forward. The 'Never' was a well-known boat on this stretch of the canal, and I had been fairly sure we would get priority.
"Move her up, Alwyn; he'll be opening the gates in a moment."
The gates slowly opened inwards, and two Noddy boats eased their way out. I took over the controls and kept out of their way as 'Never' eased her way to the front of the line of moored boats.
There was a shout, "Hey, we're first!"
Alwyn who had moved to his position at the bow shook his head and pointed at the lock-keeper who was waving us into the lock. "No, we go first, you come in after us."
Julia was standing beside Alwyn, and he was showing her how to coil the mooring line.
The lock was a deep one, with a three-and-a-half meter rise. The curved wet stone walls rose far above our heads. Alwyn was showing Julia how to throw a line around a bollard to hold the bow steady. I threw up a stern line, the lock keeper passed it around a bollard for me and tossed the end back down onto the deck. Ali took hold of the line and held onto it with a pleased smile.
'Never' rocked slightly as one of the Noddy boats pushed against her hull as it maneuvered into the lock. A second boat came in behind the first, and the gates began to close, sealing us in.
"Hey, why were you allowed to go first?" a red-faced Australian called from the first of the boats. There was a woman his age and a younger couple on the boat as well
"There's a simple rule mate," I replied. "Commercial boats have priority, followed by the larger steel hulled boats like mine. 'Never' weighs over 40 tons, if I come in after you, there's a good chance I could crush your plastic hull like an eggshell. You wouldn't be getting your no damage deposit back!"
His wife, and I guess his daughter as there was a family resemblance, were staring at Ali and whispering together. Finally, the daughter called over to Alisha, "Excuse me, but are you Ali Mac?"
"Sorry, no," Ali said shaking her head. "I know I look a bit like her; I just wish I was that pretty."
"Oh," the woman replied. "Sorry, but you look just like her."
Ali smiled, "It's alright, you're not the first person that's mistaken me for her, but she's a lot prettier than me."
I bent close to Ali and whispered, "Liar, liar, pants on fire." I'd used to say that to her when she'd told a fib.
She smiled at the memory and whispered back, "Who said I was wearing any!"
I snorted and then put a hand on the mooring line she was holding, helping her control the boat while she rocked and jostled as the water flowed into the lock. 'Never' steadily rose, the wet green slime encrusted walls, slowly slipping down, until the lip of the lock came into view.
"Ben, comment vas-tu?" the lock-keeper asked.
"Je vais bien, Anton," I replied, "et vous?"
"Bon, bon, je serais mieux si il n'y avait pas ces touristes sanglantes."
I laughed at his description of the 'bloody tourists.' I gave the line a casual flick, it came off the bollard, and I coiled the rope and stepped back into the wheelhouse. Alwyn waved to tell me the bowline was free and the gates were opening. Pushing the throttle forward, we left the lock and cruised past the boats that were waiting for their turn to go through the lock on their way to the Mediterranean.
"Does that often happen, people, recognizing you?" I asked.
"All the time, I'm supposedly one of the ten most recognizable faces in the world," Ali said resignedly. "Why do you think I have bodyguards? Usually, people are far more insistent when they recognize me. Those women probably accepted my story because they'd expect to see me on a superyacht, not messing about on a canal."
She looked around with a smile, "This is the first time in months there hasn't been security in shouting distance, and it's nice to be able to relax without one of them checking up on me all the time."
"I'm not so sure," I said and pointed back along the canal at the towpath. A man and a woman were cycling along the towpath in the same direction we were traveling in. They stood out because they were keeping station about a hundred meters behind us, and most cyclists were a lot faster than the eight kilometers an hour speed limit the boats are required to keep.
Ali moved to the door of the wheelhouse and stared back at them. She sighed and said, "Can you pull over to the side and stop."
"Sure, but you know they'll just stop as well."
"Like fuck they will," Ali snapped.
I put the boat into reverse for a couple of moments to kill our forward motion, the water boiling at our stern. I eased the boat over towards the towpath.
Ali shouted to the confused bodyguards, who hadn't anticipated Never's sudden stop. "Don't you dare stop; you two get your asses over here!"
Alwyn and Julia appeared looking a little confused. Julia asked, "Why are you shouting at Steve and Janice, Mummy?"
"Because Mummy is just a bit pis..; upset with them and Jamal, Honey."
I stifled a laugh and Ali glared at me.
"You better tie us off, Alwyn; we may be here a while," I said, and he jumped down to the towpath and tied us up to a pair of convenient trees. Christ, at this rate I was beginning to doubt if we'd reach the port at Beziers before the locks closed for the day, then we wouldn't be able to get into the harbor basin.
Ali verbally launched into the two bodyguards, and I saw a side of her I'd never seen before, strong, confident and ruthless.
"I take it Jamal told you to follow me? Even though I gave him explicit instructions that there was to be no security following me?" Ali's voice was icy
Two heads nodded, both wisely deciding not to speak.
"I don't want to see any of you until this evening. Jamal knows where we will be mooring. What we do after that will depend on what Ben agrees to."



She gave me a hopeful look, before saying to them. "Julia and I are hoping he'll let us stay with him, so you need to start planning how to sort out our security."
Crap, she was trying to turn my life upside down, and I wasn't sure I wanted that heartache again.
"No, you need to stop this, I agreed to take you as far as Beziers so that we could talk and that's all," I said. "You've not given me any good reasons why I should put my life on hold to suit you, the woman who ripped my life apart in pursuit of her own goals, and you need to understand I live either on Never, or in my cottage. There's no room for hordes of bloody security."
Ali sobbed, and suddenly I could see the 17-year-old girl from our first meeting. The confident woman of a few moments ago was gone, the nervous girl was back.
"Please, Ben, don't send us away. Julia needs to get to know her father. It may be too late for me, but don't punish your daughter because of how I treated you. I've loved you ever since that first time we met, I may have had a brief wobble, but even then I never stopped loving you."
I snorted, a brief wobble was an interesting way of describing the past 13 years.
A small hand took hold of mine and squeezed hard. "Mom's been telling me stories about you ever since I can remember; I want to find out how true they are. Please, can we stay with you?"
Shit, shit, I felt like a turd. Ali was still the most beautiful woman I'd ever known. Deep down, as much as I'd tried to bury it over the years, I'd never stopped loving her. Erasing all evidence of her from after I'd walked away had been my only defense, and I had a daughter about who I knew absolutely nothing.
"You've got five minutes to sort these two out, then the Never is gone," I told Ali. I stepped back on board closely followed by Julia. Alwyn had wisely retreated to the safety of the wheelhouse as soon as Ali had started shouting.
"I miss the diesel in these situations," I admitted to Alwyn. "Starting that damn noisy thing was a great way to ensure everyone knew you were just about to leave, now nothing." I silently flicked the electric drive master switch from standby, to on, just to prove my point.
Alwyn laughed and reached across me and pressed the switch that started the auxiliary diesel generator. With a low rumble, the generator started, and a haze of exhaust wafted across the towpath.
"That'll get her attention," he said with a smile. "Ben, I'll move my stuff into the single cabin, you're going to need the guest cabin for Ali and Julia."
"Christ, not you, too!"
He laughed and said, "I might be a lot younger than you, but even I know when I'm fucked; you just need to give in gracefully."
Ali stepped on board; the two bodyguards were already cycling down the towpath in the direction of the town of Beziers.
"Can we stay?" she asked.
"For the moment," I replied. "Alwyn's going to give you and Julia the large guest cabin. It's the one up forward."
"We're still married," Ali pointed out. "I could share with you."
"I may regret saying this, but I don't think that's a good idea at the moment," I said. "You are pushing this too fast, and I'm not sure I trust you anymore. Tell me, what's going to happen when your next big contract shows up?"
"I never need to work again, Ben; there is only one next big thing in my future, and that's me regaining your trust and us becoming a family again."
I gave a resigned shrug which Ali seemed to take as my acceptance. Alwyn, assisted by my new junior crew girl, had untied us from the trees, and we recommenced our journey.
We eased out of the lock into the harbor basin at Beziers. Simone, the harbor captain, was standing outside her office and gave me a smile and a wave.
She called over, "Pull in over there, please, Ben." She pointed to a suitable space about 50 meters up from her office. I acknowledged her with a wave.
It only took Alwyn and I a few minutes to safely moor the boat alongside the harbor wall. The 'Never Again' is too long to moor stern in like the Noddy boats that hemmed her in on both sides. We took up the space that four hire boats could use, and from the looks I'd got from the crew on one or two of them they'd been asked to move from this prime spot to make way for us. Simone had walked down and was there to take the lines. I gave her the €25 mooring fee and said I'd see her later.
I was getting the gangplank secured when I felt a presence behind me.
"Where do you want these," said a deep voice.
Turning, I saw Jamal and a pretty blond woman in her mid-twenties, standing by three expensive looking suitcases.
"Personally I'd prefer if they were going back at the hotel, but," and I shrugged. "Ali and Julia's bags can go in the cabin up front."
"And mine?" the woman asked.
"Who the hell are you?"
"This is Sandy, she's my assistant as well as one of my best friends," Ali said as she stepped off the boat to stand beside me.
"I'm not running a bloody hotel. There's no room, and I sure as hell don't want your friendly assistant on my boat. Let me make it plain to you. NO bodyguards and NO assistants or whatever she is, just you and Julia."
Jamal took two of the bags, one in each hand and said, "Forward cabin, you said?"
I nodded and asked Alwyn to show him. I made a shooing gesture to Sandy. "There's no room at the inn; you need to take your bag and go back to whichever hotel you came from."
"But Al," was as far as Sandy got before Ali interrupted her.
"You can't stay on board, Sandy; there are only three bedrooms," Ali said. "I'm sharing with Julia and Alwyn and Ben have the other two."
"But there's so much we have to sort out Al. There's the Paris fashion week coming up soon, and you've still not decided which of the shows you're going to do."
"I'm not going to do any of them this year. I want to spend the time making Ben fall in love with me again, and he has a daughter he didn't know he had.
"Come with me," Jamal said to Sandy as he reappeared. "You can stay with us." He took her bag and led her over to one of the larger 14-meter hire boats moored next to 'Never.' I had to admire his solution to the problem of keeping an eye on his charges. No one was going to notice one more hire boat amongst many.
We moved to the sun deck where Alwyn had been raising the canopy. Jamal reappeared on the harbor wall a few moments later. I waved him over, and after a nod from Ali, he sat down.
He said, "She's not happy, and do you know how much it cost for us to hire that bloody thing."
I couldn't help it; I started laughing. "I'm surprised you found one."
"There's a group of American tourists who are going to be sadly disappointed tomorrow morning," he said dryly.
He turned to Ali, "We do have a problem, though. The office spotted that some woman posted some pictures of you on the boat. The only thing in our favor is that she tagged them as 'met a woman who could be Ali Mac's twin, wasn't though.' But you can bet your bottom dollar some paparazzi will hear about it and want to check it out."
Ali looked annoyed. "Damn it; I don't want anyone to know I'm here. Ben, you said you have a secluded cottage nearby. Can we go there tonight?"
Christ, less than a day and she was already giving me orders again. "You can if you want," I replied. "I'll give you the address and the keys, but I've got a boat I need to get to Carcassonne, and I can't leave her here; it's the peak tourist season."
Ali looked worried, "I'm not sure you understand how awkward this could be for Julia and me. Half the paparazzi in Europe could be here soon. I dropped out of a well-publicized event to come here, and the speculation is rife! I only stopped to pick up Julia before flying over to see if it was you. I've managed to keep Julia out of the limelight, and I don't want it to happen now."
"I understand, but I still don't see the problem, you can stay at the cottage or a hotel if you prefer. Alwyn and I will take the boat, and we can all meet up in a couple of days,"
Jamal seemed pleased at my suggestion but Ali looked annoyed, and Julia horrified.
"Can I stay with Daddy, the paps won't bother me if I'm with my daddy, and most of them don't know what I look like anyway. Please."
"I can't leave you with a stranger," Ali said. Both Julia and I gave her a surprised look at her words.
I said, "Whose fault is it that I'm a stranger to my daughter?" Julia hugged me, and I rested a hand on her back."
Ali turned to Jamal, "Plan B."
He gave her a puzzled look, "What the hell is Plan B."
"I don't know; just I've always wanted to say that to you. We're staying on the boat, you better plan accordingly."
"And when we get to Carcassonne?" Jamal asked me.
"We go a couple of kilometers past the town and then stop at a private mooring next to the cottage. The property is set back about 50 meters from the canal on a small rise surrounded by vineyards."
"Access?"
"One small dirt track with restricted access, and the canal of course!"
"Why is it restricted?"
"Because the land and the cottage used to belong to a friend of mine who owns the rest of the surrounding land. The only way in is across his property."
"Is it registered in your name?"
"No, I have my reasons as to why not. The cottage is called 'The Wanderer's Rest.' It's registered to a holiday home letting company; one I'm a silent partner in."
"We can work with that," Jamal said. "It's just going to be the day of the canal it takes us to get there that worries me."
Alwyn snorted, and I shook my head. "It'll take us at least two days if we're lucky, more likely three. It's the peak vacation season, and it'll take forever to get through the locks. We'll be lucky to make ten kilometers tomorrow."
I pointed along the full harbor basin, "There's a lock at the far end, followed by a narrow viaduct over the river, then there's the staircase locks, all seven of them."
"We'll deal with it!"
Alwyn and I glanced at each other and just managed to keep the smiles off our faces. Immovable object meets irresistible force was my first thought. Obviously, Jamal hadn't met the lock-keepers in charge of the staircase locks.
Then something Ali had said a little earlier triggered a question. "What did you mean when you said, come and see if it was me?"
Julia answered, "I found you. Mummy has all these photos of you all over the place. You look a lot younger of course. My friend Siobhan posted some photos of her family eating at a restaurant in Agde a few days ago. There were a couple of you sitting on the deck of your boat; you were moored next to the restaurant. Siobhan thought you looked hunky and took a few close-ups of you. The name of the boat was in one of the pictures."
I remembered the evening; we'd just put Never back into the water that afternoon. I had moored up a few hundred meters downstream waiting for Alwyn to arrive the next day. I'd been sitting on the deck enjoying a good bottle of wine and some local olives. I don't remember seeing anyone photographing me or the boat, but then tourists often took photos of the boat, so I doubt if I would have.
"She sent me the link, and I knew it was you," Ali said. "I've been looking for you ever since you left. I knew you were still alive; you'd send our parents and families, cards and presents for their birthdays and Christmas, but never from the same place."
"Yeah, the joy of the internet, it makes staying anonymous a lot easier, then stabs you in the back when you least expect it."
"Ben, you don't know how I missed you. I didn't know what to do those first few weeks; I wouldn't leave the flat just in case I missed a call from you. Then I discovered I was pregnant and I did what every daughter does, I went home to my mother. I was able to keep on working for a few months, but then I had to stop as I was having a few problems, high blood pressure and such."
I gave her a worried look, "Were you okay?"
Ali smiled, "I got over it with bed rest and our two mothers mollycoddling me, and we had the most beautiful baby girl. Nobody knew where you were and..."
She hesitated and then said. "Oh fuck, your mate from school, what was his name. Paul, no Peter, that was it. He moved near here after his wife died, didn't he; that's where you were. I never made the connection."
There had been something about the way she said her last statement that made me wonder if it was news to her. I shook off my suspicions. "Yeah, I bought the cottage and the land from him a few years ago. He and his new wife Sophie put me up for a good part of that first year before I found a place to live nearby."
"Do you know how many times I've been in the south of France? So close, yet so far away."
My phone rang, startling all of us. I answered it and had a brief conversation finishing up with, "I'll check with the others, but I guess eight o'clock."
"Alwyn and I had planned to have dinner at the restaurant owned by Simone's husband this evening," I told them. "She's the harbor captain, and they are good friends of mine. She wanted to know if I'm bringing any guests."
Ali and Julia looked at Jamal, and that pissed me off. "I'm not asking, Jamal," I said. "I'm asking my wife and daughter if they would like to go to dinner with Alwyn and me. I don't expect that I have to ask your bloody bodyguard's approval. Either you do, or you don't."
"Ben, its Jamal job to keep us safe, so of course we check with him."
"Then fuck it, don't come. Alwyn and I can go on our own. I'm not putting Jaap and Simone out by swamping his restaurant with security goons. You want to be part of my life again, and that means not disrupting it at every turn."
Silence greeted my words, finally broken by Jamal. "I know that this is difficult for you to understand, but Ali receives several threats a day. Okay, I accept most are empty ones, but some have been serious, enough that she keeps a team of six of us on permanent standby."
"And are there any threats at the moment?"
"Nothing I'm really worried about!"
"So?" I left the question hanging out there.
Jamal sighed, "Are you inviting Sandy?"
"I guess so; it's up to Ali, she's her friend."
"What if I get one of my younger, more presentable guys to pose as her boyfriend? I'll have a backup team we can keep well out of sight. The only thing I won't compromise on is we drive you there."
"Sure, but personally I'm walking, it's just over there." I pointed back towards the harbor office and the restaurant beside it.
Julia sniggered and then said, "Come on, Mum, I want to get changed, and I just know you'll hog the bathroom." They both stood up.
"I'll tell Sandy to get ready," Jamal offered and walked off to the other boat.
Suddenly there was just Alwyn, and me left.
"Are you going to tell them it's very casual?" Alwyn asked
"Nope, in fact, I think I'll change into my formal shorts and a posh T-shirt."
"You mean the ones without the paint stains?"
"Cheeky bastard."
As we spoke, I watched as the two bodyguards I'd met earlier got off the other boat and casually strolled in the direction of the restaurant. The woman, Janice, gave me a casual wave and I returned it.
"Seriously, Ben, are you married to Ali Mac? I had a poster of her on my bedroom wall."
"No, I'm married to Alisha McMichael. Ali Mac is a media creation, and I'm not sure I like what it's turned her into."
"What happened to the pair of you?"
"Ali started to believe the crap her agent and a few other interested parties were feeding her. I guess she'd decided her career would be better off without me."
"Ah, and you didn't know about Julia?"
"Not a clue; mind you, I've actively avoided reading or listening to anything related to her for years."
"I wondered about that. The magazines did report that Ali had a daughter, but there were never any photos of her."

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

We both went down to wash and change. I resisted wearing shorts and settled on a comfy pair of stylish but old jeans and a soft cotton shirt.
We'd both made our way back on deck before Sandy, and her escort arrived. Sandy hesitated on the end of the gangplank and said, "Can I come on board."
I nodded, she came up to the deck and gratefully accepted a glass of wine from Alwyn. Her companion introduced himself as Raf. He spoke with an American accent and was in his late 20's. He wasn't tall, around 5'10", but solidly built and his handshake hinted at his strength.
"I'm sorry about earlier," Sandy said. "I was worried about Al. I've never seen her drop everything in the middle of an assignment before. I was holding her phone, and she got a text from Julia. Anyone else and I would have waited to the end of the shoot, but not a message from Julia! She read it, opened up a link and started crying. I thought something had happened to her daughter or parents. What I saw on her phone was a photo of you. Five minutes later, we were in a car on our way to the airport."
"Is she going to be okay over walking out mid-shoot?
"God, yes. It was only a commercial for her new perfume; we can finish it whenever."
"A commercial, she has a perfume!"
Sandy gave me a surprised look, "Of course, Al's a global brand. Makeup, perfume, her clothing line. Where have you been?"
"Here, carefully avoiding anything that would remind me of what Alisha had become."
"We all knew that she's been looking for you for years, and while you've been hiding here all that time I didn't realize you'd become a hermit. What have you been doing?"
"A good question," Ali said. I hadn't noticed her appear and her words startled me. She was wearing a dress designed to tug at my heartstrings, a white version of the dress she'd worn to the opening night of my one-man-show all those years ago. Her long legs needed no stockings to enhance their beauty.
I swallowed and glanced at my watch; it was almost eight. "Are we all ready? You and I can swap war stories over dinner."
The restaurant was set back from the corner of the road, a few paces past the harbor captain's building. The walk there only took five minutes. Simone and her husband Jaap live with their two children in the flat above the restaurant. There is a large tree shaded terrace in front, and Simone was waiting there for us. I'd called her back and told her that there would be six of us and we needed some privacy. The table she'd chosen for us was set back from the others in a quiet corner.
Jaap is Dutch; he'd been working as a chef on a hotel barge when he met Simone. Love at first sight, was his description, Simone just smiles fondly. That was seven years ago. I met them a few months later at a barbecue at Pete's. Sophie and Simone were old school friends, and we were soon good friends. Alwyn is Jaap's nephew, and when he wasn't helping me he helped Jaap out in the restaurant during his university's summer break.
When they decided to open the restaurant, I wanted to help them. I proposed buying the building and loaning them the money they needed at a zero interest rate. The deal was that I'd be an equal partner and let them buy me out as and when they could afford it. I got my first payment a year after the restaurant opened and now I only own a quarter of the restaurant.
Simone greeted me with a hug and a kiss. "Thank god you're here, someone wouldn't go to bed until she saw her uncle Ben."
"Where is she?" I called out, and Emily, Simone's four-year-old daughter came flying out of the back room and into my arms. I picked her up and swung her around.
"Uncle Ben, I saw your boat but Mummy wouldn't let come and see you." Her eyes went wide as she saw the people with me. "Alwyn," she cried out and struggled out of my arms to hug him.



She returned to her mother and holding on to her leg; she peered up at Ali and Julia. "Who are you; I saw you on Uncle Ben's boat.
I don't think either of them knew what to say, so I said. "This is Alisha, and she's my wife." Ali drew her breath in at that.
"This," I said as I took Julia's hand, "is my daughter, Julia."
"And this young lady," I said to Ali and Julia, "is Emily, my goddaughter, and I guess her baby brother is upstairs fast asleep."
"You've seen Uncle Ben, and now it's time for you to go to bed, Nana is waiting for you," Simone said. Emily went with a lot less fuss than usual, and Simone showed us to our table.
The table was laid for six, and Ali and Julia insisted I sit between them. Once we were seated, Simone said, "Welcome to the 'Auberge des Ecluse.' Does anyone have any allergies or special dietary needs, as the chef will be selecting your tasting menu tonight."
"Oh God, Ben, we're going to be uncle Jaap's guinea pigs again," Alwyn muttered. The others reassured Simone that they'd be fine with Jaap's choices. She placed several of bottles of water on the table next to a couple of opened bottles of wine from Pete's vineyards.
"One of Pete's best vintages," I said, having checked the label as I poured the wine. Raf put his hand over his glass, and I put a splash into Julia's glass, topping it up with water. Ali gave me a quizzical look.
"We're in France; most of the children here drink watered down wine when they go out with their parents for dinner."
"Only one glass then," Ali said, and Julia gave me a pleased smile.
Simone served the first course, and the table grew quiet as we all appreciated Jaap's skill. Further courses followed, interspersed with polite conversation, all of us staying clear of the elephant in the room.
Finally, Ali pushed her empty dessert plate away from her and sighed contentedly. "I don't think I've enjoyed a meal as nice as this for ages," she said.
Then looking at me she said, "It's time, you were going to tell me what you've been up to all these years?"
"The long or the short version?"
"How about the Cliff Notes version, for the moment."
"Well, there's no epic drama, I'm afraid. My life is what you see. Other than the first few months, I've been living around here. In the beginning, I was staying with Pete, then I rented a boat. I wrote a book that did reasonably well, which gave me the funds to buy Never, and sailed her around southern Europe and the Mediterranean for a couple of years before returning here. I bought the land, and the cottage from Pete, and he and I went into business together. We're partners in a holiday home letting agency, and we have been making wine from the grapes we grow in our vineyards."
"So you made the wine we were drinking?" Sandy asked.
"No, that vintage was before I was involved in the business."
"What was the book?" Ali asked, her voice laced with suspicion. "I've been looking for you all this time, and the investigators I used would have spotted a book you'd written. They were looking for any mention of you."
I smiled at her, "Only if I'd published it using my name, Ali."
Sandy whispered, "Al, it must be 'Of Love Lost!'. I think he's Xander Morton; I know we suspected that there were too many similarities between the wife and you. There were just too many for it to be a coincidence. I guess we were right.
"That was a brutal, beautiful and powerful book," Ali said. "I was in tears when I read it. It hit home so much, I saw so much of what I'd done to you in the pages, but there were enough differences that I was never sure. Did I hurt you so much that you had to write it?"
"Not really, I was hurting, but it was more a way to excise you from my life. Turning it into a novel set in America and fictionalizing the couple into bigger than life characters meant I was able to look on you as a fictional person. The person I saw on the posters and billboards wasn't my ex-wife but a character in a book. It worked until now."
There was a silence around the table as I finished talking. Ali looked desperately upset as my words struck deep into her soul.
"You know I played one of the model friends of the wife, in the film," Ali said as she tried to shrug off the awkward silence. "Damn, the actress playing me was rubbish."
"I never saw it," I admitted "I was upset with what the director did to the ending. There was never supposed to be a happy ending, so I boycotted the thing."
Sandy commented, "There was a lot of suspicion in the press that the book was based on a real story. You did an amazing job of keeping your real identity a secret. There's been speculation about almost everyone in the fashion world being the basis of the characters."
"You did one interview didn't you?" Ali asked. "I'm sure I recall one."
I smiled, recalling all the restrictions I'd placed on the journalist. "Yeah, he's someone I know, and I convinced him to hint in the piece that I was from the States."
"My Daddy is Xander Morton, the author," Julia said in amazement. "That's so cool."
"And you," I asked Ali, "What's your story?"
She glances at her watch and then at Julia, "It's late, and Julia should be in bed. How about we keep my story until we get back to the boat."
I nodded, called Simone over and gave her my credit card. She smiled and gave it back to me. "Since when have we ever charged you?"
"I know, but there more people than usual and I'm paying for that couple over there as well." I indicated Steve and Janice who were sitting at a table on the other side of the terrace.
"Sandy will sort it out, Ben," Ali said dismissively.
"I asked you to join me," I said. "So don't insult me by offering to pay." Ali looked at me, shocked. I got the impression that she was used to getting her way.
I sorted out the bill and said goodbye to Jaap and Simone, and as a group we walked back to the boats. Jamal was waiting for us, and I told him that the lock opened at nine the next morning and I wanted to be first through it.
"We'll be ready," he assured me. Then asked, "How can we guarantee that it's our boat that that goes through with yours?"
"I'll have a word with Simone in the morning. She should be able to call through to the locks and talk to the keepers. They'll do it for her."
Jamal looked relieved and wished me good night.
Only Ali was waiting for me in the salon, "Alwyn's turned in, and I sent Julia to bed," she said. "I thought we could have that talk."
I gestured towards the sofa, "Want a drink?"
She nodded her head, and I poured two glasses of wine. I sat down beside her, and she swung her legs up and curled up beside me with her head resting on my shoulder. I slid an arm around her, and she sighed in contentment.
"So, your story," I prompted.
She turned her head so she could see my face. "After Julia was born I became very depressed. I'd lost you because of my stupidity, and I couldn't tell you about our daughter. Then Ludmila came to see me; do you remember her? She was that model I did the assignment in Mauritius with?"
I vaguely remembered the assignment, but there several models and I couldn't remember which one Ludmila was. "The trip yes, but not Ludmila, I'm afraid," I said.
"Well, it doesn't matter if you don't. She contacted me a couple of months after Julia was born, to see if I was interested in working with her. She wanted to open her own agency, and she was looking for a partner who'd also be willing to do some modeling. I discussed it with our mothers, and they offered to look after Julia if I had to go away on an assignment, so I decided to try it."
"I do remember that suddenly you were everywhere on posters for that Italian lingerie company," I said.
"That was one of the first big contracts we got. It put the agency and me on the global map." She gave me a coy smile, "I thought you said you weren't checking up on me."
"I wasn't, but it's pretty hard to miss a twenty-foot tall photo of a woman wearing only lacy lingerie after they put them up all over the place!"
"There was a fifty-foot version on one of the department stores." She said with a smile.
She shifted slightly to get more comfortable, and I realized I had been unconsciously running my fingers through her long hair. My hand froze, but she whispered, "Don't stop; I love it when you play with my hair."
I forced my fingers to start moving again, and Ali gave my cheek a quick kiss.
"So, how did you end up like this?" I asked.
"I'm not too sure; it just seemed to happen. One contract led to the next and so on. I'd been popular with several of the fashion houses, and they all wanted me for their new shows. Suddenly it seemed I was a household name with one of the most recognizable faces in the world. When I was home, I split my time between my parents and our old flat for the first year, but it was soon to difficult to maintain any degree of privacy for Julia or me. That's when I bought Anderson's place. It's got those walls around the grounds so I could keep the press and fans away."
"Is security the problem that Jamal says it is?"
"Yes, I'm afraid so. There are a lot of nutters out there, Ben, and some of them are dangerous. I've had a couple of close calls, and there are at least half a dozen restraining orders in place. "
"How the hell can you afford all this security?"
"Jamal and his team don't work directly for me; they are contracted to the agency. I own 80% of the agency now. Ludmila sold me her share a few years ago, and of course, now I have my own fashion house. We make and sell clothes, lingerie, swimwear, perfume and makeup under the Ali Mac brand name. I'm rich, I mean we're rich, Ben." She sounded proud of her achievements, worryingly so!
Don't get me wrong; I was pleased that she'd become rich and successful, there was no doubt that I still loved the woman she used to be, but how much of the old Ali was still there?
I was sensitive to the fact that her pursuit of fame and success had been the reason she'd driven a wedge between us in the first place. Now, I heard the same hints of the single-minded fanaticism to succeed that she had exhibited before our break up.
"What do you want from me?" I wondered out aloud. "I don't live a glamorous lifestyle. I made enough from the book to live comfortably, but," and I gestured around us, "not at the level that I guess you expect. I'm sorry Ali, but I don't want to move back to England, I like it here, my livelihood is tied up in this place, and this is where my friends live."
She shook her head, "I don't want you to change, I'll always love you, never mind what! I do want you to have the chance to be part of your daughter's life. I made a mistake; I decided not to let you know about her. I tried to keep Julia away from the public eye. Only a few people ever met her, and I wanted to keep it that way."
"If anyone did find out, I'd suggest that she was the reason you and I split up. I think that at one time or another, half of Hollywood was in the frame as the father. Your parents wanted to tell you; they told me that they had a way of contacting you in an emergency, through your solicitor I believe. I told them if they did try and contact you, I'd never let them see Julia again."
"Why would you do that? I understand why you might hate me; I'm the one that walked away from you, but you've got to admit you made that last six months miserable for me."
"Because it took me some time to realize I was as much, if not more to blame than you. I was depressed and bitter those first few months and when I came out of it and understood what I'd done, it was too late. I didn't want you to come back out of misguided loyalty to your daughter."
"So you stole the chance for me to watch her grow up," I said bitterly.
Ali's voice cracked, "I know I did, and there's no way I can ever make it up to you. I want you to be part of her life from now on. I want to be part of your life. I just need you to understand that I come with a lot of baggage that I can't do much about. Look, I'm sorry, I was all mixed up, and suddenly everyone was fawning over me and telling me how beautiful I was. I just wasn't used to it, and it all went to my head for a while. It was when you weren't there anymore that I realized what was important in my life, and that was you."
"I told you countless times that you were beautiful and I loved you. What was it that they told you that was so different that made you do what you did?"
"I know you did, and I did believe you, but I got myself turned sideways when all those important people kept saying it as well. They didn't say anything that you didn't. What they did do was pander to my ego, let me believe I was more important than I was, something you would never let me get away with. For months I thought you would come back and tell me what an idiot I'd been. I would have begged you to forgive me."
"Why now? And I don't believe your bullshit about not being able to find me. I think Julia sending you that photo forced your hand."
Ali pulled away as she turned to face me. "Of course I had an idea where you were. The moment I read that damn book I knew it was about us. I got my lawyers to threaten the publisher, and they told me you were living down here. They didn't give me your address, but enough details that I could have found you easily enough."
"So why didn't you get in touch then?"
"Because I did read the book, I read it time and time again. I honestly hadn't understood how badly you thought I'd treated you. It was so bittersweet reading about how much we were in love in the beginning, and then the anguish and hatred at the end. I could just imagine what you would have said if I'd turned up and told you about Julia, so I did nothing, and that became easier when I was told that you had another family down here."
"What!!" I exploded. "I don't have a family; you stole that option from me."
Ali cringed away from me, "I know you don't, but that's what I thought for several years. I asked someone to check up on you, and they led me to believe that Pete's wife and children were yours."
"Why would they lie to you?"
"I know now; it's because I'd told everyone at the agency that if I thought you'd have me back I'd drop it all for the opportunity to be with you again. We'd just launched the Ali Mac brand, and too many people had too much invested in it. If I'd gone as I'd threatened, it would have collapsed like a house of cards and ruined them, so they lied to me!"
She'd hinted that she'd known the truth and I wondered how long it had been.
She must have guessed what I am thinking. "I learned the truth a couple of years ago. I bumped into Pete's cousin, Rachel. She was in the same year as me at school, and she'd just come back from a holiday at Pete's. She showed me photos of Pete and his new family. I recognized the woman in the photos as the person I'd been told was your wife. I asked her about them, and Rachel told me about Pete meeting Sophie and that the twins were theirs."
"And you didn't think to try to contact me after you found out the truth?"
"I didn't know how after all these years and there was another problem. I was in an on, off, relationship with one of the people who'd lied to me. The relationship died at that moment, but it took me a long time to get him and his cronies out of my business. I only managed to resolve it earlier this year. I'd been trying to work out how I was going to get in touch with you when Julia forced my hand. If I hadn't agreed to come, she'd have gone chasing off after you on her own."
Christ, I didn't know what to say, I was sure I need to think about it. I was tired and needed to get some sleep. I stood up and made a gesture towards my cabin.
"Ali, I don't know what to tell you! But I do know I need to get some sleep; we've got a long day tomorrow."
"Can I sleep with you?"
I shook my head, "I don't think that's a good idea."
"Please, I just want you to hold me. You don't know how much I've missed falling asleep in your arms."
"Obviously not that much! How long has it been, 13 years and you found a replacement quite quickly."
"You bastard," she snapped as she stepped close to me. "I know I made mistakes, that fuckhead, Ricky, was one of the biggest, but walking away from you was so much bigger. I just want you to hold me, that's all. I don't deserve anything more." She started crying, and I couldn't help myself; years of ingrained reflexes kicked in. I put my arms around her, and she sobbed into my chest.
I was sure I was going to regret this, but I led her down the narrow passage to my cabin and unzipped her dress. I refused to remove her bra and panties. She lay down, and I pulled the cover over her. She watched as I undressed, keeping on my boxers. I slid in behind her, and as I had on countless occasions spooned up against her, my free hand resting on the soft skin of her belly.
She sighed and interlaced her fingers with mine, I felt her slowly relax, and her breathing settled as she fell asleep. It didn't take me long to follow her.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Alwyn and I were up early, in tune with the early morning sounds and smells of the canal. Ali was still fast asleep as I showered and dressed. On the deck, I saw Alwyn coming back from the bakery with fresh bread and croissants for our breakfast. I put the coffee maker on, and soon there was the aroma of freshly brewed coffee.
"Want me to top up the water tank?" Alwyn asked.
I checked the gauges, half full. Christ, we'd been almost full yesterday morning. "Yeah, you better; looks like the women are using a lot. You better leave the hose attached until we leave. I guess they will want to shower again this morning."
"The batteries are full," Alwyn added. "I put them on charge last night."
"Thanks."
We took our coffee and croissants up on deck and watched as the harbor began to wake up. I saw Jamal come up on the deck of his boat. He gave me a wave and then stepped off the boat, carrying a travel mug. I thought he was coming over to us, but I was wrong. He walked over to the trees that ran along the back of the paved area in front of the boats. A figure moved out of the shadows to greet him and took the proffered mug.
"Do you think there was someone out there all night?"
"Looks like it," I said.
Jamal walked over to us, and I motioned for him to come up and join us.
"What time are you looking to get going?" He asked.
"The exit lock opens at nine, and I want to be first in line. There's a flight of seven locks after another kilometer, and they stagger the times you can travel up and down. If we don't make the cut-off at ten-thirty, we'll be stuck at the bottom until after lunch."
Jamal checked his watch, "That gives us an hour, then."
"A bit less; we need to be waiting for the gates to open."
"I'll get my guys ready. I don't suppose you'd let Sandy travel with you during the day?" he asked hopefully.
"She might as well, but she needs to be on board in half an hour."
Jamal stood up, "I'll get her moving then."
"I've got a megastar to get up, as well as a wife."
Jamal laughed as he walked away.
When I went to wake Ali up, I took a mug of coffee with me as a bribe. She grunted when I sat down beside her, then her nose twitched and her eyes opened. She broke into a broad smile and sat up.
"I missed waking up with you like this," she murmured. I kissed her and then pulled the bed cover off her. She gave a brief shriek and tried to pull the cover back over herself.
"You've got half an hour; then we need to get going. There are fresh croissants in the kitchen if you want them. I'm going to see if there's any chance I can get Julia up."



Ali laughed, "Good luck with that."
Julia was awake when I opened the door to her cabin. She greeted me with a big grin. "Mum didn't come to bed last night; she was with you wasn't she?"
"She was, young lady, but don't get any ideas, all she did was sleep! You need to get up; we're setting off soon."

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

It took us another three days to get to 'Never's' mooring by the cottage. It was a journey that should have only taken half that time under usual circumstances, but it was August and the silly season. There were benefits to traveling with a security team. Complaints from the other boats on the canal faded away sharply when they were told to be quiet by several large and intimidating men.
Simone had waved us off, and as promised, she'd passed the word along the canal. She had called the lock keepers along the section of the canal we'd be traveling and got them to prioritize both the Never, and the boat Jamal had hired. We were able to get through most of the locks with only a few delays.
The trip was bittersweet for a couple of reasons. While Ali sat quietly watching the French countryside slowly meander past the boat, I got the opportunity to connect with my new daughter. I knew so little about her. She was going to grow up to be as beautiful as her mother; God knows how, if half her DNA came from me.
She was keen to tell me her life story, waxing lyrical about her school and friends. She was at a private girl's school on the south coast. She was, as I understood, a day border. Monday through Thursday nights she stayed in the dormitory, coming home on Friday afternoon. If her mother was traveling, she had rooms at both sets of grandparents.
I took the opportunity to dig out my camera and start taking images of her and her mother. After the book was published, I'd no longer needed to take photos for a living. I still took photos, but only for my pleasure. Ali shone through the lenses, her natural beauty and personality.
Our daughter had the same camera presence as her mother, and I filled a memory card with images of her.
Ali asked if she could continue sleeping my cabin, I agreed, after a long heated discussion with myself, but I kept my "no fraternization" rule in place. I'd loved this beautiful woman to within an inch of my life, and her betrayal of that love had almost destroyed me. Was I still in love with her? Probably, but honestly, I didn't know. I did know that I still felt something intense about her, and I couldn't help but love the daughter she'd given me.
Sleeping in the same bed with Ali was a bit like pulling on a comfy pair of shoes. She had barely changed, and falling asleep with her in my arms brought back fond memories. If I'd been a bit more cynical, I would have accepted her advances, but something kept staying my hand. There was so much about her story that just didn't add up. She'd admitted that she had a fairly good idea where I was for quite a few years, yet it had needed Julia spotting me in a photo to force her hand.
I couldn't help it; my mind kept turning back to the last few months leading up to that final trip, something I hadn't done for years. There had been an increasing number of high-pressure trips she'd taken. What had she been doing on them?
She swore that it wasn't until much later, well after she'd thought I'd settled down with another family, that she'd taken a lover, and she'd dropped him as soon as she'd learned the truth. Hey, I was no angel, while I'd never had a serious girlfriend, there had been several women who'd stayed on the boat with me for short periods. In my defense, I had thought Ali had divorced me years ago.
The more I thought about it; there was something about those last few assignments when I'd traveled with her. I thought of the night I'd stopped her getting in the elevator with those two assholes. The more I recalled, the more I suspected that she'd been a willing partner to their advances. Had she done that before?
I'd tried calling her and had sent her numerous messages over the days I'd waited in the flat. I'd only received the one fateful message back. I'd no idea as to when she'd gotten back from that trip.
It did seem pointless to continue my boycott of internet stories about Ali I'd been maintaining over the years. A search for Ali Mac and lovers produced over half a million hits. Prominent amongst them were articles on the acrimonious breakup of Ali and Richard (Ricky) Masters, eighteen months ago. He was described as her erstwhile lover and business partner. There was a gleeful description of Ali turning up at a restaurant, slapping Ricky and then pouring the contents of a thousand dollar bottle of wine over his head.
That made me smile, which was quickly quashed when I recognized the Ricky in the accompanying photo. He was one of the two assholes from the hotel incident; only I thought she'd called him... Rodger? No, it was Ralph.
That revelation led to a bitter conversation when I asked her about it.
"So when were you going to tell me that your ex-boyfriend Ricky, was one of the assholes from the hotel. Just when did you start fucking him? It looks like you picked up where you left off. " My tone was bitter.
"Damn you, Ben," she snapped back. "I never slept with him, nor anyone else on those trips. The only man ever to share my bed until you left was you."
I shook my head in disbelief.
"It doesn't matter what you think; I'm telling you the truth. It was several years later that Ricky turned up as one of a group of investors in the business," she replied. "I'd even forgotten we'd met until he reminded me. It wasn't until after I thought you had found a new life and family that I decided to start afresh. Biggest fucking mistake, he and his cronies had doctored all the so-called evidence to stop me leaving the business and trying to get back with you. I fell for the evidence hook line and sinker. He offered a shoulder to cry on, and I took it."
Her expression became anguished, "Fucker was lousy in bed, and Julia hated him. I was going to end it anyway, then I met up with Rachel and found out the truth."
There had been the suggestion of other lovers in the articles I'd glanced over.
"Was he the only one?"
"No, but he was the one who lasted the longest. The others were one or two-night hookups, usually when I was lonely on location and honestly, there were very few of those, and none after I found out the truth about you. What about you?"
If she could be honest so could I. "A couple of short holiday romances, but nothing for several years. To be honest, I don't think I can even remember their names."

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
To be continued.
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Alisha - Chapter 4
The cottage came as a surprise to them, although I don't why. I'd said, in the beginning, that it wasn't a palace. It was small low building, positioned 50 meters from the bank of the canal at the top of a small rise. It was hemmed in on three sides by vineyards. The building was comprised of one long room on the ground floor, and two bedrooms and a bathroom set into the sloping roof. Outside, there was a terrace that ran the whole south side of the building. A small swimming pool was set back from the terrace at the top of the grassy lawn that sloped down to the bank of the canal.
It had been a derelict worker cottage when I'd first stumbled across it. I had decided to moor Never close to Pete's farm and walk up through the vineyards to the farmhouse. I had misread the map and had ended up at the edge of Pete's property. Working my way along the border of the vineyard, trying to find the track I knew led from the farm to the canal, I found the old cottage.
That year's royalties had just been deposited into my bank account, and I was feeling fairly flush. I convinced Pete to sell me the run down building and the surrounding ten acres of land on the understanding that I would rent the vineyards back to him.
I employed two brothers from the local village to restore the cottage to my satisfaction; it took them the best part of a year. I also had them extend the power, water and Internet connections down to the bank of the canal where we built a wooden staging so I could moor the boat securely.
Alwyn and I secured Never to the bollards set along the staging, and she was finally home again. There was space for a second boat to moor up just behind mine, and Jamal slotted the security team's boat into that space.
The gravel path leading up to the cottage needed weeding, I noted as I walked up to it with Ali and Julia.
"It's so cute and lovely," Julia said as we got close. "And there's pool; can I use it?"
"Of course, only don't dive in, it's not that deep."
After I'd shown them around, Ali looked at me and asked. "How are we going to do this, Ben?"
"Julia gets the guest bedroom; you can share with her or me, your choice."
She gave me an exasperated sigh, "Of course I'm in our room. What I meant was where can Sandy, Jamal and the rest of the security team stay?"
"Oh come on, are you telling me they need to stay?"
"I'm afraid so."
There weren't many options available, not that I was happy with the situation. "I suppose they can keep their boat moored where it is," I offered begrudgingly.
"Can they use the Never as well?"
"I don't see why not," although I wondered if I was making a rod for my own back. I still didn't understand why Ali insisted on keeping both Sandy and the security teams nearby. In fact, I'd already decided that if they tried to impose any restrictions or there were any issues I'd ask them to leave.
I had my first clash with Jamal the next afternoon. I got an irate call from Pete.
"What the fuck is going on at your place? Some asshole just told Pierre he can't drive down the track," Pete said indignantly.
"Fuck, I'll deal with it. It'll be one of Ali's goons. Tell Pierre it's okay he can use the track."
"Ali's there with you?"
"Yeah, it's a long story, I'll come up and explain everything later on. Let me sort this out."
I found Jamal talking to Ali and Sandy on the terrace.
"Ali, I'm sorry, but Jamal and his team are gone. Get them off my property. I won't have them pissing off my neighbors."
Ali said, "What are you talking about?"
"One of his idiots just told Pete's father-in-law that he couldn't drive down the track, which by the way Pete owns. This is just fucking ridiculous; I know these people, and I have to live here."
"Look, it's just a mistake," Jamal said. "I'll talk to them and get them to ease off."
"No, the mistake was me agreeing to let this circus ever invade my life."
"But," Ali said.
"No bloody but's. If you want to stay that's fine, but just you and Julia. I didn't buy into your lifestyle; you're the one who came looking for me."
Ali stood there dithering, looking from Jamal to me and back again. I had the impression that nobody had made demands of her recently.
Jamal just made it worse. "Look, Ben... Mr. Mac," he started. Well, that was a red flag to a bull.
"I am not Mr. Mac," I snapped. "My fucking surname is McMichael. Ali apparently doesn't seem to think my name is good enough for her anymore."
There was a gasp from her, and a muttered "sorry," from Jamal.
I continued, my voice still tight with anger. "I need to go and placate Pete. I'll be gone at least a couple of hours. When I get back Ali, this circus needs to be gone."
I added, "You and Julia are welcome to stay."
Grabbing a good bottle of wine from the kitchen, I got into the car and prayed the old thing would start. The other door opened and Julia slid in beside me.
"I'm coming with you."
"Does your mother know?"
"She's the one who told me I could. She and Jamal need to talk, and I guess it won't be pleasant. You know that he's been in love with Mum for years?"
The car started, and I drove up the dusty lane. I'd sort of suspected something of the sort. He couldn't hide the way he looked at her.
"Does she love him?"
"No, well, not like that. He's been the head of her security for as long as I can remember. They are best friends, as well as employer and employee. He's saved her life at least twice that I know of."
At the top of the lane, I turned left and then almost immediately into the drive leading to Pete's farmhouse. I pulled up next to Pete's old Land Rover and stopped the engine.
I said, "Does your mother need all this security?"
"It's been there for as long as I can remember, Dad. She beautiful and there are a lot of nut jobs out there. The paparazzi are bad enough, but there have been quite a few stalkers. A couple of these fantasists decided if they couldn't have her, no one would. One tried to stab her, and the other pulled a gun. Jamal got in the way of both of them. I guess the only way Mum is going to get him to leave is if she fires him."
She gave me a puzzled look, "How is it that you don't know any of this? It's all over the gossip rags."
"I made it my business not to read anything about your mother. So is she going to fire him?"
Julia shrugged, "I don't know, but if it's a choice between you or Jamal, you're going to win. She's never stopped talking about you. She only ever takes off that pendant you gave her for photo shoots, and it's the first thing she puts back on. Ricky was pissed that she kept wearing it and your rings when they were together."
She took hold of my hand and rested her head on my shoulder. "Dad, every room in our homes have photos of you in them. There's one beside her bed that goes everywhere with her."
We both jumped as there was a tap on the window beside me, Pete's 16-year-old daughter, Abigail, was standing there.
I opened the door, and she leaned in and said, "Uncle Ben, Mum wants to know if you're coming in, or if she should bring your drink out. Oh, hi, who are you?" she asked Julia.
Julia smiled, "I'm Julia, and Ben's my father."
We got out of the car, and Abigail gave first me a hug and then Julia.
"He kept you a secret," Abigail said.
"Mum kept me a secret from him."
"Oh."
We followed her around the side of the building and onto the shaded terrace at the rear of the farmhouse. Pete and Sophie were sitting around a table, and their other two children were playing in the pool. I looked for Pierre, as his car was parked outside.
"He's gone to check the upper fields," Sophie said, she guessed who I was hoping to see. "Is this who I think it is?"
I nodded, "This is Julia, she's Ali's daughter."
"And Uncle Ben's," Abigail added.
"Yeah, and mine, too," I acknowledge. I offered Pete the bottle of wine, and he placed it on the table.
Pete said, "So, Ali's here! This is the same Ali, who if we dared to mention her name you would jump down our throats?"
"Yep."
"Care to elaborate?"
"Nope."
Husband and wife looked at each other and burst out laughing.
Pete said, "I take it the big guy with the sunglasses who pissed off my father-in-law is part of her security?"
"Correct, I'm leaving it to Ali to sort it out. I've told her to get rid of them while she and Julia are staying at the cottage. Nobody knows that they are here, and all the security is doing is attracting attention.
Julia and Abigail had strolled over to the pool and were sitting on the side, talking with their legs dangling in the water.
Pete looked over at them and said, "She looks like her mother; how old is she?"
"Almost 13, apparently Ali was pregnant when we split up."
"And you didn't know?" Sophie asked.
"No, she didn't know herself until a couple of months later. Remember, I never wanted to know anything about Ali." I pondered the question for a moment. "Did you know?"
"That Ali had a daughter, or that she was yours?" Sophie asked.
"Both, I suppose."
"Yes and no, it was common knowledge in the gossip magazines that Ali had a daughter," Sophie confirmed. "But I don't think I ever saw a photograph of her anywhere. There was a fair amount of speculation as to the father's identity. Ali would never be drawn on the name. I always thought that you would have been aware if she was pregnant before you left. You never mentioned it, so I assumed she wasn't yours. One reason why I never wanted to discuss it with you."
"Dad, can I go swimming please," Julia said as she came over to us.
Sophie nodded and said, "I think there are some of Abigail's old costumes indoors, they should fit you."
"No need, I've got mine on." She pulled her T-shirt off as she walked back to the pool to reveal a pale blue bikini top. Her shorts came off, and she dived into the pool to join Abigail and the twins.
All three of us sat watching the girls playing in the pool. I drank the wine I'd been poured and basked in the normality of the scene spread out in front of me.
Pete broke into my contemplation. "Are you and Ali going to get back together?"
"Fucked if I know," I replied. "I'm not sure what her plans are; it's been 13 years and time changes people. I know it's changed me, and Ali's not the same person."
"But I can tell that you still love her," Sophie said. "Nobody reacts the same way you did when she was mentioned if they are not in love."
"I loved the memories I had of the woman I was married to, not the one who walked away from me. I don't know this 35-year-old woman, and I'm not sure I trust her. She says she knew for a few years where I was. Oh, yes, funny story, that. Sophie, she thought that you and I were living together and the twins were ours."
"She thought what?" Sophie's voice reflected her shock.
Pete laughed at the absurdity of it, "So how long has this affair been going on between you?"
"Well the twins are eight so it must have started at least nine months earlier," I suggested, grinning at both of them.
"So you've been cuckolding me for nine years, woman, oh the shame of it!" Pete hammed it up.
"Bloody idiot," Sophie said with a smile, "and for that, my lover deserves this." She came over and sat on my lap and kissed me on the lips. I entered into the fun and gave her a quick kiss back before pulling back to look at both of them.
"Seriously though," Sophie said, "Why would she think that?"
"Office politics, apparently," I said.
"That makes no sense!"
"It sounds stupid to me as well. From what I understand, around the time she launched the Ali Mac fashion line, Ali confided in someone that if I'd have her back, she drop everything and walk away from the business. This person had his whole fortune invested in the brand and was scared that if Ali left, it would fail and he'd lose everything. He offered to find out what I up to and see if I'd be interested in seeing her again."
"Did he?"
"Oh, he did! He contacted a French detective agency to send an investigator to sound me out. Ali had told him that I was somewhere in this region. Only he told the investigator that Ali was a wife looking for proof I was an unfaithful husband."
"Did the investigator know he was looking for Ali Mac's husband?" Pete asked.
"Ali's name was never mentioned; he was told to look for a Ben McMichael. It apparently took him a few weeks, but he found out that at one time I was using this farm as a postal address."
"You still are," Sophie said. "We still get mail for you; I get the girls to drop it off in your post box."
"Ah, okay. Well, somehow he got a load of photos of me with you and the twins from around here. I've been trying to work out why there were none of Pete and Abigail, unless they edited both of you out."
"Hang on, when was this supposed to have happened?" Pete asked.
I thought about the timelines that Ali had mentioned. "Must have been four or five years ago. Ali said it was mid-summer in the photos."
"If it was the summer five years ago," Pete said, "I took Abigail back to the U.K. that August, and Sophie and the twins stayed here. Abigail was going to stay with my parents for a few weeks. We dropped into Jane's parents on the way so that they could see their granddaughter. It was only supposed to be an overnight trip for me, yet I ended up staying with them for a week, if I remember."
Sophie added, "Ben, that was the month you were staying here as you had no water at the cottage."
Shit, of course, it was. That was the curse of August; all the tradesmen were on holiday. The water for the cottage and the boat came from a borehole. The pump broke down, and I couldn't get a replacement for a couple of weeks. I'd moved into the spare room at the farmhouse for the duration.
"I suppose it could have been then, but the investigator would only have to ask in the village, and he'd have been able to find out that I didn't live here."
"But if he didn't, then it could have looked like the twins and I were your family."
"Ali was quite insistent that the evidence had been manufactured."
Pete shrugged, "I guess we'll never know; it could just have been an unfortunate misunderstanding."
"Or, carefully edited to make Ali think you had another family," suggested Sophie.
Sophie brought out a cake and some pastries and took them down to the pool for the children.
"She's gorgeous, Ben," Sophie said as she got back to us. "She's as tall as Abigail."
"Her mother is five-eleven, I think she'll be at least that tall."
"What's going to happen to her now; what are Ali's plans?"
"I wish I was sure. Ali says she wants us to get back together, to be a family. She's waited all these years to tell me I had a daughter, and I get the impression the only reason they are here now is because her daughter forced her hand."
"Yeah, I was going to ask you why, earlier," Pete said.
"Julia saw me in a photo a friend of hers posted online. I think Ali was concerned that if she didn't come with Julia to check it out, Julia would have come on her own. Whatever does happen, I intend to be part of Julia's life from now on."
I checked the time, and it was getting on for 6PM. I had wanted to talk to Pierre, but he still wasn't around.
"Look I need to go and find out what Ali has decided she wants to do. Tell Pierre I'm sorry about this afternoon and it won't happen again, but I need a favor; can you pass the word around the area that the fact that Ali and Julia are staying with me needs to be kept a secret."
Pete agreed. Then he asked if I thought that Ali and Julia would want to come to Sophie's birthday party on Saturday.
"I'll ask her," I said. "But whatever Ali decides, I'll be here."
I called Julia over, and we made our goodbyes. On the short drive back to the cottage Julia asked. "What's going to happen if Jamal and the rest of them are still there?"
"Then I'll know where I stand with your mother."
"I want to stay with you for the summer; can I, please? And Abigail wants me to come to her mother's birthday party."
"I'd like that, but it'll be up to your mother."
I pulled the car up by the side of the cottage and looked down towards the canal. The hire boat had gone, leaving Never in her solitary splendor. A lone figure sat on her deck, an iPad in her hands. Sandy raised her hand in greeting, and I gave her a nod. I hadn't included her in the request, so I wasn't surprised to see her. She turned her attention back to her iPad, and Julia and I made our way around to the back of the cottage.
Ali was sitting at the table on the terrace, and it looked like she'd been crying. Julia froze by my side. The table was littered with empty glasses and coffee mugs, apparent evidence of a heated meeting.
"They've taken the boat back to Carcassonne," Ali said. "They will stay there until we need to leave."
She looked up at me, her eyes red, "because of you I've just damaged a good friendship, probably beyond repair. Jamal was so much more than an employee. He was a friend, a confidant, one of the few people I could let my hair down around because he didn't have any agenda, other than keeping me safe."
"Ali, he had an agenda; he's in love with you! I told you right at the start I wasn't willing to change my lifestyle. I don't want countless strangers keeping an eye on me."
"I know about his feelings," she sighed. "But he's also known that I've always loved you. He wants to request another assignment. I've told I won't accept anyone else. Ben, regardless of what happens here, I can't risk my or Julia's safety when we leave. We have to have security; I don't think you understand the risks."
"I know I don't, I've never had to experience the pressure you are under constantly, but that's my point; this is my home, and you're safe here. This is a small farming community, we all look after each other. I've already passed the word around to keep your presence here a secret, and I can guarantee that nobody will say anything."
"Are you sure?"
I nodded, "Pete wants us to come to Sophie's birthday party on Saturday. I'll guarantee that unless you mention it, nobody there will ask you about your life as Ali Mac."
Ali looked unsure for a moment until Julia said, "Please can we go? Abby wants me to meet some of her friends."



It took Ali a moment or two to consider and then agree; her daughter squealed in happiness and hugged her.
I looked down to the boat and gestured at Sandy. "I take it she's staying on the boat?"
"I know you said get rid of the security circus, but I do need her around. I've got a lot I need to sort out if I'm allowed to stay here. The business won't run itself."
"She was never the problem, she's welcome to sleep on the boat, but you might as well tell her to come up here if you need her."
Ali nodded and called down to Sandy. She made her way up to us and sat down at the table.
Ali asked me, "Is Sandy invited on Saturday?"
"It's a birthday party for Sophie, Pete's wife's," I explained to Sandy. "We're all going, and I'm sure Sophie would be happy if you were to come as well."
Sandy seemed to take a glance at Ali before she answered. "I'd like to join you." Then she pulled out her phone and said, "I'll tell security to organize a team."
I plucked the phone from her fingers. "No damn it, what did I say about security earlier? These are friends of mine, and we don't need any security goons."
She visibly swallowed and then nodded her understanding. I placed the phone back in her hands.
Sandy spent the next couple of days at the cottage, only returning to the boat to sleep. I was comfortably off, Ali, on the other hand, was rich with a capital R and still had to run her businesses.
I was shocked to find out how much her decision not to attend the autumn Paris fashion week was potentially going to cost her. Her fees alone for modeling at two of the fashion shows would have in the thousands of pounds, and that was nothing compared to the orders she would generate for her own fashion business.
We were sitting on the terrace, Julia was in the pool with Abigail, and the two girls were enjoying each other's company and seemed to have become close friends, despite their age difference.
Sandy was becoming more upset and frantic with Ali. There had been several heated discussions between the pair of them that stopped as soon as I appeared.
Finally, after a day of half aborted conversations, it came to a head, and Sandy threw caution to the wind.
"You just can't cancel on Maurice's show," Sandy argued. "He's supported you for years; it's the last he'll be in charge of before he retires, and so many of the items are designed with you in mind."
"I can't, I know how important it is to him, but I just can't," Ali said. "I've got a chance to get my life back, and I'm going to grasp it with both hands. I put my damn career before my marriage once before, and I'm not going to do it again."
"It's not like you to let people down," I said as I sat down beside them, and regretted what I'd said immediately. Ali gave me a hurt look and started crying. Shit, I honestly hadn't meant it as a dig.
"Ali, that's not what I meant. Forget what happened between us, but in all the years I knew you I can't remember you ever letting a friend down once you agreed. What does all this entail?"
Sandy responded. "Ali had agreed to model for both Maurice and Christiana's shows at the fashion week. Plus, there are the events we have planned for the Ali Mac brand."
"When is it?"
Both of them looked surprised at my lack of knowledge. "Fashion week, "Ali said.
I sighed, "You'll have to be a bit more detailed than that, love."
"It's the last week in September, this year," contributed Sandy. "We were scheduled to be in Paris for the best part of two weeks."
"So," and I made a show of checking the calendar on my phone. "It looks like I'm free those weeks. Want me to come with you?"
Ali's face lit up, "You would, you will?"
"I've missed seeing you on the catwalk." I had an ulterior motive; I wanted to see how much, if anything, Ali was willing to give up. I was also going to be intrigued to see how Ali was going to explain my presence.
"And you can't imagine how much I missed seeing you at the shows. There's so much I want to show you," Ali said. "But I'm not going to change my mind. I want to stop modeling and concentrate on the business. Sandy, I need you to call and let them know I'll be there, but this will be the last time I'll be on the catwalk for any other fashion house."
That evening I gave into my baser desires. Ali had been bubbly all evening, discussing the logistics of fashion week with Sandy. She was so much like her old self that I would have thought the clock had been turned back and she was the Ali of old again, the girl of my dreams.
After dinner, Julia had grinned at me and announced she was going to sleep on the boat this evening. Her mother sheepishly looked up at her from my side and nodded her approval.
As soon as Julia and Sandy had left, Ali took my hand and led me upstairs. She performed her version of magic and between one blink and the next, went from dressed to naked. I'd seen her undressed many times over the last few days, but this was the first time I'd seen her naked.
She turned to face me, "Please, Ben, make love to me. I know I don't deserve you, but I've missed that amazing feeling I get when you possess me."
She looked at me with a mix of desire and hopefulness. "Please, Ben," she said again.
I can't help it; I'm a sucker for a beautiful naked woman in my bedroom. My cock thought for me, forcing me to strip and join her on the bed. She pushed me onto my back and grasped my treacherous member before sucking the head into her mouth.
She punished him to within an inch of his life. Sucking and stroking, swelling her sensual tongue along the quivering shaft.
"Ohhh, fuccckk," I groaned out, so eloquent in spite of the waves of pleasure coursing through my groin.
"I'm gonna cum," I gasped out, my fingers tangled in her hair.
She just sucked harder, and with eyes squeezed tightly shut, I spent myself in waves of pleasure into her welcoming mouth. My world is contracting to the spurts of seed that burned with agonizing pleasure as they coursed along my cock.
Ali never released her grip as I filled her mouth, sucking and swallowing until she had extracted the last drop, and still, she didn't stop. Traitorous me never stood a chance. There was no opportunity to soften and hide his shame. Ali's mouth kept him hard and eager to betray me again.
Ali straddled me and with a long groan of pleasure and satisfaction, slid her pussy down the length of my cock. We bottomed out with about an inch of my hard cock left outside. Her pussy was tight, far tighter than I remembered, squeezing the traitor inside her, resisting his assault. She groaned and gasped, quivering for a second then remained still. We kissed, and now my mouth betrayed me, our tongues mating, I could taste myself on her probing tongue.
Ali groaned, "Push," she demanded. "Fill me, take back what was always yours."
I pushed up, and the last inch easily slipped inside the slick wet passage. We rested this way for a minute, hearts beating in unison, then I grasped her waist and rolled her over onto her back. She eagerly wrapped her legs around my waist, pinning me to her. I caressed her breast and had my tongue in her mouth. I shifted my hips, changing my angle of penetration slightly, and my hard thrusting cock came in contact with her G-spot.
Ali came apart. She screamed, invoked the name of God and calling me the son of the devil in the same breath. Her breath came hard and fast; she was gasping to fill her lungs. She was whimpering and crying at the same time and trying to tell me to fuck her harder.
She cried out, screaming, "l can feel your cock growing and throbbing inside me."
Her body went into some kind of earthquake mode. She was the only woman I'd ever had do this. She was shaking so hard that little ripples were running across her skin in all directions. She was lost in the beginning of one violent orgasm. I kept up my efforts, long deep strokes through her G-spot. After what seemed an age, I came, filling her with cum. I would stop moving and hold her at my deepest penetration, spasm, then do it again. It went on and on for me. I lost myself in the moment.
I started back to reality. I found Ali lying in my arms, curled up around me. She was panting, and her heart was pounding. I wasn't sure she was truly conscious.
Her eyes fluttered, and she raised her head and focused her eyes on me. She said, "Wow," and lay her head back down on my shoulder. Her legs dropped away from my waist, and my softening member, having completed his traitorous mission, slipped out of her.
I'd like to say that we made love all night. We didn't; we were so emotionally drained by the earlier event that we curled up in each other's arms and quickly fell asleep.
I woke in the early light of the morning; I have no idea how Ali did it. After the passion of the previous night, I guessed I looked and felt like something the cat had dragged in. She, on the other hand, looked serene; she glowed with an inner brightness. She lay on her back with an arm draped across my torso. Her long black hair splayed out on the pillow, framing the contented smile that lit up her features. Her body stretched languidly beside me, a sheet tangled around her long sinuous legs. The tuft of black curly hair at the apex of those legs, matted with streaks of dried cum, was the only real evidence of our lovemaking.
I managed to ease out of bed without waking her and relieve the pressure on my poor bladder.
A shaft of early morning golden sunlight from the open windows flowed over the woman on the bed. My camera was on my desk, and I managed to capture some images before Ali opened her eyes.
"If you've finished playing around," she murmured, "you need to get back here and fuck me again."
My body involuntarily told her yes, but I hesitated. I sat down on the side of the bed. "Ali, love, I'm scared," I told her.
She sat up and slid behind me, her arms wrapping around me. "Why, love?"
"I don't know if I could face it if you were to reject me again," I said.
"I never meant to hurt you, Ben," Ali said, and she kissed the back of my neck. "I know I made a big mistake, but it's not one I'm ever going to repeat. If only you'd waited for me a bit longer, I'd have come to my senses, and this may never have happened."
"So we just start fresh, forget the last 13 years, is that what you want?"
"Yes, please." She said. "Ben, I was faithful to you for most those years, and I would have been faithful for all of them if those bastards hadn't lied to me."
"I know, I wasn't an angel either, Ali."
She pulled me back to lie beside her, and her fingers traced their way down my chest. She whispered, "I don't know if I've mentioned it, but I love you."
I kissed her, and she eagerly kissed me back. "I love you, too," I had to admit.
"So we're a couple again?"
"We are," I agreed.
Ali squealed like a teenager and jumped on top of me, rubbing her naked body against me. She moaned as my cock firmed and stiffened, sliding between her legs and rubbing along her pussy lips.
"Christ," I groaned.
She rose up on her knees, looking down at me with desire and need. There was nothing subtle about our joining. Ali grasped my cock and guided the head between her pussy lips. She dropped down, engulfing me and rocking her hips. She supported herself with her hands on my shoulders as she rocked and ground her pelvis against mine.
She was gasping, almost pleading for her orgasm. I took her screaming over the edge by pinching her hard nipples. Again she shuddered, crying out my name, her pussy squeezing my throbbing cock. She fell forward, and I made the last few thrusts, taking my pleasure from her body, coming with my cry of satisfaction.
Ali whimpered, wriggling to get more comfortable on top of me, smiling happily and kissing and whispering into my neck. "I love you, Ben."

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Saturday afternoon saw the four of us walking the short distance to Pete's place. This was an unusual occurrence for Ali. Going to a party for her usually meant dressing up, a limousine and masses of security.
Ali had finally decided after a lot of debate to wear a pale yellow sundress that flowed around her thighs as she walked. I'd forgotten the perverse pleasure I used to get, watching Ali trying to decide what to wear for any occasion. Countless dresses paraded in front of me as she watched me for a hint of approval. The final dress she decided on was classically understated, yet elegant, and it brought back fond memories of long gone summers and walks along the Downs.
Julia watched me taking in her mother as she walked beside Sandy, a couple of paces in front of me. "You look lost in thought, Dad. What are you thinking about?" she asked.
"Nothing bad," I reassured her. "Just memories of your mother before we got married; she wore a dress like that to a picnic on the Downs, our second summer together."
"It's one of her designs." Julia gestured at the three of them, "We are all wearing clothes that Mum designed."
Julia took hold of my hand, "This trip is a whole lot of firsts for me. The first time I'm part of a family, first time I've had a Dad. First time I walked to a restaurant and had wine, and the first time I'm going to a party with two parents."
At almost 13, my daughter was tall for her age, taking after her mother. I'd seen photos of her mother at her age and Julia had the same coltish beauty. She took after her mother except for her eyes; those were the same striking blue mine were.
Ali slowed and waited for us, taking my other hand, and we completed the short walk to the party like that.
Ali was the most nervous of us as we arrived at the farm. The terrace and surrounding trees had been draped with decorations and lights. The music was fighting for supremacy with the happy cries of the children in the pool.
Julia looked at the pool and asked, "Can I, Dad?"
"Yes, but wait a moment, I want to introduce Sandy and your mother to our hosts before you disappear."
"Sure, Dad."
Ali was surprisingly nervous as we walked over to join our hosts. Pete and Ali had met when we were all teenagers at school, but after that first year Pete had gone on to university. We'd gone to Pete and Jane's wedding, but that had been the last time Ali had seen Pete.
At a rough guess, there were 25 to 30 adults and another 15 children of all ages at the party. We were one of the last groups to arrive, and we were quickly made welcome. I'd been part of this community for the last decade, and I knew everyone there.
Sandy was content to greet our hosts, find a glass of wine and follow Julia over to the teenage pool party. Ali, on the other hand, was uncharacteristically withdrawn, her hand never leaving mine as we found seats near Pete and Sophie.
Sophie said to Ali, "Ben's photos of you don't do you justice. You're so much prettier in person." Sophie nodded in the direction of the pool, "And your daughter is just as beautiful. Look at her."
Julia was not in a bikini as I'd expected, she wore a high cut white one-piece costume that clung to her curves like a second skin. She stood poised on the end of the diving board, and every boy in or around the pool was watching her. I growled under my breath, and Ali tightened her grip on my hand.
"She'll be fine, Ben," Ali said. "She knows what to do."
"It's not her I'm worried about, it's that pack of hormone overloaded boys."
Julia, having achieved the degree of attention she sought, dived gracefully in a perfect arc into the pool. She broke the surface with barely a ripple, and the noise level around the pool rose as held breaths were released.
Pete laughed at my intense scrutiny of the pool. "Welcome to the joy of fatherhood, mate."
"Hey, does your clothing line come with a built-in chastity belt?" I asked Ali.
"Idiot!" Ali said, but there a glow of pleasure at my concern laced through her voice.
Sophie broached the question I'd been expecting. "So are you two back together?"
Ali said, "Yes."
I said, "Hopefully," and added, "I'd like it." Ali responded by drawing me into a kiss.
Sophie drew Ali to one side, and I could hear her asking Ali about her life as a model. Pete and I withdrew into that contented zone of man silence as we sipped from our bottles of beer.
Sophie began introducing Ali to her friends and relatives, making a long slow circuit of the garden, pausing by the pool to talk with their daughters.
Finally, Pete broke the silence between us. "Ali's even more beautiful than I remember from school. How the hell did you manage to snag her? I think every boy in the sixth form tried for her that first week."
"It wasn't me, Ali was the one who chased me. I never understood what she saw in me."
"I think a lot of us wondered the same thing." Pete looked across the garden to where Ali was standing and asked carefully. "So, are things good between you now?"
"Ali and Julia want us to be a family again, and I want it, too."
"Yet I hear a 'but,' when you say that."
"I don't know, I never stopped loving her, but the problem I have is I can't see what has changed. Ali got the career she always wanted, and even if she stops modeling, she's still the boss of her own business. I just can't see her wanting to give it all up for a life with me."
"I'm not so sure, Ben," he pointed at Ali. "Look at her, she's happy; she keeps glancing in your direction with love in her eyes."
"Christ, I hope you're right because I couldn't take that kind of rejection again."
I looked at Ali, and she smiled back at me. I gave her a little wave, and she headed back in my direction. She sat down on my lap and kissed me.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

We both fought for our marriage. It was always going to be close, too bloody close, to be honest. Ali and Julia spent the rest of the summer with me exploring our options until it was time for Julia to go back to school.
Ali flew back to the U.K. with Julia; I wasn't able to go with them to as we were right in the middle of harvesting and pressing the grapes, and I needed to in the fields from dawn to dusk. To be honest, that was just an excuse, I could have found the time if I'd wanted, but I had understood Ali needed the time away.
Ali was subdued when she returned to the cottage, a week later. After she'd left Julia, she'd spent several days in New York and Rome dealing with business commitments. When she did get back, she was on the phone to her office in Paris at least half a dozen times a day. It didn't take a genius to understand she was missing the hustle and bustle on the fashion industry.
She denied it, of course, when I brought up the issue, but my comfortable life in the French countryside was far removed from hers. Was I unrealistic in not compromising my lifestyle? Most definitely but I wasn't going to change my outlook. We had history and I been burned before, trying to adapt to her world.
Ali was as good as her word. A week before the start of the Paris fashion week, she put out a press statement from her Paris office, announcing her retirement from modeling after she completed her existing commitments at the shows.
There was the expected backlash in the press and social media at her announcement. That became intense for a couple of days when they couldn't locate her at any of her usual hideouts.
We intended to drive to Paris for the start of the fashion week. On the day we were due to leave, Jamal and the security team drove up to the cottage in a pair of Range Rovers early in the morning. I'd been aware that members of his team had been keeping an eye on Ali from a distance, they were pretty hard to miss once you knew that they were there. I'd ignored them, and they'd done the same to me, but this was the first time I'd seen Jamal since I'd asked him to leave.



Security was his area of expertise, so I expected him to be efficient, but I wasn't ready for him to be argumentative and get straight into my face as soon as he arrived. Ali was still in the cottage as Jamal stepped in close.
He said in a low voice. "We're playing in my backyard now. You'll do as I tell you without any questions. Ali and Sandy are going be in the second vehicle; you will be in the first. Ali will not be going anywhere with you without my knowledge or approval."
I wasn't sure what Jamal expected me to say in response, what he didn't expect was for me to pick up my backpack and head back to the cottage.
"Ali," I called out. "I'm going to need the address of the apartment we're supposed to staying in. It looks like I'll have to drive up later today, as apparently I'm not allowed to travel in the same car as you."
Yes I know I was petty, but I was damned if I was going to let a man I knew was in love with my wife, tell me I couldn't travel with her. Plus, I wanted to see just where I stood in this triangle of personalities.
She came down the stairs looking confused. "What are you talking about?"
I gestured at Jamal who'd followed me and was standing in the doorway. "I've been given my instructions like the naughty boy that I am. It seems I'm to sit in the corner and not do anything unless I'm told I can! Look I'm sorry if he thinks I'm going to spend the seven hours to Paris on my own while you are in another car."
"Oh for fuck's sake," she muttered. "Can't you boys play nice?"
"Ali," Jamal started to say, but she shushed him and looked at me.
"I told you right at the beginning I wouldn't change my lifestyle," I pointed out. "You are the one who happy when I said I'd come with you for these weeks. I offered to drive us to Paris, but no, you insisted we needed security. Jamal doesn't run my life, if you prefer to travel with him, then fine I'll make my way there. In fact are you sure you want me there at all?"
"Of course I do, Ben, but I'm not sure you understand just how risky it can be when I'm out in public. Jamal, what's going on?"
"It's simple," he said. "There have been a few rumors of threats. Mainly against you but also some mention Sandy. There's a lot of interest in you at the moment, but no one knows about Ben, so I want the pair of you in one of the SUV's with me. Raf is going to be driving. Unfortunately, there's no room for Ben; he'll need to travel in the second SUV, and remember, he's not the one at risk."
I waited for Ali to respond but she just stood there chewing at her lip.
"Ben?" Ali finally asked, the fact that she asked answered my question.
I didn't bother to respond. I dropped my backpack on a chair and headed for the terrace. Sandy was walking up from the boat with one of the bodyguards, who was carrying her bags.
"Are you and Ali ready to go?"
"You better ask her,' I said, and I headed down to Never. I toyed with the idea of casting off and heading up the canal. I knew I was overreacting, but we'd managed to survive most of the summer without overt security. Julia had loved the freedom, and honestly, there was something about Jamal that just managed to rub me up the wrong way.
I sat down on the deck with a bottle of water. The morning was overcast, and there was a hint of rain in the breeze. The peace was broken by the engines of the Range Rovers starting up and then fading away into the distance. There were no other sounds, so I guessed Ali and Sandy had left for Paris. We were supposed to be attending a reception that evening, a formal affair to mark the start of the fashion week. Christ, I'd had to buy a tux as my old one hadn't passed Ali's muster, an expense I was now regretting.
The splash of raindrops on the water brought me back to the moment in hand. It was ten o'clock as I locked up the boat and headed back up to the cottage. I was of two minds; I knew I should grab my bags and drive to Paris. But I was sorely tempted to say fuck it, and sink a glass or two with Pete. No, I'd promised Ali I'd go to Paris. I would just have to hope that Sandy had left me the address.
A lone figure sat at the table on the terrace, I hoped it would be Ali, but it wasn't. In fact, it took me a moment to recognize the woman. It was Janice, one of Jamal's team. A pot of coffee sat on the table, and as I approached, she poured some into a mug and offered it to me.
She gave me a quizzical look as I sat down and gave her a pointed stare.
"I'm intrigued," she said. "Just how is it that you can be so important to her and such an asshole all at the same time?"
"I've had a lot of practice at the latter," I suggested. "As to how important I am, I don't see her sitting here!"
"No you don't, that's true. Mind you, if you were to go upstairs you might find her in your bedroom."
I stood up but paused before leaving as Janice asked, "Only please tell me we're not going to going to drive to Paris in that damn 2CV of yours?"
I smiled at her and retrieved a set of keys from a drawer in the kitchen and tossed them in her direction.
"It's parked in the barn at Pete' place, would you mind fetching it while I go and apologize to my wife for being such an asshole?"
Her next question shouldn't have surprised me, but it did.
"Why does Jamal hate you so much?"
"Hate me? I thought he just disliked me because I asked him to ease off on the security."
"You got Ali to tell him to leave. She would never have done that for anyone else. You know he's had us keeping an eye on Ali all summer."
I nodded in reply.
"So what is it?" She asked. "Is it going to affect the rest of the security team?"
I pondered my response, sitting back down again. "Honestly I'm not sure, I can't see why, but I think it's personal."
"Personal?" She said with a hint of surprise.
I debated how much I should say, after all, she worked with him. I had been thinking about Jamal and his attitude while I'd been sitting on the boat and this was a good opportunity to put my scattered thoughts into some semblance of order.
"Jamal's in love with Ali," I said.
"We all know that. He's not very good at hiding it. Have you ever noticed how many celebrities have flings with someone from their security team?" Janice asked. She answered her question. "No, of course, you haven't. It happens a lot because there is a level of trust with them that is hard to find with anyone else. Ali isn't one of them though, she sees Jamal as her best friend, and the one person she feels safe with, at least until you came back."
"I think he thinks it's more than that now," I pointed out. "I suspect that after Ali's meltdown over the Ricky episode, Jamal thought that Ali was beginning to think of him as a possible lover. I don't think he was prepared for me to come back on the scene, or the fact that he thinks that each time she has to decide between us, she backs me."
"Oh," Janice said. "Sounds a bit like that film with Whitney Huston."
"Christ, I hope not, didn't the bodyguard get the girl in that one?"
"Yes," she admitted. "On that happy note, I'm going to get the car. You need to go and talk to your wife."
"I'm surprised that Jamal's okay with just you as Ali's security?"
She gave a small laugh. "He's not; there are two more waiting in a car at the top of the road."
"Jamal?"
She shook her head, "Christ, no, he took the other car and went on ahead with Sandy to the apartment. They took all the bags with them."
"Including my tux?"
"All of them," she reiterated.
Ali was lying on the bed; for a moment I thought she was asleep, but her eyes were open, and they followed me as I came and sat on the bed.
She rolled onto her side and looked up at me. "Ben, I love you, but I need the security when I travel, I can't keep telling Jamal I don't need it. If Julia had been here, I wouldn't have sent him away. "
"I know you do, but it also doesn't need to rule your life. I was pissed off because he seems to think I'm in the way and he expected me to agree to his demands. What did you say to him?"
"I told him that I'd drive up with you. He's not happy; I had to accept one of his team to accompany us." She gave me a questioning look, "Are we going to make it in your old car."
"I seriously doubt it; I only keep the old thing for local trips, which is why we'll go in my other car. Janice is fetching it from Pete's barn."
"What other car?" she asked accusingly. "You mean you've made me drive around all summer in that old boneshaker, and you've got a better one? Bastard!" She punched my arm and then tried to kiss it and say sorry.
I think we would have proceeded to a far more interesting form of apology if we hadn't heard the approaching car.
Ali groaned and said, "Shit, we need to go, Ben, I can't afford to be late for the reception."
"We won't be."
I hurried around locking up; I'd call Pete and get him to check on the place.
As I stepped out of the door, I was greeted with a curse. "You absolute bastard, you had this hidden away all summer."
Sitting on the drive was a silver Porsche Cayenne S. Hey I love my old 2CV; it's the perfect car for around here, but there was no way I was going to set off on a 700 km drive in it. Ali slid into the passenger seat, and Janice got in behind us. She was on her phone as we set out, and a Range Rover parked at the top of the lane slid in behind us as we passed Pete's farmhouse.
"I've set the address into the navigation system," Janice told me.
It's over 700km to Paris from the cottage. The journey should have taken us over seven hours, yet we managed to pull into the garage under the building at five-thirty, six hours and quarter hours later. When we were ten minutes away, Janice called Jamal. We were told to hang back as the second SUV swung past and pulled up outside the building beside a small group of onlookers. Janice directed me to the entrance of the garage just as the security grill withdrew.
"The paparazzi have been staking out the building all day," she told us.
Ali looked sadly at me, "Welcome to my world. love. At least you will be reasonably safe until they link us. Did you ever experience anything like this after you published the book?"
I shook my head, "You forget I was a one book wonder, and I'm still probably one of the most anonymous authors in existence. Only a dozen or so people know the truth."
The apartment occupied the whole of the top floor of the building. The elevator took us directly to the apartment; I'd assumed that Ali was renting it for the duration of the fashion week. Well, you know what they say about assumptions. Dotted around the rooms were several items from our old flat. On the wall were some of my best images of a younger Alisha. There were photos of Julia from baby to date. On the mantelpiece stood a photo of much younger me, my face half obscured by a camera.
I raised my eyebrows and said, "Yours, I gather," as I gestured around me.
"Ours," Ali corrected me. "The Ali Mac Paris offices are on the two floors below us, and the store is on the ground floor." I nodded in understanding, not willing to debate the 'our' part of her statement.
Further discussion was put on hold as I became aware that there were a lot of other people entering the room, the only person I knew was Sandy. A tall blonde man led the group descending on Ali.
Ali sighed and squeezed my hand, "I've got to go and get changed for the reception. Sandy's got your tux, and you need to be ready for seven." She gave me a worried look, "Jamal's in charge of the security, and even I will be doing what he says. Are you going to be okay with that?"
I gave her a nod, and she was led away, leaving me alone with Sandy.
Sandy said, "Her team has taken over her bedroom, you can use one of the guest bedrooms to shower. I'll lay out your clothes and the tux."
"Okay," I agreed, and she led me to a bedroom where my bags lay at the foot the bed.
Sandy saw me looking at them and quickly said, "It's just while they get Al, ready. I wasn't sure what else you might need, and I didn't want to have to disturb them. I'll get them moved into Al's room later."
The tux was hanging on a hook, and a pair of shirts lay on the bed. "I wasn't sure which one you preferred, so I got these two pressed," Sandy said. "The bathroom is through that door, and I'll see you back in the lounge at seven. I need to finish getting ready myself."
She was gone before I could ask any questions, so I did as I was told. It took me less than 30 minutes to get ready, so I waited in the lounge studying the various photos. Most of the ones of Ali from when we were together, I'd taken. Somehow, she'd managed to track down a copy of several of the best of the signed images from my one-man show. There were a few of her and Julia; one was a mother and daughter composition in the Dell in the woods, Julia looked about ten in the photo. Turning it over, I wasn't surprised to see that Mia had taken it.
"Would you like a drink?" a voice asked. I turned to see a tall man in his late thirties wearing a tux standing behind me. When he saw my face, his eyes flicked over to a photo of a much younger version of myself, and then back to me. His smile stiffened, and his lips tightened.
"Please, coffee if it's possible," I said as I held out my hand. "I'm Ben, and you are?"
"Jamie," he said and took my hand. The years of working on the boot and in the vineyards have left their toil on my hands. Jamie tried that man thing where he squeezed my hand, I just looked at him and squeezed back until he winced.
"I gather you're the ex-husband," he said. I didn't bother to correct him on the ex part, as it wasn't any of his business.
I let his hand go with a small smile. "So, what's your role in this circus?" I asked him.
He turned away, not answering me, and moved over to a coffee set sitting on a sideboard I'd failed to spot earlier. His dress and familiarity with the layout of the room led me to assume he was part of the Ali Mac group going to the reception.
"Do you want cream and sugar?"
"Black."
He passed me the fine china cup, and I sipped the bitter liquid. "You still haven't explained why you're here," I said. "Do you work for Ali?"
He shook his head, "No, I'm a fashion designer for Channel; I'm her escort to the reception." He said the later with a smirk. I felt my smile fade, and my free hand clenched into a fist. My anger rose, not so much at him but at Ali and the others who'd put me in this situation. Just when were they going to tell me I was here in an also role.
"Jamie, what the hell are you doing here?" asked a surprised Sandy as she walked into the room.
He gave her a puzzled yet sly look before speaking. "As I was just telling Ben, as agreed, I'm here to escort Al to the reception."
Sandy flashed me a startled look. "Who arraigned that?"
"Why Al did; it was a couple of months ago, but her office confirmed it last week."
"Oh shit, Ben, I'm sorry; this has got to be a mistake. I didn't know she'd asked Jamie. When the office called to ask if they needed to confirm Ali's guest for the reception I thought they meant you. Jamie, Ali's going with Ben, not you."
The smirk on his face grew, "Well good luck with that, the invitation in my name and as you know, they're not transferable. There hasn't been a spare invite for months."
"Shit, shit," Sandy was dialing a number on her phone as she stormed out of the room.
Well fuck this, I thought. I loosened the damn bow tie and tossed it and my jacket on the back of a chair. Even if Ali had made the arrangements with Jamie before I'd come back onto the scene, she'd had months to cancel. Again, I was being shown my place in her life, and I wasn't happy. Hey, there was an upside, at least I wasn't going to have to suffer Jamal's glares all evening.
"Fucking hell," Ali's voice was loud and carried into the room, "they won't. Give me that bloody phone."
There was a pause and then a loud, "Look..." And then her voice lowered, and I couldn't hear the rest.
Sandy and Jamal came into the room. "You need to leave," Sandy told Jamie, "and don't bother to try and sit at her table, in fact, you'd be wise not to let her see you."
Jamal approached Jamie and taking him by the arm led the protesting man from the room. I gave him an ironic wave as he left and then settled back in my chair.
"Ali's pissed!" Sandy said.
"No kidding, what makes you think that?"
She glared at me, "She's pointing out to the organizer, that as she paid for the tickets, she can take whoever she likes."
"So who is he; just what was that all about?"
She sighed, "That's something you need to ask Ali."
"I'm asking you."
She shook her head.
"Sandy, how important is it for me to attend this thing tonight?"
"Very important for Al."
"Then do you want to be the one that explains to her why I'm going back to the cottage." I was standing up as I spoke and no, it wasn't an idle threat. I was sick of not knowing. Ali and her friends kept spoon feeding me information, conveniently sidestepping anything they felt it was better I didn't know.
"He's an ex-boyfriend, she took up with him after she kicked Ricky into touch."
"See, now that was painless, wasn't it," I said as I went into the guest bedroom and picked up my backpack and keys.
"Where are you going?"
"Home, she lied to me again."
"She didn't, not really. They were only lovers for a few days. Since then, he's just been a friend. The person she would turn to if she was attending an event where she needed an escort."
"That's not the point; she told me there had been no one since Ricky."
I pressed the elevator button, and the doors opened. Sandy tried to get in with me, but I stopped her and pressed the button for the garage. I cursed my stupidity all the way down. I'd let the damn woman get under my skin again.
It took me a few moments to find the Porsche. The security gate was down when I got to the exit; I'd hoped it would open automatically but no such luck. There was a guard in an office, so I blew the horn and called over asking him to open the stupid thing.
The guard shook his head and before I could do anything else the passenger door opened and Ali slid into the seat.
"Damn it, Ben, you're not going anywhere until I get the chance to explain."
"How many more times are you going to lie to me? I was happy living in my quiet little world." I gripped the steering wheel tightly in my anger and frustration, my fingers going white.
"I will never lie to you again; please listen to me."
I gestured at the closed gate, "It doesn't look like I've got much of a choice, does it."
"Not really," she admitted. "Ben, I've known Jamie for years, he was a junior designer with one of the first fashion houses I worked for, and we became good friends, just friends," she was quick to add.
"It wasn't until after Ricky's lot lied to me and I gave up on hoping that we'd get back together that I slept with him. I never loved him; it was one of those friends with benefits arraignments. We'd get together every few months or if I needed an escort to an event."
"And this is supposed to make me feel better; when we discussed this, you said you hadn't had a lover since Ricky."
"I didn't tell you because I never thought of him as a real lover. He was just someone I'd get together occasionally."
I strummed the steering wheel, she wasn't going to let me go, and she knew I was pissed off at her. "So what was that upstairs all about?"
She didn't need to ask me what I was asking.
"After I learned the truth about Ricky," Ali began. "I was embarrassed that I'd let him manipulate me. Jamie was a friendly shoulder for me to cry on and it just went a bit further than I'd anticipated, I never loved him, but he made me feel better about myself. I guess he read a lot more into that than I intended."



That had been fairly evident from his attitude upstairs, but it still didn't explain why he thought he was going to tonight's reception with her and I said so!
"My fault," Ali said. "For years he's always been my go-to person when I needed a presentable escort for social events. They plan these events months in advance, so earlier this year I asked him to escort me to this reception. Then everything changed; we got together again, and you offered to be here for me. I remembered a few weeks ago I'd asked him, so I thought I'd asked Sandy to let him know I didn't need him to escort me.
Unfortunately, his name was still on the list in the office, so when the event organizers got in touch with my office to confirm the names and numbers of the Ali Mac group, they were given his name and details, not yours."
I stared at the security gate willing it to open, and I could get away from this madness. This was just too much for me, I hadn't enjoyed these situations in the past, and now I was grateful I had an excuse to miss this one as I didn't have an invite.
"Ben, please say something, anything. Tell me I'm a cow, a fool, and stupid. Anything is better than this silence. Say you'll come with me tonight."
"I don't see how I can. If you recall, it appears I don't have an invite. Nor do I ever want to see Jamie smirking at me again, because if I do, I'll be sorely tempted to wipe it off his face."
"Oh don't worry; you have an invite. I gave that stupid woman an ultimatum; if you're not going to be there, neither will anyone from Ali Mac. In fact, Ali Mac would completely withdraw from the week's events. I wouldn't be on the catwalk for any of the shows, and I would tell the world it was all her fault."
"Jesus, Ali, not going to the damn thing was never my issue. It was finding out you'd been lying to me again. If you need to be there, then go, just don't ask me to go with you."
I took a deep breath, not sure if I was going to regret my next words. "I'll stay for the week; I'll still be here when you get back tonight, I promise."
Ali turned her tear stained face to me. "I won't go without you, I've finally got you back, and there's no way I'll go on my own. If it's Jamie you're worried about, he won't be there. Jamal took his invite away, and he's been removed from the guest list.
I just sat there, and Ali whispered, "Please, Ben."
"We can leave when I say so?"
She nodded in agreement, "As soon as you want to go."
I backed the car into an open space, and we both stepped out. Sandy, Jamal and a couple of others were standing by the open elevator doors. Sandy was holding my jacket and bow tie. The security gate opened, and a stretched limousine entered the garage.
I had been so focused on the situation; I'd failed to notice how beautiful Ali looked. The dress was black; that was the easy part. The bodice was shaped like a second skin, plunging back and the front a deep V between her breasts. The skirt had a hint of a Chinese style, split up one thigh to the top of her leg. She wasn't wearing a bra, and it was anyone's guess if she was wearing any panties, as not a line was visible.
A girl standing beside Sandy, was making deft repairs to Ali's makeup. Sandy was trying to tie the bow tie around my neck. Not an easy thing to do as I was struggling to slip the tux jacket back on.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
To be continued
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Alisha - Chapter 5
As we exited the garage, I got my first true taste of Ali's popularity, the few photographers from earlier had been reinforced, and the crowd over-spilled the pavement. The camera flashes were blinding even through the limousines tinted windows. I was silent during the drive to the hotel holding the reception, lost to my thoughts. For a long time, I'd managed to fly below the horizon. My alter ego was a secretive author, while I had been able to keep my true life free of intrusions. It looked like it was about to change, and the consequences were out of my control. It wasn't going to take the gutter press long to make the inevitable link between Ali, me and the book.
As we pulled away, Ali clasped my hand reassuringly. "This isn't Kansas anymore I'm afraid, love," she murmured.
"So no clicking my heels to go home then?"
She laughed and leaned across to kiss me. "No, just remember when we get there, everything you do will be under the gaze of the press. There'll be cameras and microphones everywhere. I'll tell you where it's safe to talk."
The limousine pulled up outside the hotel's ballroom entrance, the flashes, and lights from the cameras, a cacophony of brilliant light. I went to open the door, and Ali put her hand on mine to stop me.
"You need to wait for Jamal to open it," she told me. "Let Sandy go first."
The door opened, and the muted voices rose to a rolling roar of shouted questions and requests. Sandy eased out and stood next to Jamal, shielding the interior from the camera's gaze.
"You go next," Ali reminded me.
I got out and was immediately half blinded and disoriented by noise and the lights and flashes of the cameras.
"Help Ali out," hissed Sandy from the corner of her mouth.
I held my hand out to Ali, and she slipped gracefully from the vehicle, only I was able to see her long leg framed in the slit of her dress, which also answered my question as to whether the dress was the only thing she was wearing.
Ali took my arm, and we walked the red carpet, only it was royal blue. It was hemmed in on either side by a low barrier, behind which the press and members of the public stood. My antics had ensured that we were one of the last groups to arrive. There is apparently no such thing as fashionably late to one of these affairs. The upside of our late arrival was that we didn't have much time to pause by the groups of journalists. The downside was that because of Ali's popularity, every journalist and admirer was calling her name to try and gain her attention.
I followed Ali's lead, stopped when she did and moved on she did. Jamal and two more of his team hovered in the background. Sandy kept up a running commentary for me, of whom was Ali talking to. We finally managed to reach the entrance reasonably unscathed.
The doors closed behind us, and I gave a brief sigh of relief. It was a tad premature; I was quick to find out, as we were ushered to a carpeted area with a backdrop and into an interview with a TV reporter and camera crew.
Ali was asked about her dress, her hair, makeup, the list of inane questions staggered me. I was impressed with her ability to answer them intelligently. She refused to answer any questions about the reason she was retiring as a model.
I had hoped the interview finished when Ali was asked the one question I'd hoped she wouldn't be asked.
"And who is your companion?"
Ali flashed me a questioning glance, I knew what she wanted but I wasn't sure I was ready, but I decided to leave it up to her, so I gave her a brief shrug of my shoulders.
Ali gave me a considered look and then she said. "This is an old family friend of mine, Ben McMichael."
That was enough to lose the woman's interest, so with a wave goodbye, we took the opportunity to slip away.
"You enjoyed the attention," I said.
"Did you mind that I didn't tell her that we are married?"
"I've decided that it's your decision when you want to announce it. I'm taking the cowards way out and leaving it up to you. Although I will admit, I'm not sure I am ready for the disruption it will make to my life. You're used to this madhouse; I'm not."
Ali gave me a calculated glance and then she smiled as she looped her arm through mine. I pulled her close and gave her a kiss which she aggressively returned.
We were led past multiple tables, full of the high and mighty of the fashion industry to a point close to the front of the ballroom and our table, where Sandy and the rest of the Ali Mac team were sitting.
Sandy was busy with her phone, and she looked up at us in surprise. "The news girl from Chanel 5 has just tweeted that you are here with your new boyfriend."
"Christ, I said, old friend, not a boyfriend," Ali said. I gave her a long considered look.
Sandy gave both of us a calculated look and said, "Sooner or later, Al, someone is going to put two and two together and get the correct answer. Its common knowledge with the press that you were married before you started your modeling career."
"Yes, but they also think I got divorced." She squeezed my hand. "Ben's leaving it up to me, but I don't think he's happy with being outed as my husband just yet."
That wasn't it, and she knew it. The fact that we were still married didn't worry me. I was scared that I'd grow comfortable with my new family, only to have it taken away from me when Ali wised up once again and understood that she could do better than me.
It was as though Ali could read my mind; she drew Sandy and me to one side, to a quiet corner where we wouldn't be overheard. Why she had included Sandy was quickly obvious as she addressed her first. "Ben is worried that I'll grow ambitious and leave him again. I did it once before, and I haven't been able to convince him it will never happen again! He doesn't want us to have the additional pressure of the press knowing that we have been married all these years, am I right, love?"
"I guess that's a fair assessment of my fears," I replied.
"Then you're a bloody fool," Sandy stated. "For as long as I've known Ali, she's been telling me about the man she loves, the father of her daughter. It wasn't until she thought that you'd given up on her that she even looked at other men, and that didn't go very well, did it! She made a mistake, and I can't ever see her making it again."
"Ben's underlying issue is that he's never thought he was good enough for me and I'll find someone better," Ali pointed out. "When the truth is, I know I'm not good enough for him, I don't deserve him."
"Christ, the pair of you are no better than each other, just admit it, will you? Kiss and make up, then we can all enjoy the rest of the evening."
We did as we were told, and then we sat down. I'd come to an epiphany, I sure as hell wasn't going to announce to the gathered press we are married, but I wouldn't deny it, and if Ali wanted to tell them I wouldn't stop her.
"Look, if you want to tell the world we are still married I won't stop you," I whispered to her.
"Are you sure?"
I nodded, and she smiled back at me.
The rest of the early part of the evening went as I'd expected, with one notable exception. Our meal was counterpointed with music from the stage. During the coffee, there were several, thankfully brief speeches. Then to my surprise, they announced Ali as the next speaker. No wonder she'd been anxious about not missing this reception.
Ali stood, gave my bemused face a quick kiss and walked up the steps to the stage.
Her speech was simple and reasonably brief. She thanked all her friends in the fashion business for their support and guidance over the years. She confirmed that this would be her last event that she would be walking the runways as a model. But she didn't rule out the odd foray down the catwalk for the Ali Mac shows. She said the last with a laugh. "I'm too cheap a businesswoman to pay for a model when I can do it myself, and I'm my agent, so I don't have to pay me."
The audience dutifully laughed.
Then she continued. "Ali Mac announced earlier this year that we would be providing two full grants for a pair of deserving students to the college of their choice. We are pleased that we will be announcing the first two recipients of these bursaries at the awards ceremony at the end of the week. We will be adding two more places next year and another pair the following year, so ultimately, we will be supporting six students annually. I know that this is a drop in the ocean, but then all oceans are made up of multiple drops."
"When I was a student, I was one of the lucky ones; I had the financial support of my parents and the emotional support of the best boyfriend a girl could ask for. There are a lot of talented people out there without those advantages, and I feel that all the fashion houses must support and develop newcomers."
She finished off with a second round of thanks to her team at Ali Mac. Waited until the applause had stopped and then made her way back to our table.
"You did good love, thought you might tell them about us," I said.
"I almost did, and I will, I just didn't think that this was the right time. You're right; I need to prove to you first that I'm still that girl you fell in love with all those years ago." She gave me a brief kiss.
There was one more speech and then the formal part of the evening was over. The tables were cleared, and drink orders were taken. The guests began to circulate, a considerable number zeroing in on Ali. Hey, I understood that Ali was the star of our group and I was only the supporting actor. When Ali introduced me as, my good friend Ben, I wasn't that surprised by the efforts of those people to sideline me and monopolize Ali's attention immediately.
Sandy and the rest of our group were circulating and networking with their contemporaries from the other fashion houses and journalists from the upmarket fashion magazines.
I was left more and more on my own. At first, I stood by Ali side and tried to join in with the conversations, but as soon as her companions thought I was a nobody, I was ignored. There was a moment when a fashion editor from one of the big glossy magazines blatantly turned her back to me, that I considered introducing myself as Xander Morton, the author instead of Ben, just to see her reaction. I didn't, of course.
Ali seemed to stop bothering to try and include me, her conversations centering on subjects she was aware I neither knew nor cared about.
I wasn't stupid; I'd been there before. This was Ali at her best; she dominated any group she'd was in, making contacts and setting up deals; this was her world, and briefly, years ago, it had been mine. Not now, I liked my slower pace of life; I enjoyed the passing of the seasons viewed from the comfort of my boat and cottage, watching my grapes ripening on the vines and enjoying the liquid fruits of my labors.
The final straw came when I spotted Ali with a woman I recognized as Kelly James, one of the world's best-known models. They both had an arm around the other's waist, and they were laughing and talking. I smiled and started in their direction, indicating I'd like to meet the woman and hoping that Ali would introduce me to her. Before I could get close, she shook her head at me and waved me away.
That was it, I got my jacket from the back of the seat at the far side of our table and headed for the exit. I know Ali had said she'd leave as soon as I felt uncomfortable but honestly, what was the point in asking? As far as I could see it would be yet another request she'd ignore.
I held my jacket and slipped off my tie as soon as I left the ballroom, finally feeling comfortable for the first time all evening. I was able to slip past the bodyguards and followed the signs to the hotel lobby intending to grab a taxi to anywhere so long it was away from here. I was sidetracked when I spotted a nice cozy bar set back from the lobby. I must have anticipated something like this was going to happen, for as I was leaving the apartment, I had remembered to pick up my wallet.
I found a quiet booth in the corner, sat down and ordered a malt whiskey from a hovering waitress. I added a few drops of water and sipped the amber liquid, relishing in the subtle burn as the fiery liquid slid down my throat. A beautiful woman at a nearby table glanced in my direction, she raised a half-empty glass and toasted me in a silent question. I smiled, yet briefly shook my head, declining the high-class escort's invitation of her company. She gave me a regretful smile, and I got the waitress to get her a fresh drink as compensation.
Again, I sipped my drink and pondered my future. In the short term, it was pointless trying to retrieve my Porsche, as A, there was no way the security at the apartment was let me take it, and B; I'd had too much to drink to drive safely anyway. With that decision made, I ordered another drink.
That left me with a couple of other options: either use the TGV to get home, or try to get a room here. Neither seemed viable at the moment.
Having dismissed the short-term issues, I was left with the big one, and I was far too sober to make those decisions. I drained my glass and ordered a refill.
I'd walked away from Ali once before, even though I had still loved her, and I was sure I could do it again, regardless of my rekindled feelings for the woman. There was a big difference, now: I had a daughter, there was Julia to consider, and I wasn't willing to give her up.
God knows how long I sat there, mulling over the pros and cons. For years I'd accepted, I wasn't part of her lifestyle. Fashion and modeling was her passion, just as photography had been mine. Yes, I loved photography, but after we'd gone our separate ways, I'd soon understood that my true passion had been taking photos of Alisha. Other subjects were fun, but I didn't have the same passion for taking them. I'd barely touched my cameras the last few years, only taking them out occasionally.
I became aware that someone had sat down next to me, I thought it might be the escort, and I glanced at her intending to decline her offer again. It wasn't her, Sandy's voice broke into my thoughts.
"She's got everyone out looking for you," she stated.
"Well if she'd been paying a bit more attention to me earlier, I wouldn't have been able to walk away unnoticed."
She turned in her seat to look at me. "What's your problem, you should be so grateful she wants to be with you."
"Oh, you've got to be kidding me, I should be grateful that the woman who ripped my heart out, hid the fact I had a daughter from me for 13 years. Now she wants me to drop everything to be with her, and when I do, she ignores me."
"But she loves you!"
"And she has a bloody funny way of showing it. She loved me then, but that didn't stop her from putting her career first. And where is she now, still back in the ballroom with her fashion friends I'd guess."
She shook her head, "She's on her way to the Gare du Nord!"
That wasn't the answer I had expected, and I gave her a surprised look; The Gare du Nord was a train station in Paris, the big question was; why the hell was Ali going there?
"Why the fuck is she on her way to the Gare du Nord?" Then it struck me, I snapped my fingers and guessed, "Did she forget to tell me she was going somewhere?"
"No, you manage to fuck up your big surprise. You were both supposed to go and meet Julia and your parents when they got off the Eurostar. She's arranged for them to join both of you for the week. They were on a late train because Julia couldn't leave until classes finished. It should have arrived by now."
I sat back and rested my head against the padded back of the bench. My first thoughts were that she'd always enjoyed trying to surprise me, a trait it seemed she hadn't lost, only this time it had come back to bite her. No wonder she'd seemed to be preoccupied with meeting everyone. She had wanted to free herself up to spring this surprise on me. I'd just seen her actions as her reverting to the focused Ali I recalled from before.
Then I shook my head to dispel those sugar-coated thoughts. I hadn't misunderstood Ali's actions; I was doing what I'd done numerous times in the past, creating a convenient excuse for her behavior. There had been no reason to keep this secret from me; hell, if she'd mentioned it this morning she would have known I wouldn't have behaved the way I had. I was fairly sure the decision to invite Julia and my parents had been last minute, a very last minute one if all the texting she did in the car was anything to go by. It was something to deflect my attention from what was going on this week, an attempt to keep me calm as she did her usual thing.
"Well I'm fucked, aren't I," I said bitterly. Sandy nodded in agreement.
"You'll have to give all of them my apologies," I told her as I struggled to get to my feet. Sandy's hand on my shoulder prevented me.
"You can do it yourself."
"No, I won't, I'm going home, and I don't mean that damned apartment," I replied as I started to get up. "She's all yours and Jamal's problem from now on, and if you'll excuse me, I'm off to the front desk to see if they can get me a car and driver to take me back to the cottage."
"I can't let you do that, Ali will kill me."
"Don't be daft, you do what you think you need to, but I don't see the point of me staying, Ali will do what Ali does best. Tell her I love her, but I'm going home."
In a way I felt sorry for Sandy; all she ever wanted was to make sure Ali had everything she needed. Now I was back in Ali's life causing problems, and worst of all I couldn't care less about her celebrity status. Both she and Jamal expected me to defer to all of Ali's wishes. I felt I needed to make her understand why I was so upset.
"If you can explain to me Sandy, why after Ali made such a fuss about needing me here tonight, she thought I would be happy that she spent a good part of it ignoring me."
I paused to take a sip from my glass before continuing. "If you can do that, then I'll go back with you, but it had better be a good fucking reason. I tried to talk to her and her friends, and she brushed me off."
Sandy shook her head, "She wouldn't do that!"
"Are you calling me a liar?"
"No," she said dismissively, "It must have been a misunderstanding. What about your parents and Julia? Are you going to ignore them?"
"Christ, I might be a bit more sympathetic if my stupid wife hadn't snuck around at the last moment arranging for their visit as a distraction for whatever it is that she has going on this week. And don't deny that's what she was up to in the car. As it is Alisha can explain why I'm not going to be there."



"She just wanted it to be a surprise for you."
"And when did she plan this great surprise."
"Several days ago."
"If I call my parents and Julia, are they going to confirm that?" The look on her face was answer enough.
"No. I didn't think so. Don't you mean Ali only arranged the visit today? Well, guess what, SURPRISE, I won't be there."
Sandy's phone buzzed before she could respond. She glanced at the screen. I could see she didn't like what she saw, as her lips went tight.
"Ali wants to know why you're not on your way back to the apartment. She not happy; you're to call her immediately."
"So, she calls you; she can't be bothered to get in touch with me?"
Sandy gave an exasperated sigh, "Of course she would if your bloody phone was on, and it would have made tracking you a lot easier!"
I fumbled my phone out of my jacket, and sure enough, the damn thing was off. I swore to myself as I switched it back on, and then realized that I didn't have Ali's number. I'd not needed it over the summer; I mean why call someone when they are staying in the same house? She called me every day the one week she'd been away.
My phone lit up with some missed calls, several each from Sandy and Jamal, and two from a blocked number.
"Huh, you know even if I'd wanted to call her," I said as I looked up from the screen, "I can't; she's never given me her number." I put the phone down, and Sandy snatched it up and checked my contact list.
"Not true, she's in your contacts." Sandy pointed at an entry in the contacts list.
I shook my head. "That's the number for our old flat in Brighton; I never bothered to delete it, just changed the name from home to Ali's after I left. The only mobile number I've got for her was from then, and it hasn't worked for years. My contacts list is full of old numbers I've never bothered to delete. Anyway, calling her is a moot point if I don't have her number."
Sandy's phone buzzed again, and Ali's face appeared on the screen. She hesitated before reaching out to pick it up. "What do you want me to tell her?" she asked me as the phone continued to buzz in her hand.
I held out my hand, and she gratefully gave me the phone.
"Hi Ali," I said as I accepted the call.
"San... Ben! What, where's Sandy, where are you?"
"She is sitting beside me, and I'm about to go home."
"Good, so we'll all see you soon; your parents and Julia are here."
"Well, I suppose that depends if the four of you are going to be at the cottage anytime soon."
There was a long silence from the phone. Finally, she said, "I don't understand; why would you do that?"
Now it was my turn to fall silent; did she have no idea why I was so annoyed and disappointed with her?
"Did you have a good time this evening Ali?" I asked.
"Yes, until you upped and disappeared on me."
"Well I'm glad you did; I didn't. Any guesses why I left?" There wasn't a reply, so I continued. "No, well I wonder if it could be anything to do with the fact you ignored me for the last two hours. When I tried to talk to you, you and the people you were with cut me out of the conversations. Hey, I'd love to have met Kelly, but you waved me away."
I paused to try and regain my composure. "Why the hell did you make such a bloody fuss about me being there? Was it so I could see how important you are? Well news flash, I already knew that."
"I... I didn't mean to ignore you. You looked bored with the conversations."
"No that wasn't it; you did not attempt to involve me. I was tired of continuously being sidelined by you, and whoever it was you were talking to at the time."
She groaned down the phone and then said, "Please, Ben, stay where you are, I'll get Julia and your parents settled, then come to you and we'll talk."
"Oh, great, the circus comes to town."
"It'll just be me I promise; please, can I talk to Sandy for a moment?"
I passed the phone back to Sandy, and she listened and said yes, several times and nodded.
The phone call over, Sandy said, "I need to sort out something. I'll only be gone a few minutes. Please, promise me you will wait here until I get back. Ali should be here in twenty minutes." With that, she slid out of the booth and hurriedly walked out of the bar.
I gave serious consideration to just walking out, but what was the point? Sooner or later we'd have to sort out what was going on, and it may as well be sooner!
Sandy was back sooner than I'd expected, and she slid back into the seat beside me, saying "All done." She picked up my glass and took a sip, grimaced and ordered her drink. I wasn't in the mood to talk, and Sandy was content to keep me company.
Ali's arrival was announced by a ripple of sound spreading out from the entrance of the bar to encompass the whole room. She'd changed out of her gown and into a dark blue version of the little black dress. She stood just inside the room, and Jamal and Raf flanked her on either side.
Ali scanned the room looking for me, ignoring several calls from people at scattered tables who obviously knew her. Jamal spotted Sandy and me and gestured for us to join them. Sandy started to move, while I did the only thing a gentleman can do in these circumstances. I took a sip from my glass and raised a finger to him in a well-known gesture. So much for her, 'just me' promise.
"They're here," Sandy said as I failed to move.
"So, I see, but she's not alone."
"She is, oh I see. She meant she was leaving Julia and your parents at the apartment. She has to have security with her."
"I'm tired of chasing around after her; if she wants to talk then fine, but I'm fucked if I'm doing it with lover boy hanging around."
Sandy gave me a surprised look, then looked back at Ali, "Who?"
"Jamal, he's in love with her, Christ I thought all of you knew that."
"Is that why you don't like him?"
"It's the other way around. He barely tolerates me." I was watching Ali, as we spoke, and she made a move to join us, but Jamal put a hand out to stop her. He repeated his come to us gesture, and I resisted the temptation to reply with the same one I'd used. I shook my head and settled back in my seat.
He sent Raf over. "Alisha is too exposed here, you need to go somewhere more private," he said, obviously parroting Jamal's message.
"You can go wherever you want; I'm comfortable here. If Ali is serious about talking, Jamal needs to let her come over here. She is getting far more attention standing over there."
"Shit, they are both as bad as each other," I heard Sandy mutter from behind him. She walked over to Ali and greeted her as though she was the person Ali was looking for. She took her hand and led her over to the booth, ignoring Jamal's curse. On the way over, several people stood up to greet her, Ali gave them each a quick word but kept moving in my direction.
"You three find a table out of earshot where you can keep an eye out for any issues," Ali told Sandy and the two bodyguards. Jamal tried to argue, but Ali refused to listen to him.
"Is there a point to this?" I asked her after she'd slipped past me, into the far corner of the booth.
"Of course, there is, love, I made a big mistake. I fell back into my old habits. I didn't mean to ignore you; I just thought you were happy to sit back and let me do my thing."
"So, when I indicated I would like to meet Kelly that was me being not interested?"
"Huh, you think I'm going to let you anywhere near that two-faced slut? She's got so many notches on her bedposts she's had to replace them more than once."
That wasn't the answer I was expecting. "I take it that she's not a friend."
"She's a good friend with one very bad habit; she's a sexual kleptomaniac. She likes to steal other people's boyfriends and husbands and fuck them. If I had introduced you to her as say even an old boyfriend, you would have become a target."
I shrugged, not fully accepted her explanation. "And so, all the other times you cut me out of your conversation, that was to save me as well was it?"
Even in the dim light, I could see Ali blush.
"I forgot that you don't know any of those people. You have no idea what's going on in the business," she told me.
"Everybody I know is part of this world. At an event like this one, gossip about the industry is our main topic of conversation. Shit, I didn't give you a chance did I; you weren't bored. You just didn't know who I was talking to most of the time or what we were talking about. I'm sorry, Ben, it's been so long that I've been at one of these dos with an outsider that I forgot you needed to be properly introduced."
"Can I ask you a serious question," I asked "Do you love me, or is this just an act for Julia? Ow... shit that hurt!" I rubbed my cheek where she had slapped it.
"You deserved it. There are times I'm not sure you deserve it, but yes, I love you. I thought I'd shown you that this summer."
"I thought you did, too, but then we have this evening, and while we're about it what's with the so-called surprise visit from my parents. Don't tell me you had it set up several days ago?"
"No that was a last-minute thing, I was so happy you wanted to be here this week that I forgot how much I was supposed to be involved with. It came to a head when the office sent me my final schedule yesterday. There were so many meetings and events planned that you wouldn't have been allowed to attend with me. Sandy suggested that Julia should join us and then the pair of you would be able to keep each other company when I was busy. I asked your parents along, as well, because they want to see you."
"Why didn't you just tell me that you were going to be busy?"
"Because I didn't want you to use that as an excuse not to be here. I guessed that if I'd told you l was going to be tied up a lot and they were coming over you would have suggested that they come and stay with you at the cottage."
A man's voice with an Italian accent interrupted Ali. "I'm surprised to find you slumming here Ali."
Both of us turned to see who it was. Ali obviously knew him as she gave him a startled look, I was in the dark. He was a tall man in his early thirties, elegant features and wearing an expensive suit with casual aplomb. Your basic Adonis package. I had a vague recollection of seeing him earlier this evening.
He continued, "Sasha said she'd seen you coming in here, I told her she had to be mistaken, as you had promised to join me at Cynthia's party. She was insistent it was you, so I came to see myself."
I was somewhat surprised that he'd been able to walk up to us, as Ali's bodyguards had been stopping people from approaching us while we had been talking. Whoever he was, he was known to Jamal as he'd let him approach us. In fact, I guess Jamal wasn't upset that he was there to put my nose out of joint.
"Well, I suppose we can make the late grand entrance. If you're finished here shall we go?" He cast a dismissive glance at me as he spoke and held his hand out to Ali.
Here we go again was my first thought, Christ, how many men was she supposed to be with tonight? I wiped the pissed off look from my face and held out my hand out and took his extended one and shook it. "Hi, I'm Ben, and you are?"
He gave me a surprised look and shrugged off my hand. "If you don't know who I am then you can't be of any consequence. Now, if you will excuse us, the lady you are talking to, and I have a party to go to."
Ali hissed in annoyance. "Antonio, I told you earlier I wasn't going to the party, and if I did, it wouldn't be with you. Why the hell would you think I'd changed my mind?"
"You said you were leaving for the evening, yet I see you are still here. That can only mean you changed your mind." He said it with such conviction even I almost believed him.
"Hey asshole, who the hell do you think you are," I snapped, loud enough that most of the bar must have heard me. I stood up and pushed him a step away from the table.
There was a sudden movement from a pair of large men who'd been standing a few yards back from Antonio. The motion was mirrored by Jamal and Raf, although I doubted it was me that they were considering protecting.
I decided to ignore the threat, "Asshole, I asked you a question, or are you too dumb to know the answer to that simple question? Let me repeat it, who the fuck do you think you are that gives you the right to interrupt a private conversation?"
"Ben, leave it. He's not worth the bother." Ali had stood up and moved to my side. She took my hand. "Please stop."
She turned to Antonio's bodyguards, "Jamal, would you take these gentlemen over to your table. I need to explain the facts of life to their boss."
There was a long pause, and finally, Antonio nodded his head. The bodyguards stepped back and the tension that had permeated the room eased.
Ali and I sat down again, and Antonio pulled over a chair and sat opposite us.
"Antonio, I've only ever tolerated you because I respect your father. The only reason I went to those previous parties with you was that he asked me," Ali said. "I've agreed to do this last show for him because of the high regard I have for him, and it'll be the last for both of us."
Antonio grunted and started to say something, but Ali cut him off. "Let me tell you, the man you just insulted, the one sitting here, is the most important person in my life. If he asks me not to do your father's show, I'll happily agree to his request and not do it."
"What's so important about him?" Antonio said the last word as dismissively as he could.
Ali fumbled as she tried to grasp my hand. "Because he's the only man I've ever loved, the one I said yes to many years ago."
"Seriously, him!" The surprise was evident in his voice.
Ali's eyes flashed in anger, and I wisely decided to leave this to her. "Yes, him! The man who..." her voice trailed off.
She turned to me, "This ends now, no more hiding what I think about you. I need you to come with me to Cynthia's party; I know you don't feel you should trust me but please, if you love me, you'll come. It's the perfect place for what I need to do." There was a pleading tone in her voice.
Antonio started to speak, and Ali told him to shut up. "You can go," she told him, "and take your goons with you."
Antonio started to complain, but Ali ignored him and took my hand. "Please, Ben, this is something I need to do."
What was I supposed to do? I didn't think I'd ever seen Ali so earnest. Ali stood up, and I followed her. She went over to Jamal, who stood up, and she spoke to him.
"I'm taking Ben to Cynthia's party; when we get there, you will disappear into the woodwork."
Jamal glanced at me before nodding and making a brief phone call. Ali and Sandy spoke together,
"Can you call Cynthia and tell her I've decided to come to her party and I'm bringing Ben?" Ali said.
Sandy nodded and said, "Yes." She added, "Do you need me, as well?"
Ali hesitated, then shook her head, "You can go back to the apartment if you want."
Sandy looked relieved at that. Ali led the way to the hotel's exit with me at her side. Jamal and Raf hurried to get in front of Ali, and Sandy brought up the rear. There was a pair of Range Rovers waiting in the hotel's driveway with several more bodyguards standing beside them.
Sandy gave both of us a kiss, got into a taxi with one of the bodyguards, and it drove off. Ali and I got into the back of the car that Jamal indicated; he got into the passenger seat, beside the driver. The other bodyguards climbed into the second Range Rover.
"Where is this party?" I asked as we pulled away from the hotel.
"Not far," Jamal said, and he was correct; we pulled up outside a nightclub five minutes later.
The security was tight at the entrance, our names were checked off of a list, and we were waved through. Inside the nightclub, the music was loud and the lights were flashing to the beat.
"Why are we here," I shouted into Ali's ear.
She shouted back, "Because anyone who's important in the fashion industry will be here. This is the hottest ticket tonight. Stay close to me," she added.
We started to move through the crowded rooms; only Jamal had come into the building with us, the other bodyguards staying with the vehicles. He had checked with the nightclub's security and seemed happy to stay in the background.
We found a quieter area where we could talk without shouting. "I'm looking for Cynthia," she told me. We were offered drinks from a tray held by a cute girl; I took a pair of champagne glasses and offered one to Ali.
"Why her?" I asked
"Because she's an old friend and the editor-in-chief of one of the most influential fashion gossip magazines, and I want you to meet her."
"And again, why?"
"Because I can guarantee that anything we tell her tonight will be known by the rest of the fashion industry tomorrow."
"So, are you coming out then?"
"Idiot," she said and then hugged me. "Let's find somewhere comfortable to sit and let her find me."
I looked around the crowded nightclub, "Does she even know you are here?"
Ali glanced at the screen of her phone, "She knows, Sandy contacted her; she'll find us soon."
We found a booth only occupied by two beautiful women. They recognized Ali and waved at her. Ali greeted them as old friends, they offered to share the booth and I sat down gratefully. It had been a long emotional day, and it was looking like it would be at least a few more hours before I could get some sleep. I'd no idea how Ali did it, but she was still looking fresh and great.
Ali introduced me to the two women, Zoe and Caitlin, both models Ali had worked with over the years. It wasn't until I registered the shocked looks that crossed their faces that I realized that Ali had introduced me as her husband.
"When did you get married Ali?" Caitlin asked. She was a natural redhead with striking green eyes, and she spoke with a faint Irish accent. "You always told us that marriage was not in your future."
Ali smiled at my shocked expression and replied. "Fourteen years ago, I've been in love with Ben since I was 17.
"But I thought..." Zoe started to say and then trailed off, giving Ali a surprised look. I saw her mouth 'Ricky' to Caitlin.
I gave a brief smile at her confusion and put her out of her misery.
"We were married at the start of Ali's career," I said and thought I didn't need to be brutally honest, so I took some of the blame. "The pressure of her lifestyle got to both of us, and we separated. We reconnected earlier this year and decided to give our marriage another try." Ali kissed me, tucked her legs up under herself and squeezed up against me.
"So, when did you get married again, Ali?" Caitlin asked.
"We never got divorced; Ben is Julia's father," Ali said.
"So, you've been married all this time."
Ali smiled and wiggled her left hand at the pair of them. That's when I saw she'd replaced her rings on her ring finger, I realized she must have done it on the ride over, and I hadn't noticed.
"I was the one at fault, not Ben. I was the one who walked away from him. I knew as soon as I came to my senses that I'd made a big mistake, but by then he'd gone. I couldn't find him."
A silence fell on the table, well, as silent as it could be with the background noise of the nightclub, as Zoe and Caitlin absorbed Ali's revelation.
We didn't have much time to relax; a woman appeared, Ali stood, and they gave each other a hug and an air kiss. I guessed that this was Cynthia, but it turned out I was wrong.
"Ben, this is Annabeth, she's Cynthia's assistant," Ali said. "Annabeth, this is Ben, my husband."
I was getting used to the shocked look I got at this statement.
"Husband; that's new, when did this happen Ali?"



"About 14 years ago," Ali said with a broad smile.
Annabeth's mouth opened in surprise; it took her a few moments to regain her composure. "Ahh, okay, Cynthia is in the VIP area, and she'd like you to join her."
Ali took my hand, and we followed Annabeth across the crowded dance floor. The crowd was a veritable whos-who of the fashion industry. Ali kept getting stopped as people recognized her, but Annabeth would draw her along.
A security guard standing at the entrance of the VIP area unhooked the rope and nodded us through. He gave me a considered look, sizing me up, and I'm sure I fell short on his exacting standards, but Ali ignored his look and pulled me through with her.
The VIP area was a lot quieter and darker. It was divided into half a dozen circular booths with a view of the main dance floor. A private bar staffed by in the corner. Only two of the booths were occupied, and Annabeth led us to the nearest. Four people were seated, three men and a woman. I recognized two of them, and I assumed the woman was Cynthia. The last man sat back in the corner, his face hidden in the shadows.
"What the fuck are these assholes doing here," I snapped. Sitting next to the woman, I assumed was Cynthia were Ricky and Jamie.
I think Ali was even less amused that I was. "Why are they here?" she snarled.
I interrupted, "Ricky, Ralph or whatever the fuck your name is. I warned you last time we met that if I ever saw you near my wife again, I'd make you regret it. Now I hear you told her a pack of lies about me and that makes me even more pissed off at you."
Turning to Jamie, I said, "Start running because after I finish with this one you are next."
Jamie took me at my word, eased out of the booth and headed out of the room. Ricky, on the other hand, started to bristle and bluster.
Ali was quick to put him in his place. "You lied your way into my life, now what new lies are you telling?"
Cynthia put her hand up to cool the tension and invited us to sit down. "This is my fault. The news that you are quitting the runway after this week has surprised the business. I asked Ricky and Jamie here for some background on you for a story the magazine wants to run for the next edition."
"Why the hell would you call them?" Ali asked.
"Because nobody close to you was talking, and you weren't taking my calls. Out of the blue, you announce you're quitting as a model, and you won't take any calls from the press. It wasn't like you gave us any notice. They were the best I could find who were willing to talk." Cynthia stopped talking and looked at me with a suspicious stare.
She asked, "Who are you, and why is Ricky looking so shit scared of you and Jamie has run away?" Then she paused and seemed to consider what I'd said earlier as she asked, "Did you just say, my wife?"
"Christ, do you want to explain the facts of life, Ali, while I have a little word with Ricky here." I'd slid into the booth and had boxed Ricky into a corner.
"Stop!" demanded Cynthia. "Nobody is going to do anything until I understand what is going on. You wanted to talk to me, Ali, so talk."
Ali started, "Cynthia, I want you to meet my husband, Benjamin MacMichael. We've been married for over 14 years, and he's Julia's father."
"Shit, this is the guy you divorced years ago!"
Ali looked a bit embarrassed. "Funny story about that, we never got divorced. People just assumed I was divorced and it seemed easier not to contradict them. We're still married, and I've been living with him over the summer."
"But if you are married to Ben why were you with..." her eyes flicked across to Ricky.
"That's one of the things I want to discuss with this sleaze bucket," I said. I think Ricky had been hoping that I'd forget about him.
"I want to know why he decided it was a good idea to fake evidence to convince Ali I had a new family. Oh yes, of course, it was so he could worm his way into Ali's affection, and stop her pulling out of Ali Mac."
"I didn't," he stated. "Well not really. The report was a case of mistaken identity. By the time I found out they weren't your family the damage had been done, and I couldn't afford for Ali to pull out. I'd sunk most of my savings into the launch of Ali Mac."
"So, you're the innocent victim here."
He shrugged, "I'll admit I'm not completely innocent. If Ali wanted a shoulder to cry on, why shouldn't it have been mine? I sure as fuck wasn't going to tell her it was all a mistake and you were still pining for her."
Ali was crying, "You knew all those years ago, and you said nothing. I don't care about the time I lost, but what about Julia? You took away the opportunity for her to connect with her father."
Cynthia and Annabeth were listening to the conversation, hardly daring to breathe in case they missed anything.
A thought crossed my mind, and I asked Ricky. "You'd been after Ali ever since that time on the island, weren't you?"
"Of course, I was; she was a beautiful woman, but she was always in love with you. I don't think she loved any of her boyfriends, including me. I guess Jamie and he were the ones who came closest." He gave a quick glance into the corner of the booth.
Ali gave me a startled glance when he made that last statement. I shrugged it off, what was one more half-truth from her in this night of revelations.
There was a stirring from the corner of the booth, and the third man moved forward into the light. I'd forgotten his presence with all that had been going on, and he startled me.
Ali was more than startled, she went white and shook.
"Hi love, miss me?" he said. He was nearly 14 years older and the intervening years hadn't been kind to him, but I recognized him immediately. Tony smiled at both of us, as he took one of Ali's hands in his. She just sat there in stunned silence.
A moment later I grabbed his hand, and in a mirror of the last time I'd held it, I started to bend his finger back until I felt the joint pop. He hissed in pain and snatched his hand back. Tony had to be in his mid-fifties, his trim figure long hidden under his middle age spread.
"What the fuck was that for?" he said as he cradled his hand.
"Just to remind you that I don't like you," I said.
Cynthia slammed her hand down on the table making all of us jump and the security guard to stick his head into the room. Cynthia waved him away and turned back to the rest of us.
"This bickering stops now," she said. "Ali, I got a message that you wanted to talk to me, and now I guess that it's something to do with Ben and the fact that you two are married. Since that is the case, the rest of you can go while Ali and I talk."
Ricky looked pleased with the suggestion and was moving before the words were out of her mouth. He was halfway towards the exit a moment later. Tony seemed reluctant to move, which was fine by me because I wanted to find out why Ali had reacted the way she had when she saw him.
I took Ali by the arm and ignoring Cynthia's glare pulled her to one side where we could talk without being overheard.
"I once asked you if anything had happened between you and Tony, and you denied it. Now I'm asking you the same question, and you better think very carefully about your answer."
"When you first asked that question, nothing had gone on with Tony or any of the others," Ali said, and she sat down at one of the empty booths. I sat down beside her, and she continued.
"But you are not going to like what happened next."
I stiffened, and she squeezed my hand, "Just remember, I never stopped loving you, but for one crazy week I was so confused."
"I've always loved you, but you're not making it easy for me. How much am I not going to like this?" She pulled me close, and we kissed.
"On a scale of one to ten, it's about a seven," she said hesitantly. "Bad enough that you're going to be right royally pissed off with me, but hopefully, not so bad that you leave me."
"Shit."
She swallowed and tried to regain some of her composure. "After you left, I managed to finish the shoot. Fortunately, it only took one more day. Tony was there, and he kept reassuring me that it was just a tiff, you still loved me, and it would blow over. I just had to give you some time. I was going to change my flight and fly back home to you as soon as we were finished."
"Why didn't you; I was still staying at the flat, I didn't leave for a week. Hell, I was calling you, but you never answered your phone. I didn't leave until you left that damn message on the answer phone."
"I couldn't find my phone; Tony must have picked it up because he gave it back to me a few days later. At the time he said one of the crew had found it and sent it to him. And yes, I know I was stupid, but I believed him."
"Christ, I left you enough messages; didn't you listen to them when he gave the phone back to you?"
"The battery was flat, I didn't have a charger and to be honest, I was scared to talk to you. Anyway, he'd told me that the agency needed me in Spain to cover an assignment. One of the models booked was sick, and they needed me there as soon as possible to replace her. He showed me a fax from the agency that confirmed the assignment. He said he'd spoken to you and you understood why I needed to go."
"Like fuck he did! The only message I got was the one you left on the answer phone."
"I know; I listened to it. I'd have left me after listing to that. I had to borrow a phone to make that call, and Tony walked in on me while I was making it. So, I rang off, I didn't want him to know I was trying to contact you. Christ, that still makes no sense to me, and I'm the idiot who made the call."
"You still haven't told me what I'm going to be pissed off about," I reminded her. She was obviously hesitating, drawing out the story.
She swallowed again, took a couple of dead breaths and launched straight in. "There's a possibility I may have slept with Tony the last night of the Spanish trip."
There was a long silence.
"What the hell do you mean, you think you slept with him. Either you did, or you didn't."
"I don't know. I was so drunk that evening, I was missing you, and I just kept on drinking. I remember waking up, feeling like death warmed over, and Tony was in my bed." She was talking fast, and her words seemed to blur into each other.
"I was out of that bed as soon as I saw him, and only just made it to the bathroom before I threw up all over the place. I staggered into the shower and curled up under the water. Tony says we fucked, but I can't remember anything at all, it's all one big blank. I wasn't even with him that night; I'd gone out to a club with the other models to celebrate the end of the shoot."
"Surely you must know if he'd fucked you."
"Christ, I felt so bad that day. What with the shower and all, by the time I felt even half human, there was no evidence that we'd fucked. There was a wet pair of my panties in the shower, so I think I was wearing them in bed. When I finally got out of the bathroom, he'd gone, but he left me a note saying how great a fuck I was."
Well if you didn't invite him in how did he get into your room?"
"I don't know, Ben; it was an old hotel with those old style locks, the ones you had to use the key to lock the door when you were in the room. I was probably so drunk that I'd forgotten to lock it behind me. I think he must have found my door open and climbed into bed with me, don't you think I've asked myself the same question repeatedly."
A sickening thought hit me, "Julia?"
"Definitely your daughter, I had the same terrible thought when I found out I was pregnant. I was scared that Tony may have taken advantage of me, so as soon as she was born, I had your DNA checked against hers. There's no chance you are not her father."
"So, what the fuck happens after that?"
"Nothing, I caught the plane home and found you'd gone and had a breakdown, all in that order. Then two months later I found out I was pregnant, and the horror started all over again."
"And him?" I nodded in Tony's direction. He had made his way over to the bar and was nursing a drink.
"I made a complaint to the agency; it wasn't just that evening, it turned out he'd lied to me about Spain. There was no sick model; he'd booked me for that shoot even though he knew we were supposed to take a few days off after the Antigua shoot. The agency moved me to another representative, and Tony wasn't happy. Not that it mattered too much, I wasn't working much because of Julia, and then within a year I was part of Ludmila's agency and free of all that hypocrisy."
It was late, and I was tired and to be honest I couldn't be assed anymore. I'd heard so many conflicting stories in the last few hours. Now I just wanted to leave the bloody place. I told Ali and suggested she get on with whatever it was that she wanted to say to Cynthia.
She considered me and then slowly nodded in agreement. She moved over to Cynthia, and they started talking. The room had slowly been filling up while we had been talking and all the booths were occupied. The noise level had increased, and I could sense the curious looks I was getting from new arrivals. I leaned back in my chair and closed my eyes, not wishing to be drawn into any conversations, and I took the time to consider my next steps.
I don't think it was too much later when I heard Ali say my name and gently shake my shoulder.
"I'm done here, love, let's go," she said.
"What was it you were trying to do?" I asked as I stood up.
"I needed to dispel any rumors over my decision to retire. I can't afford people to think that I'm not still committed to Ali Mac."
"That was it? You dragged me here and put me through this fucking circus, and that's all you wanted to tell her?"
"Don't be an idiot, of course that wasn't the main reason. Telling her all about you was."
"Me?"
"Yes you, she's the biggest gossip, and if she knows we are in love and still married, the rest of the fashion industry will know tomorrow. Oh, and she knows you are Xander Morton."
"Fuck, why?"
"Well she asked, and I didn't say you weren't."
I sighed, and we left the VIP area and walked across the still crowded expanse of the nightclub to the exit. Ali used her phone to alert Jamal that we were leaving; she must have texted him because it was far too noisy to hear yourself think.
We were both reserved and quiet in the car, sitting in opposite corners of the back seat. The car hissed along the dark streets, and I stared out of the window on my side at the dark shop fronts. I felt my head would explode with the number of conflicting thoughts and emotions racing through it.
Ali stirred, a hand eased across the void between us and clutched at mine as it rested on the seat beside me.
"I'm sorry, Ben, I'm screwing everything up, aren't I. Every time you settle, I drop another bombshell on you."
"Do you know why Tony was there?"
"Yesss," she said reluctantly. "He's been spreading rumors that we had an affair and he's Julia's father. With all the interest in me now, he approached Cynthia to try and cash in on it and sell the story to the magazine. Cynthia wanted to see what happened when I saw him."
"Well, I hope she got her money's worth from him," I said sarcastically. I continued to look out of the window and noticed I saw the same dark storefronts from earlier; we seemed to be driving around in circles.
"If this is supposed to be the scenic route, I'm not in the mood for it," I said to the driver.
Jamal grunted, and the driver just gave the briefest of shrugs.
"I wanted some time to talk to you before we got back to the apartment," Ali admitted.
"I'm not sure I know what's left to discuss, love, we both have our own lives. These last couple of days have driven home to me I'm no longer part of your world. I can't live with the constant attention, to say nothing about the security."
"But I love you," she sobbed. Tears were streaming down her cheeks.
I pulled her close, and she buried her head into my chest. "I love you, too,"
I told her. "I thought loving you would be enough to let me cope with all this," and I pointed in the direction of Jamal and the driver.
Ali whimpered, and I pulled her face up so I could kiss her. She savagely returned the kiss as though her life depended on it.
She broke away and licked her lips. "What happens now?"
"I'm going home," I told her. "I'm going to grab a few hours' sleep; then I'm going to drive back to the cottage. Hopefully, Julia and my parents will join me for a few days."
"What about me, can I come, too?"
I shook my head, "No, you need to stay here and complete your commitments. There are too many people relying on you this week for you to leave now."
She started to cry again, but I took hold of her arms and made her look at me. "Ali, you know I'm right. I do love you, but you need to take your time and consider what you want. Only when you've made your decision do I want you to tell me, but you need to understand, I love my quiet life down south, and I'm not going to change it. I won't be making any compromises to fit your lifestyle again.
"I'll come down as soon as the weeks over."
"No, I don't want you to do that; you need to be completely sure it's what you want," I replied. "I want you to take at least a month. There will be no second chance if you screw up again. I'll ask for a divorce and custody of our daughter."
The car slowed and then pulled into the underground garage at the apartment building. I got out and considered my next move, the Porsche was parked in one of the bays nearby, and I headed over to it.
Ali caught my arm before I'd taken a couple of steps. "You're too tired to drive, come up to the apartment and get some sleep."
"I'm just checking to make sure the keys are in it."
Jamal coughed, and I turned to where he was standing by the car. "The security guard has the keys, and there's a gate opener in the glove box so you can come and go whenever you want."
I nodded at him and let Ali lead me towards the elevator. I glanced at my watch, Christ, it was nearly four o'clock; no wonder I was so bloody tired. Ali was squeezing my fingers so tightly as she clutched my hand that I was losing feeling in them.
The entrance lobby was lit by a single wall light that bathed the seated bodyguard in its soft glow. He stood and opened the door to the apartment, the room beyond dark, the only illumination the reflection of the street lights through the windows on the far wall.
"I can use the sofa," I suggested.
Ali slapped my face. "For fuck's sake, Ben, do you enjoy pissing me off that much? If it's to be our last time until you let me come back to you, then you'll bloody well spend it in my bed."
She kissed me savagely, her tongue forcing its way into my mouth. She took my hands and placed them on top of her breasts.
"Now stop being an idiot and make love to me; make me feel better."
"Hmm," I whispered and followed her into her bedroom. I eased the zipper on her dress down, she gave a little shake, and it pooled at her feet, leaving her only wearing a tiny black thong and lace topped stockings. I stepped behind her, wrapped my arms around and pulled her close.
She gave a little moan as I kissed the back of her neck and pushed her ass into my pelvis.
"Christ, I love you so much," she murmured. She stepped away, kicked off her shoes, and put each leg in turn on the bed and peeled off her stockings. I saw her thumbs go into the waistband of her thong.
"No, I'll do that, if I may."
She smiled and laid down on the bed, smiling up at me and holding her arms out to me. As I moved towards her, she held up a finger. "Nope, you're wearing far too many clothes to be allowed on my bed."
This was a problem I could and did solve very quickly. Sans clothes, I crawled onto the bed beside her and rolled her onto her back. I slowly kissed and caressed my way down her body until I reached that faint, almost invisible, soft line of tiny dark hairs on her lower belly that disappeared under the waistline of her panties. Hooking my fingers in the waist, I tugged; the flimsy fabric tore, and I tossed the ruined garment to one side.



The contented soft moans that had accompanied my journey of rediscovery became a long drawn out gasp of shock, and then a groan as the back of my finger traced up the line of hairs. She'd placed a couple of pillows under her head, so she could watch me and at her gasp, I looked up at her. Her eyes were closed, and her expression was a mixture of love, desire and need.
She opened her eyes, looking down at me. "I love you doing that, it feels so nice and familiar," she whispered, her fingers playing with my hair. With subtle pressure on my head, she urged me lower. I settled between her open legs. I ran the tip of my tongue along the lips of her labia, lips that were plump and wet in response to her growing arousal.
Her moans grew more vocal as my tongue slid along and between the folds guarding the core of her womanhood, and her clitoris rose from its shroud to welcome me back. My mouth acknowledged its welcome, and she threw her head back with a gasp.
Two fingers slipped into her slick wet passage and found her pleasure spot.
She jumped and then pushed her pussy up against my face as I caressed her G spot, "Ohhh, fuck yesss," she cried.
I kept on licking, sucking, and a third finger invaded her slick passage. My thumb rolled her engorged clit, and her moans of pleasure increased in their intensity. She bucked, and her thighs trembled. I flicked the tip of her clit, and she came with a long drawn out guttural cry. She shook, and a gush of pussy juice covered my hand.
"Ohh, holy fuck," she gasped. "That was so fucking good."
I crawled up beside her, and she rolled to face me as I wrapped my arms around her. She groaned at me, "You will fuck me now." She rolled onto her back, and her legs fell open in a mute invitation
.
There was no need for further foreplay; we were both aroused and ready. In one motion I was deep inside her, both of us groaning in pleasure and anticipation. I was thrusting hard and deep into her, so hard the bed was rocking under us. The slap of our flesh was almost drowned out by my groans and her vocal cries of encouragement.
"Oh god, yes, just like that. Ohhhhhhh, fuck yes, harder. Shit noooo," as I pulled almost all the way out and paused with my throbbing crown nestled between her slick pussy lips.
She rolled her pelvis, her legs wrapped around my thighs pulled me towards her as she attempted to impale herself on me again.
"Pleeeese," she desperately whimpered as she looked up at me. She screamed as I thrust back into her in one hard swift motion. I could see her face in the street light coming in through the windows. I could have imagined that the woman below me was in pain, but I knew from the sound of her cries and the way she was rolling her pelvis that it was all pure pleasure.
I'd witnessed this so many times in the past as she immersed herself in the pleasure that was riding in waves through her body. I could feel her orgasm building up in her, her legs were shaking and there were little ripples in her pussy that grew in intensity.
Ali was drawing me along with her as she grew close to her release. She was desperately pushing up to meet my thrusts. I grew close to my release, my hands holding her as I attempted to control her while she thrashed about, lost to the overwhelming sensations.
Ali groaned as she came. Her spasms were hitting her long and hard, her pussy clamping down on me. She arched off the bed, only her shoulders and feet in contact. That was all I needed to push me over the edge I'd been hovering on for the past few moments. I grunted as I came, pumping my hot cum into her waiting passage. She collapsed back onto the bed in a sudden motion that caused my invading member to flop out. Our mixed juices trickled down her thighs as it oozed from between her puffy lips.
We recovered enough to roll onto our side and face each other, I slid between her open thighs, wrapped my arms around her, and she rested her forehead under my chin.
For a long while, we stayed like that as our breaths synced. She looked up at me; her eyes reflecting the orange of the street lights
"Is there any way I can convince you to stay," she asked? I caressed her cheek, and she raised her lips to mine.
I said, "If I stay I'm going to end up in a fight with one of your ex-lovers or Jamal. You're the only reason I'm even here. I thought I could do this, but it's just a lie."
She pulled away sharply. "This is just a lie?"
"Christ no, not this. Paris, this week, all the circus that surrounds you. That's what I can't do anymore."
She seemed to shrink into herself, and I wrapped my arms protectively around her. She sobbed, her tears trapped between her face and my chest. Slowly her sobs diminished, and she fell asleep.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Ali was draped over me when I woke up much later that morning. We both smelled of sex and sweat, and our daughter was grinning at me as she sat on the bed beside me.
She held her nose and commented with a giggle, "You two smell like a pair of rutting polecats."
"And just how would you know what a rutting polecat smells like?" I asked as I made sure we were both covered by the bed sheet. Only Ali's foot hung off the side and was uncovered.
Ali's eye flickered open, and she groaned. "Hell, what time is it?" Then she saw Julia grinning at the pair of us. "What are you doing in here?"
"It was either Sandy or me, Mum," Julia said. "I'm supposed to remind you that you've got a fitting for Christiana's in an hour."
Ali stiffened in my arms and looked at me guiltily, but I didn't respond. I didn't need to, both of us knew this was one of the reasons why I was going back south.
"If you give us some privacy then your mother can get ready," I said.
"Okay," she bounced off the bed and closed the door behind herself.
Ali struggled to untangle herself from the sheet twisted around our bodies. She stood up and went to the bathroom only to pause in the doorway and return to the bed and sit down again.
She said, "I was going to ignore your wishes and follow you back to the cottage tonight, but I think you're right; it's all happened too quickly. I've been expecting you to make the compromises. I need time to decide what I want to do."
She leaned forward and kissed me. "It doesn't mean I don't love you, I do and always will. I'm going to give you your space."
She gave me a tight smile and hurried off to the bathroom. I soon heard the shower running.
Ali had left for her appointment by the time I'd finished showering and dressing. My parents and Julia were waiting for me in the lounge. It had been a long time since I'd seen either of my parents and my father had turned into a silver fox. I had to think for a moment and realized both had to be in their early sixties.
For a few seconds I don't think any of us knew what to say, and we stood like statues. Our last meeting had ended bitterly, as they'd blamed me for the breakup. It was Julia who started to break the ice by asking if I had received the invitation to her school's open day.
"We're allowed to have up to six guests. Usually, Mum brings my grandparents. But you must come this time, doesn't he, Gran?"
"I hope he will; we've all missed him." There was a catch to her voice, and she clutched at my father's hand.
"I'd love to, just let me know when it is," I told them. I took a step forward, and the ice shattered. My parents and I merged into a group hug.
There was a moment's panic from Julia when I explained that I was leaving later that day to drive south. She perked up when I invited the three of them to come with me.
"Can we?" Julia asked.
My mother considered for a moment before giving a slight nod. Julia punched the air and said, "Yes."
Mum put her hand up, "I need to check it's okay with your mother and we have to let the school know you won't be back on Monday."
Julia asked me, "Why is Mum not coming with us?"
"Honey, it's fashion week; she's tied up all week, and we both need to work out our priorities."
She looked worried, "Does that mean you and Mum might not be getting back together?"
I shook my head, "Not if I can help it; I want us to be a family again."
I decided that she was old enough for the truth. "But that doesn't mean we don't have our issues; both of us have created new lives for ourselves. Your mother loves this world; it's what she always wanted, but it was never really mine. I was bitter when she chose this over me, but I'm happy with my quiet new life."
"You're not going to come back, are you?" Julia's face reflected her emotions. Life was black and white at her age; things were either good or bad, and I had to try and explain.
"That not what I'm saying. Your mother and I are as much in love as we've ever been, but we need we work out a compromise that works for both of us. I can't live with all this security that your mother needs and I'm fairly sure she's not interested in being a farmer's wife. We've decided to take a little time apart, that's all, Julia."
"How long?" my Mother asked.
"I've asked Ali to take a month to decide what she wants to do."
"Is it fair that you expect Alisha to be the one who does all the compromising?" Mum asked. "Because it seems that's what you want."
"That's enough," and I glanced in Julia's direction, "this isn't a conversation I want to have now."
I think Mum wanted to continue, but my father put his hand on her arm and shook his head. Mum hesitated and then stepped back. We collected our bags and headed down to the garage.
It was seven in the evening when I pulled up at the cottage. I gave Mum and Dad the master bedroom, and Julia claimed her old room. I was going to be sleeping in the Never Again.
I'd called Sophie on the way down, and she'd stocked the fridge and larder for me. As my daughter showed her grandparents around the place, I checked in with Pete for an update on the grape harvest.
Fortunately, there were no issues, so I was relaxing on the terrace by the time my guests joined me. Dad was the first to join me; he uttered a small groan as he sat down.
"I'm getting old," he muttered, "I'm not used to all this traveling."
"Drink?"
He nodded, and I poured him a whiskey, adding a splash of water.
"So, you remember how I like it?" He picked it up and gave the aroma an appreciative sniff.
"I drink it the same way, so it isn't difficult?"
"You almost broke your mother's heart when you left."
I sighed, I'd hoped we wouldn't be having this conversation this soon. "Dad, I know we need to talk about this, but is this the right time?"
"I asked Jean to keep Julia busy while we talk son. Your mother could never understand why you cut us so completely out of your life."
"I came to you after Ali left me, and you and Mum were convinced it was my fault. What was it she said, something along the lines that I had to have done something bad for that lovely girl to want to leave me. I was hurting, and both of you rejected me."
"We know we were wrong. The first thing Alisha told us was that it was all her fault and she'd do anything to undo it. But by the time we knew, you'd disappeared."
"Dad, I'm not sure you understand how much Ali's rejection hit me. She abandoned me at a party and refused to get in touch for a couple of weeks. Why the hell would I hang around when as far as I could tell Ali was done with me? I didn't want to be around anything or anyone who reminded me of her."
"But everything's good now?"
"Well we are working out our differences, and I have a daughter I didn't know existed. I hope everything will turn out for the best, but from now on it's up to Ali. I've tried living in her world, and I can't do it. If Ali wants us to be a proper family again, then it's up to her to make the moves."
"And if she can't or won't?"
"Then I'm no worse off than I was before, only now I've got a daughter I didn't know existed a few months ago, and family I'm reconnecting with."
"But Alisha said that you two are still in love."
"We are, but being in love doesn't mean I'm going to run around the world chasing after her. I've done that and look what it got me."
I heard my mother and daughter coming down the stairs, and I fell silent. Dad gave me a 'we will talk later' look and settled back in his chair.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~

My parents and daughter stayed for six days before they had to leave. I never had another opportunity to discuss the underlying issues that I'd had with my parents after Ali had left, although I think Mum would like to have one. In the end, it seemed all so pointless now. My biggest regret was that if I hadn't been so pigheaded, I would have known about Julia, and she could have grown up with me in her life.
I wanted to blame Ali, but the truth was I'd made my own bed, and I had to accept the consequences. It had been my decision to cut off all contact.
Ali called every day to speak to Julia, and I kept an electronic eye on her via the web. I had the search engine I was using flag up any stories that mentioned Ali. Well, I said I did, but that would be a lie, I got the far more tech-savvy Abigail to set it up on my laptop when she came to see Julia.
I drove Julia and my parents to Toulouse airport and saw them safely pass through security. I dropped in on Pete and Sophie on my way home. I wasn't ready to brave my empty cottage just yet.
In the evening after the twins had gone to bed and Abigail was busy studying. Pete, Sophie and I sat on the wicker furniture on their terrace. An open bottle of wine stood on the table, waiting to join its empty companions. Pete was relaxing in an armchair while I was sitting on the sofa. Sophie came and sat beside me. She turned sideways, stretched her legs out and leaned back against me. She took my hand, placed it on her waist and held it in place.
"Ben, you know that you are our closest friend, in fact, you're more family than friend," she said, and Pete agreed with her.
She continued, "It worries us that you're here and she's in Paris. I thought that you were back together?"
"You mean, do we love each other?"
"Yes."
"I don't think I ever stopped loving her, Sophie. There's a fine line between love and hatred, and I never stepped across it. Ali is convinced she loves me even more now than she ever did."
"So, what's the problem?"
"You know what it is; she loves her job, as well. Modeling and fashion have been everything for her, and she enjoyed the rewards. She put that life before me more than once when we were first married. Now she says she wants us to be a family, and the industry's not important anymore, but after what happened last week, I'm fucked if I know what the truth is."
Pete looked at me and asked, "Is it that deep down you're scared that she might do it again? She slipped once, what's to stop her doing it again?"
I considered that while I sipped at my glass of wine. "Possibly, I don't think so, oh hell, I don't know."
Pete considered my answer and noted my indecision.
"Mankind is a fairly stupid animal in some respects," he offered. "He doesn't learn from experience. You've only got to look at history to realize that, the same bloody mistakes being repeated time after time."
He paused and sipped his wine. "But that's not quite true. Man doesn't learn from other people's experience. He, or in this case she, does learn from their own experience. You say Ali had her career and Julia, but from what she told us it was a hollow life. She never forgave herself for the mistakes she made with you."
"When did she tell you this?" I wanted to know.
Sophie stroked the back of my hand. "She and I talked a lot over the summer. She told me what happened that trip. She thought that you would understand why her modeling career was so important to her and you'd forgive her. She never expected you just to walk away."
"If it had just been that trip, then she'd probably be right, but it wasn't. She'd been distant for months. That trip was the one that brought it to a head, but that wasn't the first bad trip. There had been issues on the last few foreign assignments I'd gone to with her."
Sophie wriggled around so she could see my face. "That's not exactly how Ali described it."
"That doesn't surprise me; what did she say?"
"That there was a big misunderstanding at a party and you walked out. By the time she got back to your hotel you'd gone."
I gave a short laugh. "So, there was no mention of me intercepting her as she was heading to Ricky's room, or the fact the misunderstanding was that when I objected to some third-rate actor groping her ass in front of me, she told me it was too important to her career and I needed to get over it?"
"What the fuck?" Pete said. "Why didn't you ever tell us any of this before?"
"By then it didn't seem important. Her so-called friends and colleagues had been filling her head with bad ideas, and she came to believe them. The bloody actor was just the last straw."
There wasn't much any of us could say after all of that. We finished the bottle and a couple of more of its friends before I took my leave and staggered down the lane to the cottage.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

I kept one eye on Ali's progress over the next couple of weeks. I was sent clips of the standing ovations she received at the end of her last two shows, the ones she'd told the world were to be her last outings as a model.
Julia had insisted I create an online social presence so that she, her mother, and I could keep in touch. For the first time in my life, I had a Facebook page, Instagram, WhatsApp and some awful thing called Snapchat, and I'm fairly sure that there would be more I hadn't found yet!
My daughter used my new found online presence to keep bombarding me with news about her mother. Sandy would send me links to items that mentioned Ali. Ali sent me a few photos of her backstage at the fashion shows. The news stories peeked at the end of fashion week.
Cynthia's magazine article was published at the end of fashion week. Both Tony and Ricky were mentioned, but the bulk of the article was about Ali and the mysterious ex but not ex-husband. The link to Ali, myself, and the bloody novel was explored in excruciating detail. It wasn't long before I was outed as Xander Morton, not that it helped them as none of my friends were talking and the press drew a blank as to where to find me.
This time it was Ali who disappeared, and I wasn't the one who noticed. The month apart was ending, and the search engine was still flagging articles that mentioned Ali, but it was Julia who noticed that they all seemed to be old accounts and backstories. She tried to call her mother, and her phone was switched off.
She called me, "Dad, I guess Mum's with you."
"No, why would you think that? We're not supposed to talk for another couple of days."
Her voice sounded anxious, "Mum's not answering her phone, it's not even on. I called Sandy, and she's not in Paris, Sandy's not seen her for several days; she thought Mum had gone to see you. I was hoping she wasn't answering because you two were busy." I could almost feel the strength of her blush through the phone lines.
"No, I've not seen her, I've been working on the boat doing some maintenance before I close her up for the winter. She's probably on a trip, have you called Jamal? If anyone knows where your Mother is, it'll be him."
"No, I didn't think of that."
"Then don't worry, I'll give him a call, he'll know where she is," I said as reassuringly as I could. "I'll get her to call you when he tells me where she is."
Julia sounded relieved as she rang off.
Jamal's number was in my contacts under Security. Sandy had added a whole bunch of 'important numbers to my phone; this was the first time I'd needed to use one.



His phone rang only once before it was answered.
"Ben, what can I do for you?" he said in his deep voice. I might not like the man, but I knew he was one of the best at his job.
"I was hoping that you could get a message to Alisha. Could you ask her to call her daughter? She's worried that her mother is not answering her phone. I guess that you or one of the other bodyguards are with her."
There was a long pause, and then he said. "I thought she was with you."
"Why would you think that; the months not up yet."
"Well, she got Janice to drive her down to your place on Monday."
Today was Thursday, so she'd been missing for three days, and I think Jamal was as worried as I was. In the background, I heard him call out, "Get Janice on the phone." There was a mumbled reply, and then he said, "I don't care where the silly bitch is, just get her on the bloody phone."
Jamal was still talking, and I registered he was speaking to me. "Ben, are you still there?"
I acknowledged him, and he continued, "We're trying to get in touch with Janice. Ali asked Janice to drive her down to your place on Monday afternoon."
"Yeah, I gathered that only I haven't seen her since fashion week, and she's not down here. Has Sandy spoken to her?"
"We're checking; I'll get back to you as soon as I hear anything." With that, he rang off.
Time passes slowly when you are desperate for something, anything to happen. I tried calling Ali, and I got her voice mail. I sent her a text and then an email. Jamal got back to me after what seemed to be an eternity, yet was probably less than an hour. He'd got in touch with Janice, and it seemed she'd left Ali at the restaurant in our local village. Ali had told her to go, as I was going to pick her up from the restaurant.
"Janice says she told your wife that she wasn't happy leaving her there alone." Jamal's tone was annoyed. "But your wife insisted and sat down at a table inside that was set for two. She couldn't see clearly, as it was dark inside, but she swears she saw a man who she's convinced was you join her after a few minutes. That's when she left."
I wasn't sure what to think. I couldn't work out why she would have traveled seven hours to meet a man, yet that seemed to be what had happened. Slowly, I came to the conclusion that given the level of security that surrounded her, if she'd wanted to meet someone without their knowledge, doing it down here would have been one of her options. Her bodyguards had becoming used to stepping back and leaving her alone when she was here.
Well, that could explain the why, but not who she was meeting. Several hours later and a bottle of wine, I was no closer to a solution. I knew it hadn't been me at the restaurant, and if Janice had thought the person resembled me, then that ruled out Tony and Ricky. It didn't exclude Jamie, but it just seemed too extreme that Ali would come all this way to meet him.
Those were the only men with whom I'd gathered she'd had any form of relationship. I had no idea; there could be countless others I knew nothing about. By the time I realized that the simple solution would have been to ask Gaston, the owner of the restaurant who it was that Ali had met, it was far too late, and the restaurant was closed. Tomorrow I thought and staggered off to bed.
Jamal was at my door early the following morning, his worried expression doing nothing to ease my concern.
"We woke up the owner of the restaurant," he said. "We didn't learn that much. She was there for a few minutes until she was picked up by a taxi."
"Huh, then who was the man she met?"
"That was the driver; she told Gaston she was expecting a car to pick her up. When the man turned up and gave her name, Gaston pointed her out. By the way, he asked for a Mrs. McMichael and didn't appear to know who she was."
"Did Gaston get anything, where she wanted to go or the taxi details?"
Jamal shook his head, "Nothing, the restaurant was fairly busy, and it was because he knows Ali that he let her sit down. She was there, the taxi arrived, and she left. That's about all he can remember."
"Surely he knows all the local taxi drivers?"
"It wasn't anyone he knew, the guy said he was there to collect her and Gaston pointed her out. He admits he never saw the car. We are checking with all the firms and independents who service this area, but we've had no joy yet."
"Does Sandy know anything?"
Again Jamal shook his head. "She got an email on Tuesday morning, from Ali. It said that she'd be away for the rest of the week. She was coming down here and that she had some important news."
I thought about that and pointed out, "It didn't specifically say she was coming here did it?"
"Not in so many words, but that's what we gathered from Janice. She was dropped off less than five miles from this place, so where else could she be going."
"Well, obviously not here," I pointed out. "She's not got a lot of people she knows down here. I mean, everyone in the area knows who she is, but really the only person she got close to was Sophie."
Jamal looked confused.
"Pete's wife," I elaborated, and he nodded in understanding.
"Could she have been coming down to see her?"
"I suppose so," I said. "Only I'm pretty sure Sophie's been away all week. I think she's was going looking after her Cousin Henry's kids. He and his wife have been going through a rough patch, and he wanted to treat her to a vacation. Pete was here yesterday, moaning that he had to get the twins up for school.
"He didn't say anything about seeing Ali," I added.
"Could you check?"
"Sure." I gave Pete a call.
Five minutes later I told Jamal what I'd learned, which wasn't much. Sophie had been at Henry's since last Saturday and would be back this Sunday. Pete had spoken to her daily, and she'd not mentioned seeing Ali. He said he'd ask her if Ali had contacted her, but he was fairly sure she hadn't.
"Crap," was all Jamal said. He looked disappointed; I guess he'd hoped Sophie had been the solution to the problem. I know I'd had the same hope.
My phone buzzed on the table; the caller ID showed Julia's face. I groaned, I'd forgotten to call her back, I still wasn't used to being a father.
"What the hell do I tell her?" I asked Jamal.
"She's a bright kid; I'd tell her the truth."
I took the phone and walked out to the terrace while I told her what I knew. I came back indoors ten minutes later feeling like I'd been pulled backward through a bush.
"I need you to do me a favor," I said to Jamal. I felt a bit embarrassed needing his help after the earlier incidents.
"Julia wants to come here; I'll call the school and my parents, but can you arrange for one of your guys to escort her here?"
He nodded and made a call while I explained the situation to Julia's school and then my parents. Mum and Dad wanted to come down, as well, but I put them off, I really don't have the room.
Jamal and I collected Julia from Toulouse airport that evening. Raf was carrying her bag and gave me a worried smile as he followed the hurrying girl. Julia launched herself into my arms and just sobbed while I comforted her.
She was full of questions that none of us could answer, we knew no more, and it was frustrating all of us. We kept trying her phone but had no success.
I thought Jamal was going to physically attack Janice when she arrived. I could hear his raised voice from the boat where Julia was helping me with some painting; it was make-work, but it kept both of us occupied. I hurried up and got Jamal to stop.
"Christ, she was only doing what Ali told her to do. If it's anyone's fault it's hers, not Janice's," I argued. "We just need to know if you've thought about anything else that can help."
Janice looked relieved at my intervention and shook her head. "Sorry, I've been racking my brain, but I can't think of anything new."
"So, what did happen?" I asked
"Just what I told Jamal," she said.
"Tell me, us," I corrected as Julia took my hand. We sat down on the terrace and Janice told us what had happened.
She'd been with Ali and Sandy when they'd gone to meet the photographer to sort out the schedule for the spring collection photo shoots. That was in the morning, she explained. The meeting had dragged on, and they'd sent out for lunch.
"I'm not sure what happened, one moment she was fine, the next she was shouting at the photographer. Something about doesn't he know anything, and he should read the brief. She stalked out of the studio telling Sandy to deal with the idiot; that she had better things to do with her time."
"Did she say what?" I asked.
Janice shrugged, "Not to me. Anyway, we left Sandy dealing with the photographer, and I drove her back to the apartment. She asked me to come up with her, she was going to lie down but thought she'd need me later. She was only in her room for 15 minutes, and then out again. Ali had a small suitcase and told me to take it down to the car and would I drive her here."
Jamal interrupted, "Did she specifically say here?"
Janice had to think for a moment, "Not really, she said she was coming down here to discuss things, so I assumed it was with you. When we got close, she got a text and asked me to drop her off in the village."
She looked at her boss, "I told her I should wait until she was picked up, but she insisted I go. Ben, it's the same restaurant you and she went to all the time, Gaston and the staff all know her, so I felt fairly safe leaving. Even so, I waited in the car until I saw the man I thought was you turn up. That damn restaurant isn't very well lit, but I was sure it was you, so I left."
She looked very unsure of herself, and I hasten to reassure that I wasn't upset with her.
"So, at no time did Ali say it was Ben she was coming to see?" Jamal said.
"Not in so many words, but as I said, that's what I thought she implied. Actually, she said very little all the way down, she sat in the back and was using her tablet most of the time."
I had a thought and asked, "Is there any way we can track her phone or the tablet."
"We should be able to," Jamal replied. "It was one of the first things I checked. Neither are responding, either they are off, or Ali's deleted the tracking app. The last location was the village."
"So, wherever she is, she doesn't want to be found," I said.
"That's what it looks like."

~~~~~~~~~~~~~

The next couple of days passed slowly with no news. After a discussion with Jamal and Sandy, it was decided not to contact the police. As Jamal pointed out it appeared she decided to disappear; she was only missing because she decided not to tell us where she was going.
That didn't make it any easier for Julia and me. Julia went up to the farm to see Abigail, and I asked her when she got back if she'd seen Sophie.
"Nope, Abi says she's going to be looking after her cousins for a few more days. I think she said she'll be back on Wednesday. Abi will be glad when she gets back; her Dad's been like a bear with a sore head." I smiled and made a mental note to go up and see him later.
I was getting a daily update from Jamal. He'd gone back to Paris but had left Raf and Janice behind. They were following up what leads they could, but they were few and far between. They were monitoring Ali's phone and tablet but had seen no activity.
As Julia pointed out to me, I'd managed to hide out for almost 13 years; the fact that her mother could do it for a week wasn't too surprising. The problem was that one week became two and then three and still, there was no news.
Sophie came down to see me as soon as she returned. She had only one small piece of news. It seemed that about a week before Ali disappeared she called Sophie and asked her for the phone number of a reliable local car hire firm. Jamal was quick to follow this up, and yes, they remembered Ali.
"It was a bit odd," the receptionist said. "She paid extra to be collected from a restaurant in Caux-et-Sauszens. She booked it for two weeks, but she only had the car for two days. We found it parked on our forecourt, and the keys and 500€ were posted through our door."
"Do you know who returned the car?"
"It had to be Mrs. McMichael."
I wasn't so sure.
We knew that Ali was still taking an interest in the business as Sandy would get an email with instructions every few days. It had to be Ali, as only she knew about some of the items in the mails. Jamal tried, but no one was unable to trace the IP address, they were sent through countless cutouts. I hadn't been aware that she was that computer savvy. Either that, or she was getting some serious help.
Julia refused to go back to school until her mother came home. To stave off a big argument, I agreed so long as the school, and her grandparents was okay with the situation. They were, with a few conditions, so I ended up needing to find a tutor for my daughter. Fortunately, Sophie came to my aid and found a retired teacher from the UK. It turned out that Elizabeth and her husband had a boat on the canal and had retired on to it a few years ago. Their boat, Rianna was moored in Beziers for the winter. Elizabeth was happy to drive over to the cottage three days a week and follow the lesson plan that Julia's school forwarded.
October rolled over to November, and there was still no news from Ali. Somehow, and I have no idea how it was achieved, Sandy and Jamal managed to keep the fact that Ali was missing from the press. I suspect that they blamed her absence on reconnecting with me, and as no one knew where I lived, it was a good ploy.
It was the end of November, and I was doing the last check on the Never Again. Winters can be surprisingly harsh in the south of France. Since I was no longer living on her full time, I would close her up for the worst of the winter. Julia was helping me lay out the tarpaulins on the bank to check them for wear.
That's when I remembered I'd not topped the fuel tanks. Never has extra-large cruising tanks, two 1500-liter saddle tanks and they were both three-quarter empty. I cursed at myself for being so forgetful, I'd forgotten once before, and the fuel had ended up contaminated with water and bacteria. Both tanks needed filling and treating with a biocide. There was no way I could get a tanker down to her where she was moored, so it looked like one last trip to the nearest marina that sold fuel was needed.
"Do you fancy a sail down to the marina in Carcassonne to top up the tanks tomorrow," I asked Julia. "It would be a lot easier with the two of us. We can go tomorrow and come back the next day."
"Can Abigail come, too?"
"Sure, give her a call and check with her parents."
I gave the port captain a call, and he confirmed that they had the quantity of fuel and additives I needed. He also confirmed that the locks would be open; they weren't always working this late in the year.
It's not a long trip but we needed to go through three sets of locks, and it took us a good three hours. The refueling and other bits took up the rest of the day. I'd booked an overnight mooring, so after the refueling we tied up on a pontoon and cleaned up.
I took the girls out for a meal in the evening. We walked up to the old medieval town and were lucky to find a table at one of the more popular restaurants. As we waited for our first course, I was startled to see how much Abigail looked like Jane, her late mother.
I must have fallen silent because Julia nudged me and asked if I was okay.
"Sorry," I muttered, "Seeing Abi in this light suddenly reminded me how much she looks like her mother did at this age."
"Dad doesn't talk about Mummy much these days, and I was too young to remember much about her. I just remember her perfume and her blonde hair. What was she like?" Abigail had always differentiated between the two women in her life by calling her late mother, Jane, Mummy and Sophie, Mum
"She and your Dad were a couple all the way through school," I told her. I drew on my memories of a happier time, and over the meal, I told them about growing up in the village with Jane and Pete, how they had been the one constant, of the numerous girlfriends, I'd had because none of them could give me what Pete and her mother shared.
"But what about Mum?" Julia asked
"That was when my life changed," I admitted. "She was the only woman that managed to eclipse your mother, Abi, and that says a lot about her."
Rather than make Abigail happy, she looked nervous. "I think Mum called her yesterday."
I gave her a confused look; she couldn't mean Jane could she, then I kicked myself as I realized she was talking about Ali.
"Your mother called Ali?" I tried to confirm.
Julia tried to say something, but I gestured for her to keep quiet as Abigail answered.
"I think so, Mum was talking on the phone and I never heard it ring. I'm sure she called the caller, Ali. Then she saw me and went off to the kitchen to finish the call."
I sat back in my chair and stared at the litter of our meal spread out in front of me. Julia was asking Abi if she knew any more, but I tuned her out. If it was Ali, had she and Sophie been in contact all this time?
None of the past months made any sense. Yes, I'd asked Ali to take some time to think about what she wanted from me, but given the circumstances, that hadn't been an unreasonable request, and she'd agreed. Why the vanishing act, and more importantly, why put her daughter through all this heartache.
"Do you know if your mother has had any other calls like that one?" I asked Abigail.
"No, as I was telling Jul's, that was the only one I overheard, and I'm not even sure it was her. It's not like I'm going to check Mum's call log."
I asked for the bill, and we walked back down to the boat. The girls each took one of my arms, and we walked in comparative silence. The girls wanted to share Julia's cabin and were soon settled down. I pottered around, tidying and locking up the boat before heading off to my cabin with a nightcap and a book.
I hadn't slept on the boat for some time, and it took me a while to settle down and register the familiar movements and sounds. Odd sounds woke me several times, and I had a disturbed night's sleep.
I finally gave up very early the next morning, had a shower and got dressed. The girls were still fast asleep when I checked on them, so I decided to let them sleep in. We didn't need to start back until midday, and there were a few boats moored up nearby that I recognized, so I thought I'd call and say hello to the owners.
I made a coffee and sat up in the wheelhouse, it was way too cold to sit outside, but I latched back the door, so I had a clear view of the marina towards the footbridge that led to the train station. A few hardy souls were making their way across the bridge, and I watched them hurry along.
A tall figure made its way against the flow and paused in the middle. A woman, I realized, as she pulled back the hood of her thick coat. Short black hair stirred in the gusts of wind. For a moment I thought it was Ali, but the hair and the way she held herself looked wrong. Damn it I was starting to see her everywhere and shook my head in disgust with myself.
She had her back to me and seemed to be checking out the boats moored downstream. Slowly she turned to face the direction of the marina. I fumbled for the binoculars and pulled her face into focus. It was Ali, but a gaunt tight faced Ali that I barely recognized.
She registered the Never Again and then my figure as I moved into view in the doorway. She froze and stared at me; then she started to move back across the bridge, away from me. I stepped forward and down onto the pontoon and then stopped.



Ali paused, watching me, a human dam in the increasing flow of humanity crossing the bridge. I watched her, and she seemed to come to a decision. She turned again and made her way across the bridge and down the steps that led to the marina. There was a cafe at the bottom of the steps, and after glancing at me, she went inside.
I didn't need to consider my options for very long. I checked that the girls were still asleep, and then I made my way over to the cafe and opened the door. Steam and the heady aroma of coffee and warm pastries assaulted me, and I blinked, looking for Ali.
She sat at a table, a coffee cup and a pain au chocolate set down in front of her by the waitress. I sat down on the vacant chair and asked the waitress for a coffee.
While I waited she nibbled at her pastry, her eyes never leaving my face.
"Do you want to tell me what happened?" I asked her.
"Not yet, wait until the girl brings your coffee."
"You've cut your hair," I said with a sad twinge to my voice. I'd always loved her long hair. "It doesn't suit you that short."
She said nothing, just kept looking at me. A coffee cup appeared in front of me and the bill was placed under my saucer.
I kept my voice low, yet I spoke as forcefully as I could. "No more prevarication, just what the hell has been going on for the past few months? If this is some form of sick revenge because I walked out on you all those years ago, then so be it, but do you know how much you hurt your daughter? She on the boat by the way."
"I'm pregnant," she said. "And there a possibility it's not yours."
Well shit, that wasn't what I'd even considered the problem could be. "Why do you think it might not be mine?" I asked.
"I'm three months gone, and I slept with Jamie when I was in New York in September."
"Why would you do that? I thought we were a couple again." My face must have shown her my disappointment.
"I don't know why I did it, I didn't mean to," she said softly. She continued, obviously eager to explain. "After I took Julia back to school, I needed to go to New York on business for a few days. While I was there, an old friend invited me to a dinner party she was holding. Unfortunately, she didn't know about you, and Jamie was over there looking for a photo shoot. She thought she'd do me a favor and invited him to make up the numbers."
"So, you fucked him," I said bitterly.
"I don't know, I ended up having too much to drink, and he took me back to my hotel after the dinner party. He was in my bed when I woke up the next morning. I hadn't told him about you, either, so he thought he was still a friend with benefits. I'd always insisted he uses condoms in the past, but I've no idea if he did that time. Christ, I don't even know if we did do it, I was so out of it."
"Jesus, you must know if you did or you didn't."
"Don't you think I wish I did know? Christ, I was so happy when I found out I was pregnant. I was set to call you; then the obstetrician told me I was a month further on than I thought. That's when I remembered the night in New York, and my world crashed around me. I thought about not telling you or having an abortion, but I couldn't lie, and there's no way I'd abort your baby. I couldn't that to you."
We looked at each other. "So, what do you want to do now?" I asked her.
"I want you to hug me, tell me you love me, and then let me go. I need you to tell Julia I love her. I must go away and have this baby. I'll be back in six months. If the baby is yours, there will be two of us."
"And if it isn't!"
"Then you'll never see it; I'll give it up for adoption. Even if you could bring up another man's child, I don't think I could. I just couldn't bring myself to love it."
"What are the chances the baby is mine?"
"If the dates the obstetrician had worked out are correct, then better than evens. The dinner party was right at the end of the fertile point of my cycle. We slept together every night until the trip back to the UK. I was only there one night before flying to the states, and the dinner party was two days later. My doctor thinks I was already pregnant when I arrived in the states, but..." Her voice trailed off.
"I think I like those odds."
Ali looked scared, "Even if you do, I can't risk the chance, it's not yours. Please, Ben, I need to do this. It took all my courage to come here today, but I had to tell you the truth."
"I thought there are ways to do paternity tests in utero,"
"There are, but in my case, it's very risky because of the issues I had when I was pregnant with Julia. I've checked with a number of doctors, and there's an enormous chance I will lose the baby. I had problems when I was pregnant with Julia. As there's a good chance that this baby is yours, I won't take the risk."
"There's no way we can find out?"
She gave me a regretful shake of the head. "I'm sorry there isn't.
"If you insist on doing this then you need to talk to your daughter. I'm not going to do your dirty work for you. She's the innocent party in all of this, and she's convinced it's something she did that made you run away."
Ali put her hands on her face and silently sobbed. The morning rush had tapered off, and the cafe had emptied. I ordered more coffee for both of us, and Ali wiped her face. She held out her hand, and I took it.
"I'm sorry I've fucked it all up, Ben. Just when I thought my life was going great, I screwed up again. I'll call her, I promise. I'll make something up, and I won't let her think it's anything to do with her."
"You better."
She drank her fresh coffee and stood up. She hugged me and gave me a long kiss before stepping back. "I want you to stay here until I've gone."
She gave me a piece of paper on which was written a phone number. "My new phone number, it's only for you and Julia."
"Where are you staying?"
"At a clinic, I'll be well looked after, but I'm not going to tell you where it is."
She gave me another hug and then walked out of the cafe without a backward glance. I moved to the window and watched as she walked across the bridge and disappeared from my view.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Six months later.
Julia's summer break had started a week earlier, and she'd joined me on the boat. Pete had offered to look after my vineyards, and I'd been cruising on Never since the early spring. I'd cruised down to the Mediterranean, and now I was island hopping in the Aegean. It had taken me six weeks to make my way around Italy.
The hot June sunlight bore down on the two figures lying on the deck of the boat. A gentle sea breeze was the only relief from the heat.
I didn't open my eyes as Julia asked, "When was the last time you heard from her?"
I didn't need to ask who "her" was. "A week ago, no, it was Saturday, so six days."
"Oh. Is she ever coming back?"
"Of course she is, you just need to give her some time."
Actually, that wasn't true, but I couldn't tell Julia that. I had a text from her three days ago.
'It's time' was all it said.

~~~~~~~~~~~~

Ali had been as good as her word; she'd call Julia the day after she saw me. She'd made up a story about opening an office in Australia, and she needed to be there for the next six months. There had been no mention of her pregnancy, and I'd kept the secret.
Ali and I had talked on the phone while she was staying at the clinic. She kept professing her love for me, but I was having some trouble reconciling her statements with the results of her recent actions. She was pregnant, and the child might not be mine, a set of unfortunate incidents that had conspired against her. This wasn't the first time that she'd fallen foul of a set of unfortunate incidents, and I was worried it would happen again. My biggest issue was that I was still in love with the woman and I didn't think I could survive another of her falls from grace.
My discomfort must have been evident to her. She promised it could never happen again. Her modeling career was over, and the past few months had convinced her that she could step back from the day to day organization of Ali Mac.
"All my problems occurred when I was under immense pressure from work," she had told me. "I want you to talk to Dr. Sigvart, my Analyst, I've given her permission to discuss my case with you. Please talk to her."
I said I would if the woman got in touch. Her analyst called a couple of days later. She wanted to meet me but as I pointed out I was somewhere along the south coast of Italy.
"Can you fly to Switzerland?"
"No, what part of I'm on a boat somewhere off the south coast of Italy don't you understand."
She complained and fussed, but finally agreed that a Skype call would suffice. She spoke, and I listened for the better part of two hours. Did she put my mind to rest? I guess so. The biggest revelation was that Dr. Sigvart was convinced that Ali showed the traits of a sexual submissive.
"She's a very strong business woman," I was told. "Usually, that enough to let her feel in control, but very occasionally a situation occurs where she feels isolated and that's when her submissive side comes to the fore. There are very few incidences, and I guess you know the ones. Those are where I think she allowed her submissive side to get her into trouble."
"This isn't exactly easing my concern. What's to stop it happening again?"
"It only works if she wants it to work, and that's when the pressure of her job reaches such a point that for a brief moment, she wants someone else to take charge of her. Alisha knows what the triggers are now, so it won't happen again."
"How does she know that?"
"Two reasons; in the first case, she's selling her company. Whatever the outcome of her present situation, she wants to become the wife and mother you deserve; to replace the pressures of business with the stability of marriage. Her words, not mine. And if she does feel pressure then we've discussed this, and we came up with a plan. If Alisha was to feel like that again, she knows that she has a simple solution. She'll come to you, and she knows you will tell her what to do. She only got into trouble when she didn't look to you for help."
"So, you are saying it's partly my fault."
"No, that's not what I'm saying. Your wife said you'd think that. I'm to tell you that it was never your fault. She should have trusted you to look after her when she needed help, rather than believe people who understood her submissive nature and had their own agendas."
The call left me upset with myself, I had known Ali had a needy side to her love, but I hadn't picked up on her submissive nature. Yet as I considered our relationship, I knew I should have picked up on it. Ali's love for me had been a fixture of my life.
Ali's next call to me was tinged with a lot of recrimination from both of us. We both tried to take the blame for the issues that had beset our relationship. I asked and then pleaded for her to come home.
"I can't," she said. "I love you so much, but I need to find out who the father is before I can come home. The clinic offers the best medical care money can buy. If this is your baby, then I want to give it the best chance in the world to be born."
"Well, come home as soon as you can, love."

~~~~~~~~~~

Never, was currently moored in the center of a small harbor on a tiny Greek island. The only other boats were a couple of fishing boats and a 32ft yacht.
Julia stood up and stretched; then she dived over the side of the boat into the crystal-clear seawater. Moments later she was climbing up the ladder and back onto the deck.
"Dad, there's a boat coming in."
A large motor cruiser was nosing its way around the point and entering the harbor. We watched as it eased up to the harbor wall and tied up.
In the wheelhouse, my phone buzzed, and I received a text message.
'Come and meet your new son, you need to give him a name.'

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
The end
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~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~Once again I was surprised and honored when Blackrandl asked if I could submit an offering for her next literary event; to write a story with a nautical theme. I wasn't able to submit the story I'd promised for her last event due to ill health, but I'm on the road to recovery.
Readers of my other stories will know that I feature a fair number of boats in them. This story was always going to be about rediscovery and sailing away into the sunset. It's something that I'd been working on for the past year, a longish tale I intended to split into two parts. The first part, the introduction, was to be a romantic rediscovery of lost love, introducing the main characters. The second, loss, and anguish on the high seas.
I didn't want to submit the second half of a story to the event, so I've merged all the parts into one long story. It does mean that the guts of the tale take a wee while to appear, and I repeat; it's long!
On top of her efforts organizing this event, Blackrandl1958 was willing to edit this tale, for which I'm very grateful. All the remaining mistakes are mine as I can never resist that final tweak.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~Alison Found:
Who was Alison? The girl next door or ...
Prolog: The present.
We knew that the full moon could be a problem, it was too bright, and we were sure to be spotted as we approached the marina. We were going to have to delay until it set. The ideal time for us to approach the yacht would have been 1:30 AM, but the moon didn't set until 2:30 and we needed to be back on the 'Girl,' well before any of the local fishermen began stirring when dawn broke.
The three of us waited by the beached zodiac, dressed in black wetsuits. We watched as the moon crawled towards the horizon. At last, it disappeared, and the moon glow vanished, leaving the sea and the coastline of the island in almost complete darkness. Our only illumination the countless stars in the night sky and the reflected lights from the small town the other side of the marina.
No words were required, the inflatable was launched, and the almost silent electric outboard started. We headed out to sea, moving out of the safety of the cove and began the long sweep around the headland that hid our destination.

*****************Part 1: London - Lost love found.
The hotel bar had been slowly filling up as the nearby theaters and restaurants emptied. I sat back in my chair at the bar, and managing to catch the eye of the barman, pointed at my empty glass. He nodded and a few moments later, a fresh glass of Armagnac sat in front of me.
As I picked up the glass and inhaled the heady aroma, I was deep in thought. Jesus Christ, that really had been Alison in the restaurant. Shit, talk about a walk down a deep dark and very painful memory lane.
I raised my glass to my reflection in the mirror behind the bar and drank a toast to the man I'd become. The thirty-year-old man reflected in the glass toasted me back. I'm Josh, Joshua Thomas, but only my mother calls me by my full first name. I'm a tad over six feet when I'm not sitting down and staring at myself. I'm no Adonis but then nor am I Quasimodo. I'm Mr. Middle of the road, and I was emotionally wrung out from the events of the last couple of days.
I hadn't been back to London for a couple of years; hell, I hadn't been back in the UK. A week ago I'd been enjoying the sun on the deck of the 'Lost Girl,' my forty-five-foot sailing catamaran moored in the marina in Valencia harbor, and I'd no plans to leave the Mediterranean. My boat was my life; it was my home, it nurtured me because I was damaged goods, and Alison was the reason I was damaged goods.
I had required a good reason to decide to return to the country of my birth, and that reason was why I was sitting here. I'd been relaxing on the bench in the cockpit of my boat, contemplating my upcoming cruise to the Aegean Sea. I could sail the 'Lost Girl' single-handed at a pinch, but it was a lot easier with help. I'd put the word out amongst the local sailing community to see if I could find someone interested in joining me for the trip. There were usually several ex-students hanging around looking for a cheap way to travel the Med. I'd met with several and one girl; Mandy stood out.
She was 21 and an experienced sailor, her parents had an apartment on the island, and Mandy was living on their 35 ft. Yacht moored the other side of the marina. I met with her, her boyfriend and her parents for a drink at a local bar, and she impressed me with her calm confidence. She'd been sailing since she was ten and was looking to travel and earn a little pocket money during a gap year between her bachelor's degree and starting her masters.
Her boyfriend, Paul, wasn't as experienced but at least understood one end of a rope from the other. Initially, I'd only anticipated taking on one crew, but they looked so happy at the chance to sail together I offered both of them a place, with the usual conditions. I'd cover all their expenses, pay a small salary and provide transport to an airport and a ticket home when the trip was over.
That's was when my phone rang, and I learned that Stephen had died. I told them I'd be back in a week and caught a flight the next day.
The reason I had returned was to attend the funeral of an old university friend and honor his parents request that I give one of the eulogies. That wasn't why I was sitting at the bar contemplating drowning my sorrows; that was a deeper, darker and very personal reason.
The funeral service had been the usual depressing event that I'd anticipated. Stephen and I had gone to school and university together before going our separate ways, but we'd been good friends and had continued to keep in touch. I'd been stunned when I got a call the previous week from his parents, telling me he'd been killed in a freak skiing accident and asking me if I would please give the eulogy.
I met up with several other university friends at the funeral, and five of us had agreed to meet up the next evening for a meal. Paul, who was a very successful journalist, had managed to get us a table at one of the very latest fashionable restaurants in the west end.
The evening had begun with great promise. This was the first time in several years that all of us had been able to catch up. It was nice that after the somberness of the funeral, we were able to relax. There were five of us, Paul, Catherine, Julia and her husband, William, had met up in the bar of my hotel for a drink before walking to the restaurant. We sat and enjoyed the good food and wine, reminiscing about Stephen and his exploits at university; our version of an Irish wake. Then catching up with everything else that we'd been up to.
As the meal drew to a close, Julia grasped my arm and gestured across the room. She said, "Isn't that Ashley Bell, the actress, over there?"
God, I hoped she was wrong, I turned to see where she was pointing. My stomach turned to ice and my evening to shit. She sat in the corner of the restaurant, the woman's whose face was indelibly engraved in my mind. There were some subtle differences: her nose looked cuter. She'd apparently lost that little dimple on her chin. Her long blonde hair has a more golden tone to it, but it still flowed down her back. She was smiling as she spoke to her companion across the table from her; he was a handsome man in his mid-thirties. Oh yes, I knew this woman; only when I'd known her, she was know as Alison Peters. Seeing her brought back all those bad memories of abandonment that I thought I'd managed to suppress.
I gave her a noncommittal shrug, "I can't tell." I lied and then said, hoping to deflect her interest, "I don't think so."
I was lying to them and myself; there was no doubt in my mind it was Alison.
"I'm sure it is," Julia insisted. "I love her films. I'm going to ask her for her autograph."
I started as Julia stood up. I watched as she made her way across the room and asked the actress for her autograph. A man at a close by table half stood, only to settle back down at a nod from Alison/Ashley. She smiled at her, and they spoke for a few moments. Julia pointed back at our table, Ashley looked across at us, and our eyes met. For a moment she looked puzzled then her mouth open in; surprise, shock, horror, I couldn't tell? My feeling of nausea grew unbearable, I stuttered my apologies, and dropping some money on the table, I hurried away. I glanced back and saw Julia looking at me in surprise and Ashley speaking urgently to her.
The streets were wet, and I pulled up my collar against the cold wind and rain. My mind was as cold as the wind, and I shivered as I made my way back to the hotel and the warmth of the bar. My phone rang several times, but I ignored it.

***********How do I describe Alison? Everyone already knows her as Ashley Bell, the actress. I gather she's supposedly one of the world best actresses of our generation, one who had been nominated for an Oscar for several of her films. To me, she'd always be Alison Peters, Ali, the girl who used to live next door. The girl I'd grown up with. My first girlfriend and was the girl who'd broken my heart and destroyed my confidence in myself as a man.
She'd been five when I first met her. We had moved into the house next door, and my first recollection of her was a blonde haired girl peering over the low fence between the back gardens. Her face was smudged with dirt, she smiled at me, and the five-year-old me met my soulmate.
"Another?" The barman's question interrupted my thoughts. I focused on him and was surprised to find my glass was empty.
"Please." A moment later, a fresh glass was before me. I picked it up and swirled the amber liquid around the glass and inhaled the heady aroma before returning to my memories.
She'd been my best friend throughout my childhood. Her parents, Michael and Joyce, had become my second parents. We held hands as we first walked the short distance to school. She'd given me my first kiss at my eighth birthday party. I was the only person she would let call her Ali, and she was the one who called me Jos, no one else was allowed!
At the age of fourteen, she was a beautiful teenager who showed the promise of the stunning woman she was going to be. She was also possessive; she walked up to me at the school disco and pulled me away from the girl with whom I was dancing. She slapped the girl and told her to stay away from her boyfriend. Then she wrapped herself around me pulling my face down for a kiss that had all my teenage hormones buzzing.
At the age of 16, she was the most beautiful girl in the school. She rejected the advances of the most eligible boys and confirmed our relationship at every opportunity she could.
Then a brief 18 months later, she was gone, vanishing in the blink of an eye from my world.
It had all the elements of a grand Shakespearean tragedy. My grandfather had moved to Australia to live with his new wife. My grandmother had died before I was born, and several years ago he'd met and fallen in love with Beverley, an Australian woman he'd met on a cruise. They'd been in a serious traffic accident, Beverley had died, and granddad wasn't expected to survive.
Beverley had no family, so my parents and I flew over to be with him. He died a week after we got there, and it took another two weeks to sort his and Beverley's estates out before we were able to fly home.
I had been desperate to see Alison after almost four weeks away. I'd missed her so much, and I'd made my mind up that I'd never be separated from her again. Amongst my grandfather's belongings had been my grandmother's engagement ring. An impressive diamond and sapphire ring. My parents had offered the ring to me, and I was going to ask Alison to marry me. We had agreed that we would get engaged on her 18th birthday and marry after we had completed university. Now I had a ring; I wanted to show it to her.
I was out of the car before it had even stopped, the ring box in my hand. Then I stopped dead in my tracks. Their house was empty, the windows bare of curtains and an estate agent's sold sign lay on its side in the front garden.
"There was an almighty row a few days after you left," Mrs. Carpenter from across the road told us. "The police came and took the husband away. The wife and daughter packed up and left the next day."
She had no idea where Alison and her mother had gone. "Michael came home after a couple of days, moved out, and put the house up for sale. It was sold last week, and nobody knows where Michael has gone. The new owners are moving in next month."
"But didn't Alison leave any messages for me?" I asked, barely able to speak as I fought back my tears.
"No lad, she got injured in the fight and was taken to the hospital, she never came back here. It was Joyce who came back the next day and packed up the suitcases for her and Alison."
"What, who hurt her?"
"I don't think it was that serious lad, she was holding her arm when they put her in the ambulance, that's all," Mrs. Carpenter said. Then said in a so-so voice to my mother. "She from number 45 said that Michael caught Joyce in bed with her fancy man, her American boss."
Nobody could tell me what had happened to Alison. After watching me mope around for several days, my father went to Joyce's office and spoke to some of her colleagues.
When he got back, he told me, "I'm sorry son, they couldn't or wouldn't tell me much. Joyce and her boss have resigned. They think the three of them have gone to America. I'm sure Alison will get in touch as soon as she can."
She didn't, I wallowed in my misery for some years. I sleepwalked through most of my first year at university, only coming out of my shell because of the attention of my flatmate, Stephen, and his friends, the same Stephen I'd given the eulogy for the day before.
I had to wait ten years before I got my first clue as to her whereabouts, and it came in the last place I'd expected. I was 38,000 feet above the Atlantic Ocean, flying to Canada, and there was her face staring out at me from the monitor set in the back of the seat in front of me. She was the female lead in the film I was watching.
I know that given the current culture of 24/7 entertainment news, it was inconceivable that I hadn't been aware of her career as an actress earlier, but in my defense, I have been living on a boat for most of the past five years, and as I discovered, she was no longer calling herself Alison.
I rarely watched the television, and when I could, only for the sports. The only time I ever bothered to watch films was when I was flying, and then only if I hadn't got anything to read. I'd only decided to watch that film as it was an adaptation of a book I'd enjoyed.
Books, music and the local cuisine were my choices for enlightenment, not that surprising, as I was a travel writer, and I liked to embrace the local culture. I paid the bills by writing holiday and travel articles for magazines and the Sunday supplements. I paid for the luxuries by being a semi-successful novelist, selling just enough copies to live comfortably on a sailing boat in the Mediterranean.
Her face haunted me from the screen, yet I couldn't recall seeing her name in the details of the film. She was the woman I'd loved so much that after she disappeared it took years of therapy for me to get over her and attempt to lead a normal life, or at least as normal as possible.
It wasn't until I checked the credits at the end of the film for her name that I worked out that she was now going by the name of Ashley Bell, a name I vaguely recalled. I remembered reading sometime in the past that Ashley Bell was an academy award winning actress.
The flight I was on was the start an important business trip, and I was kept very busy for the first few days. In what little spare time I did have I cyber-stalked the woman Alison had become. It took me a few days to locate her; she was in Australia on the set of her next film.
I tried to get in contact with her. I guess thousands of people send her messages each year. I found the name of her agent and email contact address for Alison. I emailed her. A simple message where I used her real name and professional one. I gave what I thought was enough details of her earlier life that should have indicated that I really knew her. I gave them my contact details and sat back and waited hopefully.
Several days later, I got a message back to say that Miss Bell had read my mail with interest but was sorry she didn't recall me and couldn't enter into personal correspondence with her fans. I'd tried her Twitter account and fan site at the same time and was equally ignored. What little hope that I'd get answers to my overriding question of why seemed dashed. It seemed she didn't recall the boy who lived next door to her for so many years. She'd obviously moved on and wanted nothing to do with her old life.
I thought it would have hurt to be ignored again, yet somehow, it didn't. I suppose that time had insulated me from my younger emotional self. That's when I understood my feelings; just what seeing her again after all these years meant to me and the revelation I had only been interested in finding out why she'd never tried to contact me all those years ago. Now, even that didn't matter anymore.

****************Now, two years later, after having accepted that Alison would never be part of my world. I'd seen her in the flesh, and suddenly my feeling of loss was overpowering. All I could think about was to get as far away as I could. Totally irrational behavior I know, but finally seeing her once more had brought back all those feelings of heartache and loss I'd thought I was over. The thought that she probably wouldn't acknowledge me if I'd tried to speak to her was more than I could bear.
The noises of the bar drew me back to the present, and I drained my glass. I must have been musing for some time as the crowded bar had thinned out somewhat; there were only a dozen stalwarts left.
My phone buzzed, for the umpteenth time and again I ignored it. A voice I'd never forget spoke softly from behind me.
"Damn you Jos, are you going to keep on ignoring calls from your girlfriend, your oldest friend?"
I didn't move; I kept staring at the glass in my hand. "My oldest friend," I said bitterly, "would have found a way to get in touch twelve years ago. My girlfriend would have known she was breaking my heart. She may have even considered answering my emails two years ago, but apparently, now she's far too fucking important to correspond with 'old friends,' especially one she doesn't recall. Are you sure you've got the right person?"
I heard a sob and felt a presence settle on the stool beside me, but I didn't look at her.
"I'm sorry, Jos," She said tearfully. "I didn't know I'd hurt you that much."
"Don't call me that, only one friend was allowed to call me that, and you aren't her anymore."
There was a silence that was finally broken by another sob. "Jos I'll go if you want me to, but please, love, let me try to explain what happened." She looked nervously at me. "Can we go somewhere a bit more private and talk?" she pleaded.
I looked around the bar, most of the patrons were subtly, and in a couple of cases, blatantly watching us. No, not watching us, her!



I was sure I was going to regret this, yet I wanted to know why she'd abandoned me so completely all those years ago. I was bitter that she'd thought so little of me.
"I can ask if there's somewhere quieter, or I've got a room here, we can talk there if you want," I offered.
"I'd prefer to use your room."
I nodded in agreement, and she stood and stepped away while I signed the check. I added a generous tip, thinking that at least one person should benefit from the disaster of the night.
Turning, I saw her in the doorway that led to the lobby, the man she been sitting with at the restaurant was standing by her side, holding her arm possessively. I wondered who he was; friend, boyfriend, lover, husband? The possibilities were endless. He didn't look happy with me, casting icy glances in my direction as he spoke to her. I hung back, the last thing I wanted to do was to walk into a domestic argument. I stayed where I was, leaning on the bar.
"You know Ashley Bell?" the barman asked. "I couldn't help overhearing the two of you."
What business was it of his, but to my surprise I found myself saying. "I knew her a long time ago, but this is the first time I've seen her in years." I nodded in her direction, "Any idea who the guy with her is?"
The barman gave me a surprised look, "You don't know much about her, do you. He's her ex-boyfriend; there was a story on E News a few days ago that he wanted a reconciliation."
"Fine, I understand the ex-boyfriend bit, but you still haven't told me who he is?"
"Shit, you really don't know anything about her. That's Simon Davies, you know, the actor; they stared in that film last year. Lovers on and off the screen, so they say."
His name sounded familiar, but as I'd said, I was no movie buff. As I watched he put his arm around her, she shrugged it off and pushed him away. He glared at me before spinning around and walking away.
"I guess no reconciliation then," I said to the barman, and he gave a short laugh.
She gave me a curt come here gesture, which given my emotional state, really pissed me off. Who the hell did she think I was, some type of lapdog to be called to heel? I walked away and used the second exit that led to the lifts. She hurried after me and caught up as I waited for the elevator doors to open.
She gave me a surprised look; I doubted that she'd been ignored like that for years. One look at the expression on my face told her I was not amused by her attitude.
She grasped hold of my arm. "Please, Jos, don't go, I can explain," she said. "I accepted Simon's invitation this evening to try and clear the air between us. Unfortunately, he read more into the acceptance than I intended. Seeing you at the restaurant was such a shock, I couldn't get rid of him fast enough. Your friends gave me your number and told me where you were staying. He must have followed me here."
"Ali, I don't care about your personal life. I do get pissed off when you start acting all high and mighty. I'm not a dog you can call to heel when it suits you."
She looked shocked at my statement and then embarrassed. The elevator doors opened, I entered the paneled and mirror-lined box and pressed the button for my floor. The doors were starting to close when she hurried in to stand beside me. We stood in silence as the elevator rose to my floor and the doors opened; she followed me out and down the corridor to the door of my room. I entered the room, and she hesitated in the doorway.
"Can I come in?" she asked. I nodded, and she stepped in and closed the door behind her.
I hung my coat on a hook and took off my jacket and placed it on the back of a chair. My room had a seating alcove by the windows. The room was a corner suite, softly lit by one light in the bed head and another lamp by the chairs in the window alcove. Ali stood watching me move about with an odd expression on her face. I held out my hand, and she slipped off her coat. She was wearing a dark blue strapless dress that fell a couple of inches above her knees. Her long slim legs were encased in stockings that shimmered. Her beauty took my breath away, and I had to swallow hard to try and get my emotions under control.
"Do you want to sit down?" I asked.
She looked at me gratefully and sat down on one of the comfy chairs by the window. She folded her hands in her lap.
"Would you like a drink, I've got a bottle of whiskey, or I guess there'll be wine or beer in the minibar."
"A glass of white wine if you've got it."
I found a bottle in the minibar and poured a glass for her, placing it on the table. "So what should I call you; is it Ashley, or do you still answer to Alison?" I asked.
"I'll always be Alison for you, and I'm happy that you still think of me as Ali. Ashley lives in a fantasy world that I'm not sure you would want to be part of."
I poured myself a whiskey and settled into the other chair. "So, do you want to explain why you broke my eighteen-year-old heart?"
"I was." she paused and shook her head. "I've always been in love with you Jos. After what happened in the house..."
"Yeah, you really showed how much you loved me," I interrupted, then took a deep breath and asked. "What did happen? All I ever heard was speculation and innuendo."
"Mum was having an affair, that's what happened," Alison replied, "and she dragged me into the fallout."
She took a long swallow from her glass, and I filled it again. "It was all so stupid," she said. "I was sick at school and needed to go home. They called my parents but couldn't get through to Dad; when Mum arrived to collect me, she was with her boss, Chad. I didn't pay much attention to his presence; I was feeling so sick, I went straight up to my bedroom. Chad stayed downstairs with Mum. Dad must have picked up his messages as he came home early and found them together on the sofa. There was a screaming match going on, and it woke me up. Unfortunately, I was still groggy, and I slipped on the last couple of stairs. I put out my hand to stop myself and broke my arm."
"Badly?"
She shook her head. "I only cracked a bone in my wrist."
"So the rumors were true; your mum was having an affair."
Ali nodded, "It had apparently been going on for some time. I wasn't aware how bad it had become between my parents. He'd been hitting her when I wasn't around."
That surprised me; he'd played the innocent party when he'd spoken my parents. They were convinced it had been all Joyce's fault
"Dad had come home early because of the message from the school and caught them," she continued. "I remember sitting on the bottom steps looking into the lounge. Mum was holding her unbuttoned blouse closed, and her bra was on the floor at her feet. Chad only had his trousers on. They all stopped shouting when they heard me hit the wall."
"Mrs. Carpenter said you were taken away in an ambulance."
"Yeah, Mum called one when she saw me holding my wrist. She wouldn't let Dad come with us. I spent the night in the hospital, and then Mum took me to a hotel, and we stayed there for a couple of days. The next thing I know we're at Heathrow and we are flying to America with Chad. I didn't want to go, but Mum insisted. We stayed in a cabin in Colorado for the first couple of months."
"Why didn't you call or write?"
"I wasn't allowed to contact you, just in case you told my father where we were. Mum said Dad was threatening to kill both of us for running away."
"Bullshit, why would I tell your father, I haven't seen him since you left."
"But he lives next door to your parents."
"None of us have seen him for years. Your house was empty and sold before we got back from the funeral. We only saw him a couple of times. Christ, your mum knew that. In any case, all you had to say was 'don't tell my dad,' and I wouldn't have."
"Shit," Ali looked horrified at my statement. "I swear she never told me that. After a couple of months, Chad got a transfer to Dallas, and we moved to a small town near Dallas after the cabin. They got married a few months after her divorce came through."
She paused to sip her drink. "I was told that my father was sending threatening letters to Chad's company. We got a visit from a company security officer, who told us the FBI was warning us to be careful. I wanted to write to you, but I was scared, I had to do an extra year of schooling so I could graduate. It was a new school, it and all the subjects ware all so different. Then a year had passed, and you hadn't contacted me, and I sort of forgot."
"Forgot, you sort of fucking well forgot me! How the hell was I supposed to get in contact? I had no clue where you were. Well, I'm glad it was that easy for you. I cried myself to sleep every night for six months. I had to see a Counselor for the best part of a year because Mum and Dad thought I was suicidal."
Her hand touched mine, and she made me put the glass down. She pulled me around to face her. "I can't tell you how sorry I am; everybody kept telling me you'd get over me. You were in Australia, and then my world turned to crap."
"How do you think I felt, at least you knew where I was!"
She gave a sob and tears formed in the corners of her eyes. I got a box of tissues from beside the bed and gave them to her. She dabbed at her face.
"All I know was I came downstairs, and Daddy was shouting at Mum and trying to kill Chad. Mum was trying to stop him. He just lashed out at her and then me when he tried to get in the ambulance, I was scared, and I just shouted at him to go away. That's the last time I saw him."
"I lived fucking next door; you could have least got your mum to stick a note through the bloody letterbox before you did your midnight flit."
"It all happened so quickly; one day we were a happy family, then everything I thought I knew changed. We were on a plane two days later, and then we were staying in an isolated cabin in the mountains for a couple of months, I never got a moments peace. By the time we were settled, England and everything seemed a dream. My reality became a small town in Texas."
She stopped talking to take in the expressions seared across my face. Pain and despair were the obvious ones. All I felt was a great sense of loss.
"What did you mean earlier, when you said I could have answered your email?" Her voice was soft and questioning.
I gave an ironic laugh and then said seriously. "The first hint I had that you were still a member of the human race was a little over two years ago; I was flying to Canada, and there you were staring in the film I was watching. I sent you an email, care of your agent. Want to see your reply?"
I didn't bother to wait for her to respond. I found the reply on my phone and showed it to her. God knows why I hadn't deleted it, she read it and then read the mail I'd sent her.
She gave me an anguished look, "I never saw this! I should have; there is a list of words and phrases that all the girls who deal with my correspondence are told to look out for. Your mail contains most of them. Why didn't you try again?"
"Why would I bother; I can recognize a brush off. At least they replied, I got nothing from your fan site and Twitter account."
"Oh God, I'm so sorry," then her voice turned bitter. "And I'm damn well going to find out why they didn't forward your mail to me." Now the tears were streaming down her face.
Hell, I hate it when women cry; regardless of the facts I always felt guilty, I held out my hand to her, and she took it gratefully. "I don't see how that it's your fault if people don't do their jobs properly," I said, offering her a token straw.
She grasped at it with both hands, replying, "I get thousands of messages a month, I probably only see a couple of dozen of them at most. But they should have sent me yours."
She came and knelt at my feet, her long hair fell forward, and she casually flicked it back with her hand. My stomach clenched at the familiarity of the gesture. I hesitantly raised a hand and stroked her soft hair; she rested her head on my thigh.
"Why are you here?" I wondered. I must have said my thoughts out aloud as Ali answered me.
"You were the last person I expected to see at that restaurant, and even though I haven't seen you in years, I knew who you were the moment I saw your face, and I could tell you recognized me. I wasn't expecting the look of pain in your eyes. I tried to call out to you, but you left immediately. It took me a few moments to get rid of Simon and then convince your friends I knew you so they'd give me your number and tell me where you had gone."
"That's not what I meant, not how you found me, but why are you here?" I gestured around the room.
"Why that's simple, you were my first boyfriend and the only person I've truly loved. I don't think I ever really loved any of the others the way I love you."
"We were teenagers Ali, you were my first girlfriend, and yes I loved you, but that was twelve years ago; a hell of a lot of water has flowed under the bridge since them. Can I ask you a question? Did you still give up your virginity on your eighteenth birthday as you said you would?"
"The cherry I promised you?" She gave me a regretful look and shook her head. "No, I cried myself to sleep that evening, I missed you so much. I was nineteen and drunk when I lost it to some stupid jock at a college frat party. It hurt, two minutes and he was done, he turned me off men for a couple of years." She shifted looking for a more comfortable position, so I pulled her up, and we moved to a small sofa. She settled down beside me with a contented sigh and favored my cheek with a kiss.
"Off men?" I asked.
"It wasn't a nice experience, and the thought of doing it again wasn't appealing. I wasn't the only one, I became a LUG, a lesbian until graduation; I lived in an all-female house, and my girlfriend was my roommate."
Her coat pocket made a shrill chirp and Ali started. She struggled to her feet and hurried over to where I'd folded it over my jacket. "I'm sorry," she said. "If I don't answer that we are going to have unwanted guests pounding on the door in a minute." I gave her a confused look.
She pulled her phone out of her pocket, quickly reading the message and then typing a short reply. Almost immediately her phone rang, and she answered it.
"Obtuse, David," she paused and continued, "No, everything is going as well as expected. Hopefully, I'll be staying here tonight. I'll call you if my plans change."
She hung up and looked at me a bit guiltily. "Sorry, I'm assuming a lot, I know, but I didn't think we were finished talking."
"Who, or what is obtuse David?"
She laughed, "Obtuse is this week's security codeword; we use a word you wouldn't expect to come up in normal conversation. If I hadn't said it, David would have kicked the door down. He's my bodyguard; I can't go out in public without some degree of security. He and Petra were at the restaurant with me and are waiting down in the lobby."
I sat and looked at her; if I needed any confirmation that this wasn't the girl I used to know then I'd just got it. This wasn't Alison anymore; this was Ashley Bell, megastar and what the fuck was she doing in my room.
She must have sensed my discomfort and was back sitting beside me faster than I could think it. She grabbed my head in her hands and drew my lips to hers and kissed me.
"I'm still Alison, your Alison," she murmured as she broke contact with my lips.
Yes, and no, I thought. "My Ali isn't a film star, she's the innocent girl next door," I said.
"I'm still that person, the girl who loves the boy next door, I've just grown up."
"I can see that."
She raised a hand and delicately ran a finger along the curve of my chin. "Do you remember the summer we slept in the tent in your back garden?" She asked. "We were eight or nine."
"We were eight."
I remembered; it had been a magical time. A rare hot, dry summer that had started out with a major disappointment. Our two families had decided to holiday together, a package vacation to Cyprus. Two weeks before we were due to fly, the travel company went bust. It was months before our families got their money back, so they couldn't afford a replacement holiday. Try explaining that to two disappointed children. Our parents did their best and organized lots of day trips for us.
One set of parents would take the pair of us while the other did whatever parents do when they have a child-free day. When we got back home after the first trip, Ali and I found a tent pitched in my garden. Inside were two camp beds made up with the bedding from our beds.
We slept in that tent all summer; we pulled the camp beds together so we could hold hands while we slept. Innocent childhood love.
"That's when I fell in love with you," Ali whispered. "When did you fall in love with me?"
It hadn't been that summer I knew. For me, that had been the summer of best friends. It took me a moment to recall the moment our puppy love had become the real deal for me.
"When we were eleven, the August Bank holiday carnival," I replied. "We went to the fun fair, and I got upset when Martin Ruby tried to kiss you. I remember pulling him away because only I was allowed to kiss you. I kissed you and told you I was your boyfriend, not Martin. That was the first time I thought of you as more than my best friend."
She smiled, "I remember that, I was wearing my first bra and Martin kept trying to ping the straps. You got all upset with him and threatened to thump him."
For the life of me, I couldn't recall the bra, just that she looked so pretty and that she was my friend, not his.
I recalled she'd told her bodyguard that she was staying here. I assumed that meant she had booked a room here. It was late, and I had a meeting with my agent in the morning.
"Ali, as much as I love having you sitting beside me. I need to get some sleep, I've got a busy day tomorrow, but if you're still around tomorrow night, can I take you out to dinner?"
"I'd love that, I'm tired, too," she admitted. "I hadn't realized how late it is."
She stood, but instead of walking towards the door, she entered the bathroom and closed that door behind her. I stood and stretched, working the kinks out of my back. The lights of the sleeping city caught my eye, and I stood in the window and identified several landmarks. The view from the twentieth floor was remarkable, and there were a few lit buildings I didn't recognize, the London skyline had changed since I last visited.
The glass reflected the lights of the bathroom, silhouetting Ali as she came back into the room. It took me a moment or so to notice she looked different, by which time she'd walked over and wrapped her arms around me, pressing herself against my back. I shivered as I recalled the times Alison had done the same thing when we were younger.
"London looks different at night, so clean and unsullied," she said, unaware of the range of raw emotions I was suffering being in close physical contact with her.
I swallowed and nodded in agreement. "Do you live here?" I asked.
"I've got an apartment down by the river for when I visit," she said quietly. "But most of the time I'm in the states, in LA. Stupid really, I don't like the place, but everyone expects me to live there. Where do you live?"
"I've got a flat on the seafront in Brighton, but it's rented out most of the time. I live on a boat; she's moored off Malta at the moment."
"A boat," she smiled wistfully, "Can I come and stay with you?"
I surprised myself by replying, "Sure, anytime you want; just let me know when."
She tugged at my arm, turning me to face her. Her dress had gone, and she wore a bathrobe. "No, I mean can I come with you when you go?"
"Why, what do you want?"
"I want us to start again; I want us to get to know our older selves. I want you to show me your world and me to show you mine. Please, Jos, I never stopped loving you, and I'm sure you feel the same."



This wasn't the time for a glib answer. "I remember being in love with the girl next door, but I know nothing about the woman sitting here," I recalled the way she'd gestured to me in the bar. "I'm comfortable with the way my life is at the moment, and I don't fancy trading that in to become some movie star's lapdog."
She looked at me with a mix of surprise and shock. "I want that boy from next door, the boy who made me feel safe. I don't know the new you, but I know that the Jos I love is still in here," and she tapped my chest. "If I'd wanted a lapdog I could have said yes to Simon and the others; I didn't!"
I took a leap of faith and asked her, "Have you got a room or did you want to stay with me tonight?"
She grinned and indicated what she was wearing in answer to my question.
I gave her a brief smile, "Yes I know you're beautiful, even when you are wearing my bathrobe, but can we take it slowly, I'm not sure how I feel, can we just hold each other?"
For a second I thought Ali looked disappointed, then she smiled. "I'd like that, a reprise of our camping holiday."
"Well, I could ask housekeeping if they've got any camp beds."
"Idiot," she snorted, then raised her head and gave me a brief gentle kiss on my lips.
I followed her lead and used the bathroom to get ready for bed. I hadn't expected to have company on this trip, so I changed into a fresh pair of boxers after a quick shower. I smiled when I saw her blue dress hanging on the back of the door with a pair of stockings and a strapless bra. She'd only been wearing her panties under the robe.
The bedroom was dark, only one dim light by the bed casting any illumination. Alison lay under the covers, her eyes reflecting the dim light as she watched me. I slid under the covers, and she curled up next to me, soft, warm skin pressing against me.
"Shouldn't you be wearing your Tigger pajamas if we are supposed to be camping?"
She snorted, "Good lord, you remember those."
"It's not easy to forget the first time I slept with a girl."
She gave a big smile, "I think Mum's still got that photo she took of us when we were asleep. We'd pushed the beds together and were holding hands."
She shuffled closer and rested her head on my chest. I breathed in her heavenly scent, gave her a kiss on the top of her head and wrapped an arm around her. She moved one leg, so it rested on my thigh and draped her arm across my chest, her soft breasts pressing against me.
"Goodnight, Jos," she whispered.
"Night, Ali."
I felt the tension slowly ebb from her body, and soon her steady breath indicated she was asleep. I lay there listening to her, trying to get my head around the events of the evening. Six hours previously, I hadn't a care in the world. Now I had one of the world's most recognizable women in my bed, and I have no idea what she wanted or where we were going. My eyes closed and the muted sounds of late night London was the last thing I heard.

*******The shrill sound of the room phone woke us in the morning. Ali tightened her grip on me as I reached for the phone.
"Mr. Thomas, its Lauren from the front desk. I have a gentleman who'd like to talk to you. Can I put him through?"
"Sure," I said sleepily. I put my hand over the mouthpiece and said to Ali. "I'm guessing this is going to be for you."
She lifted her head off my shoulder, "Can you check who it is first, and my security should call my phone."
He must have heard her, as the voice on the phone said, "Could you tell her it's David and her phone is switched off."
I passed on the message and then handed her the phone before wriggling out of bed and into the bathroom to relieve the pressure on my bladder.
When I returned, Ali had the handset tucked into her shoulder as she retrieved her phone from the table.
"The battery is dead," she was saying. "If Jos has one I'll put it on charge. Can you get Lucy to bring me some clean clothes? All I've got is what I was wearing last night."
She listened and then said, "An hour will be fine, thank you."
She passed me back the phone, and I replaced it.
Like me, she had an iPhone, so I plugged hers into my charger, and then I kissed her as she hugged me.
"Hungry?" I asked.
"Very, I never finished my dinner last night; something came up." She said with a little giggle at the end.
I called room service and ordered breakfast for us.
"We've got 30 minutes, do you want a shower or something? There's a spare toothbrush in my wash bag you can use."
"You are a lifesaver. I'd love a shower," she hesitated and then shyly asked, "Will you join me?"
I hesitated; was this what I wanted? Ali had hurt me once before, and for the life of me, I couldn't see where she was going with this. It had taken me years to get over her and did I honestly want to open that can of worms again. She took my hand and looked so eager that I lost my resolve, nodded and she led me into the bathroom. I turned on the shower, and while we waited for the water to run hot, we both cleaned our teeth. We kissed, just to check on the effectiveness of my toothpaste, you understand; it passed the kiss test!
Ali slipped off her panties, and my boxers joined them in the corner of the room. The water was just the right temperature. I looked at her beautiful body, reflecting on the differences between her now and the memory of her teenage body.
Her long wavy blonde hair piled up on top of her head. She wasn't tall, the top of her head would rest on my cheek, but I am six foot one. She was slim and elegant; her breasts were slightly too large for her body, slightly larger than I remembered, now a generous C cup tipped with a prominent pink nipple. She'd trimmed her pussy, so all that was left was a thin blonde almost translucent landing strip that highlighted her slit.
Ali moved under the stream of water, and I stepped behind her. She passed me a sponge and rested back against me as I began to wash her.
She sighed in contentment as the soapy sponge ran over her breasts. "I remember you doing this for me before Sally's 17th birthday party. I was going to give you my cherry that night, but I chickened out," she whispered as she looked up at me for a kiss. "I wish I hadn't," slipped out as our lips met.
We showered, carefully cleaning each other, unconsciously mirroring the actions of the shower as teenagers. I shivered as she soaped my unruly cock.
"Down boy," she said as he twitched under her fingers. "I'm hungry, and if we get started, I'm not going to finish before room service arrives."
I shook my head; this was going faster than I wished or was comfortable with. I pulled away and said, "We can't have that, and I don't want you to fade away."
I got out, leaving her to finish. I dried off, trying to relax and after a few moments, so did my cock. I slipped on a pair of boxers, then a comfy pair of jeans and a soft cotton shirt. Dressed, I sat on the end of the bed to watch her through the open door. She picked up her dirty pair of panties and grimacing at them, tossed them back down. She gave me a grin and raided the drawers, stealing a pair of my boxers to wear, then slipped on the robe. She brushed her long hair and used the hairdryer to dry it.
When the doorbell rang, she stepped into the bathroom and closed the door before I let the waiter in. He set up the breakfast on the table by the window and left after I signed the bill.
"He's gone," I called out.
Still wrapped in the white robe, Ali came and sat down across from me. I poured the coffee, and we started eating.
Ali paused with a fork halfway to her mouth. "I am serious about wanting to stay on your boat, I want to learn all about you, and I need tell you what has been happening to me. When did you intend to go?"
When she'd mentioned it earlier, I had assumed she'd been thinking about some time in the future, and then only in an abstract kind of way. I'd hoped that I'd go back to the boat and have time to digest everything that was happening.
"I'm going back the day after tomorrow," I admitted. "She's moored at the marina in Valencia harbor."
"Crap, I'm here for the premiere of my new film on Saturday. Would you stay an extra couple of days, so I could fly with you? You could come with me to the premiere."
I'd seen a few of those red-carpet premieres on the television, and also, I'd been to a couple of minor literary award ceremonies. I'd always felt a bit sorry for the poor partners that got dragged along, standing in the shadows being ignored by their important (at least in their minds) other halves. That wasn't my idea of a fun evening.
So I shook my head, "I don't think you want me there, I'm not in the mood to play the dutiful boyfriend."
"I don't want you to play the role; I want you to be it." She smiled and slid down to her knees in front of me. She gave me a coy glance, "As far as I am concerned, you are still my boyfriend; I don't recall ever breaking up with you, so officially we are still in a relationship. I'd like you to come as my boyfriend."
I almost had to laugh at the intensity of her statement. She got up and sat on my lap, helping herself to my bacon.
"Hmm, stolen boyfriend bacon tastes so much better," she mumbled through a full mouth. She wriggled around so that she faced me and taking my hand, slid it through the gap in the robe and placed it on her firm breast. Her nipple was hard and pressed against my palm.
She fixed her gaze on me and said after a moment's thought. "Twelve years ago I told you that you were the only person I would ever love, and apart from a few stupid blips along the way, I've kept my promise. I love you as much as I ever did and now that I've found you again I'm never letting you go."
She snuggled against me, and then sat bolt upright. "Hell, you're not married or in a relationship are you; I never thought to ask."
"No, I'm not," I said, and added with a hint of bitterness. "It took me a long time to get over you disappearing. I've had a few casual relationships over the years, but nothing serious."
She gave me a guilty look and then settled back down with a contented sigh. I sat there, trying desperately to understand what was happening to me. Was Ali serious about still being in love with me? Did I want to open myself to the possibility, and then find that this was just a passing fancy and as soon as she got bored she'd move on again?
We were still sat like that when there was a knock on the door and a female voice called out in an American accent, "Ash, its Lucy."
"Can you let her in please," Ali said as she stood up and moved out of view from the door.
The open door revealed a large man in a suit and a small dark-haired woman in her late twenties. By her side was a medium suitcase which she pulled behind her as she entered the room. The man stayed where he was, but I got the impression I'd just been accessed by a professional, and I'd no idea how I'd scored.
"I guess you're David; are you coming in?"
He gave a quick shake of his head and didn't acknowledge his name. "No, I'll stay outside the door. I'll be just there if she needs me." He pointed at an alcove a few yards along the corridor, where a couple of chairs and a table were placed. There were a couple of empty coffee cups.
I closed the door and found Ali hugging the woman. The suitcase was open on the bed and appeared to be full of clothes and a large makeup bag. The woman turned, gave me a quick glance and then seemed to dismiss me, leaving me feeling like the interloper in my own room.
Ali saw me stiffen and taking Lucy's hand she turned her to face me.
"Lucy," she said. "I want you to meet Josh; I've known him most of my life. He was my best friend since I was five and my first boyfriend. We haven't seen each other in years, and we bumped into each other last night at the restaurant."
"But weren't you there with Simon?" Lucy asked.
"You know I was; dickhead wasn't impressed when I left him to chase after Josh."
I notice that she was intentionally calling me Josh, keeping Jos for herself, in the same way, I only use Ali in private.
"Chased after him?" Lucy's voice was tinged with surprise.
"I had to; I'd hurt him years ago, Josh didn't want to talk to me. He left the restaurant as soon as he saw me and I had to follow him here.
While they were talking, Lucy had been laying out a selection of lingerie; now she looked at Ali expecting her to make a choice.
Ali looked at me, and asked in a soft pleading tone, "Will you choose for me please?" Lucy gave her a surprised look. There were three sets, and my eyes were drawn to a lacy set in blue, the color was a close match to the blue of Ali's eyes.
"That one," I indicated, and she smiled at me.
"That very pretty and now it's one of my favorites." She dropped the robe.
Lucy hissed in further surprise. "Ash, I don't think."
Ahi hushed her and then slipped off my boxers. Plucking the panties off the bed, she stepped into them and pulled them up over her hips.
"Lucy, you are more than twelve years too late to worry about Josh seeing me naked. How old were we, love?"
I had to think for a moment, "Six, we were six, and we were in the paddling pool in your garden."
"And many times after that," she added. "You are going to have to get used to seeing Josh around me because if I'm very lucky, he's going to forgive me and let me be his girlfriend again."
Lucy gave me a long appraising look, and I was sure I'd fallen short in her opinion of me.
Ali did that thing that women do when they put a bra on. Doing the clasp up around her waist then rotating it and sliding her arms through the straps. A final shimmy to settle her breasts in the cups. She had been the first woman I'd ever seen do it, and it was just as fascinating to watch now as it was then.
Lucy had her put the dressing gown back on and then sit down at the desk. She opened the makeup kit. Ali had a beautiful face, but after Lucy had finished, she was stunning.
"Is this your normal morning schedule?" I asked.
Ali laughed, "God, no, I have a live TV interview at noon; can you come with me? It would be so nice to know you're there."
"I'm sorry, Alison, I can't," I admitted, using her real name to re-enforce to Lucy that I wasn't a stranger that Ali had picked up. "I'm busy, I've got a lunch meeting with my agent today. This is the first time I've been in London for a couple of years, and she wants to me to meet up with my publisher."
Ali looked disappointed and a little guilty, "I never asked you what you do, and all I know is that you live on a boat."
"You didn't, did you? I'm a writer; mostly I write travel articles for magazines and the Sunday supplements. I've also written a few novels, some of which have sold enough to keep the wolf from the door."
Ali gave me a quizzical look, "Have you written anything I would have read?"
"I doubt it," I answered. Just in case I checked out the magazines on the desk, the usual pile of pretentious glossy travel tomes. I was lucky; the third one was a Yachting World that included an article I'd written on cruising the coastal waters of Sardinia. I showed it to her, and she sat reading while Lucy fussed with her hair.
"Is that your boat?" She showed me the photograph of me at the wheel of a catamaran under full sail on the second page of the article.
I nodded, "She is, I've been living on her for the past five years."
"It's a pretty yacht."
"She," I corrected her, "yachts are she, not it."
She grinned at me and then reminded me that I'd promised to take her out to dinner this evening.
That made me pause; I was beginning to understand that my usual approach of walking down a promising street until I found an interesting place to eat wasn't going to be an option with Ali. I had a few favorites, traditional restaurants that let me indulge in my Britishness on my rare visits back to my homeland, but I doubted that they were suitable for the woman who was Ashley Bell.
I wavered, took the easy option and immediately regretted it. "Where would you like to go?"
"I wouldn't mind finishing a meal at last night's restaurant. The meal looked nice, but there'd only just bought the starters when I saw you."
I gave her a dubious look; I wasn't sure I could get a reservation. Paul had told me the place was extremely popular and we'd only got in last night because of the last minute cancellation, and he knew the girl at the desk. To be honest, given it was where her ex had taken her, it was the last place I wanted to take her.
"I'll try, but are you ..." I started to say, but Ali interrupted me and told Lucy to organize a table for two at eight.
Lucy nodded and said she'd get it sorted. She gave me a condescending look and then smirked.
I shrugged, biting back the sharp retort I'd considered and said, "I'll see you there, then."
"No, I'll come back here, Lucy can arrange a car."
I felt like I was being steamrollered and the annoyance must have shown on my face because Ali stopped what she was doing, pulled me into the bathroom and closed the door behind us.
She drew me into a hug and kissed me "I'm sorry Jos, I know I'm pushing you faster than your comfortable with. It's just that now I've found you again, I want to do everything with you. I keep forgetting that this is all so different for you. If I want a table at any restaurant, one phone call and it's mine, I never have to queue for exclusive clubs, and... oh, you get the idea."
"Oh, I understand; you're a superstar, I'm just a guy with a boat," I said with a hint of bitterness. I rocked back on my heels as she pushed me back against the wall.
"Don't ever think that," she snapped. "I'm the one who doesn't deserve you. I made the mistake of not standing up to Mum all those years ago. I should have written to you or even phoned, and I have no idea why I never got your email. I can't believe I allowed myself to forget you. I was in a spin after seeing you, everything I'd ever felt about you came rushing back. Why do you think I came running after you?"
The emotions I'd been bottling up all morning, came surging up from the pit of my stomach. "You hurt me; I couldn't understand why you didn't get in touch. For the next few months, I only ever left the house to go to school as I was so scared I'd miss your phone call. I would make the postman check his bag every day in case he'd misplaced a letter from you."
My voice dropped to a whisper, "I don't know if I can love you that much again."
She clung to me, tears running down her face. She whispered, "You were my best friend. I was in love with you when I was ten. I broke your heart, and now I know I've never stopped loving you. Please give me another chance."
"Then you need to stop trying to organize me. I invited you to dinner, and now I feel like a bit player in one of your films. The last fucking place I want to eat at is that pretentious place again." I swallowed and then sat down on the edge of the tub.
She gave me an anguished look. "I'm sorry, I'm sorry, I didn't mean to take over." She tried to sit down beside me, but I caught her arm and pulled her onto my lap. She struggled for a moment before relaxing and wrapping her arm around my neck. She said in a soft voice, "I'd like to come back here after the interview if you want me to?"
I said yes, and she continued. "When you get back you can decide what we are going to do. I don't care what it as long as I get to do it with you."
She gave a shiver and stood up. She smiled at me and trailed the back of her fingers along the curve of my neck. "Now, I need to get Lucy to repair the damage to my makeup and choose a suitable dress for my interview. She'll be getting antsy; she hates it when I interfere with her planning."



"Wait, Just who is she?"
"Didn't I introduce you? No, I didn't." She sighed, "You need to tell me if I don't explain things, I'm so used to people working around me I assume they know everything. Lucy is my girl Friday, my assistant, secretary, friend, and she's very protective of me. You are an unknown, a wildcard, and she's never seen me behaving like this over a man; I think it scares her."
She took my hand, and we re-entered the bedroom. Lucy had a worried expression which she hastily masked.
"What time do we need to leave for the studio?" Ali asked Lucy as she sat down at the desk for the second time.
Lucy glanced at her phone, "We've got half an hour before the cars get here. Let me sort out your makeup." She gave me an accusatory look.
Lucy began repairing the damage, and after a few minutes Ali asked, "Did you call the restaurant?"
"Yes, it's all confirmed, a table for two at eight, I had to use your name." She gave me a smirk as she said it.
"Can you call them back and cancel please."
Lucy's mouth opened in surprise, "Why?"
"Because it's not where Josh wanted to take me. He reminded me that he asked me, so it's his choice," she glanced up to look at me in the mirror in front of her, "and I'm looking forward to finding out where he's going to take me."
That was a problem as I didn't have a favorite restaurant in London that I thought I could take someone as well-known as Ali to. There was one place, but it was near Brighton, a good fifty miles away, and a favorite place of mine when I used to live there. It was owned by two friends of mine, in fact.
"Do you remember Lesley Coombes?" I asked Ali. "She was at school with us."
Ali thought for a moment, "Was she the redheaded girl with freckles, quite a pretty girl?"
"That's her, she's married now, and she and her partner run a gastropub on the South Downs. We are good friends, and I used to eat there a lot when I lived in the flat. They were at the funeral and asked if there were any chance I'd be down anytime soon to see my godchildren. It's a bit of a drive, but do you fancy going there this evening?"
Her face lit up, "I'd love that. I'd like to see Lesley again."
"I'll give her a call and see if I can get reception to arrange a car and a driver for the evening."
"Jos, you know I said I wouldn't interfere, but would you mind if I got David to sort out the car and driver. He gets a bit nervous if I go out without any security."
"A bit," snorted Lucy.
"If that makes you both feel more comfortable with the situation, then I'm fine with that. We'd need to leave about six, is that going to work with your schedule?"
It would, she agreed, and then was slipping on her dress and shoes. She gave me a kiss, and moments later she and Lucy were being escorted down the hallway by David and a second female bodyguard.

*********The room was so quiet after I closed the door. The suitcase still sat on the bed, half the clothes spread across the cover, a promise to me that she would be back.
I found the number for Lesley and gave her a call. It only took a few minutes to exchange pleasantries and to confirm a table for two that evening, even though the restaurant was fully booked.
"We'll always have a table for you," Lesley told me. "So who are you bringing?"
"It's a surprise; it's someone you know, that the only clue I'm giving you."
"Bastard, see you tonight, oh and if the car park's full, park in our driveway."
I said my goodbyes and after placing my papers and laptop into a bag, I put on a tweed jacket and left for my appointment.
The lunchtime meeting with my agent and publisher went on to the early afternoon. It was a productive meeting as far as I was concerned. One of the independent film studios had taken an option out on my most successful novel, and on the basis of that, I was being offered a new two-book deal to expand on the characters from the same novel.
Back at the hotel I ordered coffee at the bar and opened up my laptop to check my mail and deal with any issues. My phone buzzed, which reminded me I'd been ignoring the damn thing since last night. Julia's last message was 'call me damn it, how do you know her,' and it wasn't the only similar message I'd received from my dinner companions.
Julia answered her phone on the first ring. "Josh, how the hell do you know Ashley Bell?"
"I don't; I do know a girl called Alison Peters who used to live next door to me. She was my first girlfriend."
"Who?" Julia sounded completely confused.
"Alison is Ashley," I said. "Do you remember me telling you about the girl who used to live next door to my parent's house? The one who disappeared when I was seventeen?"
"Oh she's that girl; I remember you telling us about her..." she paused, gathering her thoughts. "Did you know she was Ashley before last night?"
"I found out a couple of years ago, but it turned out it impossible to get in touch with her. Last night was the first time I've seen her in person for years."
"She said she was an old friend when she spoke to us last night. We gave her your number and told her where you were staying. Was that okay," she sounded concerned. "She rushed out after you; did she find you?"
"She found me," I told her. "We spoke and cleared up a few of our issues. We're meeting up again this evening." I wasn't going to tell her that we'd spent the night together. Unfortunately, Julia was a notorious gossip, and I didn't want the publicity.
"Listen, Julia, do me a favor and keep this quiet. I'd rather not see my face plastered all over the papers."
"Okay," She sounded disappointed as she agreed. "Can I tell the others how you know her?"
"I guess so, but tell them the same thing please."
I ended the call with promises to keep in touch and relaxed back in my chair. The waitress freshened up my coffee and I returned to dealing with my emails. That only took a few minutes, so I googled Ashley Bell to see what I could find. I hadn't done this since the email rejections a couple of years ago.
I was browsing an article when a man in a suit and a badge on the lapel announcing to the world, he was the duty manager approached me.
"Mr. Thomas," he said diffidently. "We've had a request to move you to one of the top floor suites."
I gave him a surprised look; I'd made no such request, then I got a sickening feeling that Alison was involved. Again she was trying to organize my life, I liked to room I was in, and I was pissed off that she thought I would dance to her beat.
"I've not requested a room change," I told him. "I'm quite happy where I am, so there's no need to worry."
With that said, I looked back at my laptop hoping that this would be the end of this. I could sense him standing there, not moving. He cleared his throat, and I look up at him again.
"She was very insistent that we move you. I've had the room service manager pack up your things and move them to your new room. Here are your replacement keycards." He held out a room card folder.
No, she wasn't doing this, snapping her fingers and expecting me to jump. I liked Ali, but I had my own life, and regardless of my feelings for her, I was sure I was a passing fad with her. I didn't expect that there was any future to this relationship. I was expected to change my plans to suit her; I was grateful I hadn't changed my flight because at this rate I wasn't going to be hanging around London.
"You will put my belongings back in the room I booked," I snapped back. "I said I was happy in my original room."
"The lady was adamant that you were to have the best room in the hotel and I'm afraid she scares me a lot more than you do."
"I don't need to scare you; I just need to check out and find somewhere else to stay, if you don't put my bags back in my old room."
I closed my laptop and with a sigh of exasperation, stood up. "I'm going to sign for my drinks then go back to my room, if my things haven't been returned then I'll be checking out."
He looked concerned and then downright panicky as he glanced past me at the entrance to the bar. I turned to see Ali and her little group of sycophants entering the bar. He scurried across and bent down to whisper in Lucy's ear. She gave him a surprised look and a calculating glance at me.
Interesting, I thought. The woman he was scared of wasn't Alison; it was Lucy. I wondered if Alison even knew about the room change request. I paid the bill for my coffee that the waitress gave me before Alison walked over and gave me a hug. I was a bit stiff in returning it, and she felt it.
"Is everything okay, Jos?"
"Yesss," I hung the word out and then shook my head. "No, not really. What did I say about not wanting to be ordered about. As soon as I got back here, I'm told, not asked, mind you, that I've been moved to another room. If you didn't like my room, you could have asked if I minded moving, not just do it and cancel my old room."
"I... I didn't; I just mentioned that it would be different not staying in a big suite. Not bad different, just different." She looked at Lucy and Lucy stared back defiantly.
"Will you come and stay with me at my apartment," she asked hesitantly.
I shook my head; staying at her apartment would be the same as moving to the hotel suite. I had a second thought; I still had a key to the flat in Brighton which was presently unoccupied, my new tenants weren't scheduled to move in for another few weeks.
"You could come and stay at my flat; it's not occupied at the moment. I've just had it redecorated ready to rent out again." I offered.
She gave me a considered look and pursed her lips. "I'd like that; it's in Brighton you said?"
I nodded, and added, "I guess we could take the car to the restaurant and then go on to the flat afterward."
Ali agreed and called over Lucy and her bodyguard. She told them of the change in plans, Lucy didn't look happy, but David, her bodyguard, just wanted to know if the building was secure. I was able to reassure him.
"There's a lobby with a manned security desk, and the lifts only work with an access key."
David nodded in appreciation, "That should work."
Ali spoke to Lucy, asking her to go to the apartment, pack some clothes for her and bring them back here.
I got the duty manager, who was still hovering in the background to bring my bags down and I checked out. While we waited for Lucy to get back with Ali's things, we sat in the bar. David and a second security guard stood in the lobby, their attention split between us, the main entrance and the waiting limousine booked for this evening.

********The traffic out of London was bad, only easing as we joined the M23 motorway. David had asked me for the keys of the flat so that one of his team, who was traveling in a second car, could drop off our luggage. I'd given him a note for the security desk allowing access to the flat.
Ali had given Lucy a couple of days off, arranging that they would meet up in her apartment on Saturday to get ready for the film premiere that evening. Only David accompanied Ali and me, sitting next to the driver.
Ali was eager to hear what had happened to me over the years and was constantly asking questions. I was happy to respond, but I began to notice that she was far more reticent in answering my questions. She would either give me the barest of details of change the subject. She would repeat that her life was an open book, the press attention had ensured that!
Yet when we pulled up outside the gastropub, 'The Downs,' an hour later, I wasn't sure I knew any more about her than I'd gleaned off the internet, and that had been lacking facts and full of innuendo.
'The Downs,' sat in a hollow in the northern face of the South Downs. It was a large converted barn set 50 yards from the thatched cottage where Lesley and her partner lived with their two children.
The car park was full, so I told the driver to ignore the private sign and use the driveway by the cottage.
Samantha, Lesley's wife, must have been waiting for me. The door to the cottage opened, and she smiled as she saw me as I exited the vehicle. On her hip sat Jilly, their five-year-old daughter. I'd been a bit sparse in my details to Ali about my friends who owned the place. She'd known Lesley at school, but not that she was a lesbian.
I only found out because a very drunken Lesley confessed to me at a party that it was such a pity that she was gay as I was the only man she'd ever considered taking to bed. Later, when she'd sobered up a bit, she made me promise not to tell anyone. It was a promise I kept for years until she came out.
I'd met Samantha when I'd worked for a travel company after leaving university, and we shared the same office. We became friends, drinks at lunchtime, the odd meal and visits to the cinema type of friends, and I hasten to add that's all we ever were: friends that were comfortable in each other's company.
When I first moved to the flat in Brighton, I held a housewarming party to which I invited all my friends, including Sam and Lesley. They clicked, and the rest is history. No, I'm not the biological father of their children, but I am godfather to both of them.
"Good you're here," she said as she walked over and gave me a hug that ended with Jilly wrapping her arms around my neck and slipping from her mother's grasp and into mine.
"Missed you, uncle Jos, Mummy said we are going to your boat, when are we going?"
"Soon, baby girl," I said. "In the summer?" I looked at Sam, and she gave me a nod.
"I can swim now," Jilly added, then she looked over my shoulder. "Who's the pretty lady?"
I glanced in the direction she was looking in. "Jilly, this is Alison, she's an old friend of your Mama Lesley."
Ali smiled at the young girl I held in my arms, coming over to say hello. Jilly gave Alison the type of deep calculating non-verbal examination that only a five-year-old can achieve. It seemed that Alison passed as Jilly held out her arms to her with a cute, "carry me."
Ali took hold of her, and Jilly settled with a happy chuckle against her. I heard them talking softly, but I was unable to make out the words
Sam took my arm and said, "Josh, isn't she the actress, Ashley Bell?"
I nodded, and said quietly, "She is, she went to school with Lesley and me, but we knew her as Alison then."
Sam paused looking intently into my eyes, then replied just as quietly, her voice sounding worried. "She's the Alison that you and Lesley told me about; the girl who disappeared in your last year?" The unspoken question was, 'and the one who broke your heart?'
"That's the one; I bumped into her in London yesterday."
"It's funny, Lesley always said she reminded her of a girl she knew at school when we saw her films, but as we thought she was American, I guess she never made the connection."
We were interrupted by the sound of a scooter driving up to the cottage. A young girl got off, pulled her helmet off and gave Sam a puzzled look.
"Our au pair," Sam said, then spoke a bit louder, "Look, let me take Jilly, and it's past her bedtime. I'll get her settled down and then come over."
Ali reluctantly gave Jilly up, and I belatedly introduced her to Samantha. The news that our school friend was a lesbian and, in a relationship, hadn't phased Ali except for one point.
"Is Jilly your daughter, or Lesley's?" Ali asked sounding a bit unsure of herself. "Only she called you both mama."
Sam smiled, "We don't really differentiate between us, but Jilly is Lesley's, and Luke is mine, they both have the same father."
Alison gave me a quizzical look, and I shook my head, "No, it's not me."
"Josh knows the story," Sam said. "We can explain everything later, but I need to get this one to bed, she's half asleep as it is."
Sam took Jilly indoors, and I led Ali across to The Downs. David accompanied us, then indicated he would wait in the bar for us. The woman at the hostess desk at the entrance to the restaurant, smiled when she saw me and greeted me by name. It had been a couple of years since my last visit, and I was pleased that she remembered me. When she saw my companion, her eyes went wide. She showed us to our table. It was a round table set in an alcove, set back from the kitchen pass allowing an excellent view of the kitchen activity. It was the chefs table and usually kept for friends of the chef, it could seat six, but as only two places were laid, it seemed tonight it was just for us.
Lesley bustled over as soon as she saw us. She was a beautiful red-haired woman dressed in chef's whites and an apron. Both Lesley and Samantha were involved in the business, Lesley in the kitchen and Sam front of the house.
"Holy shit, Alison, is that you?" She held out her arms, and they hugged then separated.
"Hi, Lesley. My God, motherhood really suits you."
"Thanks, I think. You are her, aren't you?"
Alison laughed, "I'm still that girl from school."
"But you're Ashley Bell?"
Alison nodded, and then her face grew white as Lesley continued conversationally, "and we all know Ashley is a major film star. So my question is to the Alison I remember, not Ashley, are you back here to correct the damage you did? Only I saw what Josh was like after you disappeared. He's my friend, my children's godfather and I'm not going to let you hurt him again. Are you going to stay around longer this time or are you going to run away again."
I didn't know what to say, I'd always known Lesley liked me, but even I was surprised at the anger in her words. She gave me a smile and then settled back in a seat, waiting for Ali to reply.
It took her a moment to gather her wits. "The only reason I'll leave him is if Josh wants me to," was her reply. "I'm not sure he believes me, but I've already told him that I'm still in love with him."
Ali paused to gather her thoughts, and then said, "I didn't run away, I was taken away, Lesley. I didn't have a choice, or at least I didn't think I had one at the time. My big mistake was believing the story my mother and her boyfriend told me, and letting them convince me I shouldn't contact Josh."
Lesley didn't look convinced, and I was intrigued as well.
Ali squeezed my hand and said. "I don't think I would have been as gullible if Josh had been there, but he wasn't, and everything got away from me. By the time I got a chance to properly think we were already in the States and staying in an isolated cabin."
She shrugged, "There was no phone, cell phone coverage or the internet, just a lake and trees, oh, and a momma bear and her cubs. I had no way of contacting anybody. Mum said she would arrange for a message to be sent to Josh giving him a contact address for us, but it appears she lied to me. I waited for him to write or call, but he never did."
She saw I was about to speak and put her finger to my lips. "I know now that you couldn't, but at the time I guessed that you were so angry with me that you'd not wanted to get in touch."
I gave her a glance, this wasn't exactly what she'd told me earlier, but it seemed to reassure Lesley. She sat down, and a few moments later, Sam joined us.
Ali and Lesley had been friends at school, not BFF's, but friends nevertheless. They began catching up, both wanting to know what had happened since they'd last seen each other.
"You know," Ali admitted to me. "Lesley was the one girl I was jealous of at school. She and you seemed so close."
"But ..."
"Yes she not interested in men, but I didn't know that, did I!"
"Oh, I wouldn't say that," Sam said. "I happen to know that he is the only man she's ever considered in that way. We were both put out when he refused our request for some of his sperm. She even offered to let him donate it naturally."



"It's true," Lesley said with a little giggle. "I offered to lie back and think of England, while you had your wicked way with me."
I blushed, and Ali snorted in amusement.
"I told you at the time I was moving abroad, and there was no way I'd let you have a child of mine and not be around to help raise it. Not that I wasn't tempted," I admitted.
Sam added, "He rejected me as well, but we got our own back. We made him the children's godfather."
"Who is the father?" Ali wanted to know.
"Don't know, and don't want to know," Lesley said. "It was arranged through a clinic. We gave them a set of criteria, and we both used the same anonymous donor."
Sam snorted, then said, "What she's not telling you is that the criteria was, find the closest match to him," and she pointed at me.

********The meal was excellent, and it was fairly late before we said our goodbyes. I nipped into the cottage and kissed my sleeping godchildren goodnight, and then we made the 20-minute drive to my apartment. One of David's security team was sitting behind the reception desk with the building's doorman. David escorted us to the door of my apartment and then left us with a request that we contact him if we intended to go anywhere that wasn't secure.
I closed the door behind us and followed Ali across the lounge as she moved over to look out of the tall windows. The views of the esplanade and the shingle beach to the sea was one of the reasons I'd bought the apartment.
We were entering new territory for us. This woman had been the love of my life for all my formative years, yet we'd never been intimate. Oh, we'd petted, there had been mutual masturbation and there hadn't been an inch of her body I hadn't explored, but I'd been willing to honor her wish that we would wait for her 18th birthday before we made that final commitment to each other.
I gathered from the hesitant way that Ali watched me approach that she was also wondering about our future.
"How many bedrooms?" she asked pointedly.
"Two," I replied. "I can take the guest room."
She sighed in exasperation and stepped close, looking up at me. "That's not going to happen. I'm here so we can reconnect and get back to where were."
Reconnect, I noted, not hopefully reconnect. I got the impression that it was a done deal as far as she was concerned. My sense of anger rose, she was so damned used to getting her own way, she was happy to run roughshod over my feelings.
"No," I said, "you need to understand, I'm scared of committing to you. I'll accept that you had no choice when your mother dragged you off to the States. What I can't accept is the fact you never ever tried to get in touch. It's not like you didn't know how to find me, my parents still live in the same damn house."
"I told you why," her voice trailed off at my expression. She swallowed and turned to face the view.
"America was so different to anything I'd experienced before," she admitted, not turning to face me. "Yes, I missed you, but for those first few months there was so much going on, and Mum was so paranoid that Dad would find us that I kept putting off trying to contact you, and I honestly thought you'd get in touch with me."
She looked at me, trying to see if I'd joined her in admiring the view in listening to her. I had, so she continued, "I did think about you all the time that first year, but as I got involved at school and then college I was thinking about you less and less." She looked embarrassed at that statement.
"How often did you think about me over the last year?" I asked.
"Once," she said, "on your birthday. I have a birthday reminder app on my phone, and Lucy asked me who you were."
I snorted, "So I'm just a birthday memory."
"God, you're so much more. I cried when I realized how long it was since I'd last seen you. Remembering how much I missed you was the main reason I split up from Simon."
I wasn't sure where she was going with this. Was I really supposed to believe that I was the reason she'd broken up with her last boyfriend/lover? "But you knew nothing about what had happened to me, Christ I could have been married or even dead."
She laughed, "You're definitely not dead, and you told me you're not married."
Then she became serious, "I finished up on set last month, and I'd made a decision that I wasn't going to take on any more projects until I found you. I had just contacted a detective agency with the intention of trying to find you when you popped up like a bad penny."
I wasn't sure what to make of that. "Ali, I'm tired, it's been a long day," I said. "I'm happy that you wanted to get in touch. It's a pity it didn't happen two years ago, but that's just water under the bridge. I'm going to bed; you are welcome to join me, but I'll understand if you don't. We have a couple of days to see if there is still something there between us before you need to be in London. Let's see what happens, shall we?"
She nodded, took my hand and led me to the bedroom. "What's going to happen is we are going to share your bed, and we are going to do what we should have done years ago." She let go of my hand and made a shooing gesture at me, in the direction of the kitchen. She started shedding clothes as she carried on walking to the bedroom.
"Bring some water and snacks," she said over her shoulder as she dropped her bra on the floor. "You are going to fuck me stupid until I'm unconscious and hopefully, not able to walk straight for days, and I'm not going to let you go until you've fulfilled that."
Given my options, I did what any red-blooded English man would do. I grabbed a pack of water bottles from the fridge and a packet of chocolate digestives, grateful that David's people had stocked the kitchen. I was down to my boxers by the time I entered the bedroom.
She took no prisoners; her naked body was wrapped around mine within seconds of me entering the room. She hooked a leg behind mine and with a shift of her hips, pushed me back onto the bed. She landed on top of me, winding me. The water and biscuits knocked out of my grasp, spinning across the covers.
"Christ, Ali," I gasped, trying to recover my breath.
She giggled and gave me her version of mouth to mouth resuscitation while using her free hand to remove the last of my constricting clothing. She shivered as we both lay naked on my bed, her aggressiveness abated for a moment.
She rolled to be able to look at my face, her fingers mirroring the motion of mine as I gently caressed her.
"You should have been my first," she whispered, her eyes wide open in sorrow. "I broke my promise to you." She took my hand and pressed it against the breast, her nipple a hard bullet under my palm.
"I want you to claim every inch of me as yours," she continued, "and I mean every inch. Nothing is off limits; I want you to take my ass. I've never let anyone near it, so it's the only virgin hole I can give you."
Not what I had expected her to say; oh, I can't admit I wasn't interested, my jutting cock attested to that. Then she surprised me by jumping out of bed and removing a small object from her luggage.
"I almost forgot," she said.
She held her hand out to me, and the small old green velvet jewelry box sat in her palm. I hissed my breath in; she still had it. I'd saved my money and on her 16th birthday had given her the gold heart and chain in that box.
She opened the box, and the little gold heart sat in the silken interior. The chain looked different as I picked up the pendant.
"I wore it until the chain broke and it couldn't be repaired again," Ali said. "I found a close replacement, but it didn't seem right to carry on wearing it. The original is under the lining."
The sad thin 9 karat gold chain, the best I could afford at the time, was where she said it was. The chain had broken in two places, and the clasp was missing. The replacement was definitely better quality. On the back of the heart were our initials, the engravings worn to be almost illegible.
She bent her head down. "I've waited a long time for you to put it on me again."
"I can't believe you still have it," I said as I fastened it around her neck.
"It's always in my jewelry bag I travel with, the heart's never been out of my possession since you gave it to me."
The sex was indescribable, literally indescribable. I honestly can't find the words to describe the feeling, the emotions, the complete joining of our two souls. It was everything that both of us had been anticipating since we'd made the commitment to each other as teenagers. Sweat covered bodies joined and parted only to join again with cries of pleasure and urgency.
Ali was true to her words; we never left the bedroom for the next day. The bathroom was behind a partition so technically it was still part of the bedroom, and if you kept the French-doors open, so was the balcony.
We made love on the bed, under the shower, in the bath, and on the balcony, and a few places I can't recall, before hunger drove us out of our sanctuary 24 hours later. With Ali walking gingerly, we bought fish and chips from the late night Chippy. Eaten out of the paper as we sat on the beach, they tasted better than any three-star meal either of us ever had.
Lights from the West pier reflected off the sea, and the waves crashed down on the shingle. We licked the salt and vinegar off our fingers, and we both reflected on where we were in our relationship
I broke the silence between us. "How do you see this working out; we have two completely different lifestyles. Do we both compromise, or are you expecting me to make the changes?"
"I don't want you to change; I want to be the one who compromises. I'm rich Jos; I don't have to work again."
"Have or want?"
"If I was offered the perfect project, I'd give you all the facts and let you decide."
"So if I were to offer you a project, would you consider it?"
"That depends," she said, her voice barely audible over the sound of the waves on the shingle. "On what it is?"
"It's the same one I offered you many years ago, a lifetime of love and the chance to make a family."
She rested her head on my shoulder. "I think you could sell that proposal to me very easily. There's a price though," and she waggled her hand in my direction, pointedly tapping her ring finger.
I thought of the engagement ring I'd been ready to give her on my return from Australia. My grandmother's ring, the one my parents had given to me. It was an impressive three-carat emerald cut flawless diamond, flanked by two large sapphires and was a family heirloom, first given to my great, great grandmother over a hundred years ago. For a long time, I'd worn it on a chain around my neck. I wanted it with me in the expectation of Ali's return so I could give it to her. Now it was in a safety deposit box at my local bank.
"I had a ring for you; I had it with me when we got back from Australia," I whispered.
She lost the smile from her face and gave a little sob. "You'd bought me a ring?"
I shook my head, and said in a light voice, trying to ease her mood. "I was a teenager; I couldn't afford the ring you deserved. I was given it; it was Gran's ring, it's been in the family for donkey years."
"That sounds perfect," she said hopefully. "Have you still got it?"
I nodded, "I keep it in the bank for safekeeping."
Then I pulled her around to face me. "Ali, if you are serious about all of this then I will get it tomorrow and place it on your finger. But if you are not sure, or this is just a passing fancy, then tell me to leave it where it is."
She took my face between her hands and pulled me close. She delicately kissed me, an act so laced with emotion that my heart stuttered. She drew back and said with passion, "I've waited for such a long time for this. There's no way I'd let you get away."
"I take it that's a yes then!"
"Idiot, of course, it is."

*******The music the DJ was playing in the far room was overpowering, and the heavy thud of the baseline pervaded the whole club, even the area set aside for the distributor's party. Not for the first time that evening I wondered just what the fuck I was doing there. I was missing the peace and quiet of my boat.
I'd hoped and naïvely anticipated that the act of belatedly placing the ring on her finger would go a long way to calm the worries I still had. She was mine the ring shouted, but for how long, the pit of my stomach replied. I was still suffering these swings in confidence as we returned to London to attend the premiere of her latest film, a romantic comedy.
The premiere passed as smoothly as any of those events ever did. The audience had been full of the high and not so mighty of the London elite, with a scattering of minor royals. I was deftly shuffled to one side for the meet and greet in the foyer. I was mildly surprised that I was even allowed to sit next to Ali during the screening, it had taken a lot of last-minute scrabbling from Lucy to obtain an invite for me.
It wasn't until the press interviews following the showing that the journalists noticed the ring on Ali's finger. She hadn't been wearing it when we'd arrived, and she'd only slipped it onto her finger as the film finished.
"I don't want to get into a press frenzy over us before the event, it will distract them from the film," she had told me in the car when I noticed her slip it off. "I don't want us to be a distraction. I'll be wearing it afterward, I promise."
"I've reconnected with my oldest friend, my first boyfriend," was what she repeated to the numerous questions as she clutched my hand.
I couldn't understand half the questions that were shouted in our direction. Yet there was one running theme to them that disturbed me. She was continually asked 'when had she broken up with Simon, and had she returned his ring?'
"You were engaged? I thought you had broken up long before that meal at the restaurant," I said in her ear.
She kept on smiling and whispered, "We were never formally engaged, I thought he'd understood we were over, months ago."
"And his ring?"
"I never accepted it."
Then we were in the car, and she and Lucy were on their phones for the ten minutes it took us to drive to the nightclub where the after-screening party was being held, so I was unable to ask the myriad of questions that were rattling around in my head.
We entered, and I pulled her to one side, finding a quiet alcove where we could talk. I had to prevent Lucy from joining us forcibly. David lurked at the entrance to deter unwanted visitors.
"Tell me about Simon," I demanded. "Were you engaged and when did you split up? I thought it was all over between you, but I'm beginning to wonder." Then I had a bad thought, "Are you still in a relationship with him?"
"No," she said forcefully, holding my gaze. "I'm only in one relationship, and that's with you." She stared at me trying to see if I believed her and when my expression didn't change she said. "I was attracted to Simon when we worked together last year. He was fun to be with, but that was all. I might have let him think I was more interested than I was."
"What does that mean?"
"He wanted to get married, and I kept putting him off, but apparently not forcefully enough, as I never actually said no. He was nice, but he wasn't you. Somewhere along the way, the press got the impression we were engaged." She shook her head, "We weren't! Or at least I didn't think so."
"So why were you at that restaurant with him?"
"That wasn't a date; we hadn't seen each other for a couple of months, and we were just supposed to get caught up. He'd mentioned a new project I might be interested in as a teaser, but that wasn't his goal, all he was interested was us getting back together. He was going on about us getting married and wanted us to announce our engagement to the press. When your friend came over asking for an autograph, I was so pleased to have the distraction. Usually, I don't like people coming up to me in restaurants. He was pissed off at the interruption."
"Oh."
"Yes, oh. Well, that's as far as he'd got when I saw you. Recognizing you sitting at your table was the final nail in his coffin. Oh, I like him, he's been a good friend over the years, but there just was no spark between us anymore. I just said 'no more,' and chased after you, and you know the rest."
"Ash," called Lucy from the entrance, "Ash, you need to get in there. Everyone is waiting for you. I'm running out of excuses for you."
"Damn," Ali muttered. "Jos, I need to go and mingle. It's what the film company expects of their stars. I want you by my side."
I took her hand, and we entered the madhouse. It wasn't a party; it was a glorified press conference and bitch session. I was just a prop for the chief attraction. A prop who was at best ignored, and at worse misunderstood.
I must have been asked the same question, or a variation of it, countless times.
"Don't you feel guilty breaking up Simon and Ashley, they were such a wonderful couple."
At least the press were willing to listen to our explanations. How we were old friends and of our teenage relationship.
Ali tried responding to the questions about Simon by explaining that he had believed that there'd been far more to their relationship than she had.
"But you were supposedly engaged," they would respond.
"No, we weren't, just close friends," was Ali's answer. Then she would indicate the ring on her finger. "I'm engaged to Josh, and we will be getting married as soon as we can arrange it."
After a while, the press left us for more willing victims. That left me vulnerable to the attention, or lack of, from Ali's friends, colleagues and Simon.
Ali's friends quickly drew her into their circles leaving me standing at the perimeter. I had expected her to keep me at her side, but other than a few initial backward glances, she seemed to ignore me.
Lucy came and stood by my side. "They don't know you," she said. "And they are nervous about what your relationship with Ash is going to mean to them. A lot of them get work on film projects, based on her recommendations. She's already told her agent that she's not going to take any new roles for the foreseeable future and they are worried."
"That's fine," I responded, "but I hope they are aware that it's not my decision she wants to cut back on her work? All I've told Ali is that I have my own life and that if she wants to join me, she's welcome. Is her decision going to affect you?"
"Slightly, but I'm employed by her directly, and she's already told me she'll be keeping me on. I guess my role will change a bit, but I'm fine with that. To be honest, if it means a less hectic lifestyle, I'm all for it. But don't the stories about what's she's been up to over the last few years worry you, her other boyfriends, the party lifestyle?"
"No more than it should worry her about what I've been doing. Alison didn't have a choice when her mother took her away. She's been living her own life for the last 12 years. Am I bitter that she didn't make an attempt to contact me when she was able? I guess so, but I don't know what the circumstances were, so how am I supposed to judge her?" I gave Lucy a speculative look, trying to gauge her agenda.
"It's weird listening to you call her Ali; I've only ever known her as Ashley. So the fact that's she's over there talking to an ex-lover who'd be very happy to lose the ex from the status, doesn't worry you?"
To be honest, it did. Ali was in the middle of a small group of people, the man standing beside her had his hand placed possessively on her shoulder. I knew he was an American tennis player, and that only because he'd done a 'McEnroe' when he'd crashed out of the first round at Wimbledon the previous year and had been all over the papers. I think his name was Brad or Ben, something that started with a B.



"She went out with him?"
"Not really, a few dinner dates and a couple of parties, I think. The relationship was in his mind and the scandal mags of course. He's not her only ex here; I can see at least two others." Then she gestured in the direction of the bar, "and of course there's Simon!"
"He's here? I said as I looked, then answered my own question. "Yes, I see he is. Was she serious with any of them?
Lucy took her time answering, "I've been with her for six years, and she's had a few casual relationships in that time. I suppose the six months with Simon was the most serious I remember her being. But even with him, she seemed a bit distant, and when your birthday reminder popped up on her phone that was the end of him."
I looked back at the group around Ali and said, "So I think it's time I see where I stand with her."
Lucy took hold of my arm as I started to move. "Be careful, she doesn't like being interrupted when she's talking," she warned me. "For as long as I've known her she doesn't like it when people come up to her at parties. Watch, if she wants to talk to someone, she'll either call them over or join their group."
"I'm people?" I asked.
"I don't know what you are yet."
"So let's go and find out, shall we?"
I moved across the room and stood beside Ali. She was talking to the tennis player whose hand still rested possessively across her shoulders. She hesitated and stopped speaking when she felt my presence move inside her comfort zone.
She moved to see who was standing there, her lips tight, the smile on them starting to fall away. Then reappearing as bright as a light as she registered who was standing there. She shrugged her shoulders displacing the arm resting on them and made that half step that completely closed the gap between us. Her face lifted up, and she pulled me into a kiss.
"Ash, who's this?" the tennis player said. I don't think he appreciated my interruption, at least that's what I gathered from the look of anger that flashed across his face. He tried to put his arm back around her, but she stopped him.
"Billy, this is my fiancé, Josh. He's the one I've been in love with since I was eight.
Oh yes, that was his name, Billy Gonzales. I knew it began with a B.
"Your fiancé? But I thought you and me..."
Ali gave him a sad smile. "No, you and I are just good friends and that's all you will ever be." She added, cutting him down to size.
He looked at her for a moment and then walked away. A harsh, "Bitch," floating behind him. The rest of the group stared at me, and I smiled back at them.
It was easy to work out that they were uncomfortable with me, an outsider who was there to take the queen bee from the hive. Ali did her best, introducing me to the group, some of whom were her closest friends, but it was quickly apparent they belonged to a different world to the one I inhabited, and one I had little interest in.
Her friend's conversations dropped into a shorthand known only to themselves. Discussions about people I didn't know, nor frankly did I want to, and situations I cared even less about. Slowly Ali stopped trying to include me, and after five minutes of being ignored I gave up attempting to be social and took the opportunity to move to the bar, seeking a decent drink.
I waved a barman over and ordered a large malt. I took the proffered glass and turned to rest my back against the bar while I watched Ali. She was the most beautiful of the women around her; she was like a queen bee accepting the attention of her workers as her companions danced in attendance. This was just what I had been worried would happen and I regretted allowing her to convince me to delay my flight back to the boat.
Time passed and the group around her pulsed and morphed as people joined and left. I was on my third drink, somewhat disconcerted, but sadly not surprised that she hadn't returned to me.
"You won't last, none of her boyfriends ever do. Well, other than me, that is"
I looked to see Simon beside me. "I've had you checked out," he continued. "You are just a two-bit journalist, living on a boat. Do you honestly think she'll be happy to slum it, playing your dutiful girlfriend for very long?"
His usually handsome face was twisted in anger, and while I'd been willing to give him the benefit of the doubt and try and like him for Ali's sake, he wasn't making it easy.
"That's her choice," I replied. "She knows what I am and that I'm not going to change. So how long did you last?"
He smirked and said, "What makes you think she's over me."
"Well, I don't see you over there." I gestured over to the group around Ali.
"Neither are you."
"I'm happier over here."
He laughed, "I'll give her a few weeks, and she'll be knocking on my door again. I've been fucking her for the past year. How does it feel to be getting my sloppy seconds?"
"I think that's the other way around; I first slept with her 22 years ago." Well, I suppose holding hands as eight-year-olds as we slept in the tent counts in this game of Ashley top trumps, but I wasn't going to tell him that. I smiled at the anger flashing in his eyes.
Then I stood up straight and grasped his hand in mine. I was afraid that regardless of whatever Ali's feelings about him were, he was a despicable bastard, and I saw no reason to like him. The skin on mine was rough; his smooth, constant handling ropes hadn't treated mine gently. My grip was strong and firm, another legacy of life afloat.
Simon winced as I squeezed his hand and pulled him in close and whispered. "I don't like you and if you ever talk about Ali like that again." I paused as I squeezed his hand even tighter until I heard the knuckles crack and he gave a sharp gasp of pain as he struggled to tug it from my grasp.
"I'll guarantee that you won't be able to use your hand for a month."
I let go, and he staggered back, his face white with the pain. He clutched his hand to his chest before hurrying away.
"Remind me not to get on your bad side," came Lucy's voice from my other side. She was perched on a bar stool; her long legs crossed showing a lot of thigh. A tall ice-filled glass with several slices of fruit and a straw was clutched in her hand. "Oh, and he's lying, he and Ash haven't been sleeping together since last summer, he always was a bitter loser."
"Ahh," I said. I love that word; it carries so many emotions and meanings depending on the inflection used.
Lucy gave me a calculating look. "She's not doing it on purpose," and she gestured at Ali with her glass, drops of condensation falling on her legs.
Ali was in the middle of a small group of admirers, none of whom I recognized. Obviously, they were not strangers to Ali as she was very comfortable in their presence. Laughing and flirting with the men, stepping close to them.
"Any more ex's I need to be worried about?"
Lucy checked out the group over the top of her drink. "There's a couple, she went on a trip with him, a couple of years ago" and she pointed to a tall man. "They were supposed to be away a month, but she was back after a couple of days. No one else she was serious about that I know of."
She paused tapping her finger on her glass considering, "except maybe Antonio," she pointed at the man now standing next to Ali. "He's not an ex," she heard my sharp intake of breath. "I don't mean she still going out with him, they had a couple of one night flings in the past, but he has been trying to convince her to have a full-time relationship with him for years. He hasn't been successful, but not for the lack of trying."
The man was handsome, with a southern Mediterranean cast to his features. He looked in his late-thirties and was wearing an immaculate Amani suit. His hand rested delicately on Ali's arm.
"Who is he?"
"His father is Maurizio Rossi," she said matter of factly, pausing as she obviously assumed I knew who he was. I just gave her a blank expression which told her I had no clue.
She sighed at my ignorance, "Of the Rossi fashion house. He's supposedly their fashion ambassador, which as far as I can work out, means he flies all over the world at the company's expense, being photographed in the company of the golden set. I doubt if he's even on tonight's guest list, but no doorman would refuse him entrance."
"And Ali likes him?"
She gave a soft laugh, "It really is odd hearing you call her Ali; you're probably the only person in this room who knows Ashley isn't her real name, and I've only ever known her as Ashley."
"Antonio," I reminded her.
"Oh, yes. Hmm, I guess so, they're friends, and he seems nice enough. I know Ash likes meeting the people he knows and places he can take her to, so I suppose she's happy using him."
Ali's bright laughter reached us in a pause in the music. She raised her cheek, and Antonio kissed it. Her head turned a bit further, and she noted me watching her. She saw the expression on my face and stepped away from her companions leaving them looking surprised. Antonio took a step to follow her then stopped as he watched her. Her face lit up with a big smile, and she almost skipped as she hurried over to me.
"Hey, lover, miss me?" She said with a soft giggle that failed to mask a hint of anxiety.
"For 12 years," I said dryly, and immediately regretted it.
Her face fell, she glanced back at the group of people she'd just left, a guilty expression on her face as she realized I'd been standing over here for over half hour or so.
"Why didn't you come over and join us?" she asked.
I raised my eyebrows, "I was there, but after the first few moments, you and your 'friends' ignored me so I couldn't see the point of standing around like a spare peg." I raised my glass and took a sip, "so I found my own entertainment."
Ali looked embarrassed and swallowed a couple of times, then she asked Lucy, "Were you part of his entertainment as well?"
Lucy said, "God no, if anything he's been mine. You missed him seeing off an obnoxious Simon, and it was a lot of fun to watch."
Ali sort of deflated in front of us. She looked around herself. Then she directed a comment to Lucy, "Asking Josh to accompany me here was a bad idea wasn't it?"
Lucy nodded in agreement.
"I keep forgetting he's not used to this degree of insanity, the need to network," Ali added.
"It just seems so superficial," I said. "But it is interesting watching you interact with these people. I don't know how you stand it?"
"I'm sad to say I've got used to it."
I gave a mild snort of derision.
"Hey, I said I got used to it, not that I like it," Ali said as she snuggled close to me.
"Do you need to stay here for much longer?" I asked, hopeful that she didn't.
Ali sighed, "A bit longer I'm afraid, we are expected to give another couple of interviews. I expect it's going to be interesting, especially since I've outed my poor old boyfriend to the press as my lover and soon to be husband." She pointed in the direction of the camera crews who were waiting patiently for her and her co-star.
"Less of the old if you don't mind, I'm only four weeks older than you," I said tongue in cheek.
"Oh god, my mother warned me about getting involved with older men!"
I smiled, and behind me, I heard Lucy snort.
Ali gave me a quick kiss, and I let my hand drift down her back to possessively stroke her ass. She pressed back against my hand and whispered, "Thank you, I'm going to leave you in Lucy's capable hands while I round up the rest of my co-stars so we can finish up here. I'll be right back as soon as we wrap up and then I'm going to let you take me home, and my ancient boyfriend will carry on playing with my ass and ravish me."
Without waiting for me to think up a suitable response, she headed back to the group she'd stepped away from a few minutes earlier. After a few moments, she and her co-star were led over to an area that had been set up for television interviews.
Should I go over and offer her my support was the question on my lips, answered when Lucy placed a hand on my shoulder and shook her head.
"Leave her to it; she'll only get anxious if she sees you watching, I'll go and keep an eye on her."
I nodded my head in agreement. This was Ali's time, and I didn't want to distract her.
The interviews were only supposed to last ten minutes each, but it took the second team over 20 minutes of fathing about to set theirs up. Ali sat in a makeup chair with Lucy by her side, waiting for the interviewer to get her war paint sorted out. Whilst most of her friends spread across the room, moving and coalescing into new groups only to disperse and reform a moment later, I spotted Antonio standing to one side of the camera crews and watched the interviews intently.
It was a good hour before time was called and Ali's obligations for the evening were over, and she started back in my direction. She'd only taken a few steps before she was intercepted by Antonio, who put his head close to hers and seemed to say something. Ali changed direction and followed Antonio to where several of her so-called friends waited, then her group of sycophants coalesced and reformed around her.
Enough was enough, so much for her, 'I'll be right back.' I walked over. Ali was standing with her back to me talking to that Antonio guy. I'd never felt comfortable at social events, and high amongst my dislikes was that moment when convention requires you to insert yourself into a group of semi-strangers. Their faces turn in your direction, and the conversation pauses, then the silence drags out until you shuffle away with your tail between your legs.
I stepped into the group and got the pregnant pause until the silence made Ali turn around to see what was causing it.
"Time for you lot to all fuck off," was what I wanted to say.
I didn't, I resisted the temptation and pushed down my anger. I was fairly sure if I did say anything I was going to regret it later. I just looked at her, tapped my watch and waited. Ali seemed to be staring through me, then her focus snapped to me, and she gave a brief nod and announced that she was leaving.
"Ashley, we will go in my car," Antonio stated, and he put his hand on Ali's arm.
Like hell she was. "Like fuck, she will," I snapped. "Al... Ashley and I are going home and you sure as fuck are not invited."
"No it is you who are mistaken, I have invited Ash to join me at my hotel for drinks, and she accepted a moment ago." He gave me a smirk, "You, I don't invite!"
What the fuck!
"Ali, what is this fuckhead talking about?" I snapped, moving in her direction, not trying to keep the anger from my voice. Ali's mouth opened in confusion, and she looked from me to him and then back again. Behind me, I heard a snigger.
A pair of well-built men reacted to my actions and stepped menacingly in my direction, only to pause as David materialized next to me.
"Ali what's going on," I repeated. She looked like a deer caught in the headlights of a car, frozen in mid-step.
David put his hand on my shoulder and squeezed. "I'll deal with this," he said softly to me. Then he moved to Ali's side and stepped between her and Antonio. With his back to both Antonio and his bodyguards, David pulled Ali to face him. Lucy and a second member of Ali's security team ushered the onlookers away until Ali, Antonio, David and myself were alone. Antonio's bodyguard's hovered in the background wearily watching David with the occasional glance at me.
"Ash, what's going on; have you agreed to go with him?" I heard him say softly to her.
She blinked several times before saying, "What, who?"
"Did you accept Mr. Rossi's invitation?" David repeated. "I need to know so I can rearrange the security detail."
Well, that wasn't what I thought he was going to do when he'd said he was going to deal with this. I didn't say anything, I just bristled in anger, and those standing closest to me stepped back.
Ali's mouth snapped closed, and she straightened up. She looked from David to Antonio before her gaze settled on me. "No, I ... no," she stuttered. "Toni, I'm sorry if you misunderstood me but I'm going home with my fiancé."
His expression turned into one that looked like a child who'd had his favorite toy taken away from him. Somehow I got the impression he wasn't used to his offers being rejected.
With that, she came over to me and hugged me, "Sorry," she whispered. "He asked me if I wanted a drink, I thought he meant here. I should have remembered he often arranges little intimate parties following these events."
"I take it you've been his guest at one before?"
She grasped my hand, as Daniel led us out of the reception room. She kept her voice low as we walked so only I could hear. "I've not been an angel Jos, so yes, I've been his 'guest' a couple of times, but the last time was more than a year ago."
She gave me a smile tinged with sadness. "This sort of thing is going to happen; you will meet people I've been involved with in the past, and some of them will try to rub it in your face.
I wondered how many I had met tonight, and she must have guessed what I was thinking.
"I promise I'll never hide my previous lovers from you, but neither will I rub them in your face. So in the pursuit of openness, I can tell you there are only two here tonight, you've met Simon, I'm afraid, and then there's Toni."
When she mentioned him, I couldn't help glancing over my shoulder to see if he was following us. I couldn't see him, but there was a group that appeared to be heading towards the exit.
"And Billy?"
Ali wrapped her arm around my waist. "Not him. That was wishful thinking on his part. It's not like there have been hundreds," she said. "I was pretty picky about who I would share a bed with; there's only been a few over the years. But I'm still friendly with some of them, so it's inevitable you'll meet most of them sooner or later."
She gave me a soft smile, "Some I'm sure you will like, but they are in my past." Then she lost the smile, "Others I'm not sure I liked even when I was involved with them. What about you, any girlfriends I should know about?"
I gave her a rueful smile. "None I've ever been that serious about. I live on a boat, so it's been mostly holiday romances. There was one girl who crewed for me for a year, but she decided to go back to school in the States."
We were waiting outside the club for the car to arrive. Ali was signing autographs for a few diehard fans when Antonio and his bodyguards caught up with us. His previously smiling face now had a bitter twist to it.
He stepped up to Ali and brought his face close to hers. "You don't say no when I ask you to join me, you will get in my car," he said in a low hiss. "You are mine for tonight because I've decided you are."
Ali looked flustered, and David and I moved to flank her as his limo pulled up behind ours that had just stopped in front of us. Our driver opened the passenger door.
"The lady said no," I said.
David stepped between Ali and Antonio. "Mr. Rossi, you need to walk away. Miss Bell has indicated she has no interest in joining you tonight or at any time in the future. You are making a scene, and the press is lapping it up." His words counterpointed by the fusillade of flashes and the shouted questions.
Antonio's security detail made the decision for him and pulled him towards his waiting limo. Ali and I climbed into the back of ours, and not for the first time over the past few days I wondered just what the fuck had I got myself into.

******************************Part 2: The Mediterranean - Love lost (and found?)
I was back in my comfort zone, no longer feeling like the proverbial spare part. The sound of the wind singing through the rigging was counterpointed by the gentle rocking of the 'Lost Girl' as she rode at anchor. A powerful lullaby to which to fall to sleep to and wake up relaxed.



We'd flown into Malta late the previous evening, after spending the day at my flat in Brighton. The bitterness at the reception on Saturday evening was still rankling with me as I sat on the plane. We'd taken a private aircraft. That was not my choice. I'd have been happy with a cheap commercial flight, but that was unacceptable to both David and Ali.
Okay, I accepted that flying on a low-cost carrier probably wasn't the message that team Ashley wanted to project to the world, yet I'd have thought that my offer of BA business class would have been acceptable, apparently not!
Both David and Lucy had rejected my suggestion and informed me that 'the usual arrangements' had already been made. When I pointed out that there wasn't room for him or anybody else from the security team to stay on the boat, he smiled at me. Lucy's nose was already out of joint as Ali had informed her that there would be no room for her; she was to stay in a hotel with members of the security team. David had chosen the hotel as it overlooked the marina and the 'Lost Girl's' mooring.
David hadn't seemed all that worried, "Oh, don't worry we'll be there in the background. We are always around wherever Ashley is invited," he said with a smirk. I was going to be interested to find out how they were going to follow us when I set sail in a couple of days.
His attitude made me wonder why I shouldn't walk away from the whole thing, but I didn't. I just said, "Remember, I didn't invite her, she invited herself, so just don't get under my feet my when we are on the boat."
The next day, the early morning sunlight scattered off the water like liquid diamonds while I sat on the cabin roof with my first coffee of the day. Having pulled on a pair of shorts, I'd slipped out of the cabin, leaving Ali sleeping. I'd filled the Nespresso with fresh water, added a coffee pod and made myself a coffee and gone on deck.
Sipping the liquid gold contentedly, I took in the early morning bustle as the marina greeted the new day. This was my world, and although Ali insisted that this was everything she wanted, I had to wonder after the events of the past few days if this wasn't a dream from which I had yet to wake. I sipped slowly, finally finishing my coffee, feeling ready for whatever the day could throw at me.
Going below to the galley, I brewed myself a second mug of coffee, and then one for my guest, before headed back to the captain's cabin and the still sleeping Ali. She stirred as I sat down on the bed, her eyes flicking open and then her nose twitched as she smelt the coffee. She sat up, the sheet sliding down to expose her perfect breasts. She got herself comfortable, leaning back against the bed head. She offered me a kiss before gratefully taking the mug I offered her.
She sipped and sighed gratefully. "Thanks, I needed this," she said. In a more serious voice, she said, "I've been looking forward to this ever since you mentioned living on a boat. I want this to be a fresh start for both of us, but I know I'm carrying a lot of baggage that is upsetting you. Can I start by saying I'm sorry about the last couple of days? I let things get out of control, especially at the reception. I've always loved you, and I think it's going to take some of my friends a long time to understand that. I don't know why they thought they could treat you like that."
I shrugged, "I'm an unknown, and I agree with Lucy's opinion that they are worried about what our relationship will mean for them. Especially as some of them rely on you for their access to the 'in crowd.' I'm not what they expect from your boyfriend, I told you I wasn't going to play the dutiful boyfriend, and quite honestly I don't think I've ever met such a shallow group of people."
"They are my friends," she said defensively. "But that's not an excuse for their behavior."
"Yours, not mine." I pointed out. "I've no time for people like that. I didn't expect you to be with me all the time at the reception, but I didn't expect the cold shoulder I got."
"It won't happen again," she said forcefully. "Lucy is canceling all my commitments for the next six months."
I gave her a surprised look, "I thought Lucy told me you were supposed to start a new film in a couple of months?"
"I was, but I've decided to put it on hold while we get to know each other." She sighed and moved as close to me as was possible. Her naked breasts pressing against my arm distracted me. "It'll cause a few issues, but I don't honestly care, I've got you back in my life, and I've never felt happier."
"I worry that you are going to get bored," I said. 'Lost Girl' isn't a luxury yacht; she's my home."
"I've done luxury, and it gets boring quickly. You need to remember I'm here because I want to be, and hey, this isn't a slum."
She kissed me, and I was quickly distracted as her lips worked their way down my body, only pausing for a moment as she tugged my shorts down. I groaned as her lips settled on the head of my cock and her tongue swirled around the crown.
"Fuck, that feels so good," I gasped.
She raised her head to give me a contented smile before dropping down and taking most of my cock into her mouth. I stood no chance to resist; her soft mouth felt so good on my hard flesh. Last night we'd both been too tired do anything more than undress and curl up together. Now, as she used her mouth to tease me, I was as taut as a bowstring and only lasted a minute before with a cry of pleasure I spent myself in a series of pulses. With her eyes locked on mine, she swallowed before releasing me and sliding up my body to demand a kiss and share a taste of her bounty with me.
She lifted herself up and looked down at me with a contented smile, "I love you so much," and kissed me again.
Then she said, "I think deep down the reason I didn't make a real effort to find you is that I was scared I'd find you were in a relationship and you wouldn't be interested in me anymore."
She kissed me, which I responded to, flipping her on her back and nuzzling the curve of her neck.
"I never forgot you," I said between nips and kisses. "There were days I hated what you'd done, and then I'd catch a glimpse of someone who'd remind me of you, and I'd be reliving that last kiss we'd had all those years ago."
"I'm going to have to give you so many kisses, I need to make up for all those I missed giving you," she promised.
"You don't need to go overboard, love; I love the girl I know is still in there."
She gave a brief sob and tears appeared in the corners of her eyes. "When I saw you, and you walked away, I thought I'd lost my only chance with you again."
"We're here together now, so it's all going to work out. Now, as much as I don't want to, I need to get up so I can get this old lady provisioned and ready to sail."
"We're not staying here?"
"God no, I don't usually sail this region; I'm only here because I was paid to cover the Valencia boat show last month. I'd hope to be in the eastern Mediterranean this time of the year. As soon as I can round up the crew I organized we'll be setting sail."
Ali was peering into the bathroom and was cooing in surprise at its size and features. The shower was easily large enough for two, "with room for a little one," I joked.
She gave me an embarrassed grin and admitted she'd only ever been to sea on the large mega yachts of her friends.
"Well, here you get what you see," I said defensively. "There's more interior space in a cat than a similar length monohull, but she's no superyacht. I'll give you the five-cent tour when you're dressed."
She nodded and said, "I'm going to have a quick shower, then I'm going to want to be fed." She gave me a cute wiggle of her ass as she stepped into the shower. I was tempted to join her but resisted the impulse.
"I'll wait for you at the cafe at the end of the pontoon. How hungry are you?"
"Starving," she shouted over the falling water. "I'll only be ten minutes."
I stepped down onto the pontoon and spotted David sitting at a table at the marina cafe. He raised a hand, and I gave him a quick wave back. Seeing him made me pause and think about Ali's security while she was with me. I really didn't want to have someone from the security team moving onboard; there wasn't that much space, and I already had Mandy and Paul joining us.
Then I realized I knew nothing about them other than their sailing experience, (which was usually all I cared about). I'd been about to give Mandy a call to let her know I was back and they could move onboard anytime today. Instead, I wandered over to David to let him know I had crew members joining Ali and me onboard.
"Where's Ashley?" he asked. His eyes continuously checking the approach to the boat and only glancing at me occasionally.
"In the shower; she'll be at least ten minutes. I'm going to spend the day provisioning and getting ready to sail tomorrow. We'll be heading for the Aegean, and I meant to tell you I've got a couple of gap year students joining as crew for the next few months."
"If they going to be living in close contact with Ashley then we need them to sign a confidentiality agreement."
I gave him a surprised look, "Really, do you expect one from me as well?"
"If I thought you'd sign one I'd get you to."
"Well I won't be, nor will I ask them to sign one. I'm the one employing them, not Ali." We stared at each other, and he was the first to glance away.
"That raises another question," David said. "I'd feel a lot happier if I can put one of my team on the boat."
"I've got to ask, are any of your people experienced sailors? Because if they're not, there isn't the room for another passenger; she's not a luxury yacht, there are only two cabins, and Ali and I will be using one. Mandy and Paul will be in the crew cabin."
David sighed, "I sort of guessed that would be the situation. I've hired a yacht and crew so we can shadow you. Would you be okay with us mounting a tracking device on your boat?"
I thought for a moment and couldn't see any reason to say no. "You need to get it mounted today," I pointed out.
"We'll get it done this morning, it's automatic, and there's a panic button if anything happens."
I nodded, and David stood up and began walking towards the hotel; he pulled out his phone and started talking. I called Mandy and told her I was back on the island, and that I needed the pair of them onboard by lunchtime.
"Not a problem, Josh," she said, "We are all packed and ready. We've been staying on Dad's boat; it's moored on the same pontoon as you."
"Good, I'll see you onboard soon."
"Will it just be us or is anyone joining us?"
"One guest, my girlfriend. I tell you what, come and join me at the marina cafe first; Ali's meeting me there in a few minutes and I'll introduce her to you."
Mandy agreed, and I ordered a pot of coffee and a selection of pastries. I was pouring myself a cup when I saw Ali step onto the pontoon. She looked around, and spotting me, headed in my direction.
She was wearing a pair of white designer shorts that showed off her long tanned legs to perfection and a tee-shirt with the logo 'Glamor Girl' in pink across her breasts. Her eyes were hidden behind a pair of expensive sunglasses, and her blonde hair pulled back into a ponytail and tucked through the loop at the back of a baseball cap, one of mine I noted. She was beautiful, yet had tried to dress to blend in and hopefully not attract undue attention, and in that she'd partly achieved her aim, she didn't look like the Hollywood star she was. Just the most beautiful woman in the marina.
She greeted me with a kiss as she sat down. She gave me a happy smile as I poured her a coffee and she took a bite from a pastry.
"So how long are we staying here?" She mumbled around a full mouth.
"Do you mean here," and I gestured at the cafe, "or the marina?"
"Both, I suppose, because these pastries are amazing, but mostly when are you going to take me sailing. I'm looking forward to having some time alone with you."
"Well almost alone," I pointed out. "I'd arranged for a couple of students to crew for me. I've asked them to join us so you can meet them."
She paused eating for a moment, "Do they know about me?" Ali sounded a little bit worried.
"Yes, and no. I hired them before I knew you'd be with me. I've let them know my girlfriend will be sailing with us, but not who you are. That's why I've asked them to meet us here. If you don't like them, I can see about finding replacements, but they seem to be a pleasant couple. Mandy's the experienced one, her boyfriend Paul not so much, but he's looking forward to the chance to gain experience."
Ali pointed to the security gate at the entrance of the pontoon. "Is that them?"
I looked where she was indicating and said yes. I gave Mandy a wave, and they hurried over.
"We dropped our bags off on our way over," Mandy said. "Is this your girlfriend, boss?"
"Fiancé," I said, "we got engaged while I was away. Mandy, Paul, this is Alison."
"Ali," the woman in question said. "Call me Ali; only my stepfather calls me Alison."
She gave Mandy a hug and a kiss on her cheek, and then shook Paul's hand. I gestured to them to sit down, which they did. Mandy was happy to help herself to one of the pastries, but I noticed that Paul was giving Ali one of those, 'I'm sure I know you from somewhere', looks.
"Congratulations," Mandy said. "I keep giving this one numerous hints, but so far he's not biting. Have you known each other for long?"
Ali smiled, "For almost 25 years, we grew up living next door to each other." She squeezed my hand. "I moved, and we lost contact, we met up last week and realized our teenage love was still as strong as ever."
"Have we met before? You look very familiar," interrupted Paul.
Ali gave a little giggle. "No, I doubt we've met, but there's a good chance you've seen me, I'm an actress."
Paul didn't make the leap, but Mandy did. Her hand froze halfway to her mouth, the half-eaten pastry forgotten. "Shit, you're Ashley Bell," she gasped out. My dad loves your films." Paul stuttered, "But you said you were Alison."
"I am, it's my real name, Ashley Bell is my stage name. Josh has only ever known me as Alison."
"I'd like to leave in the morning," I said to Mandy, trying to get back on track. She shook off her hero awe and concentrated on what I was saying.
"So, I need you to check the stores onboard and see what we need for an initial passage of a week. What we are short of, I'll need you to pick up at the local stores. I want to run along the coast of Sicily, then follow the foot of Italy before making the crossing to Corfu. Unless we have to, I want to avoid sailing at night, I'm in no real hurry," I added.
The two sailors, back in serious mode, nodded in agreement; we were all aware of the risks involved in sailing through the night. Once we were off the coast of Sicily, there were numerous mooring and marinas where we'd be able to spend a comfortable evening at anchor.
"Paul, can you check the fuel tanks, and get them topped up if necessary." He nodded in agreement.
We were interrupted by David returning, behind him was a second man carrying a fair-sized cardboard box.
He asked, "Are we okay to install that piece of equipment we discussed?"
"Sure, it looks like we are finished here."
There was a grunt of agreement around the table, but I noticed that Ali and Mandy grabbed the last couple of pastries and wrapped them in paper napkins. I paid the bill, and we headed back to the boat.
Ali and Mandy walked together, heads close as they talked to each other. David was interested in our schedule, and I outlined our intended route.
"We'll be shadowing you," he said. "I'd prefer to have one of my people on board." He raised a hand to forestall my response. "I know, I haven't got anyone qualified. One reason I want to get this tracker installed and working. We can keep on the horizon, but we will only be 15 minutes away in case of an issue. I meant to ask, do you have a sat phone on board?"
"No, I never needed one, my mobile usually works when I'm close to the coast."
"I'll add one to the package."
We were ready to leave by the end of the day. The tracker and a second backup were installed and checked. The girls had headed down to the stores with a list of supplies. They'd taken advantage of the security team to carry their purchases. We'd briefly moved the 'Lost Girl' off her mooring to the fuel dock and topped up the fuel tanks.
Paul and Mandy wanted to go clubbing for their last night in port, they asked if we wanted to join them, but we preferred supper at a local restaurant and back to the boat for an early night, but not to sleep!
I did a last check of the mooring lines and then found a paper chase of her discarded clothing leading to our cabin. I picked them up, and entering the cabin found a naked Ali laying on her stomach, coyly looking over her shoulder in invitation. I shed my clothes and stretched out beside her.
Ali rolled over, and I kissed my way down the fine line of down that led to the tuft of hair on her mons. She groaned as my lips grazed the tip of her clit before dropping lower and sucking on her labia. Tasting the sweet elixir of love that formed glistening beads. Like a cat, I lapped back and forth along her slit collecting the cream.
She shuddered, and her hips rose off the bed, pushing against my mouth as she came with a long drawn out moan. She collapsed back on the bed sighing contentedly only to cry out again as my fingers invaded her inner being.
"God, yes, please," she groaned.
The tips of my fingers found that elusive patch on the wall of her passage that sent her writhing towards a second intense orgasm that left her gasping out my name.
"I want you," she gasped, and my rampant cock agreed with her and demanded to be adored.
She pulled me up to cover her with my naked body. Her legs wrapping around the back of my thighs as she fed my throbbing cock past her slick gates and into the sweet slippery confines of her body.
I groaned at the sensations of being surrounded by her warm flesh. Her heels and arms urged me to move and move I did. Thrusting in and out of her willing body, moving in rhythm to her vocal urgings. Our cries grew in intensity as we forged ever closed to a mutual completion of our act of love. She came, I came, and for a few seconds, I think we both passed out.
I pulled the bed sheet over the pair of us, and she curled up against me, my arms clasped protectively around her. It had been a long day for both of us, and it wasn't long before we both drifted off to sleep. The last thing I remember hearing was Mandy's giggling as she and Paul returned to the boat.

********We left Malta very early the following morning just as the sun was broaching the horizon, sailing across the calm waters of the marina under power. Before we left, I called David and outlined our course with him and our intended destination.
The rolling waves of the Mediterranean met us as we left the lee of the land. We raised the sails, and I switched off the sail drive motors. The rumbling of the engines died away. The splash of the waves against the hulls, the wind through the rigging and the slap of the sails taking over. 'Lost Girl' picked up her heels and I bought the bow around to the heading set on the navigation display.
By nightfall, 14 hours later, we'd covered the best part of ninety miles and were safely moored in the marina in the small village of Marzamemi, in Sicily. I'd fired up the radar and had soon spotted the motor cruiser trailing us. They kept station about five miles to our rear, just on the horizon.
David's technical guy had mounted the tracker on the bulkhead by the radio, mounting the aerial on the cross stay. The tracker was a small black box that looked like it was part of the radio. The tracker was broadcasting continuously, and the neat part was the emergency feature; it looked like a power button with a green and red light. Green confirmed the tracker was on and when the red was illuminated the emergency beacon was activated. David explained that if we were boarded and unable to activate the emergency beacon, the attackers would usually attempt to switch off the radio and the act of apparently switching it off would, in fact, activate it.



Fortunately, the passage had been uneventful. I'd spent most of the time sharing duty at the wheel with Mandy. Ali became our 'Girl Friday', eager to learn the ropes and become a true part of the crew. At first, Mandy and Paul were nervous around her, the reality she was just a woman, not a goddess, took a while to sink in.
''Lost Girl' was a surprisingly easy yacht to sail; the previous owners had ordered every option to aid sailing available they could think of. There was motorized this and that, roller reefing on the main and jib, power winches; you name it, they'd thought about it. It meant that in pinch I could sail her single-handed. I'd tried it a few times, and the trips had wiped me out. That was the prime reason I'd gotten into the habit of hiring a crew member for any trip scheduled to last longer than a day.
The harbor side restaurant was the source of the wonderful aroma of cooking on open fires that drew us like bees to honey. They were grilling a selection of seafood over charcoal, and joints of goat were roasting in a wood-fired oven.
Ali groaned as she settled in her chair at the table. "Christ, I don't know how the rest of you cope with this," she stated. "I'm completely exhausted. I thought acting was a hard job, but this..."
Mandy laughed, "This was nothing, and 'Girl' is an easy yacht to sail. Try raising a wet mainsail in the middle of a storm, then you'll understand hard, Ali."
It took Ali a moment to realize that Mandy was serious, and she groaned again.
"Welcome to my world, love," I told her. "Somehow I guess you thought I just laze about on my boat writing the odd story."
She gave me a guilty look telling me I was close.
I gave her a smile, "Well it isn't that far from the truth. Usually, I only sail for half a day, then find somewhere to moor up and spend a couple of days relaxing."
Mandy and Paul smiled as Ali said, "I'm not complaining, love; yes I'm stiff and sore but I'm the happiest I've been for years, and the smell of the food is driving me crazy. Can we order please?" She gave me a kiss.
We asked the waiter to bring us a selection of their best dishes and a couple of bottles of the local red wine to wash the food down. As we talked and joked about it took me a while to notice that there was a difference in Ali's behavior. Gone were the wary glances, the subtle looks in the direction of her security team. Her face had lost its closed expression, and finally, the girl I remembered was looking back at me.
Speaking of Ali's security team, their boat had arrived about twenty minutes after us and had moored on the other side of the marina. I had seen David and one of his team walking into town earlier and then nothing. If they were around I couldn't see them, David had said they'd keep in the background and it looked like that was the case.
Ali's laugh drew me back; she and Mandy were laughing at a story Paul was telling. Our first dishes were placed in front of us, and a silence fell over the table as we did the food the justice it deserved.
"Is this what it's going to be like for the whole trip," Ali asked after she sucked the juices from the head of the last of the grilled shrimp on her plate.
"Pretty much, though usually, I don't sail for so many hours each day unless I have to. Usually, it's only 4 or 5 hours at most, then find a nice place to anchor for the night. I'll be able to write a few column inches for one of the travel magazines about this place. That's how I travel around, find an interesting place, stay for a day or so and hopefully cover my expenses by writing an article."
"You do know I'm rich," Ali murmured. "Neither of us need to ever work another day."
"And how long before we would both be bored to tears. I don't need to do this; I get enough from the books to live on, but then this is so much fun; I get to do my two most favorite things, sailing, and writing, and get paid for it."
"Just those two things?" Ali said coyly.
"Well, no," and I paused. "There's also the opportunity to eat and drink in these amazing locations."
"Idiot," Mandy snorted.
"What?" I said defensively, and Paul laughed.
"Oh, you mean I get to do it with my girlfriend. Well, of course, that's a bonus."
Ali wiggled her ring finger at me.
"Hmm yes," I continued, "I mean my fiancé, who I don't think I could live without."
"Nice catch," Paul offered and raised his hand for a high five.
Our hands slapped, and I finished my glass of wine as the waiter removed our empty plates. Fresh plates piled high with succulent slices of roast goat and rice appeared as though by magic. A fresh bottle of wine was opened, and Ali shifted on her chair so she could rest her head on my shoulder.
"I can't remember feeling so relaxed for years," she whispered in my ear. "Thank you for letting me come with you. I want this time to prove to you that while I'm older, underneath everything, I'm still the same girl who was in love with you."
God, I hoped she was telling me the truth, but there was still a niggling doubt at the back of my mind.
The taste of roast goat matched the tantalizing aromas that had been teasing us since we sat down. It wasn't long before our plates were empty and we were mopping up the juices with the last of the bread.
Later that night we moved in counterpoint to the rhythmic motion of the boat as our sweating bodies rocked and slid against each other. Moving in harmony to a mutual conclusion that left us gasping out our love for each other. Ali curled into me, one leg resting across mine. Her head on my shoulder with an outstretched arm lying across me. Her eyes shut, and her panting calmed until her little sighs told me she was asleep.

*********Our pace slowed to match the rhythm of the water and wind. Sailing one day and then staying put ready to explore until the wanderlust took hold and we moved on, ready to repeat the cycle.
During these idyllic days, two different relationships blossomed, and it was the second for which I was most grateful. I'd hoped that our time together free from the insanity of the press and the pressure of her lifestyle would allow us the freedom to connect and re-establish our feelings for each other. It took a few days, but soon it was as though the intervening years had faded away and we were back where we'd been as teenagers.
More importantly, Ali took to a life on the water like the proverbial duck. It was as though sailing was in her blood. Her designer clothes quickly gave way to casual, comfortable ones. When we were out to sea, her uniform of the day was a bikini, an example that Mandy was more than happy to follow. She only needed to be shown what to do around the yacht one time, and her confidence grew by leaps and bounds, matching, and then surpassing Paul's skills in a couple of days, while reaching a par to Mandy's sailing skills after a week.
We were ten days into the trip, cruising along the Italian coastline, still following the pattern of sailing one day and resting the next. I'd thrown out my timetable and was enjoying watching Ali's emersion into my world. Oh, she was still keeping in touch with Lucy whenever her phone could pick up a signal, but from what I could gather, she was sticking to her guns and not considering any roles or engagements for the foreseeable future.
That morning, we'd left the cove where we had been anchored for the past day, and 'Lost Girl' surged as her twin bows broke through the rolling waves. Our goal was the marina at Leuca, where we were going to stay a few days before making the crossing to Corfu.
Ali and Mandy were sunbathing on the foredeck. Both were topless, Mandy hated the idea of tan lines on her breasts, and it hadn't taken Ali long to follow suit. A foray into a fashion store at the first large town we had stayed at, had yielded a catch of micro bikinis the pair of them deemed suitable to tease their men. Paul and I wisely stocked up on numerous pairs of loose shorts to accommodate our almost permanent erections. Both girls were turning a golden brown, the indistinct tan lines on their asses were an indication that the tiny scraps of cloth masquerading as bikini bottoms were considered an optional accessory when we were out of sight of other boats.
Mandy and Paul were quick to understand Ali's concern that no photographs of her were posted anywhere. She had no objection to them taking photos of us as a group, but asked that they don't take any that could be misconstrued, and not post until they were back home.
As she explained to them, "I think of both of you as friends, and I understand you'd like to have memories of this trip. But if the press find out where I am, they'd be circling us in hired boats 24/7, and we'll never get any peace! I don't mind you posting suitable photos of us in the future, but I don't want anything to disturb us now."
Mandy admitted, "I have a couple of us sunbathing, I'll delete them if you want."
"Thank you for offering,' Ali said, "but it's fine, I trust you. Just keep them for yourself, but please don't post them or store them in the cloud. To make life easier for all of us, I'll get David to add encryption software to your phones at our next stop. There's a cool encrypted message app we can use to keep in touch."
Paul was at the wheel, and I was using the binoculars to scan the horizon for the yacht David and his team were using. It had taken me a few days and several late night talks for me to really understand how rich and well known Ali was, and how necessary her security team was for her safety. She'd been staring in films for the past eight years; how I'd never seen her in one before that fated flight still confounds me.
Her stepfather had been very astute and had steered her through the many pitfalls that befall many a young actress. He'd got her an agent who put Ali's interests first, I would have thought that was their role but apparently not! Hers was one of the best in the business and had offered her astute investing advice. Her fortune had grown to the point it apparently equaled the annual gross national product of at least one small African country
David's boat, the 'Xander,' was where I'd expected it to be, running about five miles to our rear. A second larger yacht was a couple of miles further back from them, running a parallel course, a mile or so closer to the coastline. Its track on the radar seemed to indicate it was heading for the same destination as us and at its speed, it would probably overhaul us in about an hour or so.
A pair of sweet almond scented arms wrapped themselves around my waist. I felt two hard nipples press into my back and a pair of lips kiss the nape of my neck. We both swayed, matching the rhythm of the 'Girl' as she met the low rolling swell bow on. We were under full sail and doing a good ten knots.
"Have I told you how much I love you," the woman behind me whispered into my ear.
"Not for the last half hour, so I was beginning to think you were turning gay again."
Ali gave a soft giggle and spun me around so I could gaze into her striking blue eyes. The giggle morphed into a kiss that left me breathless.
"Idiot," apparently her favorite name for me as she called me that at least once every hour. "Mind you, if I were still that way inclined I'd love to taste Mandy's sweet lips and those nipples of hers." She licked her lips and smiled at my startled expression.
"Oh come on I've seen you look at her; she's a gorgeous girl."
She was correct, and the girl's beauty wasn't just skin deep. In a way she was the mirror image of Ali, their bodies were remarkably similar, but where Ali had long straight blonde hair, Mandy's was black, shoulder length and wavy. Their eyes were at opposite ends of the spectrum. The same with their natural skin color, Ali was a creamy white while Mandy had hints of her Mediterranean roots. Although now, the sun had evened out the playing field and both were a pale golden brown.
"She is," I admitted.
"Is that why you employed her?"
"I also employed her boyfriend," I pointed out to her, then I gave her a cheeky grin. "Mind you, the fact she's great on the eyes is a definite plus, but no, to answer your question; it was her sailing skills that got her the job." I tried to look innocent, and she gave me one of those looks that told me I'd failed miserably.
We sat down on one of the padded benches that ran on either side of the rear deck. It was difficult to concentrate as Ali leaned backward, beads of sweat glistening like diamonds as they caught the sunlight, her nipples and areola twin distractions as she wriggled as close to me as possible. I tucked an errant strand of hair behind her ear, she raised her face, seeking and getting a kiss.
"Is this what you were looking for?"
"It's everything I'd hoped for. Look at me, the last time I was close to feeling this free I was hiding away on a private island, and even then I had to be wary of the staff. Or the other guests," she added bitterly, then shook her head when I started to ask what she meant.
I made a mental note to ask David or Lucy if they knew what she was alluding to.
"I love it here, with you," and she stood and sat back down on my lap facing me, her legs tucked up either side of me. She gazed into my eyes and asked earnestly, "Do you believe me when I tell you I love you?"
I did, at that moment the last of my reservations blew away in the breeze. I'd asked her to marry me, but it had almost felt as though I was attempting to fulfill a destiny from my past, to claim the girl who'd got away. Now I could see our future as lines on a chart, mapping out our lives.
"Yes," was my answer.
"Ladies," Paul called out. "You might want to cover up; there's a yacht that's going to pass us in a few minutes."
I looked in the direction he was pointing. The motor yacht I'd seen earlier had apparently picked up speed and was now less than a kilometer behind us and looked like it would pass us a couple of hundred meters to starboard. It was a 60 meter 'Gin palace,' sleek lines and walls of tinted windows.
Mandy joined us, and both of the women had pulled on tee-shirts. Mandy shaded her eyes with her hand and gave the approaching boat a careful studied examination.
"I don't recognize her," she said. "Can you make out the name?" this was addressed to Paul who had a pair of binoculars raised to his eyes.
"Not from this angle, we'll be able to read it off the stern as it passes."
He passed me the binoculars, and I used them to examine the yacht. It took me a moment to work out what was odd. Usually, there would be numerous passengers in various stages of undress scattered across the decks, yet in this case, I could only see one tall man who was staring back at us through the large pair of binoculars that obscured most of his face. Other than following us with the glasses he made no move, even when I raised a hand acknowledging him.
I felt uneasy at his lack of response and called to Paul to steer a few degrees to port to increase the distance between the two yachts. I had unconsciously moved closer to the tracker and the emergency beacon control and was surprised to find where I was standing as the second yacht began pulling past.
"She's the 'Mirabelle,' out of Napoli," Mandy said when she could read the name on the stern. "I've never heard of her, have you, boss?"
"No," I admitted.
"I have a funny feeling I've seen her before," Ali said hesitantly. Then she shrugged and added, "I can't remember where, though."
We watched as the 'Mirabelle' as she drew ahead of us, water boiling at her stern as she rapidly pulled away. The further she drew away, the less the feeling of unease became.
Ali looked pensive, "I'm sure I've seen that boat before," she said again.
"Odd that there was nobody on deck, well other than that creepy guy with the glasses," Paul said.
"Yeah, he seemed to be very interested in us," Mandy replied.
"It was odd, I agree, I wonder if she's in transit and only the crew is on board," I offered.
The track of the 'Mirabelle' on the radar confirmed my earlier thought that she was also heading for the marina at Leuca. Usually, when we moored, David would moor the 'Xander' a reasonable distance from 'Girl' to give us a degree of privacy, yet close enough to respond if there was an issue. Not tonight I thought, I called him on the sat phone and proposed we moored closer together, admitting to him that something about the 'Mirabelle' had spooked me.
We entered the Leuca marina mid-afternoon on the motors, the wind having died away after lunch. It's not an enormous place; the town stretched back over a low hill and overlooked the marina. A squat stone and concrete seawall gave it protection from the winter storms.
The 'Mirabelle' was moored up against the seawall, a three-story monolith in black and white. Paul and I sailed the 'Girl' past her, and again I felt we were under intense scrutiny. We moored, stern in, on a pontoon on the far side of the marina. 'Xander' eased into a slot, 20 meters away.
As soon as the 'Xander's' lines were secure, David stepped ashore and headed in our direction. I acknowledged his wave of greeting and gestured for him to come onboard.
Ali dressed in a tee-shirt and shorts, gave him a quick kiss on the cheek. Then she gave me a questioning look.
"There's something about that boat that worries me," I told her. "I wanted to have a word with David about it."
She turned to him and asked quickly, "Should we be concerned?"
Before he answered, he gave the boat in question a close inspection. "It's a bit odd that a boat like that isn't heaving with the rich and beautiful. She's out of Napoli and currently on a two-month charter, and before you ask I can't find out who she's chartered to, but we are still trying."
"I'm sure I've seen her somewhere before," Ali said again.
"When, where?" David demanded. "It can't have been that long ago, she's was only launched a few years ago."
Ali shook her head. "If you don't recognize her, then it must have been when I was a guest on another boat, and you weren't needed."
David considered and nodded. "But that would mean she was in the Caribbean two years ago, because that's when you spent a month on Zoe's yacht."
"Or that six weeks I rented that tiny island; there were several boats anchored off that resort on the other island, I used the island's security so you could have a vacation." She paused concentrating, her face screwed up in thought. "That's it; I'm sure that's where I saw her. She was anchored there for several weeks or at least a boat that looked just like her," and she nodded in the direction of 'Mirabelle.'
Paul looked up from the laptop, he and Mandy were looking at. "If the boat you saw looked like that, then it was her. She's a Benetti design boat, and they only built one with that hull color. All the others are blue."
"Any clue as to who's chartered her?"
"Sorry," he told David. "The charter company's website just says that she is not available for charter until October when she will be relocated to the Caribbean for the winter season."
"It may be nothing, but I'll set up a security watch anyway," David said, "and if you are going to visit the town I'd like at least one of my guys with you at all times."
I think Ali thought I might complain, but I was happy to agree with David's suggestion. When the four of us went out that evening to find a restaurant we had an escort of two of the security team. The evening was uneventful. The food was good and the local wine excellent, and we were a very mellow group as we made our way back to our beds.



Garth, the senior of the two security officers with us, escorted us back and indicated that one of them would be onboard until the morning. I showed him where the coffee was kept and left him to it.
Mandy and Paul had disappeared into their cabin as soon as we'd arrived, and Ali was curled up on our bed. She managed to pull her shorts halfway down her legs, and her top was on the floor. She gave me a pitiful look and rolling onto her back, she held her arms out in a mute appeal. I tugged her shorts off, then undid her bra. She gave me a coy smile as she covered her breasts with her hands and then whimpered as I pulled her lace panties down and kissed her pussy.
Her little blond tuft drew me in, and she shuddered as I licked along her succulent pussy lips, tasting the sweet honey of her arousal. I licked and sucked her clit, my arousal painfully pressing against my shorts.
She was on a hair trigger, coming with a muted cry as I pushed two fingers into the hot wet warmth of her slick tunnel. Moments later she shuddered in a second orgasm as I caressed her G-spot, this time her cry was so loud I feared the security guard would be knocking on the door. Her legs tightened around my head, and I nibbled at her clit as she writhed under me.
"Holy fuck, I love you so much."
I looked up at her flushed face as she rose to her elbows and peered down her body at me.
"I love the sweet taste of you," I told her, "But now I just want to bury myself deep inside you."
"Please," she said, "fuck me, show me how much you love me." She held her arms out to me inviting me to cover her body with mine.
I knelt up, pulled my shorts off and tossed them over my shoulder. My rampant cock was as hard as I'd ever seen, and moments later I was sunk into her willing passage.
I groaned as I slid into her tight wet flesh. The walls fluttered as they stretched to accommodate me.
"Oh fuck yessss," Ali gasped as I pressed down on her. Her legs arms and legs wrapped around me holding me in place.
She felt so wonderful, and I wanted to watch her face as she lost herself to the waves of pleasure that ran across her features when with slow deliberate movements I thrust in and out of her. She met my thrusts, pushing up against me each time. Her mouth was open as she gasped each time the head of my cock ran across her G-spot. We moved to the rhythm of the waves lapping against the hull. We reached our climaxes almost simultaneously. Ali crying out a garbled mess of words and sounds, my cries mixing with hers as I came, cum pulsing out from my cock to coat the spasming walls of her pussy.
I rolled over onto my back, holding Ali tight to me. She whimpered as my cock pushed deep into her before she could settle down on top of me, sliding down a couple of inches to ensure I wouldn't slip out of her.
"I love how you make me feel," Ali whispered into my ear, then she kissed the side of my neck. She tightened her pelvic muscles, squeezing me as she stared into my eyes. I murmured that I loved her too and she gave me a 'cats got the cream' smile.
"I'm going to have my implant removed as soon as I get the opportunity," she said. "I want your baby; I want to feel him kicking in my belly."
"Just the one?"
She considered and shook her head, "Nope, I think we should have three, but we'll need a bigger boat."
I laughed, shaking under her, causing her to gasp as the root of my still hard cock pressed against her clit. "So are you going to buy me one as a present?"
She rocked gently against me and said earnestly, "I'll buy you anything you want, but don't ever get rid of the 'Girl,' I've never been as happy as I am now."
Her eyes glazed as I began thrusting into her again.
"Oh fuck yessss," and she rose above me and pushed against my surging shaft. She didn't last long, losing coordination and staggering into a drawn out orgasm that left her breathless and collapsing on me.
"More?" She whispered in a way that was both hopeful and tentative.
I responded by flipping her onto her back and surging into her again. This time I ignored her whimpers and cries of pleasure, as I continued to thrust hard and fast, dominating her body as I sought my ultimate goal of release. That wonderful ache deep in my groin grew and began to overwhelm my senses. At last, I came, uttering rough groans as I spent myself deep inside her in a series of drawn-out thrusts.
"No more," she moaned after we both were able to speak. "That was too intense at the end." Her legs were still locked around my thighs making it impossible for me to roll off her.
I softened, finally slipping out of her to a disappointed sigh, our groins slick and sticky with a mix of our juices.
"So tired," she whispered, then she curled up, wrapping herself around me. Almost immediately she was asleep, each breath marked by a soft sigh. As I felt the tension wash out of her body my only thought before I fell asleep was regret at the wasted twelve years.
Voices woke me the next morning, I concentrated and recognized Mandy and Paul, then a third who I finally recognized as David's. A glance at my watch after I managed to ease my arm out from beneath Ali's head, told me it was mid-morning. Shit, that was the latest I'd woken in years.
Ali stirred as I moved, her eyes opening slowly, then broadly smiling as she saw me looking at her.
"Did I tell you I love you," I told her.
"Yes, but I don't mind if you want to keep telling me as often as you like."
I smiled and then groaned as I sat up. My body ached, and my groin was crusted with the evidence of last night's activities. Ali's pussy bore the same evidence, and the cabin smelt heavily of sex and sweat.
"I need to pee and shower desperately," I told her.
She got out of the bed and said, "I'll wash you if you do my back." She stepped towards the bathroom and gave me a coy smile.
Showered and feeling refreshed, we dressed and followed our noses into the galley. Mandy had left us a platter of fresh fruit, and I made us each a mug of coffee. We took our breakfast onto the deck and found David still in conversation with Mandy and Paul.
"They left first thing this morning," David said as he saw me.
For a moment I wasn't sure what he meant, then I realized and looked over to the harbor wall and the empty space where the 'Mirabelle' had been moored. That feeling of unease I hadn't realized I still had, lifted and I gave a mental shrug of relief.
Ali looked relieved, while David wanted to know how much longer we would be staying here.
"Another day I guess," I said. "Then we'll make the crossing over to Corfu."

***********That's not what we ended up doing. The next afternoon while Paul and Mandy had gone to the local store to stock up on fresh food for the trip, I was surprised to hear my phone ring. We were in port and could get a signal, so I don't know why I was surprised. Ali and I looked at it as though we both expected it to burst into flames.
"What do you know about Croatia?" Was the first thing my agent said after I answered the call and put it on speaker so Ali could hear.
"I'm fine, Katherine," I responded, ignoring her question, "and how are you?"
We could hear her muttering, and then "Fine; I'm okay. Where are you?"
"The southern tip of the heel of Italy, we are about to head for Corfu in the morning."
"Josh, how do you fancy a side trip?"
"Let me take a wild guess, Croatia!"
"Yachting Monthly magazine wants you to write ten pages on cruising around the Croatian islands."
"I've never been there, Katherine."
"They thought that might be the case. They want a story about you cruising around the islands, ten pages and at least half a dozen photos, plus a follow-up piece for the following month's edition. You know the type of thing, prettiest islands, best moorings, food, and drink."
I did, it was what I did several times a year. "What are they offering?"
"It's a good deal, Josh; the Croatian government is sponsoring the article, so there's 5K for expenses and another twelve for the article."
"And the follow-up piece?"
"Another three thousand."
That was a lot of money for me, but it was peanuts for Ali, and I wasn't going to accept the commission if it was going to cause a problem for me with her.
I shouldn't have worried, as Ali was quick to answer, "He'll do it, he promised to show me some islands and I don't care if they are in Croatia or Greece."
There was a pause from Katherine's end before she asked, "Who are you?"
"I'm Alison; I'm his fiancé."
"Oh, congratulations to both of you. You realize you've just broken my secretary's heart; I think she's been secretly in love with Josh for years."
"She'll have to fight me for him; I've been in love with him since I was eight."
"I think that wins. Josh, I'll send you an email with all the details. They need the first copy in six weeks, are you okay with that?"
I calculated the distances in my head. "That should be doable. It'll take us about a week to get there. That gives us a month of cruising around the islands and a week to polish the article."
"Thanks, Josh, bye, Alison. Call me if you want anything." With that, she ended the call.
"So, Croatia," Ali said, "I take it you've not been there before?"
I shook my head.
"I think I filmed there once a few years ago. How do we get there?"
"Two choices, follow the Italian coastline as far as Ancona then cross over to the Croatian coast. Or cross over to Albania and then up the coast until we reach the islands."
"We've done Italy, let's take the scenic route." She kissed me, and it was decided.
It took us a week to reach the first of the islands. We modified our travel pattern, sailing each day for about six hours. The 'Xander' would keep close by until the last hour when she would surge forward acting as an advance guard, seeking out a suitable mooring for the night.
Twice during the trip, Paul drew my attention to the radar display and a blip that appeared to be marking time with us. It would hover on the border of the screen for an hour or so and then fade away. If it was the 'Mirabelle' shadowing us, then we never managed a visual sighting. I decided not to mention it to Ali so as not to worry her.
The Croatian coastal islands turned out to be a hidden gem, one I was ashamed to admit I hadn't known about, Hell I was almost tempted to write a bad review just to keep them for myself. Fortunately, Katherine's email had included local contact details and an introduction to the Minister of Tourism. His office had provided us with documents that allowed us to roam the islands freely, and most importantly, anchor where we wished.
Some of the smaller islands were almost deserted, wide sandy beaches inviting us to leave our fleeting footprints and laze about in the clear water. Lager ones had towns and marinas where we were able to relax in comfort. Most of the towns hugged the low hills. The terra-cotta roof tiles of the houses would glow rusty red in the late afternoon sun, an image I was able to record and intended to use in the article.
It was the end of our third week that it all went to hell. There had been no sense of trouble. The day before, we had been sailing in and out of the beautiful bays that dotted the coastline of the island of Losinj, finally mooring in the natural harbor of the island's main town. What neither David nor I was aware of, as the town sat on a narrow neck of land, was that there was a second commercial harbor on the far side of the town.
It had been our practice to check with the harbor authorities when we first arrived, to see if the 'Mirabelle' had been seen in the vicinity recently or was expected. This time we asked the wrong person. If we had walked across the town, we'd have seen the sleek yacht and taken the appropriate precautions.
That first evening we had stayed close to our side of the town. The harbormaster had recommended a local restaurant, and it turned out to be an excellent choice. The food and drink were delightful and we discovered a small club a few doors away with live music and a tiny dance floor. Paul and I spent the rest of the evening indulging our girlfriends need to dance the night away. Not once did anybody approach Ali, and she reveled in her anonymity. It was a happy and rather merry group that staggered the short distance back to the 'Girl's' mooring when the club closed.
Next morning after a late start, Ali and I explored the narrow streets and hidden squares in the vicinity of the harbor. Again, other than the natural appreciation of a womans beauty and hers, in particular, she was left in peace. In one square we discovered a local craft market, and Ali flitted from one stall to the next. In the end, I had to buy a cloth shopping bag to hold all her purchases, local jewelry and sandals her favorite items.
We had lunch at a tiny cafe that had several tables set up in the shade of a vine-covered pergola. Lunch was a fresh salad with grilled baby octopus, each one no larger than the tip of my thumb.
Back on the boat, Ali decided to have an afternoon nap, I was tempted to join her, but the pressing need to work on the article won out. I opened my laptop, settled back in the shade and opened the draft of my article. I downloaded the images from my camera, saving the best into a new folder for further consideration. I transcribed the notes I'd been taking, working on the details and coming to the conclusion that I'd already collected enough material for at least three articles, and we still had more than a week to go.
Ali woke up full of bounce doing her, 'I'm Tigger' impression as she tried to entice me from the laptop. It was an impression she had been doing since she was seven and discovered the spring tailed character, and she did it very well I might add.
"The wonderful thing about Alisons is Alisons are wonderful things, and I'm the only one," she sang as she wriggled onto my lap.
"You do know those aren't the words," I told her, trying not to smile. I gave up and closed the laptop. "And thank God there's only one of you, I don't think I'd survive if there were more!"
She pouted and then laughed before kissing me. She licked her lips and said, "Hmmm, hunny," then kissed me again.
"You're mixing up the characters."
"In my world, Alisons love hunny, too. Can we go back to that club again tonight, please?"
"Sure," I said. "But I don't want to be out too late; we're supposed to leave early in the morning."
"No that's fine, just a couple of hours would be great."
I stretched, attempting to work out the kinks and rubbed my temples, hoping to ease the dull ache behind my eyes. As much as I hated to admit it, I think I needed to get my eyes tested as this was happening more often after staring at the screen for several hours.
"Are you okay?" Ali asked, concern in her voice.
"Just a headache. My fault, I think I need glasses."
She took over, gently massaging my temples and neck. "We don't have to go out tonight; I'd be just as happy here with you."
"I'll have a shower and see how I feel. Let's at least plan to eat out, how about the restaurant from last night and then if I feel up to it the club afterward."
As it was probably the last chance for a while to go out and let their hair down, the girls pulled out all the stops, wearing matching dresses they had found in a harbor-front store. For the first time in several weeks, Ali looked every inch the movie star she was.
I had taken a brief nap after my shower, and I did feel a bit better, but I couldn't get rid of a niggling headache. I didn't want to spoil Ali's evening, so I assured her that I feeling better.
At the restaurant the proprietor watched her, his eyes screwed up in contemplation. He remembered us from the previous evening, but then Ali hadn't stood out, tonight was different, she was the regal movie star. Finally, as the waiter was removing our empty dishes, his curiosity got the better of his proprietary.
He came over and asked quietly so as not to be overheard, "I'm sorry to intrude, but are you the film star, Ashley Bell?"
Ali gave him one of her thousand watt smiles and nodded, then put her finger to her lips. "I am, but please don't make a fuss, I'm on holiday and I want to keep as low a profile as possible."
He looked sad at that, suspecting his chance of a celebrity endorsement was fading away. Ali smiled and beckoned to one of the waiters, she handed him her phone and asked him to take several photos of us with his boss.
She gave the proprietor a kiss on the cheek, and he colored up. She smiled and told him, "If you give me your email address, I'll send you the best of these when our holiday is over. You have my permission to print it if you want."
He handed her a business card which she handed to me, and I tucked in my wallet for her. "We have a website," he added. "If you would be so kind as to leave us a message."
"We will, but remember it won't be for a week or so," I reminded him, then I rubbed my temples as my headache that had been hovering in the distance since this afternoon began to make its presence felt again.
I paid the bill as Mandy and Ali gathered themselves and looked hopefully down the street at the entrance of the club.
Paul gave me a concerned look as he saw me pressing my hands to my head again. All of a sudden the persistent dull ache was now a sharp pain, and I was feeling nauseous.
"You look pale, how are you feeling?" Paul asked. I responded by shaking my hand at him not wanting to draw any attention to myself.
Ali heard him and gave me a quick, anxious look. "You're not well love, let's go back to the boat," she said.
Behind her, I could see the disappointment on Mandy's face. I knew how much she and Ali had enjoyed the club yesterday, and regardless of how I was feeling, they had both earned their evening out and I didn't want to disappoint them.
"I just need to go to bed, but there's no reason why the three of you can't go to the club for a while."
I gave a nod in the direction of the ever-present member of her security team, on this occasion it was Jeff, an ex-agent of the US secret service protection team. "So long as you have Jeff with you, I won't worry."
Although she tried to hide it, Ali smiled. "You wouldn't mind?" she said. "We'll only stay for an hour or so."
"No, go and enjoy yourselves. Wake me with a kiss when you get in."
We stepped into the street, and she gave me a long kiss before she linked arms with Paul and Mandy and they headed up the street. Jeff paused and said, "She'll be fine, I'll keep an eye on her and make sure she gets back safely."
I made my way back to the 'Girl,' and after swallowing a couple of painkillers, I was asleep almost as soon as my head touched the pillow. Sounds of people returning to the boat very briefly roused me but only for a few seconds.

*************It took me a moment to work out what had woken me. Sunlight was coming through the portholes at a shallow angle, so it was early morning. Then David's raised voice forced the sleep from me, and I sat up.
"Has anyone seen Ashley?"
"I'm not sure, as we just said, we left the club before her, isn't she in the cabin with Josh?" Came Mandy's reply.
I reached over to wake her and that when I registered that I was alone. Her side of the bed was empty, and there was no evidence that Ali had slept there last night. There was a knock on the door but before I could respond it opened and David appeared in the opening.
His eyes flashed around the room seeking Ali and his expression hardened as he saw only me.
"Ashley?
I shook my head, and he was gone. I was dressed and following him in seconds. A pale Jeff was sitting in the cockpit, and David was towering over him.



"Tell me again, what happened?"
Jeff looked at him groggily and reached for the bottle of water that Mandy was holding out to him. He washed his mouth out, spitting the mouthful overboard, then drank half of the contents in one go.
Jeff looked at me and mouthed, "Sorry," and my heart turned icy.
"What the fuck has happened and where is she?"
"That's what I'm trying to work out," David snapped. "It seems she met up with some friends last night and could just be staying with them." There was a lack of conviction in his last comment that made my hackles rise.
"She would have let me know," I started. David hushed me, then gestured at Jeff to continue.
He swallowed and said, "Miss Bell met a couple of friends in the club and decided to join their group for a while after her companions left to come back here. I called my backup for the night to join me, the new girl, Petra. I wasn't worried, but there are some places I can't follow the target that a woman could." He shrugged, and David nodded.
"We wanted to get back, and Ali said she would only be a short while, she just wanted to catch up. Jeff was with her, so we weren't worried," Paul pointed out.
Jeff said, "It only took Petra five minutes to get there, and honestly boss, it was just a precaution. Nothing seemed out of place. Ashley knew the people in the group, they were friends, and I've seen her with them before."
"Who?" "Where is Petra?" The questions came from David and me simultaneously.
"I don't know boss, and it was Simon Davies and that Italian guy, Antonio. There was another guy and several women who Ashley seemed to know. They turned up just as we were getting ready to leave."
"Just them?"
"There was a couple of Antonio's security team with them, I've seen them around before."
I interrupted and said urgently, "Ali's disappeared, and we are sitting around doing fuck all. Christ, has anybody tried calling her phone? We need to call the police."
David made a calming gesture at me. "Of course we tried her phone, it's switched off. I've already got the rest of the team checking out the town, and we are chasing up the staff at the club. Somebody must have seen who she left with. I want all the details before we think about involving the local police, I'm not sure how effective they would be, so I've called in support from the home office."
He looked at Jeff who continued. "They saw Ashley and came over. I think everyone appeared surprised to see the others there. They," and he nodded at Mandy and Paul, "said their goodbyes and left. Ashley joined Simon's group, and they found a quiet corner to sit in."
He paused as though gathering his thoughts. "I was off to one side where I could watch her, Antonio's guys were with me. Petra turned up a few moments later. Ashley seemed pleased to see the women but somewhat irritated with Simon and Antonio. They ordered a round of drinks and when the waitress returned she had several bottles of water for us, the security team I mean," he confirmed.
"Boss, I'm not stupid, it was a sealed bottle, and I selected mine randomly from those on the tray. It was hot, and I was thirsty, and Petra wasn't drinking."
He groaned softly and looked at me. "It must have been spiked because after a few minutes the room was spinning, and I remember starting to slump to the floor. I came to about an hour ago in one of those little squares over there. I got back here, and nobody had seen her or Petra."
One of the security team hurried across the road towards us, and David stepped down to meet him.
They spoke, and I heard David snarl, "Fuck."
He waved me over. "The 'Mirabelle' was moored in the harbor on the other side of town."
"Was moored?"
"It left first thing this morning, and now we find out that it's been under charter to the Rossi fashion business all this time. It's Antonio who's been following us."
"And he's taken her!"
"I don't know; I'm sure she's on the boat but not if she's a willing or unwilling guest."
"She can't be with him voluntarily. For Christ sake, he drugged Jeff."
"But not Petra."
"That we know of, and if she wasn't, then where is she?"
His face stony, he responded, "That's what I bloody well want to know."
I stood there completely at a loss, I'd come back to the boat a happy if sick man. Now for a second time, my world was imploding, and I'd lost the woman I loved.
He picked up on my anguish, "Josh, I've never seen her as happy as she's been these last few weeks, she loves you, this isn't her having second thoughts. She'd never go away without letting me know; she hasn't in all the years I've worked with her. We will find her, I'll call in a few favors, and we should be able to get satellite imagery of the region shortly, it'll cost us, but I have a healthy budget. We know what time the boat left so we should be able to find and track it."
"This is all so fucked up," I murmured. "What's wrong with the guy? How does he even think he's going to get away with it?"
"His family has a lot of powerful contacts, but even so, I don't understand his reasoning." He stopped and looked thoughtful. "I need to call an old friend; there's a chance he might be able to help."
"So call him," I said.
"Let's go back to the boat and I will, I don't want to be overheard."
Back on the boat, we settled down in the salon, and David checked through his contacts until he found the one he was looking for. "I'll put it on speaker, but you need to let me do the talking. I'll explain everything after the call."
He didn't wait for me to respond and made a call.
A deep American voice answered, "Davy, my man, how can I help you."
"Jamal, great to hear your voice, you old bastard."
"Somehow I don't think this is a social call, what's up, man."
"My principal has been kidnapped, and I have a feeling that yours might be able to put me in touch with someone who can help me find her."
"Who is she?"
"Ashley Bell, but the kidnapping isn't out in the public domain yet."
"I understand, so how can Alisha help you."
"We think Antonio Rossi of the Rossi fashion house is involved, and I need to get in touch with his father Maurizio. I seem to recall that he and Ali Mac are old friends."
"Maurizio Rossi, oh, you mean Maurice. No way man, he's a gentleman from to old school. He'd never be involved in anything like that."
"We are not saying he is, but we need him to talk his son. Antonio is using a yacht that was chartered by the fashion house.
There was a long pause from Jamal's side, and I gave David a questioning look. He gave a shake of his head and whispered, "Wait." There was a hint of a muffled conversation in the background, and I could see David's straining to try to make anything out.
A soft sensual woman's voice spoke, breaking the silence. "David, I think you need to explain why I should help you. You are accusing the son of one of my oldest friends, and I need you to convince me why I should believe you."
I put my hand on David's arm, "let me speak to her," I whispered.
He shrugged his shoulders and pushed the phone closer to me.
"Hi Alisha, I'm Josh Thomas, and I'm Alison's fiancé."
"Alison, I thought this was about Ashley Bell?
"It is," I stammered. "She, they, they are the same person. I've known Ali for years, and I just don't think of her as Ashley."
"Ahh, okay, that I can understand. But now I need to understand why I should help you. Why I should put a dear friendship at risk?"
So I told her what we knew and what we thought we knew. Several times I paused as she or Jamal wanted confirmation of specific points.
"So that's where we stand," I wrapped up. "Ali was last seen in the club in Antonio's company, now he, the boat, and Ali are missing, and we have one pissed off drugged bodyguard with a wicked headache."
"I need to ask David a question," Alisha said, "and I need you to let him answer it."
I grunted, and David said yes.
"You've worked for Ashley for years, has she ever disappeared on you before. Only Jamal tells me that she and Antonio have a history together. She's gone away with him in the past, and the other one, Simon was her boyfriend. Is there any chance that she wants to be with one or the other of them and this isn't an abduction?"
I gave a growl, but David angrily waved me to keep quiet as he answered her question.
"Extremely unlikely, her relationship with Simon ended somewhat bitterly, months ago. Her friendship with Antonio was just that. She considered him just a casual friend, although he's been trying to be much more for as long as she's known him. So no, I don't think she would go away with either of them voluntarily. Not now that she's got Josh back in her life."
"I believe you," Alisha said, a hint of anguish in her voice. "I need to make a call, and I'm not looking forward to it. We'll get back to you," and with that, the call ended.
After a moment of silence, I asked David. "Will it work?"
"I hope so; rumor has it that his father is the only man Antonio is scared of."
We didn't sit around waiting for David's phone to ring. His team had set up a temporary command center on the 'Xander' and that's where we waited. The first of the satellite images of the region were now available on a secure website. We were apparently buying time on a commercial mapping satellite. At least that what I understood, but the images looked sharper than the ones I was used to on Google maps.
They weren't in real time, the latest sequence was from six this morning, and they showed the 'Mirabelle' close to the entrance of the harbor, White at her stern indicating she was underway. The last showed her heading in a southerly direction.
"We'll get access to more, soon," I was told. "We've widened the search perimeter now we have an idea in which direction they are possibly heading."
I think it was the longest day of my life, the sun crawling across the sky measuring the degree of my despair. Around us, the world spun to its own tune unaware of the events unfolding. It seemed ridiculous that we were just sitting around while the boat was traveling further away each minute, but without proof there was no way the authorities would dare stop the 'Mirabelle' on the high seas, we needed proof!
Reports trickled in; one of Antonio's bodyguards was seen half carrying Jeff from the club. A victim of drinking to excess had been the explanation given to the club staff. The rest of the group had apparently left about an hour later. Several of the women seemingly needing assistance to walk. The bouncer at the door thought that Ali was one of the women, but he wasn't sure as she'd been in the midst of the group when they left.
Worryingly, one woman he was sure had left with them was Petra as he remembered her arriving in a run which had struck him as odd and he'd asked if she was okay, so she'd stuck in his memory. She'd been walking freely, moving amongst the group. David had received this titbit by throwing his coffee mug across the deck.
"Fuck, that's how they always seemed to know where we were going, I'd hoped that they'd forced her to with them." He shouted. "Search her gear and bunk; let's hope their actions took her by surprise and she left us a few answers behind."
He turned to me anger flashing in his eyes. "She's only been with us for three months and came with the best references, guys I'd trust my life with. I don't know what fucking went wrong, but I'll guarantee you, I bloody well will."
All I wanted to do was sail out on the 'Girl' and search for her, but even I accepted that without intelligence, it would be like trying to find the proverbial needle in a haystack.
We were able to follow the 'Mirabelle' in fits and starts as more satellite imagery became available. The boat was still traveling in a southeasterly direction, hugging the Adriatic coastlines of the outer islands. This was obviously to be able to make a dash for international waters should the authorities attempt to stop them. We were only getting updates every 90 minutes, so for most of the time, their position was an educated guess. Mid-afternoon we lost her, our best guess was they'd taken refuge in one of the numerous small coves along a fifty mile stretch of the coastline. Most probably anchored in the shadow of a cliff where the camera couldn't see her.
"We'll get one more pass before darkness falls," David told me. "Somehow I don't think they will risk a night passage." He pointed at the chart on the table where we had marked out the most likely stretch of coastline. "We will have a chopper on standby at first light. It can check the coves in that area."
We didn't spot the her on the next set of images of the region, so the waiting game continued. All of us kept glancing at the phone resting in the middle of the chart, willing it to ring.
It wasn't until late that evening that we got the call we'd been waiting on tender hooks for. David answered and used the speaker feature so we could hear.
After the pleasantries were over, Alisha took over the call from Jamal and got down to brass tacks.
"Fortunately for all of us, Maurice is staying at his daughter's villa near Saint-Tropez, he's spoiling his grandchildren. Fortunate because I was in Carcassonne with my family, only a short drive away."
"I took my family with me, Maurice is my daughter's godfather, and was pleased to see us that is until I explained why! He called Antonio while I was there, expecting him to deny everything. But he doesn't deny that Ashley is with him, he's saying that she's there as a willing guest. I asked to speak to her, in fact, I insisted, but he initially refused. Finally, after his father insisted, a woman with a faint American accent spoke to me."
"What did she say," I blurted out.
"Josh, it wasn't her, I met her a couple of years ago, and while it sounded a bit like her, the Ashley I met didn't have an American accent. Plus, she didn't respond when I called her Alison."
"Is there any possibility you could get her on the phone again?" David asked. "So we can confirm that."
"There's no need; I can confirm that she's on the boat and she's not a willing guest. Antonio's bodyguards are employed by the fashion house, not him. Maurice got his head of security to call them and read them the riot act; they confirmed that he's got her locked up in a cabin."
"Where are they?"
"That's the problem, Maurice knows where they are, he got the charter company to activate the boat's remote tracker, and of course, the bodyguard's phones all have GPS. But he won't tell you until you agree to let him deal with his son, and the police are not to be involved."
Visions of tossing the bastard overboard attached to an anchor faded, but if the old man thought I wasn't going to give his son a good kicking he was sadly mistaken. I was willing to give him lip service if that was what I had to do to get her back.
"Agreed," I said, preempting David's response.
"Good, I'll get the security chief to send you the details. The captain has been told to stay where they are and to ignore Antonio's orders. The bodyguards will get all the other guests off the boat."
"Not Petra," David almost shouted. "I want her wrapped up like a parcel for us. I'm going to make the rest of life as miserable as is possible."
"Who's Petra?" Asked a confused Alisha.
"She was one of Alison's bodyguards," I explained. "It seems she decided to play for the other team and David is not amused. He'd like to explain the errors of her ways to her."
"That's understandable," Jamal growled. "I'll pass on the request that she is confined to the boat."
Jamal continued with the details. "All of the security team on the boat have been reminded who they work for, and understand their role. The crew has been informed by their employers that it is the Rossi fashion house who paid for the charter, and that Antonio no longer works for it. The captain is expecting a call from you; I'll text you all the details."
"The bottom line is that you will have to go and get her, as Antonio isn't going just to hand her over. But remember," Jamal continued, "The bodyguards will be given their instructions not to interfere, but they won't allow you to injure their principal permanently, although I get the impression that Maurice wasn't adverse to his son coming home with the odd bruise."
"Why can't the bodyguards take Ali somewhere safe we can pick her up?" I asked, confused at the complexity of the proposal.
"One moment," David told the callers and pressed the mute button. "That would make Maurice complicit," he explained. "From this point onwards, nobody associated with him or the family business can be seen to interact with Ashley. It's why Jamal stressed that Antonio had been fired. We need to go and collect her, which shouldn't be an issue as he's telling people that she's a guest and can leave whenever she wants."
I nodded, not that I totally understood all the semantics, but I was willing to accept the situation if it meant getting Ali back. I didn't care what the bodyguards thought, Antonio and I were going to have a few words.
David unmuted the phone and explained that I understood the situation and would accept it.
"Plan to act tomorrow evening," Jamal stated. "The crew will ensure that the other guests will be out of the way. Antonio will be confined to his cabin after midnight. The boat is currently moored in a cove on the northern end of Dugi Otok. It will suffer a mechanical issue soon after they set off, forcing the captain to head back for the marina at Veli Rat. It'll have to anchor in the bay; it's too big for the inner marina."
"What happens if he tries to abandon the boat and take Ali with him?" I asked.
"He won't be allowed to. He'll be told that the repairs will only take an hour and none of the yacht's tenders are available.

********I couldn't believe that Antonio was just going to sit there and let us take Ali from him, and nobody had mentioned Simon. What was his role in all of this?
We received the final details the next morning. The 'Mirabelle' was on her way back to port, cruising at a vastly reduced speed as the captain simulated a major engine failure. The charter firm had sent us plans of the boat, and the Italian bodyguards on board had confirmed Ali's location. The other bit of news was that apart from the crew, and the bodyguards, there were only three others on board. Antonio, Simon, and Ali.
We took the 'Girl' in case Petra had managed to conceal a tracker on 'Xander' before she left. She hadn't been on the 'Lost Girl,' so there was less chance we could be tracked.
We anchored a good three miles from the marina, on the far side of a tall headland. We'd been towing a Zodiac, and just before midnight David, Jeff and I boarded the inflatable, and the quiet electric outboard pushed us at a fair speed to a small beach just short of the last headland before our target.
We knew that the full moon could be a problem; it was too bright, and we were sure to be spotted as we approached the marina. We were going to have to delay until it set. The ideal time for us to approach the yacht would have been 1:30 am, but the moon didn't set until 2:30 and we needed to be back on the 'Girl,' well before any of the local fishermen began stirring when dawn broke.
The three of us waited by the beached zodiac, dressed in black wetsuits. We watched as the moon crawled towards the horizon. At last, it disappeared, and the moon glow vanished, leaving the sea and the coastline of the island in almost complete darkness. Our only illumination the countless stars in the night sky, and the reflected lights from the small town the other side of the marina.



No words were required, the inflatable was launched, and the almost silent electric outboard started. We headed out to sea, moving out of the safety of the cove, and began the long sweep around the headland that hid our destination.
The 'Mirabelle' swung at anchor, only her anchor lights and a lone deck lamp visible in the dark. We approached slowly, easing up to the dingy platform at the stern. A shadowy figure stepped forward as our rubber hull grazed the platform. We froze until an Italian voice said softly, "Signore David?"
"Yes."
"I'm Carlo; you were told that we would be on board." He tied off our painter, and we stepped on board.
Keeping his voice low he said, "The crew except the captain are in their cabins and won't come out unless there is an issue with the boat. The captain is on the bridge."
"The others?"
"Signorina Bell is in her cabin, she has the key and is safe. Signore Rossi is in his cabin; my colleague is keeping watch on his door."
"And Simon?"
"He is in the cabin of one of the stewardesses, a liaison of mutual benefits, money for her and sex for him."
Jeff gave a soft snort and grinned at Carlo, who gave a quintessential Italian shrug.
David asked, "Where is Petra."
"She wasn't on board when we left Signore, she helped bring Signorina Bell on board and then left."
David cursed, "Damn it. I will find the bitch; she must have been watching us all the time."
Carlo led us into the boat, and down a stairway. A second bodyguard stood by a closed door partway along the passageway. "He is in there; you wish to talk with him?" he asked.
"Ali first," I said to David, and he nodded.
"That cabin," Carlo said pointing at another closed door further along the passageway.
"You go and get her," I was told by David. "Carlo here can take Jeff to fetch our mister Simon. Bring him to the main salon, Jeff. This gentleman and I will politely ask Antonio to join us for a little discussion."
Carlo and the other bodyguard exchanged a few words in Italian before nodding in agreement.
Ali's door was locked, so I knocked. Shit, it was stupid I was rescuing my woman, and I was knocking politely on her cell door.
"Fuck off," Ali's voice was harsh and panicky.
I stumbled to string out a coherent sentence. "Ali, love, open the door, it's me," Then I added belatedly, "Jos."
A key turned in the lock, and the door opened a crack then swung all the way open when she recognized me. A blonde rocket launched herself across the gap, thudding into my arms.
"It is you," she babbled as we hugged and kissed. "I thought Antonio was playing another cruel game when the bodyguard gave me the key and told me to lock myself in and help was coming."
"We're here now, have you any idea what his game was supposed to be?"
She shook her head and let me lead her along the passageway and back up the stairs to the main salon. Antonio stood just inside the room arguing in loud Italian with the second bodyguard.
I couldn't resist the temptation. I stepped close and sank my fist into his belly. He gasped, trying desperately to suck air into his lungs as he folded up, collapsing to his knees. His bodyguard watched him impassively but shook his head when I drew back my arm for a second punch.
"One, okay, but no more, we have our orders, others will deal with him."
Regretfully, I returned to Ali as the bodyguard helped the stricken man to a chair and then took his place behind him. David was talking in a low voice to Ali, reassuring himself she was okay.
We heard Simon before we saw him. Jeff was holding his arm as he was thrust into the room, wearing only a pair of shorts. Any worries that it would be difficult to find out what their intentions were was quickly dispelled when he saw me beside Ali.
"It's all your fault, you sanctimonious bastard," Simon moaned. "We had it all worked out and then you had to go and be sick."
"What the hell did me being sick have to do with it?"
"We were told both of you would be at the club. We were going to be surprised to bump into you, then invite you to join us for a drink. The drinks would have been spiked with a special concoction Tony uses on occasions. Not a rape drug, more a hypnotic that would have made you and your friends easy to manipulate."
Antonio growled from the chair he'd been thrust into, "Would have fucking worked."
"You weren't there, and the other couple was leaving so I thought we'd blown our chance, but Tony got Ash to stop for one drink."
"But what were you going do with us?" Ali asked.
"You nothing, we'd have let the hypnotic do most of the work for us. You would have come back here, thinking it was your own idea. Tony was supposed to convince you that Josh was playing the field, that he was only interested in you for your money. The drug would have made you think it was your own idea."
He shrugged, "If that pretty crew girl had stayed on at the club we would have drugged her with a mix of the hypnotic and a rape drug to convince her that she was madly in love with Josh and desperately wanted to fuck him. We had drugs that would have made Josh eager for sex."
At that Ali smirked, "A waste of drugs, he's always eager, I should know."
I was surprised she could see any humor in the situation. She grasped my hand and squeezed it reassuringly. She needed to release some of the tension, and this was apparently her way.
I responded in kind, and it gave me a chance to have a dig at her kidnapper. "That's true, love, I've never needed to use drugs to make a woman love me."
Ali said, "I guess the idea was that I was supposed to find them fucking, feel totally betrayed because of my friendship with her, and then I'd break up with Josh. Which of your shoulders was I supposed to cry on, or was it going to be both of you?"
Neither would look at her, but neither did they deny she was wrong.
"So why carry on, when it didn't work out at the club?" I wanted to know.
Antonio snapped his head up, a look of madness flashing across his face. "She's mine, and if I'd had a few more days, she'd never want to come back to you."
"What the fuck did you think you were going to do? Keep me strung out on drugs until I let you fuck me," she snarled and spat in his direction.
The cabin grew silent as one of the Italian bodyguards put his hand on Antonio's shoulder to keep him from rising.
"He and that stupid bitch Petra decided to carry on," Simon said. "She spiked Ash's drink and the other bodyguard's bottle of water."
"Who was the third man at the club that night?" David wanted to know.
"An acquaintance of his, a high-class pimp. The women were his, all ex-models, a couple had met Ash before. We were going to use one of them if that girl of yours didn't work out. He left and took them with him when he realized what Tony was up to."
David tapped his watch, "We need to go before the town wakes up."
No argument from me, I stood, and Ali took my hand. David and Jeff nodded at the pair of Italian bodyguards, who nodded back. We made our way on deck, but not before Ali paused in the doorway.
"Simon, I'll make sure you're dead in the industry, find a rock and hide under it." He seemed to collapse into himself, a small man in a big world. Her gaze settled on Antonio but she just shook her head dismissively and left the cabin.
We boarded the inflatable and headed back to the 'Girl' leaving Antonio and Simon with the bodyguards. Waiting to hear their fate from Maurice, I gathered from Jamal that he was less than amused with the actions of his son.
We were back on the 'Girl' before the sun broke the horizon. Ali hugged Paul and Mandy. Her emotions finally getting the better of her, she sobbed uncontrollably as she hung onto the younger woman. Mandy gathered her up in her arms, and at my gesture took her down to the cabin.
Paul was raising the anchor, and we motored out to sea heading for our rendezvous with the 'Xander.' As soon as we were underway and Paul was comfortable at the helm. I went below deck. David and Jeff were half asleep, resting on the sofas, a couple of half empty bottles of beer on the table.
Ali was curled up under the cover on our bed, her hair wrapped in a towel. She'd obviously just got out of the shower. Mandy sat on the edge of the bed holding her hand.
She looked up when I entered. "She wanted a shower; I thought it was a good idea."
I nodded, sat down on the bed and curled up behind the woman I loved. It had only been 48 hours since I learned she was missing. Only 48 hours! It had been the longest two days of my life.
I heard the door close behind Mandy, and Ali rolled over to face me. "I'm so sorry," she said.
"Why? It's not your fault."
"I should have guessed there was no way it could be an accident that Antonio and Simon turned up in that club. I was so stupid to sit down and accept a drink."
She looked at me wanting me to understand and believe her. "I woke up in the cabin you found me in. Antonio was standing at the foot of the bed. It was creepy; he stood there without saying anything for five minutes. He wouldn't answer any of my questions, then left. That was the only time I saw him until you appeared."
"And Simon?"
"I didn't see him until David dragged him into that cabin."
"It's over love; we go back to living our lives with one difference."
"Which is?"
"Next week you change your name to Alison Thomas.
Her arms tightened around me, and her answer was a kiss that would last a lifetime.

******************************The end?
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~ ~§~ ~Alison's Lament:
The sun was now too high in the sky, and the beach was looking washed out in the bright sunlight. The director called, "Cut," and I pushed away from the man I'd been kissing.
My face twisted in disgust. "Jesus Christ, how many times have I told you not to use your fucking tongue?" I snapped at the man sat on the beach towel with me.
He gave me an arrogant smile, and I wanted to slap his face. The smile belonged to Giorgio, an Italian model. The storyline had me in love with him. At least that was what the writers of the advert I was currently shooting wanted the audience to believe. My problem was he could not tell where the fantasy ended, and real life resumed.
I stood up and my assistant Lucy came running over, holding out a robe for me to put on over the designer swimsuit I was wearing.
She said, "He's an asshole; he's been telling the crew that you will be sleeping with him by the end of the shoot."
I shuddered; this damn assignment couldn't finish soon enough: another day at most. Giorgio was everything I hated about men: polished, a Greek Adonis, and as arrogant as fuck.
"Remind me that next time I agree to do one of these bloody things that I insist on a veto. I can't stand the man!"
"Just one more day," Lucy said in a soothing tone.
I gave her a grateful smile and thought briefly about the large fee I was getting for this. I wasn't totally sure it was worthwhile, but it did help.
Roger, the director, came over and shrugged apologetically, "Ashley, I'm sorry, but the sunlight is getting too harsh. I'm calling it quits until later this afternoon. We just need the last of the sunset scenes, then it's a wrap."
"You need to do something about bloody Giorgio because if he tries that again, I'm going to smack him down," I told him.
"I'll speak to him." he sighed, "He wasn't my choice; the client wanted him."
"Why? It's an ad for perfume, not aftershave."
Roger shrugged again; he tended to do that a lot. Although I was well paid for this, I had agreed to become the face of the perfume, as a favor to Simone, the sister of the owner of the firm: a favor, and a healthy cash fee. Simone was an actress who'd had a small part on a film I'd worked on last year, and we'd become friends. Roger was in a similar boat; he was doing another favor, in his case for the brother.
To the cameras, the beach looked empty: a deserted paradise. The realities were the hotel on the bluff above the cove, and the numerous onlookers peering over at the film crew scattered across the sand.
Lucy and I started out in the direction of the stairs up to the hotel. David appeared, seemingly out of nowhere, followed by a second security officer. They escorted Lucy and me through the crowd into the hotel. I stopped a couple of times to sign autographs and let a couple on their honeymoon take a selfie with me. Finally, we entered the hotel and made our way up to my suite. David checked the suite and when he was satisfied let us enter.
I sighed in relief, kicking off my sandals. David closed the door behind him as he took a position in the corridor. With my fans knowing where I was staying, David was ultra-cautious.
Lucy gave me an apologetic smile, "There are a few documents that Betty's office has forwarded to you. Do you want to go over them now?"
"I need to get out of this costume and take a shower first. Have a look at them for me and deal with the ones I don't need to see."
She gave me a coy smile, "Want me to wash your back?" She asked.
I gave the idea of a shower with her serious consideration but regretfully shook my head. "Sorry Loo, if we did it wouldn't be a quick one, and I've got that lunch meeting."
Lucy smiled ruefully, "Oh well, in that case, there are a few fan emails they wanted you to look at."
"Christ no, you can deal with them; just reply with the usual bullshit."
Lucy laughed, and I went into the bathroom off my bedroom. I stripped off the costume and dropped it on the floor. I wished I had the time to pamper myself and have a long soak in the bathtub, but the lunch meeting was important. The producer of my next film had flown in just for this discussion. Therefore, a shower would have to do.
The hot water washed away the suntan lotion and sand, and I felt clean for the first time that day. I wrapped a towel around me and brushed out my hair. 'Comfort over style,' I thought and pulled on a pair of soft cotton panties and sports bra. A pair of shorts and a t-shirt completed my outfit.
"Who's Joshua Thomas?" Lucy asked as I returned to the lounge.
I froze, looking at her in shocked surprise; how did she know that name?
She saw my surprise and continued, "A birthday alert came up on your phone, and I don't know who he is. Should I send a message or a present to him from you?"
She paused to take in the shocked expression on my face. "Ash, are you all right? You look like you've seen a ghost."
In a way, I suppose I had, I looked at the phone that Lucy held in her hand. How in God's name had Jos's details been entered on my calendar? He was my sad, dark secret, and I knew he was not in my contacts. He only existed in my encrypted and password protected personal diary app.
"Show me, Loo," I demanded. She did, and there it was 'Joshua Thomas birthday: 29 tomorrow,' in all its glowing glory. However, the app she opened wasn't my usual appointments one; it was something I'd never seen before. Lucy was my assistant and probably knew more about my phone than I did. Hell; if I were honest, it was in her possession more than it was in mine.
"Where did this app come from? I don't recall installing it?" I asked, playing for time while I tried to gather my thoughts.
"You didn't," Lucy said sounding defensive. Then explained, "It's the same one I use to keep on top of all of our events and appointments; it's an event reminder that can search all the relevant data on the phone and copies them all in one place. It's supposed to data mine all the programs connected to the phone and search for appointments and significant dates. It worked so well for me that I installed it on your phone, as well. I gave it access to your other apps when it asked for it, but I've no idea where this entry came from."
I sat down heavily in the nearest chair, my emotions getting the better of me. My God, it had been eleven years since I had last seen him. I had not even consciously thought about him for the last year or so. My heart gave a little lurch; I had been so in love with him, for years he had been the only person in my world. Then suddenly I had been ripped away from him and not allowed to contact anyone from our old life.
I remembered crying for weeks until my new life in America had overwhelmed me. To protect myself, I had tucked my memories of him into a corner of my mind, only letting him out in private. Now those memories surged forth, paralyzing me. The crappy last couple of days compounded and my emotions surged, tears ran down my face as I recalled what I had lost and how much I missed him.
I felt Lucy hug me, "What is it, Ash? What's the matter?" Her voice betrayed her concern.
I swallowed trying to regain my composure, he was part of me, and I was not in the mood to share him.
"He was someone important in my past; it was a shock hearing his name, that's all," I said dismissively.
"Oh, so do you want to send him a message or a gift?"
The thought of sending Jos a birthday message was suddenly very appealing but impossible. "I've no idea where he is; we lost touch," I had to admit.
Lucy gave me a cautious glance; she knew I was hiding a lot more. Even though I considered her one of my best friends, this was something I wouldn't - couldn't - talk to her about. Jos was my past, and unless I could talk to him again, he would stay locked in my memories.
"He must know who you are; why hasn't he gotten in touch with you?"
"I wasn't Ashley Bell when he knew me. It was over eleven years ago, and I was Alison. I've changed, and I guess so has he."
She considered my answer, "Your first boyfriend?" She hazarded.
I nodded, but for the moment that was as much information as I was willing to give her. The reason Jos was a hidden piece of my past was personal, and regardless of our friendship, it was not something I was willing to discuss with her. That did not stop me from wandering through my memories of the person with whom I'd thought I had been destined to spend my life.

~ ~§~ ~I was five when I first met Joshua, my Jos. My world at that time consisted of a street in a little town, two loving parents and a cat. Jos and his family moved next door, and suddenly I had a best friend. I was the princess to his knight, and I do not think I had ever been happier.
Our parents became good friends, and for the rest of my childhood, it felt as though I had two sets of parents. Good for some things, bad for others; four pairs of eyes are far harder to hide things from than two. Our fathers built a gate in the fence between our gardens, I don't recall ever seeing it closed, and that summed up our relationship. I am not sure when it became more. For years, Jos was my best friend, then he wasn't; he'd become so much more. He was the teenager I loved.
I was a pretty girl, and once I passed my early teenage years, I was a beautiful one. Jos wasn't the best-looking boy at school, but he was the only one in whom I was interested. Oh, there were a few that managed to attract my attention briefly, but God help any girl who tried to muscle in on my boyfriend.
We made plans for our future; we were going to get engaged on my eighteenth birthday and get married when we had jobs after university. Our parents and all our friends were happy for us.
I was sixteen when the snake in the grass appeared. Mum had gone back to work several years earlier. She had been a secretary at a small electronics firm when she met my Father. After I went to school, she went back to work part-time. A few years later, she was working full time as the PA to the company owner. He decided to retire, and as the company held several unique patents, he was able to sell the company to an American investment group for an obscene sum. He sold the company with a guarantee that all the employees would be protected. In fact, he went further: if the buyers tried anything that put the company or its employees at risk he had an option to buy back the company for a nominal sum.
Because of this, the investor's group sent over one of their top executives from America, to manage and expand the company. His name was Chad Stevens, and he became Mum's new boss. I don't know when their relationship changed from that of work colleagues to lovers, but they'd been having an affair for several months when my father found out.
Jos had been in Australia when my world disintegrated. It was the first time we'd been apart for more than a few days since we were children. His grandfather had been in an accident and was not expected to survive his injuries. Jos's family had flown over to be with him.
If Jos had been with me, then I'm not sure if the mess that occurred would have happened. I fell sick at school, and if Jos had been there, they would have let him take me home. As he wasn't, the school tried calling both of my parents; they could only leave a message for Dad, but mum answered. She and Chad came to collect me; I went straight to bed when I got home and never thought about why Chad had been with her.
I discovered later that they had been at Chad's flat for a 'lunch meeting' when the school called. She was not told that they had also left a message for Dad, just that they had not been able to contact him. When he walked in, he saw that she and Chad had decided to continue their 'lunch meeting' on the sofa.
I woke up to shouts, screaming and the sound of furniture breaking. I stumbled and fell on the stairs and broke my arm. That stopped the argument, as I was rushed off to the hospital. Mum and I never went home, at least I didn't, Mum must have, as she'd packed most of my things and they were in the hotel suite we stayed in for the next couple of days.
The next thing I knew, we were at Heathrow airport checking in for a flight to America. I was still a child as far as the law was concerned, even though I was seventeen and a half years old. It was easy for my mother to book everything for me. I was taking strong painkillers because of my broken arm, and I was in a bit of a daze.
It wasn't until we had arrived at Chad's family's cabin that I remembered I'd not left any messages for Jos. I'd had no way of contacting him in Australia; he'd been calling me when he could. I had not been in such a daze when we left England that I hadn't even thought to leave a message for him, nor could I when we arrived. The cabin was so remote that there was no phone reception or internet at the cabin. I couldn't even write him a letter, as no one would take a letter into town for me. We ended up staying at the cabin for a couple of months until the investment group needed Chad to manage a group of companies in Texas.
Mum admitted to me many years later that if Dad hadn't found out about her and Chad, the affair would probably have fizzled out in a couple of months. As it was, she and Chad got married about six months later.
Once we were settled in Texas, I wanted to contact Jos. That's when I was told my father had been threatening mum and I wasn't allowed to contact anybody who could let him know where we were. Even now I'm not sure why I accepted the situation; there were so many ways I could have got a message through to Jos in secret. I didn't, and soon I was wrapped up in the pain of starting a new school in a new country, with subjects I'd never heard of and a completely alien social life. I was able to place my thoughts of Jos in the corner of my mind and keep him wrapped up just for me.
The fact I was pretty, I spoke with a 'cute' accent, and was obviously still pining for a lost boyfriend, and not interested in starting a new relationship, eased my acceptance within the school social groups. None of the girls saw me as a rival for their boyfriend's attention. It wasn't until over a year later at university that I even considered dating another boy. I lost my virginity to a track and field athlete, a painful and messy evening that left me bitter for many reasons.
Foremost was the sickening realization I'd given myself to a man I didn't really like, and given him a gift I'd promised to Jos. My happy memories of Jos had a resurgence and 'what would Jos expect me to do,' became a mantra for me during my university years. My roommate, Zoe, a very pretty bisexual Creole girl from Louisiana, found me sobbing on my bed, and I told her about the sex and how much I missed Jos. Zoe had a gorgeous body with skin that was a beautiful shade of light coffee. She hugged me, held me tight, and we talked all through the night, and finally, I fell asleep in her arms.
She became my best friend, and after I discovered my feminine side, we became lovers. Again, I let my memories of Jos drift back into the recesses of my mind. Zoe was a legacy pledge for an all-female sorority on the campus, and she managed to get me accepted as well.
For the remainder of my university life, Zoe and I was a couple who would occasionally share a man. Unfortunately, while she enjoyed the men, I would compare them to my memories of Jos, and they would come up short.
I graduated with a degree in fine arts and the bonus of a deep-seated love of theater. I wasn't sure what I wanted to do with the rest of my life. Zoe and I accepted that our relationship wasn't going to last past our graduation. We parted as best friends and would meet up every now and again, sometimes as lovers, others not.
While my stepfather, Chad, wasn't my favorite person, he did care about me and was pivotal in the next steps in my life. The investment corporation he worked for had their fingers in a multitude of diverse companies. Chad was now the senior director for new acquisitions, which gave him a seat on the board.
A few weeks after I'd graduated and moved back home, he and I sat down to discuss my future.
"So Alison, what are your plans? I can find you an entry position at one of our divisions if you are interested?" he suggested.
One thing I was sure of was that I wasn't interested in was an office job. I'd toyed with the idea of working in a museum or art gallery, but I kept thinking about the fun I'd had in the amateur dramatics club.
"I hadn't considered that," I admitted. "I was hoping to find something in the arts or theater. I love acting, I was in a couple of plays last year, and I really enjoyed everything about it, but I don't think I'm good enough to try that as a career."
"I think you are; we saw you in one of those plays. You were very good. How about going to a drama school?"
It had crossed my mind, but not seriously. Now he mentioned the possibility, I was intrigued. I gave him a hesitant nod.
He pondered for a while. "The company is supposed to offer some scholarships, and I seem to recall there was a number in the arts and drama field. Let me check for you."
He was as good as his word and that fall, I was enrolled on a two-year drama course at Chapman University in California. I didn't need the scholarship; Chad was happy to pay his step daughter's way. What the corporation did for me was to open the doors, to help me get one of the highly contested places on the course. All the rest was up to me. The course cemented my path as an actress. I enjoyed learning all the different aspects of creating a film or a play, but it was acting that became my first love. I started small, joining the local drama group, and then acquiring small parts on film and the television.
As my career started to take off, Chad stepped in again, helping me by putting me in touch with Betty Ziegler, an influential agent who did an outstanding job in getting me noticed by the right people. By the age of twenty-five, I'd had roles in several films and television shows. I have been featured in the last couple of films. I had one Oscar nomination as best supporting actress and had changed my name, (I didn't win, at least not that time).



I no longer went by my name Alison Peters; I hadn't let Chad adopt me after he married my mother, even though he'd offered. So legally I was still a Peters, but the name I'd decided on for my acting career was Ashley Bell.
I was a natural actress and a damn good one. I found it easy to become the character I was playing. That led to the critics' approval and the audience's appreciation. As my fame increased, along came all the issues associated with it: false friends, intrusive journalists, and photographers. I got so used to the media circus and the need for security that it all became second nature to me. I never traveled without a team of bodyguards, finally settling on David, an American ex-secret service agent, as the head of my security team.
For a year I overdosed in the fame and took the adoration of the public as my due. I was invited to every party of consequence and tried lovers of both sexes, but I was never comfortable with any of them. I later realized I measured all of them against my memories of Jos. Sex had become a meaningless bodily act with only the goal a moment of pleasure to look forward to. I was standing at the top of a slippery slope when a tiny thing happened that helped shock me out of my destructive spiral.
It was a simple thing; I broke the gold chain that I wore around my neck: a simple thin gold chain with a gold heart on it. Jos had given it to me for my sixteenth birthday, and I'd worn it ever since. Only when it was necessary for a role I was playing would I take it off.
Lucy discovered me sitting on the bathroom floor, tears streaming down my face, the heart and the broken chain clutched in my hand. It was the last thing I had that linked me to Jos, and at that moment, I was as broken as it was.
Lucy had started working for me about six months earlier, and I'd never told her about Jos and the circumstances under which I left him, nor could I now. Jos was my secret, my dream, but even without that knowledge, Lucy seemed to understand how important the broken chain and locket was to me. She found a jeweler to repair the chain and helped me pull myself together.
She became one of my closest friends, and a part-time lover when I needed her. She was a sounding board for my fears and insecurities while organizing my career in a way I couldn't do myself. I took a good look at what I'd become, and I didn't like what I saw. I knocked the excesses on the head. I stopped playing Russian roulette with my life and my body: no more casual sex. Oh, that's not to say I gave up on sex entirely, I enjoy it too much, but less was better, and I was a lot more discerning about my choice of partner.

~ ~§~ ~I found it hard to concentrate during lunch with the producer; my mind was still focused on thoughts about Jos. I was to be the female star of the film, a romantic tearjerker, set mainly in present-day Vietnam. He and the director had narrowed down the choice of a co-star down to two actors. They wanted my input on who I'd feel most comfortable with.
I hadn't worked with either, before, I'd met both in the past at functions and parties, but neither had made much of an impression with me. Jerry gave me their folders, and I flipped through them while we waited for our food to arrive.
I've known Jerry for several years. He'd produced the last two films I'd been in, and I thought of him as a friend. If he hadn't been gay, I'd quite liked to have taken our friendship further. Conversely, he knew me, and he knew when I was distracted.
"So," he said, "I love your new hair color."
"Hmm," I replied absently. Then my head shot up, "What are you on about; I haven't changed it."
"I know, but you've been pretending to read that same page for the past five minutes. What's going on, Ashley, you are usually so much more focused."
I put down the offending page and gave him a week smile. "Sorry, I had a bit of a shock earlier. I was reminded of an old friend I've lost touch with."
Jerry knew a little about my past. "I'm guessing it was from before you came to the States?"
I gave him a nod, "He was my first boyfriend, my first love and I'd completely forgotten it's his birthday tomorrow. I needed a calendar on my phone to remember."
"Ahh, first love; such an ethereal thing. So why so sad?"
"Because he meant the world to me, and I made no effort to keep in touch after Mum brought me here."
I gave Jerry a considered look and opened up. "Josh was the boy next door," I told him.
"Literally or figuratively?"
"Literally, he actually lived next door, and we grew up together. I don't think I ever looked at another boy while we were together. We were going to get engaged on my eighteenth birthday."
"So what happened?"
"Mum's affair with Chad happened, that's what. Dad found out about it, and the next thing I knew was I was in America and not allowed to contact Josh.
"You didn't phone him, or there's that thing called email. I hear that works quite well." I heard the disbelief in his voice.
"Damn you, Jerry, I didn't get an opportunity. There were reasons not to contact him that my mother convinced me were reasonable."
He smiled at how clumsy my last sentence had been, and that took the anger from me. "How often do you think about him?"
"Subconsciously, every time I realize the man I'm with isn't him."
"Ahh."
"Ahh, what?"
"It explains all the stories about the drunken flings you used to have in the past. Sex with no commitment; so you don't have to compare them to him. Why didn't you go looking for him?"
That was the crunch of the issue, why hadn't I? I gave Jerry the most honest answer I could. "At first it was because when I was free to contact him, I was too embarrassed. I'd abandoned my soulmate and was more interested in enjoying my new life here. Later, well, later I was scared if I did find him; he'd have moved on and had a new life."
I gave Jerry a look, hoping that he understood what I was trying to say to him
It seemed he did because he replied, "So if you don't know, then there'll be a chance for both of you?"
"Yes," I said gratefully. "He was my unobtainable goal."
Jerry gave me a calculating look. "You aren't fooling yourself, girl. If a birthday reminder was able to do this to you, then you are still head over heels in love with the man."
I knew he was right and I resolved that as soon as the upcoming film was in the can, I was going to find Jos. I needed to make it right, and just by making that decision I felt so much better.
Jerry tapped the folders on the table and said, "Back to business. I do need to know which of these two you want as a co-star."
I placed their photos side by side. "Did they both audition?"
"Roger and I saw both of them last week." Roger was the film's director and a longtime friend of Jerry's.
"And?"
"They were both good, to be honest. We couldn't decide, so we thought we'd leave the choice to you."
One of my options vaguely reminded me of what I thought an older Jos would look like. For no other reason than that, I tapped his picture. "Him, I think."
"Simon Davies it is then."
Two days later I was back in Los Angeles; I'd finished the photo shoot and filming the advert. I'd bought my villa in the hills after the success of my first film. It wasn't a big place, but the views were impressive, and it had a nice pool. It didn't feel like home, nor did Mum and Chad's place in Texas. The place I felt most at home was an apartment I'd bought in London, a place that had views along the River Thames. I'd grown up in a town close to London, and I had many enjoyable memories of days with Jos spent in old London Town.
The script was based on an Australian best seller about a young woman seeking to find out what had happened to her grandfather who had gone missing during the Vietnam War. I'd been surprised to find out that the Australians had troops in the war. Being British, I'd known little about it. It had been a very brief chapter in my history of the 20th-century textbook. So, I'd been intrigued when Jerry had sent me both the draft script and book on which it was based, suggesting there was a great film hiding in its pages.
He was right; there were the seeds of a great film hidden among the pages. The book was a poignant reminder of the war, but at its core, it was a love story between the granddaughter, her American guide and the beautiful countryside. In the book, the growing love affair between the two main characters was described in the abstract, which was the weakest part of the storyline. It was this I'd wanted to change in the script.
I'd been intrigued to find out how based in fact the story was. If it were factual, it would limit how much we'd be able to adapt the book, and it needed a fair amount of work, so I set up a call with the author.
"None of the main characters is based on real people," the author, a man in his forties, told me. "It's all an amalgamation of stories about the war my uncle told me; he served over there. I made up the granddaughter, and as far as I know, there are no Australian servicemen unaccounted for now."
I told him I'd read his book, but I felt the film needed a more powerful love affair than the one he'd written. He agreed and admitted he'd toned that part of the book down at his publisher's insistence, hoping to appeal to a wider audience.
"I've still got my original drafts if you'd like to read them," he said. They should give you an idea of the story I was trying to write."
He e-mailed the files, and I printed them. The sections I had been worried about were a lot stronger and a damn sight more exotic.
I spent a couple of weeks reading and rereading the script and comparing it the unedited draft of the story. Some of the scenes and conversations between Simon's character and mine seemed stilted and lacked the emotion I would have expected from two people in love. My copy of the script was soon dog-eared and full of notes and corrections. Jerry dropped by, and I explained my concerns.
He took his time, slowly going through the script and the original story. Occasionally he would try out my alternate lines.
When we were finished, he said, "This is better, much better in fact; there's a lot more raw passion than the original version."
I nodded in agreement, "Jerry, the original script is just too wishy-washy. It's supposed to be about two people who meet up in a foreign country and fall in love. You can see how the author thought the story should go. They are both forceful people, each with their own agendas, and the script portrays them as love-struck teenagers. Suddenly they are both fucking like demented rabbits. There was no build up; in real life, they would have drifted together slowly, and who, for Christ's sake, wears a bra for the pivotal sex moment. I bloody well don't, and nor should my character."
"We would be lucky to get the PG-13 classification we wanted."
"You keep thinking this is a simple, poignant family romance; it isn't. We need to accept it'll probably end up as an R. It's a strong, gutsy romance, but it can have a lot of pathos as well. If it's pitched correctly, then it will appeal to the mature market."
It took me a while to convince Jerry. We ended up having to get Roger to join us. Then we compared some of the original scenes with my alternatives, I acted out my parts, and Jerry read Simon's lines with Roger adding comments as he thought of them. My versions mostly worked, the originals didn't, and the script was sent off for a complete rewrite.
The revised script was so much better. The cast and director were secluded in a mountain retreat to rehearse. Simon seemed nice, and I felt comfortable working with him. We flirted a bit, and I was enjoying the attention, but the rehearsals were over before anything happened. We went our separate ways; filming was due to start in ten days in Vietnam, where the bulk of the story was set.
I was scheduled to fly into London for several publicity events to support a film I'd completed the previous year. I only had a supporting role in the film, but as a recognizable face, I'd been given a fairly large role in promoting the film. My biggest commitment was to join the film's main stars on a late night chat show.
The day following the premiere, I was invited by the film's director and his wife to a dinner party held for the cast and friends. After the meal, I was enjoying some fresh air at a table on their patio when a tall, handsome man sat down beside me. A knot formed in my stomach yet my heart started racing. Damn the man, why did he have to be there tonight?

~ ~§~ ~My nemesis went by the name of Antonio Rossi, and he was the one big mistake in my life that kept coming back to haunt me. At one time or another, we all have met that one person; the one we know is completely wrong for us, yet when they beckon, we lose all our inhibitions and come running. Well, for me, that was the man who'd sat down beside me.
We'd first met two and a half years before at the London fashion week, Antonio's father, Maurizio, had designed the gown I'd worn for that year's Oscar ceremony. In return, I'd promised to model a dress at the finale of his fashion show. The son was tasked with looking after me; he was handsome and intriguing, and so when that first time he asked me out to dinner, I accepted.
I'm still not sure why Antonio affected me the way he did. He was handsome, arrogant, exuded machismo, almost a parody of an Italian man; but not quite. It didn't take long for me to realize I didn't like him. In a way, he's everything I despise in a man. Yet at the same time, I couldn't seem to resist him.
I've never been the one to initiate contact, but when he found me, I was a lost soul. I didn't love him, and I know he didn't love me; he could just trigger intoxicating raw passion in me.
I was panting with desire within hours of our first meeting, luxuriating in the feel of his beautiful cock as he thrust into me. He played me like a fine musical instrument, drawing orgasms from my body, but he played me with such arrogance I felt as though my mind had detached from my body.
The next day I felt unclean, dirty, embarrassed, and so sick to my stomach that I vowed never to repeat that night. Months would go by when I thought I was free of him, then he would be back with his arrogant smile and the promise of more pleasure. It had been less than a dozen times, but each one was branded into my soul. Each time my body would respond the same way: an overwhelming itch that only his cock could scratch. After each encounter, I would hate myself for several days.
"Ahh my Bella Ashley," he said in his soft voice. "Have you missed me?"
He drew the tip of a finger down the side of my neck as he spoke and I shivered in equal parts repulsion and need.
"I've missed you," he continued.
"Damn you, Toni, not tonight," I hissed. "Why can't you leave me alone?"
He gave me one of those extremely arrogant smiles he'd perfected.
"It is because Alison your body doesn't want me to leave. I've missed you screaming out my name as you beg me to fuck you. I'm looking forward to hearing it from your sweet lips again."
He pulled me towards him and his scent, a unique aftershave he always wore, wrapped itself around me. He crushed my lips in an aggressive kiss that destroyed my resolve. I hated myself; I could smell my body's traitorous arousal. I sat frozen as he slid his hand up my leg until he reached the damp fabric of my panties. My legs opened instinctively, and I leaned forward as his finger pushed my final defense aside and invaded my core. So many emotions at once, disgust, raw desire, a need for him to possess me. He knew just how to defeat my defenses.
I moaned in disappointment and annoyance at myself as he withdrew his finger. He brought his finger up to his mouth and casually licked at the moisture that coated it.
"Time to go, Caro, I want to taste more of this."
I took the hand he held out to me and let him lead me from the patio in a daze. I vaguely recall saying goodbye to my hosts before Toni ushered me into his car. His hand rested on my thigh as he drove through the dark London streets. He was staying at a small deluxe and very private hotel in Mayfair, and I followed him up to his room like a puppy on a lead.
My mind wanted me to say no, to leave me alone, but my body betrayed me, as it always did when Antonio held me. A caress and my dress was a pool at my feet. A second caress and my bra joined it. His mouth on my nipples and I stopped trying to push him away and held his head as he sucked on them. My knees buckled, and he carried me to his bed.
The bed was soft on my back, and I watched as he stripped off his clothes. He arrogantly stood naked at the end of the bed looking down at me. I cried inside my mind. I knew that tomorrow I'd hate myself all over again, but at that moment, all I could think about was that wonderful jutting cock rising between his legs and the pleasure it was about to give me.
He tore my panties, my last visible defense from me, and his fingers found their way back into my core. I cried in anger, and pitifully for more, to be used and penetrated by his cock. I grasped that pulsing rigid rod of hard flesh and used it to pull him to cover my waiting treacherous body
He took my invitation, and I groaned in defeat as he pushed deep into my body. My world contracted into waves of pleasure that grew and burst, only to grow again. He was a never-ending sex robot, constantly hard and aggressive. The fucker must be popping Viagra like candy to stay that hard, but then he was only thinking about himself, my fulfillment a distance second to his. Even that was more than I'd experienced with any other lover.
As was his usual practice, he let me sleep when I grew so exhausted I could no longer respond. He woke me twice more to use me. It was the last time that changed the dynamics between us. I opened my mind's eye, and the body above me morphed into the Jos I'd been fantasizing about.
I accepted my new lover eagerly, rising to meet his thrusts, wanting to please him and needing to feel the hot burn of his cum inside of me for the first time. I came, but it was different, for once my mind accepted the pleasure as well, and I cried out Jos's name repeatedly.
After I came, I pushed Toni, off me not caring that he'd not come. He grunted as my push was almost a punch.
He glared at me, "Who the fuck is this Jos, Caro?"
I lay on my back, gasping for air as he rose up on his knees beside me. Anger caused his eyes to flash. It took me a moment to come to my senses, and I turned away from him in disgust.
I moved away from him before saying, "A better man than you Toni."
He gave a harsh laugh, "But I'm the one you fuck; who is this wimp?"
I sat up and smiled when I saw his usually hard cock had deflated. "He's the man who just reminded me that I'm so much better than this."
He gave me a slap across my breasts as he cursed me, and I cried out at the stinging pain. My cry seemed to shock him, and he stared at me then stalked off, slamming the door of the bathroom behind him. I heard shower run and started crying at my stupidity.
I got out of the bed and took in the sad pile of clothes I'd been wearing the night before. The panties were a scrap of torn fabric, and the rest weren't much better. I wasn't going to be able to leave the hotel wearing them.
My clutch bag had been tossed on the floor by the door. I pulled out my phone and called David.
"I need to leave," I told him, "but I'm going to need fresh clothes."
"Don't worry, I'm downstairs, and I've got a bag with me. I'll bring it up."
I gave a silent prayer of thanks to the god of one-night stands and waited for David's knock on the door. I'd wrapped a bedsheet around myself, so I was reasonably decent when I let him in.



David handed me the overnight bag and then paused to look at me. He said, "I know it's not my place, Ash, to tell you how to live your life, but he's bad news; one of these days he's going to go too far and hurt you."
"I know," I said sadly, "but something's different now; this is the last time I let him control me. I need to get out of here; I don't know how long he'll say in there." I gestured at the closed bathroom door.
David looked at the door and then around the room. There was nowhere for me to dress in private and I could see he wasn't willing to leave me on my own.
"Face the door please," I said, and he complied without a murmur.
In the bag, I found clean underwear, a top, and a pair of jeans. Whoever had packed it had also included a selection of toiletries, and more importantly, a large packet of wet wipes. There was no way I was going to wait for Antonio to vacate the bathroom, so I was content to quickly wipe away as much of the evidence of the night as I could.
As soon as I was dressed and feeling reasonably clean, I told David it was safe to turn around, and we left the hotel as soon as we could. From David's arrival to our leaving took less than five minutes. The gods were still on my side, and we made it back to my apartment without the press spotting my walk of shame.
Lucy was waiting for us, and before either of them could say anything I said. "I know I made a fool of myself. I don't know what it is about him, but he gets under my skin every time I see him."
David stayed impassive, but Lucy snorted. "I agree; you seem to get a major case of the stupids every time you see him."
"It's true, and I'll probably do it again if I don't wise up. David, I need you to prevent me from going off with him again. I'll put it in writing if you think it's necessary."
He considered for a moment. "It might be helpful for the rest of the team if it's on paper. If it happens again and I'm not there, they may be cautious about telling you no."
"You've never worried about him this much before," Lucy pointed out.
"I've changed; Christ, I need to have a long shower and wash his stink off me."
Lucy gave me a surprised look, "You haven't showered?"
"I wasn't going to share it with the bastard, and I couldn't wait for him to finish."
I let the hot water stream over my body, ensuring that every residue from the night was washed away. Stepping out from the enclosure, I saw myself reflected in the full-length mirror. I wondered if Jos would recognize me after all these years. My body had a few more curves, my breasts a size larger. I'd had several moles removed, but it was my face that had changed the most. Cosmetic surgery to my nose, chin, and cheekbones had made subtle changes. I wasn't the teenage girl who'd left him.
The red mark from where Antonio had slapped me was still visible across the side of my breast. I used concealer to hide it. It wasn't the first time he'd marked me, but it was damn well going to be the last.
It was an hour before I felt clean enough to go and find Lucy. I found her at the breakfast bar in the kitchen sipping from a mug of coffee. She poured a mug for me, and I sat down to enjoy my first sip.
"Do you want to tell me what's going on?" Lucy asked after I'd relaxed. "You are usually the most sensible woman I know, and then Antonio appears, and you're like a school girl with a crush."
I hated her analogy, but it was close to the mark. "I don't know what it is. The first time I met him, he seemed a nice enough person, but I didn't think he was my type. We were sat at the same table, so we talked for a while, and he just seemed to get under my skin. I ended up in his room while he fucked me, and I couldn't get enough of him. I've no emotional attachment to him; I don't like him, but it's the same every time we meet, he talks to me, touches me, and I lose all control, all I want is for him to fuck me."
"And tonight?"
"The same, but he wasn't supposed to be there. For months I've been cautious. If I know he's on the guest list, I've been avoiding the events."
"So how come he was there last night?"
"Christ knows he wasn't supposed to be, but he's the great Antonio Rossi; he can charm his way in anywhere, at least that's what it seems."
"Then what was it about last night that was so different? I've seen you after a night with him, and you were different this time."
I had to think for a moment; as much as I hated it, the truth seemed appropriate.
"I've been content to let him scratch my bad girl itch for the past few years. I don't like him, but the sex is amazing."
What's that phrase I remember reading: 'zipless fuck,' that was it.
"He's my zipless fuck, but last night for a moment it wasn't him fucking me, it was someone else. I imagined Jos making love to me."
Lucy looked completely confused, "Jos? Do you mean the birthday guy?"
I nodded, "Yes Loo, that Jos! There was a moment last night when my mind said enough, and I let myself believe that Jos was making love to me, and not Toni fucking me. I think the reason I've let Toni treat me the way he does is I've never really cared for any other man. Even when I was in a relationship, it wasn't enough to stop my reaction to Toni."
"And Jos is? I thought you hadn't seen the guy for years?"
"I haven't, but I'm going to try and change that when we finish this next film. I'm going to take a break and see if I can find him." I thought about that and corrected myself, "I need to find him, to tell him I'm sorry, that I still love him, and if I'm really lucky, he won't hate me."
Lucy still looked a bit confused, but I wasn't in the mood to spend hours enlightening her. I was still embarrassed about the way I'd abandon Jos. There had been numerous opportunities over the years for me to try and contact him, or his family, and I hadn't taken one of them.
I felt a tear forming in the corner of my eye, and I knew I was crying for my own stupidity. I felt my resolve weaken, wanting to go and find Jos then, not to wait for this next film to be finished first, but I knew I couldn't; too many promises. I turned away from Lucy and surreptitiously wiped my face. I felt her arms wrap around me, she pressed her body into my back, kissed the back of my neck, and I surrendered to her touch.
I didn't get an opportunity to start setting the wheels in motion for my plan to find Jos. A day later, I was on a plane to Hanoi via Bangkok. I was sitting in first class. Lucy and David were sitting in the section behind me, in business class. There are some advantages to being a public figure. One of which was the airlines VIP lounge and being escorted to your seat on the plane.
It doesn't matter how nice the seat or how good the service. When you are forced to sit in the same place for a long time, you find your mind wanders. I picked at the excellent meal and drank a couple of glasses of wine. As the cabin lights dimmed, I reclined my seat and tried to get comfortable. I should be working on the script, but I found myself thinking about Jos and our teenage years and on our one big blowout.
Jos was older than I was, by a whole four weeks, but it was close enough so that as children, our parents would organize joint birthday parties. For my sixteenth, I wanted a separate one: a girls-only sleepover party. I wanted to invite several of the most eligible boys in our year for the early part of the evening, but the sleepover was to be girls only. If I invited Jos, then none of the other boys would get the chance to talk to me, and I wanted to let my hair down and enjoy some variety. It would be the first time I'd ever excluded him from something I'd arranged. I didn't tell Jos about the arraignments and swore the girls I'd invited to secrecy.

~ ~§~ ~Josh: aged 16. First cameo:
I think I knew that Ali was up to something; her birthday was four weeks after mine. Usually, we would hold our joint party on the last Saturday in the gap between the two dates. She would start planning weeks before time. This time my birthday came and went, and she said nothing. I got a card and a kiss from her, and then nothing, but that wasn't unusual. We usually exchanged our gifts at the party.
I asked her about the plans, but she gave me a noncommittal answer. "I'm not sure what I want to do this year," she said after a lot of pushing. "I think I'd like to try something different. Something like a sleepover for some of my girlfriends, just the girls," she stressed.
I was disappointed, but I understood. My only concern was that I had her birthday present hidden away in my bedroom. If she didn't want a party, I wasn't sure when I'd be able to give it to her. It had cost me all the money I'd been able to save over the year. It was a gold heart on a chain, and I'd had our names engraved on the back.
It was one of the rare years in which her birthday fell on a Saturday. As far as I was aware, she'd stuck to her guns and was going to have the sleepover. She went out shopping during the day, so I missed the chance to see her. She didn't get back until late afternoon, and she was accompanied by a couple of her friends. She had reminded me that it was an all-girls party, so instead of calling around, I phoned her. Her mother answered and said Ali was too busy to come to the phone. She explained that the three girls were preparing for the rest of her girlfriends to come over that evening.
I was a sixteen-year-old teenager; of course, I was hurt. It looked like my girlfriend was avoiding me on her birthday. I had the most expensive present I'd ever bought, wrapped up and sitting on my bed, and I still hadn't received a present from her.
I sulked up in my bedroom, listening to my music until the counter thump of music from the house next door drew my attention. There were no windows on the side of either of our houses so I couldn't see what was going on. I'd missed supper, so at about nine o'clock, Mum came up with a plate of sandwiches for me. She saw the present on my bed.
"Why don't you just go around and give her your present?" Mum said. "If it's just a couple of girls from her class, I'm sure she won't mind your dropping in for a few minutes."
"I'm not even sure I want to give it to her, Mum. All I got from her was a card and a kiss. She's never forgotten a birthday present before."
Mum gave an exasperated sigh. "That's just being petty, Josh. She's your best friend."
"At least she's getting the chance to celebrate her birthday," I said bitterly. "I didn't set anything up because I thought we'd have a joint sixteenth. She's left me high and dry."
Mum tutted and picked up the present, thrusting it into my hands. "So you be the better person; take it around to her now," she said, applying irrefutable mum logic.
I wasn't in the mood to argue, so I went out the back door, into the twilight, and as I'd done countless times before, I cut through the gap between the gardens and let myself in through their kitchen door. The music was loud and the party, she wasn't going to have, appeared to be in full swing. Nobody saw me as I stood in the hall looking into the lounge and saw the happy faces of the party guests as they enjoyed themselves. Her couple of girlfriends had multiplied into a dozen or so, interspersed with six or so boys. My guts twisted as I watched Ali kissing a boy from our school. Not a short peck on the cheek kiss but a long drawn out kiss.
How long I stood frozen to the spot, I've no idea, but it was long enough for one of her girlfriends to see me and hurry over to tell Ali. Her head shot around, and our eyes met, and that broke the spell. I tossed her present to the floor at her feet, turned around and left the house. I managed to make it all the way back to my room before the tears started. I ignored my mother's question about what Ali had thought about her birthday present, and I lay down on my bed and cried.
I'm not sure how much later it was when I heard my mother say. "He's in his room, love, go on up."
That was all the warning I got before the door opened and Ali walked in. The tears in her eyes matched the ones in mine. I rolled over and faced the wall not wanting to look at her.
"What do you want? Haven't you got a party to enjoy?" I said bitterly.
"I told them to go; the only ones left are the few girls who are supposed to be sleeping over."
"Is that supposed to make it better? You were kissing fucking Martin Ruby. No wonder you didn't want to tell me about the party, and shouldn't you be going back to it to look after them?"
I felt the bed sag as she sat on the edge. "I made a mistake; I just wanted to have a party that was for me, not for us. I wanted to see what one party without you would be like. It doesn't mean I don't love you, but we've been together since primary school."
She put her hand on my shoulder. Usually, I'd take hold of it, but not this time.
"Why didn't you just ask me? I would have understood if you wanted separate parties. But like this... behind my back."
"It really was supposed to be girls only," she said. "But some of the girls ganged up on me and insisted I invite a few boys. After a while, I decided I wanted to see what kissing another boy was like."
"Well, I guess you'll get the chance to find out a lot more in the future. I'm glad you got to enjoy a party this year, oh and thanks for my present." Even to me, I sounded bitchy, but I was beyond caring.
There was a long silence, only broken by her soft sobbing. After a while, she curled up behind me. "I've ruined both of our birthdays haven't I?" she whispered.
My emotions were shot; I hadn't a clue what to say anymore.
"I did get you a present," her voice so quiet I could barely hear her. "I thought if I gave it to you on your birthday, you would have known I was up to something, so I hung onto it, and I could never seem to find the right time."
"I got you one as well."
"I know, you threw it at me as you left." Her arm reached over and placed the unopened present on the bed in front of me. Almost in the same place, it had been lying earlier.
I looked at it, still in its metallic wrapping paper and golden ribbon. I'd sweated blood trying to make it perfect for her.
"You didn't open it?"
"I wasn't sure I should; I wasn't sure I deserved it."
"Who else am I going to give it to? I can't return it, open it; you'll see why."
Her hand reached over and picked it up. There was a rustle of paper and then a click as she opened the box.

~ ~§~ ~Alison:
I got my bag from the recess by my seat and found the item that always traveled with me. I tipped the contents of the small leather pouch into my hand. I turned the small gold heart over in my hand. The inscription on the back was hard to see; it was so worn down. I didn't need to read it to know what it said; I'd seen it so many times.

A & JAlways
Forever
The gold chain wasn't the original one. That was in several pieces in a tiny plastic bag tucked at the bottom of the pouch. I held it up, so the heart slowly spun on the chain.
I remember lying on Jos's bed, watching the heart flashing in the lamplight as it spun on its chain. I could barely read the engraving as there were so many tears in my eyes. He took it from my hands and fixed it around my neck, and I don't recall ever feeling so elated and upset at the same time, before or since.
I had curled up behind him and cried myself into a restless sleep. I woke several times just to confirm Jos was still there. On the second occasion, my mother and his were at the doorway, talking.
"I'm not sure what Alison did," his mother said to mine, "but I've never seen him like that, Mary."
"Well, it looks like they've made up. Originally it was just supposed to be a few of her girlfriends for a sleepover, but then she invited a few boys. I can't believe she didn't tell Josh. We were upstairs, and I heard her shouting. The stupid girl invited half of her class and not Josh; I've never known her to be so unfeeling before."
"Should we wake her, Ginny?" His mother asked.
"I should, she's got four girls sleeping in her room, but I'm not sure she'll let go of him. Oh, leave them be."
I wasn't sure which one it was, but one of them crept in and pulled a bed cover over the two of us. They pulled the door to, yet not completely closed, a stripe of light from the hallway lamp illuminated the poster covered the wall behind the bed.
He was cool around me for several days; he still loved me, but I'd lost his trust, and it took a while to regain it. It seems so stupid now that at the time I'd been so willing to allow the party to get out of hand. A month later we held a belated joint birthday party, where I finally gave him his present.
Not the original one; that one I'd taken back to the shop. I needed something special to let him know how much I loved him. I'd needed to ask my parents for permission to take money from my savings account, but it had been worth it to see his face when he'd opened the box. His new present was a laptop; he'd wanted one for a couple of years. His old computer had been a hand-me-down and was as slow as fuck.
His birthday present to me was the one constant in my life for many years. For the months after we were separated, it was the only anchor I had in a changing landscape. I wore it until it became impossible to repair the chain. I got a new chain, but it wasn't the same; Jos hadn't given it to me. I stored it away in the little leather pouch and carried that with me.
The plane hit some turbulence, and I was back in my seat, I blinked and looked at the heart again before putting it in the pouch and tucking it away in my bag. I settled down and managed to get some sleep before we landed in Thailand.
Several of the film crew who'd flown in earlier were waiting for us at the airport. We transferred to a private plane for the last leg of the journey. Hanoi was hot and noisy, and I was grateful when we reached our hotel.
The production company had taken over a small boutique hotel as their base for the duration of the filming. It had been a governor's mansion from Vietnam's French Indo-Chinese period and wouldn't have looked out of place on any boulevard in France.
The advance team had been in the country for the past month scouting out locations. Simon flew in a couple of days later, and we moved to the first location. The whole film was due to be filmed on location, except for a few days we were due to film in Australia. After the first few weeks, I slipped back into bad habits.
Simon had begun flirting with me as soon as we were on location. I was able to resist until we moved the location to a villa on an isolated beach. This was the location for the point in the film where the two characters realized they were in love. The scenes with Simon were at times as steamy and erotic as they could be without tipping across the edge into porn. My problem was that as I grew into my character, my feelings for Simon, or more for his character, grew too.
By the end of the three-month filming schedule, we were sharing a bed on and off the set. The reality hit me at the wrap party in the hotel. Filming in Vietnam was finished, and the editing team was standing by in London to work their magic.
A couple of days before we were all due to leave, the cast and the film crew were invited to a party. It was held in the hotel's restaurant and spread out into the garden. I was beginning to suffer from "buyer's remorse" over my affair with Simon. He was another man who failed to live up to the fantasy of my memories of Jos.
At the witching hour, Simon gestured to the band, and they paused after the song they were playing. In the silence, he called me to join him on the stage. I assumed it was so we could say thanks to the crew for all their hard work. We were the stars and would get all the public's appreciation when the film was released. It was only fair that we should thank the crew and the other performers for all their hard work.



I was wrong; Simon dropped to one knee and held out a ring to me. "Ashley Bell, will you do me the honor of becoming my wife?"
I was speechless, I looked down at him, and I desperately tried to think what to say to let him down without making a fuss. I moved to stand between him and the audience and gently closed his hand around the ring.
Quietly, so only he could hear me I said. "I need time to think, Simon, I'm not saying yes, but then I'm not saying no, either."
I turned around and smiled at the rest of the guests, gave them a wave and stepped down off the stage. I was able to avoid speaking to anyone on my way back to my room. Lucy had followed me and was desperate to know what I'd said to Simon.
"That stupid fucking idiot," I snarled when I was in the safety of my room.
"So not yes then?"
"Most definitely not. Get me on the first plane out of here."
"London or LA, Ash?"
"Whichever is first."
She started tapping away on her phone, muttering to herself. I stripped out of the dress I was wearing and put a robe on over my panties. I poured myself a stiff drink and cursed Simon. Obviously, he'd read a lot more into our little fling than I had.
"Got it," Lucy said. "I can get tickets for you, David and myself to LA via Hong Kong, leaving at seven tomorrow morning." She looked up at me expectantly, so I said 'yes.'
I packed a bag, knowing what was left would be shipped out with the rest of the film crew's gear. Before the rest of the hotel was awake, the car David had organized collected us for the trip to the airport.
In Hong Kong, we connected with a Cathay Pacific flight to LAX. While we were waiting in the lounge, I left a few messages with Jerry, and those members of the crew I liked, thanking them for all their good work, and explaining my sudden departure as a family emergency.
LA was LA; it always had the potential to be one of the great cities in the world, yet in my humble opinion, it had never taken that last step to greatness. My home was in the hills overlooking the sprawling mega city. Compared to the homes of most of my contemporaries, mine was small: just five bedrooms, a pool, and a tiny guest cottage. The view compensated for all of that. Lucy stayed in the guest cottage when we were in LA, and I'd had the space above the garage converted into space for the security team to use.
"Simon's telling the press that you two are engaged," Lucy pointed out to me over breakfast on our second morning. She held a tablet and was flicking through the entertainment new features.
"Send them a denial," I replied. "No, wait. Get my agent to put out a brief statement saying I've taken a few days away while I consider his offer. Point out that it's a big step to take after knowing him for such a short period."
Lucy nodded, "I'll work with Betty's office to spin that into something the ghouls will accept," she said.
"In a week or so we'll tell them I decided it's a step too far at this point in my life. We are still the best of friends and so on."
"Simon's not going to be amused. You know he's been dropping hints about the pair of you to the gutter press for the last few months?"
I hadn't known, but it didn't surprise me. "I'm going to call Mum and see if we can use Chad's cabin for the next few weeks. It's the ideal place to lay low, and Christ, I need a break!"
The first thing I'd told my mother when I called to ask if I could use the cabin was. "No, Mum, I'm not engaged; he's not the one!"
She'd sighed; I guess the hint of possible grandchildren had raised her hopes.
"But," I added, "The problem is he asked me in public, and I need to go somewhere to think what I'm going to do next. Can I use Chad's cabin?"
She checked with Chad, and he immediately agreed. "Though I have promised Brittany and Taylor that they and their friends can use the place for the Labor Day weekend," he warned me. "However, there should be more than enough room for all of you."
I wasn't worried; Brittany and Taylor were Chad's sister Beth's daughters. I'd met both before, and they were a lot of fun to be around. The girls were studying at the same college, and if they and their friends got a bit boisterous, I could always find a hotel.
The cabin was about an hour and a half outside of Denver. Chad called it a cabin, I thought of it as "the wooden palace." It was a sprawling ten-bedroom log home set on a small bluff overlooking the head of a private lake. The nearest neighbors were in two cabins a mile or so away, at the other end of the lake. So I gloried in the isolation.
For the first two weeks, I had it all to myself. That's if you don't include Lucy, David, a second security guard, and Joe and Marianne Polk, the couple who looked after the place.
I slept, lounged on the deck, read a few books, and swam in the crystal-clear waters of the lake. Lucy was the dutiful assistant, fielding the countless calls and emails from so-called friends and the press, and helping me to relax, at a time when I needed it. This was the same cabin we'd stayed in on our arrival in America. It had been a lot smaller then, and I remembered complaining about not having a phone or the internet when we'd stayed here. Now I wished that the family hadn't installed a cell tower repeater and satellite internet a few years previously. Nonetheless, we still had our isolation.
Slowly, the press's interest fell away, and Lucy was able to spend less time deflecting unwanted attention and relaxing more with me. We had a couple of days to ourselves before we were invaded by seven college students. It was the start of the Labor Day weekend.
These uniquely American holidays still confused me. The big ones, like Thanksgiving and July 4th, I remembered, it was the others I tended to forget until they snuck up and surprised me. I wasn't an American citizen. When Chad asked if I wanted to become one, there was something deep down that stopped me. I was born British, and I still thought of myself as a subject of the Queen. I realize now it was also my subconscious memories of Jos that had helped stay my hand. I had a permanent green card, so I thought of the place as a second home.
Thus, seven boisterous young adults, three men, and four women, arriving late on Thursday evening came as a bit of a surprise until I recalled what Chad had told me. From their surprise at seeing us, I guess that Beth's children, identical twin girls, hadn't been informed about us. They squealed when they saw me and came running over to hug me. The rest of their friends hung back a little unsure of who I was, and why two large men had appeared behind them.
The girls, Brittany and Taylor, pulled me over to meet their friends. "This is our cousin Alison," one of them said. "Her mom is married to uncle Chad.
"Is she the cousin who's a movie star?" A boy said. "I thought you said she was called Ashley Bell?"
"I guess I'm their step-cousin," I said, "And Alison is my real name; Ashley Bell is my stage name."
David coughed. Brittany said, "Hey David," and she blushed.
Oh yes, I thought, the last time we'd met, Lucy had thought that young Brittany had a bit of a crush on David.
"Can I have your attention please," David said, addressing the youngsters. "Miss Taylor and Miss Brittany have heard this little speech before, but it needs to be said. Miss Bell is a public figure and is always under the scrutiny of the press. You will possibly hear things over this weekend that the press would love to learn. We need your word that you won't talk to them. We would be grateful if you would refrain from posting comments, and photos on social media until you get back home. Please don't take any photos that you wouldn't want to show your grandmother."
"Oh, that's a given," Taylor said. "Alison had always had a lot of time for us, and we would be extremely pissed off if any of you were to upset her."
There was a collective agreement from her friends. I suspect my cousins were a power at their college, and upsetting them was tantamount to social suicide.
It was obvious that they weren't just a group of friends. The two other girls each clutched the arm of a boy. The twins had a room that they usually occupied on their visits. They solved their sleeping and boyfriend arrangement by sharing the same room. The other couples claimed the remaining bedrooms, based on the ones chosen by the couples.
It was late, and they'd stopped at a diner to eat on the drive from the airport. So they weren't hungry. They all settled for beers and came out to join Lucy, David, and myself on the deck.
David raised his eyebrows at the beers in their hands, and said, "You two I know are over 21. I am going to assume the rest are as well, and Miss Bell is not assisting in the in aiding and abetting the corruption of minors.
The twins giggled in unison. "There's no corruption going on here," Taylor said. "Or at least not yet," Brittany finished.
I'm not sure how I did it, but I'd always been able to tell them apart, something even their parents still had difficulty with. They'd tried confusing me once they found out, even going as far as swapping clothes in the middle of a family party, trying to catch me out.
I was sitting on a wooden love seat that was suspended by chains from one of the large beams that crossed the deck. The twins abandoned their boyfriend and eased on to the loveseat, one on either side of me. It brought back memories of younger versions of the twins doing the same thing on a family vacation in the past. I was eight years older than they were, and to the ten-year-old twins, I was the exotic elder cousin who appeared suddenly in the lives of their family. Whenever we met here, sooner or later I'd find them both curled up beside me on this chair.
"What's going on with this Simon guy, Alison?" Brittany asked. "It's all over the scandal mags that you are engaged to him."
"No, we're not and never will be. He's a jerk who can't see the difference between a casual fling and love," I said.
"How did the filming go?"
I smiled. "I thought it was an amazing country before I started researching the details for the film. Britain was never involved in the conflict, so what I knew about the war in Vietnam had been a half-forgotten history lesson and Robin Williams's film, 'Good morning Vietnam.' Now, I've seen both sides of the country, and I want to see more."
I looked at the group of Americans sitting on the deck and knew that, probably, for most of them, some part of their families had been touched by the war in Southeast Asia. I didn't want to make light of the issue.
"I've been to the Vietnam Memorial and to Arlington Cemetery," I tried to explain. "I know the sacrifices young Americans made. I've also seen the cemeteries in Vietnam full of the Vietnamese dead, from both sides of the conflict - rows and rows of them. Our interpreter's father was killed in the war, and he believed that well over a million of their soldiers were killed."
"My dad's eldest brother was killed in the war," this came from one of the boyfriends. "I've seen photos of him that Dad has, but he won't talk about him."
"We weren't making a war film," I said. "It's the story of a young Australian woman who wants to know what happened to her grandfather so she could tell her dying grandmother. It's set in the present, and there are no flashbacks."
"Why Australian; were they even there?" The boy wanted to know.
David spoke, "They fought in the war as well, and the film's based on a book written by an Australian."
Brittany asked, "So what are you going to do next?"
"I've still got a bit of work to do on the film," I said. "It's being edited. The director wants to tidy up a couple of the scenes, and I might have to go back to Australia to re-shoot a scene. Then it's off to the sound studio to re-record any of the parts where the audio is poor."
Taylor squeezed my arm gently and asked, "When are we going to be able to see it, Alison?"
"It's supposed to be scheduled for release in a few months, at least that's what Jerry told me. I'll send you one of the review copies, earlier."
"Thanks," the girls said. Then Brittany asked again, "But when that's all done what are you going to do, what's your next film going to be about?"
That's when I made up my mind. "I'm going to take a break from acting. I have a personal project I need to work on, first."
The girls wanted to know what the project was, but I wasn't going to talk about looking for Jos in front of their friends. I told them it was just something I was working on, and I hadn't got all the details sorted out yet.
The rest of the long weekend went just about how I expected, young people goofing around and seemingly having sex at the drop of a hat. The first morning, the twin's boyfriend surfaced mid-morning looking like he'd run a marathon, but by late afternoon he looked ready for the starter's gun again.
The cabin was completely isolated, so it wasn't long before the deck, and the beach by the lake became optional clothing zones. I did insist that they cover up in the cabin, mostly for the benefit of the staff and the bodyguards. While I wasn't willing to go completely, au natural, I did lose the bikini top after David re-confirmed the no compromising picture rule to the youngsters. The exhibitionist in Lucy couldn't care less, and she was shedding her clothes as soon as she could. As much as she tried, she couldn't convince either David or Mike, the second bodyguard to lose any of their clothes.
The twin's party was planning to leave on Tuesday afternoon. They decided we should all have a big cookout down by the shore of the lake for their last evening. Down by the lake, set back from the small sandy beach, was a fire pit - a stone-built grill, and a seating area.
It turned out that David had a hidden talent; he was a grill master par excellence. Steaks, salmon and some of the tastiest ribs flowed off the grill and onto our plates as the afternoon drifted into the evening. Music drifted from a pair of blue-tooth speakers, as the sun dipped below the low hills on the far side of the lake. Tee-shirts and shorts were slipped on over swimwear as the evening chilled.
The twins were curled with their boyfriend on a blanket on the far side of the fire pit. The rest of their friends were sitting around the fire pit. David had raked the coals over on the grill and said good night. I knew that he and Mike would be taking turns walking around the property during the night.
Lucy and I made our way up to the deck and got comfortable on the swing chair. We draped a blanket over our legs to ward off the chill. I switched off the deck lights, our only illumination the stars and the faint glow from the fire pit down by the lake.
Lucy was the perfect assistant, and she knew when to be professional and when to let herself go. There were moments when the mood struck us, we would curl up together and enjoy a few hours of passion. These moments had become more frequent as we'd grown closer and more comfortable with each other.
That night was one where our stars aligned perfectly. It began with a tentative kiss and ended with two sweaty bodies lying sated and exhausted on Lucy's bed.
"That was fun," I said when I got my breath back. The woman whose arms were tightly wrapped around me professed her love for me, but I wasn't sure I was willing to make that commitment. I trusted her and enjoyed her company, and that made it so easy to let go and enjoy the moment.
Lucy wriggled closer and gently kissed my lips: "Really good fun," she agreed. Then she asked the question I'd been thinking about.
"What are you going to do about him? She asked.
"Who? Simon?" I tried to bluff.
She snorted, "Don't be daft; I mean Josh. I know you've been thinking about him more and more."
I sighed, "I want to get this film completely out of the way before I go hunting for him. Jerry's given me the name of a private investigator he recommends. I'll get him to find Jos. Lucy darling, I'm not going to consider any more projects until I find out one way or another if Jos is still interested in me."
She smiled at me and said, "I can't believe you've got the willpower to wait that long."
"The last thing I need is to find him and then have to run off to finish something else. So no, I'm going to wait until I know there will be nothing to distract me. That is going to be your main role."
She paused before she whispered, "So my main role will be to distract you like this, right?" She lowered her head and suckled on my nipple, and I gasped in pleasure.
"Oh, God. No, I mean I want you to run interference for me while I'm looking for him."
Lucy let my nipple escape, "So you want me to stop this?"
I pulled her mouth back to my breast, "Nooooo," I sighed, "at least not until tomorrow."
She sucked again, and her hands moved, and I surrendered to the pleasure she was inflicting.
The twins and their friends left the next day. I decided that I'd hidden away long enough, and we flew into London two days later. What I'd hoped would be wrapped up in less than a month, dragged on for over three. Some of the scenes we'd filmed of my character and her grandmother needed to be reshot because of changes we'd made to the storyline. Sadly, the actress who'd played my character's grandmother had suffered a heart attack while we were in Vietnam and was too sick to film. I needed to fly to Australia and to reshoot the scenes with another actress.
With all the delays, the film was finally scheduled for release in Australia on the last week of July, and in America three days later. Simon and I attended both premieres, and both times he tried to convince me that we were destined to be together. The last thing Jerry and Roger needed was for me to make a scene and distract the press from the film. So I bit down on my anger and smiled politely, while mentally vowing never to work with Simon again.
The last of the premieres, the one in London, was to be a couple of weeks later. Somehow Jerry and the distributors had arranged that one of the Queen's grandsons would be the guest of honor. A Royal premiere, the first I'd ever attended. The date confirmed to be the second Saturday of the month.
I glimpsed Antonio at the premiere in Los Angeles, but David and Lucy kept him away from me. He turned up at the reception afterward, appearing by my side, an insolent grin on his face as he stepped up beside me as I was talking to a group of friends.
"Ashley, where did you go earlier? You seemed to disappear." His voice was smooth and sensual and the scent of damned aftershave he wore tickled the back of my senses. My nipples hardened in a Pavlovian response. I glanced around in desperation, knowing if I didn't get away from him, I'd not be able to resist I would end up as his sex toy for yet another night.
He softly kissed the back of my neck, and my resistance started to crumble. I could sense my body betraying me, I was growing wet in anticipation, and I hated myself.
A hand on my arm intruded into my anticipation. Lucy's voice said, "Antonio, I'm sorry but I need to steal Ashley away, she's needed for an interview in two minutes."
Her touch broke whatever it was he was doing to me. I muttered a quick "Sorry" and let Lucy lead me away.
"I'll be waiting for you, Caro." His voice, laced with arrogant expectation, followed me.
She waited until we were halfway across the room before she asked, "What were you thinking. You ask us to help you, yet the next time he gets close you are all over him."
I looked at her, anger at my stupidity plain to see. "I don't know, I just have to see him, smell his aftershave, and all my resolve dissolves away. Do I have an interview?"
"No, it was the first excuse I could think of that would allow me to interrupt you that he'd accept."



I gave her a hug, and we slipped out of the room heading for the exit. David was waiting for us; he gave the pair of us a quizzical look. The reception site was considered secure, so he had waited at the car for us. Lucy must have texted him; the limo was waiting for us with the back door open and guarded by the other security officer.
Lucy and I climbed in with David, and the other security officer got in beside the driver.
"I'm not sure how he got in," David said. He didn't need to say who he meant we all knew.
"He didn't pass us, or we would have called you," he continued.
I was holding my hands to my head trying to understand why I'd behaved the way I had. All my promises to myself had flown out the window in Toni's presence.
"What's my schedule for the next few days?" I asked, a plan beginning to form in my mind.
"There's not much," Lucy said as she checked her phone. "A couple of magazine interviews and you're tentatively booked on the Late Show next week. We are supposed to fly to London on the 20th; the premiere is on the 25th."
"So there's nothing we can't cancel or postpone?"
She considered for a moment, "No, I might have to kiss a couple of butts, but we should be fine."
"Then I want to get away from here until we need to be in London and it needs to be somewhere that bastard can't find me."
Again, Lucy checked her phone. "We have just over a week before you need to be in London. You've got a couple of TV appearances planned in the build-up to the London premiere."
"In the States, or outside?" came David's question.
I shrugged my shoulders, "The States would be the easier option, so long as he can't find me. Can't be here, and he knows of my place in London. In any case, if I'm spotted traveling, the press will find out so he'd know where I am."
David considered, "Do you think your stepfather would let us use the cabin again? As far as I recall, Antonio isn't aware you've used it in the past."
"True, I've never mentioned the place to him. I'll ask Chad."
The place was free, and we took a friend's plane to a private airstrip outside of Denver that afternoon. Two SUV's were waiting for us, and we pulled up to the cabin later that evening. We were all hungry, and Marianne put together a plate of roast beef sandwiches for us. Lucy and I took ours out to the deck, pulling on sweatshirts against the evening chill. At the far end of the lake, lights flickered at one of the other cabins; the last time we'd been here, there had been no lights.
Lucy gestured at the lights, "Who lives there?"
Marianne put down the mugs of hot chocolate she just brought out for us and looked to where Lucy was pointing. "Oh, that's Professor Fitzpatrick's place. He's retired now; he lives there with his family."
She said the last with a smile and a funny inclination of her head that made me ask. "Okay, give Marianne; what is it about his family you want to tell us?"
I've always known that she was a bit of a gossip, nothing malicious, but she did like to know what's going on. She didn't disappoint us.
"He's a lovely gentleman, I think his family was originally from Ireland, but I think he's English now. His wife Sally is definitely British." Then her voice dropped, "But Zoe, his other wife, is American."
"What," Lucy spluttered, "two wives!"
I was staring at Marianne in surprise. I'd heard that both cabins at the other end of the lake were owned by British families, but that had been the limit of my knowledge. In fact, I'd seen one of the families fishing from their pontoon boat several times, several adults and a couple of children. They seemed quite friendly with the family who lived in the other cabin; at least I remembered seeing them all together in town in the past.
Marianne said, "Actually, I saw Sally and Zoe in town earlier today when I was picking up supplies. They saw the lights at the cabin and thought Chad was in town. They wanted to invite him and your mother to a BBQ tomorrow. When I told them it was her actress daughter and guests, they asked me to invite you."
"Should we accept?" I wanted to know.
"I don't see why not," was David's opinion. "I would suggest that we get Marianne to call them and say you accept. But at the same time get her to warn them that you are currently trying to keep off the paparazzi's radar. That should do the trick."
"You can come with us," Marianne said. "Joe and I are always invited, and we are going."
David and his team were happy to have an evening off, so Lucy and I climbed into Joe's truck, and he took the forest track that ran around the shore of the lake, linking the cabins.
It turned out that the two families socialized regularly, each family taking its turn as host. This week it was a BBQ at the Fitzpatricks' - all six of them. Michael was a handsome man in his late fifties, and I could see what his wives saw in him. He greeted the Polks with a hug for her and a back slap for Joe. He spoke with the barest hint of an Irish accent.
He turned to me and said, "Miss Bell, it's a pleasure to meet you and your friends. We know your mother and stepfather, and they are both so proud of you. Come and meet the rest of my family and friends."
Sally was a red-headed beauty in her mid-thirties. Zoe was the complete opposite: a dark-haired elven beauty, with a stunning body and she, was at least six months pregnant. Their three children, Mickey, Siobhan, and Rebecca, were running around with two other children.
The other children belonged to the second family, Daniel and Mia Davidson. They lived in the other cabin on the opposite side of the lake. Their son's name was Andy, and their daughter's, Lulu. I was pleasantly surprised to hear so many English accents. The only true Americans present were Mia and Zoe; it was nice to relax and let my Britishness run free.
"It's really Lucy," Mia admitted to us, indicating her daughter, "but Andy couldn't pronounce it properly when he was younger; he would call her Lulu, and now she's convinced it's her name." Our Lucy laughed at that, explaining that her older sister had a similar issue with her name. "Only she calls me Loo."
The afternoon slid painlessly into early evening, and it turned out to be one of the more pleasant days I'd had in some time. Both families seemed extremely comfortable with each other, and their children played as though they were one family. Their relaxed attitude extended to us, other than a few general questions about the mechanics of film creation
After the children had been settled for the evening, the adults collected around the fire pit. Mia and I sat to one side; she'd mentioned earlier that she was a relationship counselor and I was interested in asking her opinion on why Antonio had such an influence on me.
I mentioned a problem, and she drew me to one side away from the others. We sat on a fallen log; she jokingly called her doctor's office and offered me her "nickel consultation." She gave me a smile as though I should understand her analogy. I might have if I'd seen the Peanuts cartoons, but they hadn't been part of my upbringing. So, her reference flew over my head. My blank expression told her, and she gave me the briefest of explications.
Then she asked, "How can I help you?"
I started to explain my problem, but after a moment she stopped me. "Before you say too much," she said. "I need to point out that while I'm a partner in a relationship guidance group, my own specialty is sexual problems, and I'm not a psychiatrist."
"That's fine," I said after a moment's consideration. "My sexual behavior is part of my problem, and to be honest, I'm looking for another woman's perspective."
She nodded and gave me an encouraging smile. I ended up having a long talk with her, explaining about the way Antonio affected me.
"I never behave this way around men," I explained. "It's only with Toni that I turn into a simpering idiot. I'm scared he's going to hurt me."
"He hits you?"
"No, not really, but the sex was getting rougher. I was always bruised after a night with him."
Mia looked at me earnestly, "You know the best thing is to do is to take out a restraining order against him."
"We've considered this, but on what grounds?" I replied. He's not threatening me. I'm stupid enough to go with him willingly. Even if I could, I'd have to take one out in every country. The sad thing is he doesn't force me. He gives me that smile of his, crooks his finger and I follow him like a bitch in heat, and I don't understand why. Is there something wrong with me?" I gave her an anxious look.
"This isn't really my area," Mia admitted, "But it sounds as though he's manipulating you. He's got into your mind."
She gave me a considered look and said. "There is a theory that's been bandied about for a few years. That at some point in our lives, each of us has the potential of a perfect storm."
I gave her a questioning look, I knew the term, but not in this context.
"It's when a person experiences a set of circumstances that multiply and compound the situation," she explained. "Usually there's a dominant and submissive partner."
I was shocked by her suggestion, and I guessed she didn't think I was the dominant one. "I'm not a submissive," I argued.
"That's not what I'm suggesting," Mia replied quickly. "It's just that under certain circumstances, any of us can be sexually submissive. We've seen cases where either the husband or the wife - usually the wife - meets someone and then suddenly goes off the rails. They act in a way that is completely alien to their normal behavior, and they cannot completely explain why."
"So you think there's a chance that Antonio is my perfect storm?"
"If you don't love him, but can't resist him, then it's a possibility."
"Love him, no, there's not much of a chance of that. I've been in love with someone else for most of my life."
Now it was Mia's turn to look confused. "You're not talking about this Simon I've seen linked to you recently, are you? That's too recent."
I shook my head, "Simon was a mistake on location. The stupid man is convinced I'm in love with him. No, I'm talking about someone else."
"Does he know about Antonio?"
I gave a brief laugh, "I'm not even sure he remembers me. I haven't seen him since I was eighteen."
I told her about my resurgent feelings for my childhood friend and lover.
"We were as close as two people could be for more than twelve years. Though," I admitted sadly, "We never did make that final commitment before I got dragged away."
"And you haven't tried to get back in contact?"
"I couldn't, in the beginning, and then as time passed I got involved with so many other things I kept pushing it back until..." I stopped talking; I still couldn't believe I'd managed to push the most important person in my life so far into the background.
"So what do I do about Toni?" I asked trying to get back on track.
"First thing, you need to stop calling him Toni, using a diminutive for him implies that you still want to be involved. Then it's a case of doing what you are doing. You need to stay away from him until you are in a better relationship. Then, hopefully, he will become an irrelevant footnote. However, you will need to understand it sounds like he will always have some degree of influence over you, I suspect it's just your nature."
I gave her a despairing look. "Are you saying he'll always be able to crook his finger and I'll go running?"
The fire flared up as someone added a couple of logs and the clearing glowed briefly until the flames fell back. Mia's face picked up a golden tinge, and her eyes reflected back the flames.
"It will depend on the circumstances in which you meet him," she said. "If you are on your own and needy, then it's a possibility."
"So I need to make sure I'm never on my own?"
"Yes, but that's not what I meant. I mean whether you are in a solid relationship or not, at the time."
"So what do you recommend?"
"Honestly, I think you need to find your friend Josh and hope he still feels the same way about you."
We spoke a bit more, and I arraigned to meet Mia in her office for a longer discussion. As I pointed out to her, she might as well get paid more than a nickel to listen to my troubles. We returned to the group clustered around the fire. Mia settled down on her husband's lap, and I squeezed in beside Lucy.
Several days later we were crossing the Atlantic on our way to England. Lucy and I were sitting in first class, and the cabin was in darkness. I'd been going over the details of the trip with her.
When we'd run out of items to discuss, I added. "As soon as I'm done with the events surrounding the premiere, I want you to set up an appointment with that detective agency Jerry recommended."
"You want them to find that boy of yours?"
I gave a short snort of laughter, "Jos is no boy; he's the same age as I am. He's four weeks older, but yes, I want to try and find him. If I do," I added, "I don't want anyone to mention my problems with Antonio, and Simon to him. I want to be the one to raise those issues, if I have to," I muttered in a sotto voce.

~ ~§~ ~My phone rang, and Lucy picked it up. She raised her eyebrows, "It's Simon; do you want to talk to him?"
I didn't want, I'd successfully managed to avoid him for the past few weeks, but I knew he'd be at the premiere, so I responded. "I suppose I need to; he will be at the premiere, and I don't want any surprises."
She answered the call and passed the phone over to me. I moved over to the picture window and looked down at the dark water of the river Thames.
I greeted him warily, but Simon sounded pleasantly relaxed and apologized for having overstepped the bounds of friendship. He appeared to understand that I wasn't interested in a relationship with him.
We spoke for several minutes about the logistics of the premiere and the reception that was planned to follow it. He mentioned a new project he thought we'd be perfect for, and I let him go on about it for a while faking a degree of enthusiasm, I had no intention of following up.
Finally, Simon wrapped up the call by saying, "Ash, I do feel that I owe you a better apology. There's a restaurant I know that has been getting great reviews. Let me take you out to dinner tonight."
I had to consider my reply for a few moments, but ultimately I decided, why not?
"Sure, I'd like that," I told him. "Do you want to meet me at the apartment and I'll get David to arrange a car?"
He agreed, and I rang off. I considered what to wear and settled for a dark blue strapless dress that fell a couple of inches above my knees. I wore my hair down in a casual style I wasn't known for. Hopefully, it was a mix of elegance and casualness that would let me merge into the background.
The restaurant was one I'd not heard of before. The chef was one of Gordon Ramsey's protégés, so I was looking forward to trying the food. It was small and in a nice location in the West End, near the main theaters. Simon had reserved a table in a secluded corner, but due to the intimate size of the place, there were several other tables nearby. The place was almost full, and Simon admitted he'd shamelessly used both of our names to get us the table. At Simon's insistence, we'd arrived fashionably late; most of the other diners appeared to be halfway through their meals. David was shown to a small table in the bar area with a good view of the interior of the restaurant and was offered a soft drink.
The aromas emanating from the open plan kitchen made my mouth water in anticipation. We settled down at our table and Simon ordered our drinks. I accepted the meal suggestions the waitress proposed, but Simon insisted on dissecting the menu before choosing a steak. While he ordered I looked around the restaurant, nobody seemed to be taking notice of us. David had sat down at the bar, and I could see that he looked relaxed, so I followed suit.
It didn't take Simon long to get down to the point of the evening. I'd expected him to urge me to join him in his next project and I had been considering how best to decline his offer. I shouldn't have worried; he had another goal in mind.
"I realize I was a tad heavy-handed in Vietnam," he admitted.
"Just a bit," I agreed and wondered where he was going with this.
"But I'd be lying if I didn't tell you I thought we have something," he said sincerely. "I realize I shouldn't have jumped the gun with the marriage proposal, but you have to admit we were great together."
I guess I'm a better actress than I give myself credit for. The sex had been okay, but nothing to write home about. The rest of the time, Simon had been so self-centered I'd been trying to avoid him. Not an easy task when he was your co-star. Yet he still seemed to think I was madly in love with him.
He reached across the table and took hold of my hand. "Come on Ash; we'd make a great couple."
I needed to stop this in its tracks; I had the sickening feeling he was building up to a second public proposal.
"I'm sorry Simon, you're a great person, but I just don't feel the same way about you. Look, I enjoyed our time together on set, but half of that was me getting into character. We were playing lovers, and we became lovers." I pulled my hand away from his and added, "I'm not interested in marrying you."
His face froze, and I braced myself for his response. I was saved by a woman approaching the table.
She cautiously addressed me, "I'm sorry to intrude, but aren't you Ashley Bell? I'm a great fan of your films."
Usually, I'm not keen on fans approaching me when I'm out and about. However, right then, I was happy for the interruption. David knew of my dislike, and I saw him getting to his feet to escort the woman away. I gave him a brief shake of my head, and he settled down again.
I gave the woman a smile and admitted that I was Ashley Bell.
"Who are you?" I asked.
"I'm Julia, I'm with my husband and some old friends," and she pointed across the room at a table. I casually glanced over in the direction she was indicating and my breath caught in my throat.
A man was in the process of standing up from the table, and despite the intervening years, I recognized him immediately. Jos gave me one hard, bitter look and then turned his back to me and hurried out of the restaurant.
I stood, moving to Julia's side, and grasped her arm. "That man, was he Josh Thomas?"
She had taken a step back at my sudden movement, and her voice expressed her surprise, "You know Josh?"
"I went to school with him, but I haven't seen him for years. Do you know where he's gone?"
"Maybe back to his hotel, I can ask the others," Julia said and headed back to her friends.
As I moved to follow her, Simon grasped my arm and forced me to stop.
"What are you doing, Ash? Sit back down, we haven't eaten, and we still need to talk."
I shook my head, "Sorry, Simon, the man who just left was an old friend of mine, and I'd like to see if I can find out where he's staying."
I shrugged off his hand, and with everyone in the restaurant watching me I followed Julia to her table. She introduced me to her companions, her husband William, and their friends Paul and Catherine. I sat down in the seat that Josh had vacated and smiled at their shocked expectations.
"Hi, please call me Ashley. Just how do you all know Josh?" I wanted to know.
Paul was the one who replied. "We were all at university together."
Catherine, the woman, sitting by his side was looking back at the table I'd come from and blurted out, "Is that Simon Davies?"
"Yes," then I added, "Why are you all here and do you know where Josh went?"
William was the one that asked the question I guess they wanted to know the answer to, and it was one I wasn't willing to answer in detail.



"I'm not sure why we should talk about Josh, who is he to you?"
"An old friend," was all I was willing to admit.
The last thing I wanted was one of them talking to the press about an old flame of mine, but I understood I'd have to give them something to get the information I needed.
I tried to sound casual, but inside I was wound up like a spring. I was so close to finding him, and I didn't want to give them a reason to deny me.
"We were at school together until I went to America with my mother. We moved about a lot when we first got there, and I lost Josh's details. I've wanted to get in touch with him. Do you have a number for him?"
The four friends looked at each other, and the fact I'd mentioned that I'd been at school with their friend seemed to give them confidence. They seemed to come to a conclusion. Catherine found a piece of paper in her handbag and wrote a telephone number and the name of a hotel.
"That's his number and where he told us he was staying." She held the page out to me but didn't let it go when I took hold.
"We are trusting you. I think I have an inkling about the history between the pair of you and I don't care how important you are. If you hurt him, I will find you."
"I can promise you I would never intentionally hurt him," and mentally I added, 'again.'
She let go, and I clasped the precious piece of paper in my hand. I thanked all of them and went over to David at the bar. He called the car service while I tried to call the number she'd given me for Jos. He wasn't answering his phone, and I gave a little sob as I heard his distinctive voice asking me to leave a message and he'd get right back to me. I left him a voicemail and prayed that he would reply. If the look on his face was anything to go by, I had a lot of fence-mending to do.
I showed the piece of paper to David, "Do you know where this hotel is?"
He did what I should have done: pulled out his phone and used the map app.
"It's the other side of Covent Garden; it might be easier to walk at this time of night."
I took his advice, and we walked. It was interesting being out in the streets with only David. There was a chill wind, and it was raining lightly, so I pulled up the collar of my coat and used the umbrella that David found for me.
The walk to the hotel, including a shortcut through the covered porticos of Covent Garden, took us twenty minutes. In the lobby, David spoke to the Bell captain to see if he could get a room number for Josh. I stepped over to the entrance of the lobby bar, and there he was, sitting at the bar with his back to me. I straightened my back and took my first step towards him.

~ ~§~ ~End of part one
To be continued.
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~ ~§~ ~Alison's lament:
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~~§~ ~—The walk to the hotel, including a shortcut through the covered porticos of Covent Garden, took us twenty minutes. In the lobby, David spoke to the Bell captain to see if he could get a room number for Josh. I stepped over to the entrance of the lobby bar, and there he was sitting at the bar with his back to me. I straightened my back and took my first step towards him.—

*****Alison's Lament: the conclusion.
"So that was Josh," Lucy said as we sat in the back of the limousine at the start of our journey to the television studio. "He wasn't what I was expecting"
"What were you expecting?" I asked.
"I don't know, someone younger, less weather-beaten; couldn't he afford anything more than that pokey little room," she said.
"You realize he's the same age as I am, he's been living on a yacht for the last few years, so of course, he looks weather-beaten. You were a bit hard on him earlier," I added.
"I wasn't expecting you to strip naked in front of him."
"Why not, I spent the night in his room."
"But you hadn't had sex with him, I know what you look like when you've been fucked, and there were none of the tell-tale signs."
"Not for want of trying. I would have if he'd asked, I'd willingly been his sex slave all night and would have begged for more this morning," I admitted.
She took my hand, and we slipped into a comfortable silence for a while. Then I said to her, "He's going back to his boat after the premiere; he's agreed to let me go with him. I want to spend some time reconnecting with him, so I need you to help clear up my agenda."
"I'll get started on your travel details and let Betty know your plans. Where is the boat?"
"Thanks, Loo, it's moored at Valletta in Malta," I replied. Then I added, "I expected he'd be upset with me, but I was surprised at how hurt he'd been because I left him."
"Oh, come on," snorted Lucy. "You've been telling me for a long time, how you were his first love, how you'd been together most of your school years. You didn't really think he wouldn't have been hurt when your mother took you away."
"I didn't have much of a choice," I snapped back.
"That's not the point, did you try to contact him when you could, let him know why you'd had to leave. You didn't, did you?"
I admitted I hadn't, and knew I should have tried harder, and that reminded me of Jos's anger at being ignored by my social media.
"Josh said a couple of years ago he discovered that the movie star was his old girlfriend. He tried to get in touch with me through both the agency and my fan site. He said he sent several messages; he showed me a copy of them and our reply. We totally blanked him, yet his messages contained most of my trigger words. I want to know why we ignored him?"
Lucy gave me a careful look. "Do you think you can get any copies of his messages? If you can, I can try and see if I can work out what happened."
I nodded; I'd forwarded it to myself when he'd shown me the mail chain. I opened it on my phone and showed it to her. She sent it to herself and opened it up on her phone. She spent a minute or two playing with it.
She looked up at me with a puzzled expression, "I just ran the original mail through the sorting program the agency uses to identify issues. I did it several times, and each time it got flagged for further attention."
I gave her a questioning look, I knew there was a way to separate the good from the bad, but I hadn't bothered to understand how.
She continued, "The flagged emails and letters get separated into those containing threats, and the ones you probably will want to see because they contain two or more of your trigger words or phrases. Threats are forwarded to security, and they send the ones that worry them to the police. The others are forwarded to Betty's assistant, who double-checks them and then once a month forwards the most relevant half a dozen to me."
"Any idea why her assistant wouldn't have included the ones from Josh?"
She shook her head. "We are assuming it was forwarded to start with; it might have just slipped through the net. I will be asking Betty a few questions," she added angrily.
I left the problem in her capable hands. It took her a few weeks to get to the root of the issue, but in the end, it wasn't all that complicated. It was a case of unrequited love. Betty's assistant, a young man called Kevin, had a fanboy crush on me. He'd taken a few kind words from me on one of my visits to the office and had blown them up out of proportion. He'd taken umbrage at the casual way Jos had referred to me as his girlfriend next door, and the implication that the pair of us had been very close in the past. He'd seen Jos as a serious competitor for my affection and decided he needed to do something.
His solution was to pretend he'd never received the mails and add Jos to the list of blocked people that the agency maintained. That guaranteed from that point onward, I would never see anything that came from Jos. I wanted Betty to fire the little twat, but she convinced me to let her deal with the problem. I'm not too sure what she did, but he literally fell to his knees and begged my forgiveness the next time I saw him. I think if I'd asked him, he would have licked my shoes clean.
The midday TV chat show followed the usual pattern. Andy and Sally, the hosts, sat on a sofa, their only claim to fame their good looks, and a malleable plastic mentality. They were joined by a musical act and a pair of semi-famous soap stars. I was the lead guest for the show that day, and I had a twenty-minute slot to fill.
When my segment came up, they began by showing a clip from the film, and then I was interviewed. The clip was the one where my character was falling in love with Simon's. I fielded the scripted bland, generic questions about the story, and the country it was set in. I felt everything was going well and was looking forward to the end of the interview, only to be ambushed with an unexpected question from Sally.
She gave me a sly look and asked with a knowing smile, "There are rumors that your on-screen romance with Simon was a lot more than that. That the pair of you are lovers in real life, and he has asked you to marry him."
Christ, this was way off the agreed script, and I flashed her a brief angry look, before composing myself. A couple of million viewers saw me admit to her that Simon and I were close friends, but I insisted that was all it was, that the unfortunate rumors of our engagement were just that, rumors.
"But you seem happy with life at the moment, so do you have a new love interest?" Sally continued to probe. "I hear that you've been seen with the heir of the Rossi fashion house, Antonio Rossi recently?"
I was glad for the makeup as it hid my sudden loss of blood to my face. I took a couple of deep breaths to calm myself. Where was this bloody woman getting her information? I vowed I'd never darken this sofa again while she had anything to do with the show.
Was that damn man going to haunt me forever? I controlled my emotions and gave her a short shake of my head. "Antonio Rossi is just a casual acquaintance, and we're not in a relationship." I paused for a second to gather my wits. "We met because his father is one of my favorite designers and provided several of the dresses I've worn to the Oscar's."
It didn't look like this was going to stop this line of questioning, so I added. "No, the reason I'm happy is that I'm back in England, and I've had the opportunity to reconnect with an old friend. We were both very good friends when we were teenagers, but unfortunately, we'd lost touch after I moved to the States. I'm hoping we will get the chance to see more of each other."
"Who's the friend?" She asked, hopefully.
I shook my head regretfully, "It's too soon for me to discuss. We've only just reconnected, and I don't want to jinx our chances. He's a private person, and I don't want to put him in the limelight." Then silently cursed myself as I'd admitted it was a man.
Fortunately, the interviewers appeared to accept my explanation, and we moved on to other subjects until the sequence wrapped up with another clip from the film.

~ ~~§~~ ~Josh aged 30, second cameo:
Ali left for the television studio, and I tried to gather my thoughts. After twelve years, she'd walked back into my life and seemed surprised I wasn't willing to fall back into our old roles, nor how upset I was.
I'd offered to take Ali out to dinner this evening, and once I'd discounted London restaurants, I was only left with one acceptable option to consider. I was going to call an old friend and make a reservation at her restaurant. It only took me a moment to ring Lesley, and she answered after the first ring, almost as though she was waiting for my call.
We exchanged pleasantries, and I caught up with what was going on in her life. She knew why I was back in England, so I mentioned I'd gone out to dinner last night and that I'd bumped into an old friend
"Which is one of the reasons I'm calling you," I said. "I know you've just said you're fully booked, but is there a chance of a table for two tonight?"
"It doesn't matter, you know we'll always have a table for you," Lesley told me. "So, who's your guest; anybody I know?"
"It's a surprise; it's someone you will remember/ that's the only clue I'm giving you."
"You bastard; well, we are looking forward to seeing you tonight, anyway. Will you be staying in Brighton?"
"I'm not sure. She might have to go back to London afterward."
She laughed, "So it's a woman, and someone I know. Well, if she doesn't need to, do you want to stay the night? The kids would love to see their uncle, Josh. You know we always have a room ready for you, and your guest would be welcome."
"Thanks for the offer, but we can't, love, it would be too complicated."
"Sounds very mysterious. As we are busy tonight, use the driveway if the car park is full."
"Thanks love," I replied.
Lesley laughed, "Try and get here early so you can catch your godchildren before bedtime. Jilly has been asking after her uncle, Josh."
"Give her a kiss from me and tell the beautiful Sam I've missed you all."
I rang off reluctantly; I'd forgotten how much I missed my times with Lesley, Sam, and their children, and I was looking forward to seeing them.
I was due to meet my agent and publisher at the restaurant in the Gherkin. They were already seated when I arrived, and a waiter led me to their table.
My agent, Katherine, greeted me with a smile and a kiss. "Josh, it's been too long. Well, for once, Cassie and I have some good news for you."
I looked around the expensive restaurant, "Given how much this place costs, I'm glad it's good news then."
Cassie stood, we kissed cheeks, then we sat down and Katherine ordered drinks for us.
"Let's get the business sorted out first," Cassie said. "Then we can relax and enjoy the food."
I nodded in agreement, and she continued with a big smile. "An American studio wants to take an option on Ransom Reach."
Ransom Reach was my most successful novel to date. about it wasn't the New York Times bestseller level of success, but it had done reasonably well for the past couple of years.
"Are we talking about a firm opinion, or a faint possibility?" I asked.
"A £100,000 firm option," Katherine said with a big grin.
"Is that if they actually make a film?"
"No, that's just to option the book. If they make it into a film, then you get another £150,000. A quarter of a million in total. That's not bad for your first adaptation."
Shit, that would be my biggest payday ever. "What's the chance that it will get made into a film?" I asked tentatively, not willing to count my chickens before they hatched.
She made that "so-so" gesture with her hand. "I'm not sure. The production company is looking for a scriptwriter to adapt the book, so it does look hopeful."
I was a bit miffed, "They don't want me to do it?"
Cassie said, "They did indicate that you would have been acceptable to them, but we told them you'd be too busy working on the sequels."
"Sequels, what sequels?"
Cassie said, "One reason the studio is interested in making the book into a film, is that the guy who pitched the idea to them apparently knows the perfect actor to play the lead character."
I had a sickening thought. "Christ, tell me it's not those idiots who cast Tom Cruise as Jack Reacher." I loved the Lee Child books, and I'd never understood why they'd taken his 6 ft. 4, built like a brick shithouse main character, and turned him into ... I groaned inwardly in disgust.
"No, I've seen a photo of the guy," Katherine said and actually blushed. "He looks a lot like how I've always pictured Ransom."
Cassie said, "So because of this, I've been authorized to offer you a new book deal, for two more Ransom books. With an option for more to follow if they are successful."
"I think the producers may also be interested in optioning one or more of the sequels," added Katherine.
I already had most of a sequel in draft form, but I wasn't going to admit that. I said, "Christ, I better get writing."
We ate and talked until I need to head back to the hotel to meet up with Ali. I left Cassie and Katherine talking about contracts and money and looking very happy with themselves.
Back at the hotel, I decided not to wait for Ali in my room but opted to wait for her in the coffee shop. I ordered a coffee and settled down to check my email. There was one from Cassie that outlined the book deal we just discussed. A buzz from my phone reminded me I'd been ignoring the damn thing since last night. There were a few messages from my friends from last night. The last was from Julia, "Damn it, call me, you bastard, how do you know her?"
Julia answered her phone on the first ring. "Josh, how the hell do you know Ashley Bell?" she demanded.
"I don't know an Ashley Bell, but I do know a girl called Alison Peters," I replied.
"Alison?" Julia repeated, sounding confused, then she went, "Oh, that Alison."
"Yep, They're the same person, Ashley is Alison," I said. There was silence from her end, and then she grunted in understanding. She knew my history with Alison, and now she understood why I had walked out on the group last night. At least I hadn't stuck them with my share of the bill.

~ ~~§~~ ~Alison:
Josh was in the middle of an argument with the duty manager when we finally got back to the hotel. He glared when he saw us, and his lips compressed into a tight line on his face.
My first thought was that he'd seen the chat show and had been annoyed by my mention of our friendship. Maybe he'd thought I was trying to force his hand. That wasn't the reason for his anger, it was a lot simpler, but a damn sight bigger. Lucy had decided that if I was going to stay with Jos, then we needed to move to a much better suite in the hotel. She hadn't asked Jos; she'd just arranged to have his stuff moved to the new room.
I could have told her that wasn't how you treated Jos. He was pissed off, right royally pissed off at Lucy's high-handed attitude.
Thankfully, he was able to control his temper. Just! I needed him to calm down, as I didn't want him to repeat last night's action and walk away. Having found Jos again, there was no way I'd let him slip through my fingers. The years had fallen away, and the love I'd felt for the youth he'd been was again hammering me between the eyes.
He responded to my suggestion that we could stay at my apartment with a dismissive shake of his head. He cast me a lifeline and suggested that we could stay at his flat in Brighton. It was convenient for the restaurant we were going to, and most importantly, the press wasn't aware of his place.
The drive down to the south coast was smooth, Brighton is only 50 miles from London. I tried to get Jos to relax, but the presence of the driver and David in the passenger seat of the Range Rover seemed to intimidate him. I raised the central armrest, curled up against him and was pleased that he draped his arm around my shoulders.
The restaurant he'd chosen was set in an idyllic location. It was a converted barn set in a fold in the South Downs, with views over Brighton. We pulled up, and the car park was full. Jos wasn't worried; he directed the driver to pull into the driveway of the cottage next door. As we stepped out the door to the cottage opened, and a beautiful brunette moved towards us. She was holding a five-year-old girl, and the pair of them greeted Jos with smiles and hugs. I'd never met her, but I knew from what Jos had told me on the drive that she was Samantha, Lesley's wife, and business partner. She gave me a calculated look before turning her attention back to the man at my side.
"You made good time; we missed you," she said to him, and the girl wriggled frantically and demanded that he carry her.
Her voice was squeaky but cute as she asked earnestly. "Missed you, Uncle Jos, Mummy said we could stay on your boat; when are we going?"
"Soon, baby girl," he said. "It depends on your mummy's, maybe in the summer?" He gave the woman a look, and she gave him a cautious nod.
"I can swim now," Jilly added, then she looked over his shoulder at me. "Who's the pretty lady?"
"Jilly, this is Alison, she's an old friend of your Mama Lesley." Jos's voice was soft and warm.
I gave the girl a big smile and stepped closer to them. "Hi Jilly," I said, and she peered over Jos's shoulder and gave me a studied examination.
Then with a cute, "Carry me," she held her arms out to me, and I took her from Jos. The youngster settled on my hip, and she played with my hair. Behind me, I could hear Jos and Sam talking, and I tried to hear what they were saying.
"You're pretty; are you uncle Josh's girlfriend? Jilly's question focused my thoughts on her.
"I hope so."
"I love my uncle, Josh."
"I love him, too."
"Good," she said in that decisive way children enjoy.
I lowered my face and drew comfort from the warm body that clung to me. She smelt of soap and shampoo, and her hair was damp. She wore a My Little Pony onesie, and her arms clung tightly around my neck.



The put-put sound of a scooter pulling into the drive drew our attention, and it parked in front of the garage. The rider, a young woman, pulled her crash helmet off and placed it on the seat. She gave us a curious look.
It turned out she was the au pair, and after being introduced, she offered to take the girl from me, explaining that it was past her bedtime. Jilly wanted a last kiss before she allowed herself to be lowered to the ground. Holding the au pair's hand, she disappeared into the cottage, followed a few moments later by Sam.
The restaurant had been converted from an old barn and an adjoining stable block. It was full, but we were shown to the chef's table by the kitchen. The food was truly amazing; so was the dressing down I got from the chef-patron and her partner. Jos had mentioned that we'd gone to school with Lesley, and while I recalled her name, I hadn't been able to put a face to it. As soon as we were introduced, I remembered her. She'd been more Jos's friend than mine, but apparently, the pair of them had become close over the years. I might have been worried if Jos hadn't told me that she was gay.
On the drive down, Jos had mentioned that he'd only discovered that she was gay when a drunken Lesley had confessed to Jos that it was a pity that she was into women, as he was the only man she'd ever considered sleeping with. Later, when she'd sobered up a bit, she made him promise not to tell anyone. It was a promise he'd kept until she'd come out.
It was obvious by her attitude to me that Lesley had assumed the role of Jos's elder sister. I should have felt resentful, but I wasn't, as it was easy to see she was only looking out for his best interests. I had a lot of explaining to do, and by the time the last plates were cleared away, I think she had accepted that the reason I'd abandoned Jos had been outside of my control.
I was on good terms with the couple by the time Jos and I left to make the short drive to the Brighton seafront and his flat. Once inside, I wasn't sure how to proceed, but Jos took the decision out of my hands.
"It's been a long day, and I need my bed," he'd said. "You are welcome to join me, but I'll understand if you don't. We've got a few days before you need to be back in town to see if we still have something. Shall we see what happens?"
I damn well knew what was about to happen; I needed to reel my man back in. I'd been waiting far too long for him to turn back at that point. I gave him a nod, grasped his hand and pulled him into the bedroom.
"What's going to happen is we are going to share your bed, and we are going to do what we should have done years ago," I said. And to reinforce my point, I got him in a lip-lock until lack of oxygen forced me to release him.
I had a wicked thought and pointed Jos in the direction of the kitchen. "Bring us some water and snacks," I said over my shoulder as I dropped my bra on the floor.
He gave me a bemused look.
"We are going to need sustenance," I explained, "because you are going to fuck me stupid until I'm unconscious and hopefully not able to walk straight for days. I'm not going to let you leave this room until you've fulfilled that." I gave his bemused face a kiss before pointing him in the direction of the kitchen.
I shed the rest of my clothes as I continued walking into the bedroom, leaving only my tiny pair of panties as a final barrier to his piercing gaze.
For a brief moment, Jos looked like a rabbit in the headlights before hurrying to the kitchen. He returned, clutching several bottles of water and a hopeful packet of biscuits. He'd taken a few seconds to remove most of his clothes.
I gave him no time to reconsider; I jumped on him, wrapping myself around his firm body. I twisted, and we fell back onto the bed with me on top of him.
"Christ, Ali," he gasped.
I gave a contented laugh and found his willing lips, using my hand to tug off the last barrier to his naked flesh. I luxuriated in the feel of his skin on mine, and ran my fingers down the firm muscles on Jos's abdomen, before settling on his growing cock.
There was something I needed to say, so I moved to watch his face. His fingertips gently caressed my back.
"You should have been my first," I whispered, "I broke my promise to you.
I want you to claim every inch of me as yours," I continued, "and I mean every inch, and nothing is off-limits."
I must have interested Jos, as his cock grew and stiffened even further than I'd imagined it could. His fingers caressed my neck, and I mentally slapped my forehead. How could I have forgotten something so important? I eased away from him, and he watched in confusion as I went over to my bags and found what I'd forgotten.
"I almost forgot," I said. "This is part of reclaiming me."
I held my hand out and let him see the old small green velvet jewelry bag that sat in my palm. He hissed, sucking in his breath in.
I upended the bag, and the little gold heart fell into my open hand. He commented that the chain looked different as he picked up the pendant.
"I wore it until the original chain finally broke, and it couldn't be repaired again," I admitted. "I found a close replacement, but it didn't seem right to carry on wearing it. The original one is still in the bag."
I bent my head down. "I've waited a long time for you to put it on me again."
"I can't believe you still have it." Jos sounded pleased and surprised as he fastens it around my neck.
"I never travel without it, and it's never been out of my possession since you gave it to me."
Jos lowered his head and used the tip of his nose to caress mine; then he drew me into a long kiss that made my legs go weak. I clung to him, needing his support to stop me collapsing on the floor at his feet. Strong and nimble fingers traveled down my body, reading my need and desire as though it was written in braille on my skin.
I took his face in my hands and raised it so we could look into each other's eyes. I needed Jos to understand that there was nothing I wouldn't do for him. I made him stare into my eyes, and I whispered, "I love you."
"Ali? You look worried," he said softly.
I was surprised, because I wasn't; My serious expression was in part because I was drinking in the beauty of his gorgeous firm body, but mostly it was anticipation as I couldn't stop staring at his beautiful hard cock. Long and fat, it jutted out from the dark curl of pubic hair at its base, with blue and purple veins just underneath the skin, curling around the shaft. Pre-cum was leaking over his foreskin. Sure, I'd played with it in the shower, but the anticipation of that thing was finally going to be inside me after all these years, I couldn't help myself, I was starting to hyperventilate.
The look in his eyes was one of desperate lust and deep longing, making me feel as though I was melting under his gaze. I watched his gorgeous cock bob up and down when he moved towards me, and I spread my legs right as he slid between them, covering my body with his and slipping his tongue in my mouth. The stiffness of his hard cock pressed into my lace-covered clit, and I angled my hips up to feel it again. Soft lips pressed into my temple, and he kissed his way down my face.
His mouth began its journey down my body. His lips hovered above my skin, and he blew soft puffs of warm air across my breasts, my nipples, a trail of goosebumps followed in his wake, and by the time he reached my belly button, I was whining with need beneath him. He grasped both sides of my final barrier and flexed his muscles, tearing the last scrap of cloth from my body, throwing it across the room. Hands gripped my knees and pushed my legs up and back, his face embarrassingly close to my wet center.
"Christ," he hissed out while transfixed on my bare sex on display for him.
"Please," I choked out, chest tight with desire. "Please."
"Please, what?" He taunted me. He nudged my slick opening with the tip of his perfect tongue, making me dizzy.
He answered his own question, "Please fuck this pretty little pussy that is so swollen and damp for me right now, is that what you want?"
"Oh, God, yes!" Even I could hear how desperate I sounded.
A long, callused finger slid inside me, another joined it, and began this teasing dance of stroking and twisting that had me writhing impatiently. His fingers suddenly disappeared, and I wanted to cry, and when they were replaced by a long swipe of his tongue, my body convulsed in pure pleasure.
He was a sensual tormenter par-excellence, switching between his fingers and tongue and bringing me close, oh so close but refusing to let me fall over the edge of the cliff. Time and time again, he'd hold me on the brink of orgasm, then pause until I caught my breath, then he'd go back to worshiping me with his mouth, his fingers possessing my pussy, sliding deep and finding my secret spot. His tongue was teasing my throbbing button that would practically vibrate every time he connected with it.
I knew I was begging him to let me come, but even to me, it sounded like an incoherent stream of sounds. "Plessss ... god ... oohhhh fuck ... uuhhhhhhhhh ... Josssssssssssss."
In desperation, I tugged on his hair, forcing him to look up until his eyes focused on mine, the blue spheres so dark and hooded as if he were high on my body alone.
I wanted to come so desperately, but not from his tongue or fingers. I wanted to come as he filled me with his beautiful flesh, as he pounded me into glorious submission
"I want to come with you inside me," I managed to say.
Jos pulled his fingers from me and stuck them in his mouth with a look of a man tasting the finest wine. I wanted him to share with me; I wanted to taste what he was enjoying.
I had expected him to climb on top of me, but instead, he settled next to me with his back against the pillows. I leaned back on my head and looked at him upside down, making him smile. The sight of his joy made my belly feel warm. "Come on top of me love."
Shit, he didn't need me to tell me twice. I scrambled up until I straddled his legs, I had him grinning like a fool when I rubbed my pussy against him like a cat in heat. His fingers pushed into my hair to grab my attention.
I raised up on my knees, and he positioned himself right at my opening, I closed my eyes when I started sinking down on his length as slowly as I could. He settled his hands on my hips to guide me without pushing too hard. He placed his hand in the middle of my shoulder blades, pushed me down and filled me. I opened my eyes and drank in the man the beautiful boy I remembered had become. The way he watched my face with so many emotions etched into his smile made my nipples tingle.
I rested my forehead on his shoulder, and he caressed my lower back, neither of us making any attempt to move so I could stretch around him.
"Oh God, I can't believe how good you feel," he whispered.
I panted as I began rising and falling in a rhythm that's as old as time. Pushing down hard to meet his thrusts, I give a cautious rock of my hips to see how it felt, taking that last inch of his fat cock inside me. I groaned, it felt amazing, and I never wanted it to stop. His hand tangled in my hair and pulled my body back up, making sure I was secure in his lap before he gave me a smack, which sent jolts of pleasure through me.
I ran my tongue over my lips and placed my hands on his stomach. I changed my rhythm, now barely lifting and lowering, wanting to let his cock stroke against that sweet spot inside me. His flesh found it, and I shuddered and cried out his name.
Jos let go of my hair and ran his middle and ring fingers over my lips before sliding between them, moaning when I sucked on them in tandem with my riding rhythm.
He lifted his hips every time I sat back on them. He moved. I moved. His cock was slick with my effort, and the sensations from sliding down over him were quickly bringing me to the edge. With a grunt, he pulled his fingers out of my mouth and grasped my hips. He started thrusting upward with force, triggering the beginning of my orgasm when his thumb pressed on my clit. His mouth closed around my nipple, he nipped and sucked and I couldn't hold back any longer.
I screamed out his name as I came; I came so hard it felt like I was riding an earthquake. When the waves subsided and I managed to open my eyes, he looked so fucking peaceful below me: eyes shut with his mouth open against my skin, just like he was in a trance.
Very gently, he rotated us until he was on top, but that was where the gentle ended. Bracing his knees, he grabbed both of my arms and held them down above my head, his grasp so tight I was sure he was going to leave marks, and I didn't care. His expression made my stomach lurch in anticipation.
"Now it's my turn Ali; I'm about to fuck you until you cry out in surrender."
He didn't give me a chance to respond; his thrusts grew ever more powerful as he gave in to some primitive need to claim my body as his. His strokes were long and deep, filling me so completely I felt every inch he had to give me. His face betrayed his concentration and hunger, hard grunts forced from his throat every time his rolling hips met mine. My legs shivered and trembled around his waist as I tried in vain to control him.
My mind turned feral, all I could concentrate on was, don't stop Jos, please fucking god don't stop. My whole world had contracted down to just the feelings his magnificent cock was giving me. And I wasn't just thinking these thoughts, I was shouting them out at the top of my voice.
He gave me what I desired; somehow, he grew even more powerful in his dominance over me. The bed was shifting and creaking against the polished hardwood floor as he cried out, "Fuck," at the peak of each thrust. I arched off the bed as I came, it threatened to tear me apart, and the pleasure was exquisite.
The bastard pulled out, leaving me feeling so empty. He leaned over me and looked down at me as I panted and stared back up at him through eyes that could barely focus. He pulled my legs high up, resting them on his shoulders, taking a second to run his fingers over my calves.
His rampant cock slid along my sensitive lips, teasing, and dominating my last thought. His hands kept moving from my breasts, down my body to grasp my ass and pushing me up against him, making me scream out his name in desperation. I wanted him, his cock to stop teasing me, I wanted to feel it slide inside again, to wash away any thoughts with the primeval pleasure he gave me. I heard him whisper, his voice deep with desire. "When I decided to take this perfect ass of yours, you'll give it, won't you."
It was a question with only one answer; I cried out, "YES." It was my complete surrender to Jos; it was the moment all my declarations of love for him became a reality that was branded into my soul. I was his, and he was mine, and no one, nothing, was ever going to change that.
I started grinding against him as if I could get him inside me through sheer will alone. I felt the thick tip of him rub against my aching clit. His gruff voice rolled around my head. "You want this? Beg for it." He pushed, and the hard head pressed against my dripping entrance.
"Please, Jos, I love you. I need you," He heard my desperation.
He pushed harder, and I got my desire. He entered me in one smooth motion and making my senses fizzle and short out from the pleasure. "I, I... oh, fuck me... love me forever Jos."
"I... love... you... Ali," he repeated the phrase, thrusting into me with each word. His hand coiled around my throat, and I surrendered my soul to him, tipping my head back as I cried out his name. I raked my nails over his back, scratching into the hard-working muscles.
"More," I demanded loudly. "Harder," I screamed."
I felt rather than heard Jos's free hand slap against the top of the headboard as he braced himself. Then his grip on my throat tightened, holding me down against the mattress, and he gave me what I was demanding from him. The sound of flesh slapping hard again flesh echoed around the room. I'd wanted him to possess, dominate me, and I wasn't disappointed.
My vision dimmed as my eyes rolled back into my head, while I fought to breathe, or climax, or hopefully both. He's going to love me to death. I'm going to come and die, and what an awesome way to go, was my only thought. When he let go of my neck, I inhaled so hard my lungs hurt, then let out a scream when he grabbed the headboard with both hands, and we were rushing towards the climax of the ride of the Valkyries.
It was like he was punishing me, punishing me for wanting me so damn bad. Because I'd abandoned him all those years ago, he tore my final orgasm from me, it weakened my entire body, but he didn't stop, his rhythm becoming erratic when he was about to explode.
"Oh, Christ... Oh, Christ. Fucking Yesssss." He came with the most wounded sound I'd ever heard, little whimpers in the following seconds of his release. I prepared myself for him to pull away, but all he did was help my legs down so he could lean over my sweaty chest. His hands ran the length of my body, soothing me with sweet words when he touched his forehead with mine.
Without warning, he stopped and seemed upset when my bottom lip started to tremble. "Ali, did I hurt you?"
I burst into tears. I didn't know why I was crying, yet I suppose I did, but it... How to explain it, so I just started rambling. "No, I loved every second of it. I'm sorry I didn't keep my promise to you to be my first. You were all I've ever wanted Jos. I needed... I need you to make me yours again. You're one of the few people who doesn't treat me like I'm a glass doll. And I... I really needed to be fucked!" I cried as I continued to sob.
"Then I'm glad that you saw me at that restaurant. Otherwise, we'd not be here now," Jos murmured.
"I'd have looked for you even if you'd not been there," I promised.
We kept our promise to ourselves; we stayed in Jos's bedroom for almost 24 hours. The desperation had gone, and our lovemaking wasn't as frenetic as our first coupling, but the passion was just as deep, if not deeper.
This time it was different. There was no frantic rush; the urgent need to dominate and be dominated was over; he took his time and was gentle and loving. He rose above me, and his firm, slow thrusts in and out of me earned him grateful mewls of praise. My arms quivered, and as my strength waned, I was forced to release my hold on him, but he used that to his advantage and intertwined his fingers with mine, pinning my hands down to the bed. I could feel myself begin to tighten down on his firm flesh, discovering that I enjoyed being gently possessed just as much as I did being fucked hard and fast.
Hunger and the need for fresh air forced us out of the flat late the following evening. We ate fish and chips out of the paper sitting on the shingle of the beach; it was something I hadn't done since I was a teenager. We sat side by side, the flickering lights from the pier, creating our private light show across the rolling water.
Jos placed his arm around my shoulders, and I rested my head on his shoulder, and for the first time in years, I knew I'd found what I'd been looking for. Jos had been that unattainable ideal that had colored my perspective of the world and relationships. The reality was even better than I'd hoped. Now I had to convince him that I wasn't playing out a schoolgirl's fantasy, that this wasn't a short-term fling.
He broke the silence between us. "Ali, what's going to happen now? How do you see this working out; we are two completely different people, and we have our own lives. Do we both compromise, or are you expecting me to make the changes?"



"I don't want you to change; I want to be the one who compromises. I'm rich Jos; I don't have to work again."
"Have or don't want to?"
I contemplated his words for a moment, "If I were offered the perfect project, I'd give you all the facts and let you decide."
"So, if I were to offer you a project, would you consider it?"
"That depends," I said, my voice barely audible over the sound of the waves on the shingle, "on what it was?"
"It's the same one I offered you many years ago: a lifetime of love and the chance to make a family."
I raised my head to look at him, was he asking what I hoped he was? "I think you could sell me that proposal very easily," I admitted. "But there's a price," and I waggled my hand in his direction, pointedly tapping my ring finger.

~ ~~§~~ ~"You got engaged!" Lucy's voice was shrill as she dragged me into the bedroom, closing the door firmly behind her. "Holy fuck girl, you only went away for a couple of days!"
It was Saturday, and the London premiere of the Vietnam film was that evening. In the morning we had driven up from Brighton to my apartment overlooking the Thames. Jos had made us drop him off in Savile Row, as he needed to buy a suit for this evening. I'd suggested he wear a tux, and he'd laughed dismissively. Well, I suppose I should be grateful he wasn't going to be in jeans and a tee-shirt.
Lucy and a hairdresser were waiting for me at the apartment, and it took my friend less than ten seconds to spot the ring on my finger.
"You didn't waste any time," she said as she sat down on my bed. There was a sadness to her voice that disturbed me.
I sat down beside her and took her hand in mine. "Sadly, I did Loo; I wasted over twelve years. We were only waiting for our 18th birthdays to make it official. All our parents and friends knew what we were going to do. The ring had been his grandmothers; he was going to give it to me when he got back from Australia."
"I thought that you and I..." she petered off looking despondent.
"Will always be best friends," I continued, and gave her a kiss. For a moment she didn't respond and then her mouth opened and she threw herself into the kiss. She gave a moan as I broke off the kiss.
"Will we still be lovers?" She asked. I could hear the anxiety in her voice.
"I don't know," I honestly answered. "My feelings for you haven't changed. Beside Jos, you are the most important person in my life, but I won't do anything to put my relationship with Jos at risk. For the moment, as far as he's concerned. you are my best friend, my assistant and that's all."
We sat in silence for a long time while she considered what I'd said. Then she asked, "What about the other elephants in the room, have you told him about Antonio and Simon?"
I dismissed the issue of Simon with a curt, "Simon isn't the problem, he's history, and he wasn't even a good fuck!"
Antonio, on the other hand, was the proverbial ticking bomb. I hated myself for even thinking about him. I still wasn't sure that I was strong enough to resist him in the future, even thinking about him made my mouth dry.
"Toni could be one," I admitted. "I have to make sure he understands that I'm not interested in him anymore the next time I see him." I intended that to be a long time in the future.
Lucy gave me a cautious look, "He's supposedly in London, he was apparently seen out clubbing with that chat show hostess."
Comprehension flared, "Shit! So that's how she knew so much."
I stood up and started pacing around the room in a mild panic. Antonio was arrogant enough to seek me out and demand I join him, and like a drug addict seeking a fix, I was susceptible to his advances. Christ, let's be honest; he could turn me into a quivering mass of desire with a snap of his fingers. I only had to hear his voice and smell that damn aftershave he wore, and I was flooding my panties. Worst of all, he had an unerring ability to appear when I least wanted or expected him.
I took a couple of deep breaths and refocused my thoughts on Jos, and how much I loved him. I twisted the ring on my finger, and my anxiety eased, I had a new, far more powerful, drug for me to enjoy.
I sat down again. "I'll be fine," I said, "Jos is going to be with me anywhere I could bump into Toni, and with him beside me, I'll be strong enough to ignore the bastard."
"I'm not sure you really believe that." Lucy sounded concerned. "And I'm pretty sure you will revert to the old Ash and won't be able to resist him if he turns on the charm."
I shook my head, "No, I have to make sure he's a part of my past that I don't revisit." It was a bold statement I hoped being with Jos would give me the strength and willpower to live up to.
That was hopefully in the future, the far future if I had anything to do with it. At that moment, I needed to concentrate on ensuring that Lucy and my boyfriend got on together. Jos was going to be the man in my life, and he ticked all my boxes, except one. The woman sitting beside me ticked that final box, a soft feminine sensual woman, with who I loved to lose my inhibitions. As much as I had tried to deny it to myself, she had moved far beyond the friend with benefits stage, and was becoming almost as important to me as Jos.

~ ~~§~~ ~"Thank God that over," I said. "My face aches from all that smiling." My voice was as light as I could make it. Lucy sat on the limo seat, facing Jos and myself, and I could see the worried expression on her face.
"You know that was just the first round; are you up for the rest?" Lucy asked me, but she was looking at Jos as she spoke.
I took a deep breath and looked at Jos's expressionless face. I gave Lucy a weak smile. "With no new projects planned, it should be the last time for a long while. I'll be okay," I reassured her.
The car turned a corner, and I pressed against Jos. He'd been silent and brooding since the start of the drive to the post-premiere reception. I was mentally kicking myself; I knew I'd made a big mistake taking off his ring just before the red-carpet walk; he'd been hurt by my action. If I hadn't kept a tight grip on his hand, I think he would have taken the first opportunity to slip away. I'd convinced myself on the drive over that it would be a good idea nor to be seen wearing it as we stepped onto the red carpet. I'd told myself that if I was to introduce him as my fiancé as we arrived, the press would have been in a feeding frenzy, and we would never have got in.
I looked down at the ring on my finger. I'd quickly admitted my mistake and slipped it back on before we'd left the cinema. As I'd thought, it had been spotted immediately and we'd been overwhelmed by questions. Some of them had been very uncomfortable for me to answer, but Jos had been strong by my side.
Jos waited until we were inside the nightclub before he pulled me to one side and rounded on me. He snapped at Lucy when she tried to join us, and she stepped back, then he turned to me.
"God damn it, Ali, when were you going to tell me about Simon," he demanded. "When were you going to tell me the pair of you were engaged."
"We aren't, we never were. We had a bit of a fling in Vietnam, but that was months ago."
"So when I saw you at the restaurant with him, you were on a date?"
I needed to make Jos understand Simon means nothing to me. "I didn't consider it to be a date. I'm only in one relationship, and that's with you," I insisted. "Yes, I was attracted to Simon when we worked together last year. He was fun to be with, but that was all. I might have let him think I was more interested in him than I was."
"What does that mean?"
"He surprised me with a ring on our last day in Vietnam. I didn't want to create a scene, so I tried to let him down gently, but apparently, I should have been more forceful in my rejection. Somewhere along the way, the press got the impression we were engaged."
Jos grimaced, I shook my head, "I said we weren't!"
"So why were you at that restaurant with him, if it wasn't a date?"
"It wasn't a date," I repeated. "The only times I've seen him since Vietnam were the other premieres. It was supposed to be a meal with a friend to catch up and discuss a new project he's considering. He thought I might be interested in a role. As it turned out, that wasn't his only goal. He wanted me to think about getting back together. He kept going on about us getting married and announce our engagement to the press. I didn't want to create a scene, so when your friend came over asking for an autograph, I was grateful to have the distraction."
"Oh."
"Yes, oh is right. Well, that's as far as he'd got when I saw you. You've always been in the back of my thoughts, and Lucy will confirm you had become an important goal recently. I regret everything about the way we lost touch with each other, how much I missed you. As soon as I saw you standing up from the table, all I could think about was you and how much you meant to me. That was the final nail in Simon's coffin."
I paused to gauge his emotions, but I couldn't tell anything from his expression. I continued, "I won't deny I liked him, we'd had fun together in Vietnam, but there was never a real spark between us, so I just told him 'no more,' chased after you and you know the rest."
I could sense that Jos still wasn't happy, but I'd run out of time, I needed to get my game face on and earn my keep. The film's producers and distributors wanted to maximize the publicity value of the film's stars, and this reception was the culmination of their efforts. I took his hand, and we entered the madhouse.
We hadn't made more than a few steps before we were confronted by a reporter and photographer from one of the influential gossip magazines.
The woman addressed Jos, "Don't you feel guilty you are the reason Simon and Ashley broke up; they made such a wonderful couple."
"I don't know the man, so why would I feel guilty," was Jos's sharp, angry response.
I interrupted explaining that my relationship with Simon had ended months before, and Jos had nothing to do with it. "Unfortunately, Simon believed that there'd been far more to our friendship than there was," I told her.
"But it's being reported that the pair of you were engaged."
"No, that not correct; we were just close friends," I repeated. Then I pointed at the ring on my finger and grasped Jos's arm. "This ring was given to me by this man, and I'm engaged to him. We will be getting married as soon as we can arrange it, most likely, later this year."
We had variations of the same conversation with different journalists over the next half hour until I sent a silent message of help to Lucy, and she swept in to save us. It was a good job as I could see Jos was close to losing his temper, thankfully, at them not me. I got a number of hugs and kisses from him that made me feel very happy.
I think it was my relief at surviving the press attention that subconsciously let me relax my defense and revert to type. After the battering we'd received, I was feeling safe inside the nightclub, and that precipitated the next set of problems. In addition to the usual suspects, the organizers had invited a fair number of celebrities, mostly those on the B-list, with a scattering of A's. These were the same type of people I would find one of these events worldwide. Some of them I even knew! They were quick to draw me into their groups, eager to bask in the reflected fame, and after a while, I lost touch with Jos.
Conversations around me waxed and waned as the composition of the group changed, and I slipped into my default party mode of light and flirty. I'm not sure how much later it was when I felt a brooding presence move next to me. I'd been talking to Billy Gonzales for the last few minutes. He was the new darling of the American tennis scene, and we'd dated couple of times last year. The presence was Jos, and as soon as I saw him a sense of guilt washed over me as I realized I hadn't noticed his absence. The eyes in his emotionless face glanced at my shoulder. Billy had rested his hand possessively on my shoulder, I quickly shrugged it off and took a step away from him and one closer to Jos.
I took hold of Jos's hand and gave him a kiss on the lips. "There you are love; I missed you."
I glanced around the group who were all giving Jos looks that ranged from shocked to downright disdained. Well, fuck you all, I thought.
"Jos, this is Billy, he plays tennis. Billy, everyone, this is my fiancé, Josh. We've been best friends since we were children, and I've been in love with him since I was eight." I knew I was babbling.
Billy stepped back from me, giving me a surprised look. "Your fiancé? But I thought you and I were-.."
I couldn't help smiling at his arrogance; it wouldn't have happened, even if I hadn't found Jos. He'd been just a pretty face to spend a few frivolous hours with. I gave him a sad smile. "No, you and I are just friends, and that's all you will ever be."
He looked at me for a moment and then walked away. A harsh, "Bitch," floating behind him. I glanced at Jos and burst out laughing. The rest of the group shifted their attention between myself and Jos, unsure of how to respond. I was pleased to see a contented smile appear on his face.
I kept a tight grip on Jos's hand, not giving him the chance to slip away again, and tried to involve him in the group. I was aware that they were uncomfortable with him. They saw him as an outsider who was there to pull my attention from them to steal away their queen bee from the hive. I tried, honestly, I did try. I kept asking his opinion, but as they continued to ignore him, he grew distant and slowly gave up trying. I know I should have stepped away from the group and concentrated on Jos, but I didn't; I let myself be drawn into the middle of the group again, leaving Jos ignored on the periphery.
It was sometime later that my worst fears were realized, and my nemesis appeared. The waft of his aftershave was unique and distinctive. I didn't need the confirmation of his voice to know that Antonio was standing next to me. I looked around for Jos and was relieved to see him standing at the bar, talking to Lucy with his back to me. Hopefully Lucy would keep him busy long enough for me to get rid of Toni without him making a scene.
Antonio's voice and his hand on my arm snapped my attention back to him. "I'd almost think that you have been trying to avoid me, Ashley," his voice was low and sultry, and I felt my stomach flutter. "Of course, I'm sure I'm mistaken. You'd never want to hide and leave me, would you, Cara."
I lifted his hand off my arm and took a defensive sip from the glass of champagne I was holding. I turned to try and mask him from a casual glance from Jos's direction.
"What are you doing here," I whispered, desperately trying to resist the wash of desire that his presence invoked. I stared across the room at Jos, grateful that he wasn't watching me, and I was able to draw a degree of courage from his presence.
"I'm here because you are here, lover, and I wanted to see you. It's time we got together again."
"Toni, I can't, everything is different now. I'm engaged, and I'm not interested in spending any of my precious time with you. You need to let me go!"
He gave a low growl that vibrated through my body, and my nipples ached; they were so hard. "You are mine until I say you're not." His voice rose, and I laughed to hide my embarrassment.
He bent down and attempted to kiss my lips, but I quickly turned my head enough that his lips brushed my cheek. Looking up, I saw that Jos and Lucy were watching me. I took courage from his presence and stepped sharply back, shrugging off Antonio's arm. I hurried over and stood in front of Jos.
"Hey, lover, miss me?" I asked in the lightest tone I could manage, hoping that he hadn't picked up on the interplay between Antonio and myself.
"For 12 years," he said dryly. "But I'm used to it."
My heart stuttered, his words hurt, but I felt I deserved them. I glanced at the clock then back at the group of people I'd been talking to. I'd been over there for well over an hour.
"Why didn't you come over and join us?" I asked.
He raised his eyebrows, "I was there, but after the first few moments, you and your friends ignored me, so I couldn't see the point of standing around like a spare peg."
I heard the bitterness in his voice. He raised his glass and took a sip, "so I found my own entertainment."
I had to ask, "What kind of entertainment?"
Lucy answered my question. "Simon was his usual obnoxious self, so your boyfriend showed him the error of his ways. It was fun to watch."
"And they serve a great whiskey here," he added and saluted me with his glass.
I wasn't sure what to say in response. Then he said, "it's been interesting watching the interplay around you." He tapped his temple with his forefinger. "It's all in here, and it's going to provide a wealth of background images for my books."
I gave him a guilty glance, I'm sure he stressed the word 'all,' and I knew he'd seen Toni try and kiss me. I smiled to hide my embarrassment, "I don't know half of them, and I don't like most of the other half. I wish you had been with me. You could have saved me from the wealth of pickup lines I get to hear, not an original one amongst them."
He ignored my attempt at humor and asked, "Are we done here?"
I sent a pleading look at Lucy and sighed in exasperation as she shook her head. She said, "The television crews have just turned up, so there are a couple of network interviews to finish." She nodded towards the far side of the room.
I sighed regretfully. "I'm sorry Jos, I'm needed here for a bit longer I'm afraid; it looks like I'm expected to give another couple of interviews. I expect it's going to be interesting, especially since I've outed my poor old boyfriend to the press as my lover and soon to be husband." I indicated the camera crews who were waiting patiently for me and the other stars of the film.
The damn interviews took a lot longer than I'd anticipated. I could have strangled the last host; she was the total Prima Donna. I wasn't in the best of moods when it was all over. There was a group of people that had been watching the interviews and a second larger group by the bar.
I could see Jos, Lucy, and David by the bar, and I started in that direction. I'd only made a couple of paces when Antonio appeared in front of me. He took my arm and pulled me close. My Pavlovian response to him kicked in, and I felt my resistance crumble.
"A small group of us will be partying at my hotel after this. You will be joining us." It wasn't a question, it was a statement of fact, and I'd already started to nod in agreement before I realized what I'd done. I caught myself and froze.
My resistance crumbled, and he drew me along with him as he joined the smaller of the two groups, the group opening and reforming around us. I was trying to understand why I was acting like a lovesick teenager. His heady aroma was assaulting my senses. My heart was racing in my chest, and my legs felt weak.
The burble of conversations around us slowed and came to a stop. I looked up, and my stomach lurched. Jos stood in front of me, and everyone was looking at him. His face was expressionless, and he said nothing, just pointedly tapped his watch slowly and deliberately twice.
I flashed back to a memory of him doing the same thing many years ago at a school dance. On that occasion, I'd ignored him, and I'd ended up having to call my Dad to collect me. Jos had followed through on his threat and had gone home. I knew that I had just a few seconds, or he'd be gone, and I doubted he would stop until he was safely back on his boat.



I didn't dare ignore him. I swallowed, and that simple action seemed to focus my thoughts. What the fuck was I doing, again I'd abandoned the man I loved. I gave the group a brief wave and announced it was late, and I was leaving and made to step over to Jos.
Antonio grasped my arm and said, "That's good, Ashley, it's time we left anyway, we can take my car back to the hotel."
Jos's expression and the sharpness of his words could have cut through steel. "Like, fuck, she, will," he said, each word distinct and separate. "Ali, Ashley and I are going home, and you sure as fuck are not invited."
Antonio smirked at Jos and condescendingly said, "No, it is you who are mistaken, I have invited Ashley to join me at my hotel for drinks, and she accepted a moment ago." He pointed a finger in Jos's direction, "You, I don't invite!"
"Ali, what is this fuck-head talking about?" Jos snarled, and he abruptly closed the distance between us.
I didn't know what I could say, for the past few days I'd professed my love for him in all and every way I could think of. Now I feared he could smell my arousal, and he would guess that the man at my side was the reason. I hung my head in shame and was unable to speak
Around us, the murmur of conversations picked up, and I heard a couple of sniggers. Jos briefly blushed before squaring his shoulders. In the corner of my vision, I was aware that a couple of large men who I guessed were Antonio's security moving towards Jos. They stopped when David materialized beside him.
"Ali, what's going on," Jos repeated. I sent a silent plea to David for help.
David put his hand on Jos's shoulder and squeezed. "I'll deal with this," he said. Then he stepped between Antonio and me and placed his mouth close to my ear.
"Ash, what's going on; have you agreed to go with him?" He spoke in a low voice.
I stayed still, still unable to speak. I gave him a head shake that was half yes, half no. "Did you accept Mr. Rossi's invitation?" David repeated. "I need to know so I can rearrange the security detail."
Jos gave a snarl of anger at his words, and the group of onlookers suddenly became a lot smaller. The two bodyguards again started to move towards him before falling back at a sharp word from David.
It was as though I was coming out of a mist. My gaze flicked between the three of them. Why would... damn it.
I spoke to Antonio, "Toni, I think you must have misunderstood me, thank you for the invitation but I already have plans. I'm going home with my fiancé."
Antoni's expectant expression turned into one that looked like a child who'd had his favorite toy taken away from him. This was the first time I'd refused him, and it was probably the first time he'd ever been so publicly rejected. He started to say something, but I wasn't interested. I turned my back on him; I needed to explain my actions to Jos and hopefully not lose him.
"Sorry," I whispered, desperate to calm him down. "He asked me if I wanted a drink, I thought he meant here," I lied. "I should have remembered he often arranges little intimate parties following these events."
"I take it you've been his guest before?" Jos said coldly. He was right, and it was obvious that I was going to have to be as truthful as possible.
"Not here," I said. I took Jos's hand and was grateful that he squeezed it. Daniel led us out of the reception room.
I kept my voice low as we walked, so only he could hear. "I've not been an angel Jos, so yes, I've been his 'guest' a couple of times, but the last time was several months before I found you again."
I felt him stiffen, so I gave him a smile tinged with sadness. "I'm sorry Jos, this sort of thing is going to happen time and again; we will bump into people I've been involved with in the past, and some of them believe that gives them the right to rub it in your face. Antonio is one of those."
I saw him looking around at the people in the room. I knew what he was thinking; how many more of my lovers had he met tonight.
"I promise I'll tell you who they are if you want. In the pursuit of openness, I can tell you there are only two here tonight, I've had casual dates with several more, but there are only two I've slept with. You know about Simon, and then there's Toni."
When I mentioned him, I couldn't help glancing over my shoulder to see if he was following us. I couldn't see him, but there was a group that appeared to be heading towards the exit.
"And what about Billy?"
I shook my head, "No, not him. That was wishful thinking on his part, I've had a couple of casual dates with him, more as a favor for his publicity team, but that's all. It's not like there have been hundreds," I added, hoping that he wasn't aware of my bad girl phase early in my career.
"I've been pretty picky about who I would share a bed with; there's only been a handful over the past few years. But some of them are still friends or run in the same circles I do, so it's inevitable you'll meet some of them sooner or later."
"That assumes I ever come to one of these events again," he murmured bitterly.
I gave him a rueful smile, "I think you'll like some of them. Others I'm not sure I liked, even when I was involved with them, but you need to understand that they all are in my past, you are the only thing I care about. What about you, any girlfriends I should know about?" I asked, desperate to deflect his attention.
He gave a brief shake of his head, a wry smile acknowledging my attempt to deflect him. "None I've ever been that serious about. I live on a boat, so it's been mostly holiday romances. There was one girl who crewed for me for a year," He said with a hint of wistfulness in his voice that made my stomach twist. "But she decided to go back to school in the States," he added.
We'd reached the lobby of the nightclub and were waiting for the car to arrive. I checked with David and stepped outside to greet the small group of diehard fans. I was taking selfies and signing autographs with them as Jos looked on bemused when Antonio and his bodyguards caught up with us. His previously smiling face now had a bitter, brooding twist to it.
He stepped up to me and brought his face close to mine. His voice was low and angry, "You don't say no to me, you will get in my car," he said in a low hiss. "You are mine for tonight because I've decided you are."
I was shocked that he would address me like this. I knew he was arrogant, that was part of his charm. But this was the first time I'd seen him lose control. Jos and David moved to flank me, and I was so grateful for their support.
Our SUV limo had pulled up in front of us with a second right behind it. This one was apparently Antonio's, as one of his bodyguards stepped over and opened the door. Our driver stood beside the open door of ours and carefully watched the unfolding drama.
"The lady has already told you she's not interested," Jos said.
David stepped between Antonio and me. He placed a hand on Antonio's chest. "Mr. Rossi, you need to walk away," he said authoritatively. "Miss Bell has indicated she has no interest in joining you tonight or at any time in the future. You are making a scene, and the press and the public are lapping it up." His words were counterpointed by the fusillade of flashes and the shouted questions from the ever-present paparazzi.
Antonio's security detail decided for him, pulled him towards his waiting limo. I sighed in relief, and we climbed into the back of ours. I got in first and slid across the back seat, waiting to see where Jos would sit. Lucy got in next, and she sat in the seat facing me. He stepped inside and hesitated before slipping into the seat beside me. I sank back into the soft leather of the seat, glancing at Jos in relief. He wouldn't look in my direction, silently watching the streets through his wind, as the limo effortlessly glided down them.
His voice, when he finally broke the silence, was tinged with sadness. "I'm changing my flight to Malta to one tomorrow. I think you need to take a few days to decide what it is that you really want. I'll stay in the marina until Friday then I'm gone." He didn't need to say what decision he was referring to; I knew.
My mind was racing, had I completely fucked it up with my reaction to Toni? "Are you taking back your invitation?" I asked, fearing his reply.
He took his time to answer. "No," and I started to relax, then he continued. "But I'm confused; it's almost like you are two different people. I see glimpses of the girl I was so in love with. Then there's the spoilt movie star, and I'm not sure I like her, I sure as shit don't know her. We are both older, and we're not the same idealistic teenagers we were. I know I've changed, I'm not willing to let you drag me through all that turmoil again."
"What do you mean?"
He didn't say anything; he just looked around the inside of the limo, his gaze settling on my designer dress and the jewelry I was wearing. I'd raided my safe deposit box and was wearing some of my best pieces. I'd wanted to shine in his presence.
"I don't travel in the same world as you," he said. "Look at you, the jewelry you're wearing is probably worth a hell of a lot more than my boat. Shit, the cheapest piece you're wearing is the ring I gave you."
He was wrong; it was the gold heart still hanging where he'd placed it, the cheapest but by far the most important. I knew his issue was far more than the value of my jewelry. It was the way I'd treated him all evening. The silly thing was I was so proud of him, and I'd dressed up like this for him. I'd wanted to show him how much I loved him; how proud I was of him.
In spite of my intentions, all I'd done was show myself up. If I said the wrong thing now, he would withdraw his invitation to stay with him on his boat. I couldn't lose this opportunity to spend a long time with my lover. The sex was amazing, that would never be an issue. Now we needed to get past the raw sex of the past couple of days and become what we should always have been; a couple fused together by their love.
I fixed my gaze on him, "I don't care about these things. Until you gave me this ring, I only cared about one piece of jewelry, and it's the one you gave to me all those years ago." I fingered the small gold locket that nestled in the hollow of my throat, hidden by the bulk of a quarter-million dollars' worth of a sapphire necklace. "All the rest are just fashion accessories," I added, dismissing the nearly half a million dollars' worth of jewelry I was wearing.
Jos leaned his head back against the headrest and closed his eyes. Lucy looked at both of us, giving Jos a sympathetic smile.
"I told you that it wasn't fair to drop this evening on the poor man," she said to me. "Most of your so-called friends were assholes. You should have guessed they were going to resent anybody that threatened to get between you and them."
Then she turned her attention to Jos, "You've just experienced something I get to see every day of the week, it's the ugly side of fame: parties full of fake friends and opportunistic hanger-on's, jealous of anyone who could distract Ashley's attention away from them."
I added, "It's been like this ever since I finished my first film. Unfortunately, some of them used to be important to my career and still expect me to give them the same deference I used to give them."
"So, where does Antonio fit into all of this?" Jos asked Lucy, ignoring me.
Lucy refused to answer, staring at me; I knew what she was thinking. It was my problem, and I had to explain. I shifted in my seat. "He's my stupid big mistake," I said, not willing to say anything else.
There was a long pregnant pause while Jos contemplated our words. Then he said softly, "Was or still is?"
I swallowed, "Was, as far as I am concerned, but he's a persistent bastard, I don't think we've seen the last of him."
The car drew up in front of the security gate that led down to the garage below my apartment block. After a moment, the gate opened, and we drove down the slope and pulled up by the elevators. David and the driver got out. After a moment, the rear door opened, and Lucy stepped out. I was halfway out before I realized that Jos was making no effort to join us.
"Please," I said, holding out my hand to him. "Come upstairs, and we can talk about your plans. I don't ever want to hurt you again. You need to tell me if I'm not behaving like your fiancée."
I couldn't read his expression, and his voice when he spoke was clipped. "You are not behaving like a fiancée!"
I pulled the door of the car closed behind me and pressed the button to deadlock all the doors.
"Then what are you going to do about it?" I asked, instinctively tightening my hand around the ring on my finger.
No words were spoken. He grasped my arm and pulled me roughly face down over his legs, I gasped in surprise and then hissed as his hand descended on my ass with a sharp crack.
I couldn't help myself, "Fuck that hurt." I hadn't been smacked since I was ten.
"Do you want me to stop?" His voice was cold, and I knew if I said yes, that would be the end of us.
I turned my head so I could see his. "No," I whispered and shivered as he placed his hand back down on my ass. I half expected that he would pull my dress up to make the punishment more embarrassing, but he didn't. He just delivered another half a dozen sharp painful smacks, alternating them from one side to the other. I gasped at each stinging shock, but I never took my eyes off his, and his expression never changed.
After the last smack, there was a long pause while he just left his hand resting on my ass. Finally, I moved to sit next to him, grateful that the seat cushion was soft, and I could see the tears rolling down his face.
He looked so surprised at his action and upset at the pain he'd inflicted that I cupped his face in my hands and gently kissed his tears away.
"I'm sorry that you needed to do that," I whispered. "I earned it, I'm a selfish bitch, and I don't deserve you. I've been treating you like one of the crowd I used to hang out with, and you are so much more than that. Please let me come with you," I pleaded.
He ignored my plea and looked down at his red palm. "I don't know why I did that," he said, the tone of his voice asking for forgiveness, not the words.
"Because I deserved it," I reiterated and waited for him decide my fate. I was scared I'd pushed him too far. I was convinced he still loved me, but which "me" did he love. Old or new me, and had I changed so much that I'd alienated him.
He was too quiet, so I said, "You did nothing wrong, I was in the wrong, and I hurt you. I needed you to show me how you felt, and you just showed me that you still care about me."
"Do you want to tell me about Antonio," he asked? It wasn't really a question. "It was obvious to everyone there, he expected you to go with him tonight, and it looked to me like you were considering it."
Shit, I'd hoped I'd have time to order my thoughts before I needed to explain myself, but a quick glance at Jos told me he wasn't going to let this drop.
I threw caution to the wind. "I said that he was a big mistake, well, that's somewhat of an understatement. He's what kryptonite is to Superman; he has a way of getting under my skin." I gave him a brief smile, hoping that he'd be amused at my words. His expression didn't change.
I sighed inwardly; this was going to be difficult and painful. I didn't want to lie to him, but I also didn't want him to despise me so much that he left me.
"I met Antonio at a party several years ago. He was the epitome of everything I despised. Arrogant and treats women like sexual playthings, expects them to come running when he snaps his fingers, but it turned out he was my perfect storm," I said, using the term that Mia had used. "He would treat me in a way I've never let anybody else. I've never been a person to him, just a sex toy, a body for him to use at his convenience, but I couldn't say no to him."
Jos grunted in anger, and I glanced at him nervously. He gestured for me to continue.
I gulped silently and carried on, hoping I wasn't sealing my fate. "I've never been in love with him," I insisted, "but there is something about him that affects me at a primordial level. You are the only other person who does that for me, but the big difference is that I love you desperately, as well."
"Am I going to have to compete for you with him?"
"Christ, no, you won that battle the moment I saw you in the restaurant."
"In that case, what were you doing this evening?"
"My body momentarily rebelled at a visceral level, forgetting it had already surrendered to you."
"Is it going to forget again?"
"Not if I have you to help me. I'm like a recovering addict, and tonight was me almost relapsing. If I hadn't met you, there's a good chance I would have gone with him to his room and hated myself afterward."
There was a tap at the window of the car door, and I looked up to see Lucy through the tinted glass. I opened the door, and she stuck her head inside.
She gave us a soft smile and said, "The driver wants to know if there's any chance he can have his car back. And by the way, we might not be able to see what was going on, but the car isn't soundproof."
I'm not sure who of the two of us blushed the most. We stepped out of the car, and I started to hold my hand out to Jos, then hesitated. I need him to make the first move to let his actions tell me I was forgiven. He did that man thing of stretching and looking around before stepping in close and wrapping his arms around me. My insecurities vanished in that instance, and I knew I was safe. We were good, and I was going sailing with my love.

~ ~~§~~ ~Our bed was gently rocking in time with the shifting sea. The motion and the aroma of freshly brewed coffee drew me from my sleep. I opened my eyes to see light dancing across the ceiling of the cabin. A new day was dawning, and we were due to head off to cruise around the islands off the coast of Croatia. Jos had just been given a commission from one of the sailing magazines to write an article for them.
So far, the trip had been everything I'd hoped for. Jos's boat, the Lost Girl, was no luxury yacht, yet that made it so much more. It was a home away from home, a place to understand what made Jos tick; it was full of his memories: a place for the pair of us to grow together and fall in love all over again.
Even the presence of Mandy and Paul, the young couple Jos had hired to help him sail the boat crew was perfect. Paul was Mandy's adoring boyfriend, and once he had got over a brief case of film star hero-worship, he had become a good friend. Mandy was an excellent sailor and took me under her wing; she was like a younger wiser sister. In another time, I would have happily made a play for her young charms but not now. I'd not yet summoned up the courage to admit to Jos that there was a good deal of bi in my makeup. I had no idea how I was going to explain the depth of my relationship with Lucy.
Before we had left the marina, I'd had a long emotional talk with Lucy; I'd told Jos that it was a business meeting, and in truth, the first hour or so had been all business. Later, we were on the balcony of her hotel room overlooking the marina. We were resting on the sun loungers and enjoying the afternoon sun. We had both changed into bikinis, although Lucy's top rested next to the open bottle of wine on the low table beside us. We nursed half-full glasses. Below us in the marina we could catch glimpses of Jos and Mandy working on his boat.
For a few years, Lucy had been so much more than my assistant. She'd been my friend, a sounding board for my twisted emotions, and for the later years, she'd been my confidant and lover. She understood my need for Jos and had just told me she willing to share my attention.



That worried me, "I'm scared to admit to him that you are more than a friend," I admitted to her. "He's only just got over my revelations about Toni. While I know you're not a threat to us, I'm not sure he would see it that way. Or how he would react if I asked if you could share his bed with us."
"I don't think I'm ready to jump in bed with him, either," Lucy pointed out. "I like him, but it's you I love. I just want a little 'me' time with you every now and again."
"Loo, I still love you, that's not going to change, but I've also loved Jos for most of my life, so for the next few months, I need to re-establish my relationship with him without and distraction. I need your understanding."
Lucy swung her legs off the lounger and sat up, facing me. A couple of drops of sweat trailed down between her breasts. She said, "It will be hard, but so long as I know you still love me, I can wait."
I sat up as well and took her hands in mine. "I have an ulterior motive," I said. "I want you to cover my ass with the press and the public while I'm away. I need someone to look after all my affairs while I'm away, and you are the only person I trust. I'll leave you documents that formalized your new position, you are to take charge of all my business dealings, but I want you take a few weeks off and relax first."
Lucy looked surprised at my words, Ashley Bell was a person, but she was also a brand and a business. I'd just thrust her into the upper echelons of the entertainment world.
"Are you sure/ that's a lot of trust."
"I should have made you my business manager a long time ago," I admitted. "You've been doing the job for a long time, but I didn't want to risk our relationship."
"And what about us?" I knew what she was referring to.
"Once Jos feels completely secure with me, I'll talk to him about my feeling for you. But you need to understand that as much as we have, I will always put him first."
She gave me a brief nod. I leaned forward, and taking her head between my hands gave her a soft kiss on her lips. She surrendered into the kiss, then captured one of my fingers and kissed it, drawing it into her mouth and teasingly sucking it. She started kissing the side of my face while I mirrored her action by sucking her finger. Her whole body was up against mine, and my determination to resist her charms while I was reconnecting with Jos was gone, blown away like a leaf in an autumn storm.
Her lips moved close to my ear, and she whispered, "Please can we make love Ash, it's going to be such a long time before we can get together again."
My finger slid down the side of her face, and she pulled me to my feet, wrapping her arms around my waist, and led me into her room and the sofa, where I collapsed in a heap.
My mind was a whirlwind of emotions and nerves. I glanced at the balcony door and considered returning to its relative safety. The fresh air outdoors would surely clear my head of these crazy thoughts and feelings. At least I wouldn't smell her out there, and maybe I would be able to come to my senses and put a stop to this madness. I needed to think about Jos and what would happen if he were to discover my hidden side before I'd prepared the ground.
"I should leave," I whispered, but it was without conviction, and I didn't make a move to get up. Hell, I don't think my legs would have worked right at that point anyway.
"No," she said, shaking her head slowly, "Please stay. We both need this."
Lucy carried on kissing my face, sucking my neck, and licking my ear, which was driving me crazy. My neck is one huge erogenous zone for me, and her actions were sending jolts of pleasure down my spine and into my pussy. Then she added the finishing touch by telling me, "I want to taste you Ashley."
Her hands were at work, running her fingertips across the thin fabric of my bikini top, teasing my nipples into hard sensitive points. I was faced with a decision, should I let her continue and surrender to the waves of pleasure, or should I put a stop to this now, before it went too far. I felt like I was just a spectator watching a scene play out in front of me, but it was me who undid the bow holding the strap at my neck together. The top slid off my breasts, exposing my nipples, crinkled in desire to her hopeful gaze.
Warm, soft hands slid lovingly over my bare stomach and sides until they reached my naked breasts. She was taking her time with me, not rushing like a man would when breasts were near. Instead, her fingertips barely touched my skin as they slowly took possession of my soft mounds. I sat still, seemingly unable to move a muscle. I was tense again, but she was slowly breaking through my defenses.
Lucy noticed my nerves as she whispered, "You're so tense. Just breathe and relax. I love you."
I closed my eyes and tried to relax, but it was so hard. The feelings that I was a terrible person were making it difficult to think clearly. What was I doing?
"I shouldn't be doing this," I whispered, and a single tear rolled down my cheek.
Lucy backed up and removed her hands from my chest. The look on her face was calm and caring. "Ashley, do you want to leave?" She asked. "It's okay; I'll understand if you need to go to him."
This was my chance to leave, Lucy would understand. I could leave and still consider myself faithful to Jos, even after what I had done earlier. So why wasn't taking the opportunity to leave? Why was I sat there struggling with myself? I realized right then and there that I wanted these last few moments with Lucy as much as she wanted me. Damn the consequences. I would deal with them later.
"No." I replied, "We both need this Lucy. I want you... I want to make love to you."
The smile on Lucy's face filled me with so much warmth, that suddenly I wasn't afraid anymore. "I'm so glad." She beamed.

~ ~~§~~ ~Jos's boat, the Lost Girl, was an excellent yacht on which to learn the ropes, though I was quick to learn, you don't call them ropes; they are lines. With the autopilot engaged she almost sailed herself. I was a willing student; I approached the task of learning to sail as though I was researching a new role. In a way, I was, I was auditioning for the role of Jos's wife and companion, and it was the most important audition of my life.
We were a couple of weeks into the trip, and we had spent the last couple of days moored in the marina at Leuca, on the heel of Italy. Jos had intended to rest and stock up for the trip to Corfu, but a call from his agent the previous day had changed his plans. We were going to head up the Adriatic Sea and spend a few weeks cruising around the islands off the coast of Croatia.
Moored next to us was the 'Xander, the yacht on which David and my security team were traveling. While I had become so used to the presence of a security team, Jos found their proximity uncomfortable. He got on with David, but wasn't willing to change his lifestyle to accommodate the majority of David's demands. In any case, there wasn't the room on his yacht for a security team.
We'd come to a compromise; I'd chartered a second, larger yacht and crew, so David and his team of five could shadow us. Jos had agreed to let David mount a tracking beacon and panic button onboard the Girl, but that was the limit of his cooperation.
So far, we'd had no real security scares, just the usual overzealous fans who'd managed to recognize me. The only unusual blip on the horizon had been a large yacht that for a while had seemed to be stalking us. The yacht was the Mirabelle. She had hovered on the edge of our radar horizon for most of a day before speeding up to pass us on our approach to the port of Leuca. The only person we could see on board her had watched us intently through a pair of binoculars the whole time, leaving Jos and myself feeling unnerved.
Mirabelle had been moored up against the seawall when we arrived at the marina. She was a three-story monolith in black and white, and we couldn't brush off the feeling that we were under constant attention from the shadowy shapes we saw moving behind the tinted glass.
"There's something about that boat that feels wrong," Jos had told me as we'd entered the marina. We got a close look at her. "It's odd that a boat like that isn't heaving with the rich and beautiful. Other than that person we saw looking at us throughout binoculars as they passed us, I've seen no one on board. Even if she was in transit with no passengers, we should have seen the crew."
I could see what he meant; a quick glance around the marina showed that almost every other boat had people on them, but not the Mirabelle. She was all closed up, apart from one lone crew member hosing down her swimming platform.
After we were moored, David came over and greeted us. He gave the Mirabelle a long studied look before saying, "I called the office, all they were able to find out is that she's registered in Napoli and currently on a two-month charter, and before you ask, I can't find out who she's chartered to, but we are still trying."
Something about the shape and color of the yacht had been nudging at a distant memory. "I'm sure I've seen her somewhere before," I said.
"Can you remember where or when?" David demanded. "It can't have been that long ago; from what we know, she was only launched three years ago."
I shook my head. "If you don't recognize her, then it must have been when you weren't around."
David considered and nodded. "But that would mean she was in the Caribbean two years ago, because that's when you spent that month with Zoe on her yacht."
"Or it was earlier that year when I rented that tiny island for a month," I pointed out. "There were several large boats anchored in the marina near the resort on the other island. You weren't there, as I used the island's security so you could have a vacation."
I paused, wracking my brain for that elusive memory, then it came back to me. "That's it; I'm sure that's where I saw her. She was anchored there for several weeks or at least a boat that looked just like her," and I nodded in the direction of Mirabelle.
Paul looked up from the phone, he and Mandy were looking at. "If the boat you saw looked like that one, then it's the same boat. She's on the San Christobel charter site. They say she was built in the Benetti boat yard; they only built one in that design with that hull color. All the others are either blue or white."
"Is there anything that can tell us who's chartered her?" David asked.
"Sorry," he told David. "The charter company's website just says that the next available dates for her will be after she's relocated to the Caribbean for the winter season."
David sighed, "That's all we could find out, as well. I've assigned a couple from the team to keep an eye on her while she's in port." He made a subtle gestured in the direction of a couple strolling along the sea wall. "I thought a man and a woman looking like tourists would be a lot less obvious."
They were a good hundred meters away, and if David hadn't pointed them out I wouldn't have noticed them. He was right; they looked just like a pair of tourists.
We all kept a cautious eye on the Mirabelle for the rest of the day, but there was no change. By the time the sun slipped below the horizon, we were all feeling a bit stir crazy. Jos insisted that we go into town and find a restaurant. I was glad he did, and I could see how the ominous presence of the black yacht was affecting him, as he accepted the extra security that David insisted on providing without a single complaint.
We were all relieved to see an empty stretch of water where the Mirabelle had been moored the next morning.
We had taken our breakfast onto the deck and found David in conversation with Mandy and Paul.
"They left first thing this morning," David said as he saw me.
For a moment, I wasn't sure what he meant, then I realized and looked over to the harbor wall and the empty space where the Mirabelle had been moored.
"Thank God for that," I said, and Jos echoed my feelings. I hadn't wanted to say anything to Jos, but something about the man who'd stood in the shadows and observing us as the Mirabelle passed by, had seemed familiar. He'd been too far away to be sure, but I was sure I knew him. My first thought was that it had been Toni, but then common sense had washed over me. The height and build had been wrong for him, but I couldn't shrug off the feeling it was someone I knew.
Later that morning, Jos's plans changed. Instead of making the crossing to Corfu and then onward to the Greek islands as planned, we were going to head up the Adriatic and investigate the islands off the coast of Croatia.
The call from his agent had come early the next morning. He put his phone on speaker, and I listen in.
A female voice asked abruptly, "What do you know about Croatia?"
He grinned at me before saying, "I'm fine, Katherine, and how are you?"
We could hear her muttering, and then "Fine; I'm okay. Where are you now?"
"We're moored in the harbor at Leuca; it's on the southern tip of the heel of Italy; we are due to head for Corfu later today."
"Josh, darling, how do you fancy a side trip?"
"Let me take a wild guess, Croatia!" I could hear the humor in his words.
We heard her laugh, "Yes, "Yachting Monthly" magazine wants you to write a ten-page piece on cruising around the Croatian islands."
"That could be a bit difficult, Katherine; I've never been there."
"They thought that might be the case. They want a story about you cruising around the islands, a fresh perspective on the region. Ten pages and at least a dozen photos, plus a follow-up piece for the following month's edition. You know the type of thing, prettiest islands, best moorings, food, and drink."
He nodded in understanding, "What are they offering?"
"It's a good deal, Josh; the Croatian government is co-sponsoring the article, so there's 5K for expenses and another fifteen for the article."
I smiled at the intent way Katherine stressed the value of the contract to him. I could, and had, spent that much on a small party for my friends without even blinking an eye, but Jos looked pleased with the amount.
"And the follow-up piece?" he asked.
"Another three thousand."
He gave me a questioning look and whispered, "Your choice, yes or no."
I was so pleased that he was giving me a say in the choice, so I leaned closer to the phone and said, "He'll do it, he promised to show me some islands, and I don't care if they are in Croatia or Greece."
There was a pause from Katherine's end before she asked, "Who are you?"
"I'm Alison; I'm his fiancée."
There was a long pause from her end before she said, "Congratulations to both of you. You realize you've just broken my secretary's heart; I think she's been secretly in love with Josh for years."
"She'll have to fight me for him; I've been in love with him since I was eight."
She gave a contemplative whistle and then said. "I think that wins. Josh, I'll send you an email with all the details. They need the first copy in six weeks, are you okay with that?"
Jos looked like he was calculating the distances in his head. He grunted, "That's doable. It'll take us about a week to get to the first of the islands. That'll leave us a month to cruise around the rest of the islands and the last week to polish the article."
"Thanks, Josh. Bye, Alison. Call me if you want anything." With that, she ended the call.
I was sure she was still calling me Alison because she wasn't aware of my other persona. I wasn't complaining, I liked the feeling of being Alison again; there was no pressure and I felt so free. Jos helped by treating me like the girl next door he remembered. Mandy and Paul, the university students Jos had hired to help him crew the Girl, had become close friends to both of us. I was the happiest I'd been since I was forced into leaving Jos behind all those years before.
Jos pored over the maps and told us that we had two choices. "We can follow the Italian coastline up as far as Ancona then cross over to the Croatian coast. Or, make the crossing and up the Albanian coast until we reach the islands off the Croatian coast." He looked at me for my opinion.
"We've done Italy," I pointed out. "None of us have been to Albania, so let's take the scenic route." With that, it was decided.
It took us a week to reach the first of the islands. Jos and David discussed the best options for a safe passage. We modified our travel pattern, sailing each day for about six hours. The Xander would keep close by until the final hour when she would pass us and seek out a suitable mooring for the night.
There were several times during the trip that Jos and Paul conferred with the team on the Xander The reason was a blip on the edge of the radar display that faded in and out. It appeared to be marking time with us. If it was the 'Mirabelle' shadowing us, then we never managed a visual sighting. Jos did his best to keep it low key, reassuring me that he didn't think there was an issue, but I was still disturbed.

~ ~~§~~ ~The Croatian coastal islands have turned out to be a hidden gem, one I was ashamed to admit I hadn't known about; I was almost tempted to write a bad review just to keep them as my private playground.
Some of the smaller islands were almost deserted, wide sandy beaches inviting us to leave our fleeting footprints and laze about in the clear water, watching silver fish dart around our legs. The larger islands have towns and marinas, where we were able to relax in comfort. Most of the towns hugged the low hills leading up from the coast. The terra-cotta roof tiles of the houses glow rusty red in the late afternoon sun.
These were the first lines of Jos's article, and if anything, it was an understatement of what we discovered. I sat next to him as he balanced his laptop on his knees, reading the introduction to his article. I rested my head on his shoulder and enjoyed watching his fingers dance across the keyboard.
We had reached the midpoint of our cruise around the islands. That morning we had been sailing in and out of the beautiful bays that dotted the coastline of the island of Losinj, while the Xanderwaited offshore for us. Jos took notes and a multitude of photos as we discovered the best places for visiting boats to moor. We had decided it would be nice to enjoy a few of the local amenities, and we aimed to moor in the natural harbor of the island's main town. We were looking forward to a meal we hadn't cooked. I know I wanted to spend a couple of days exploring the town.
Jos moored the Lost Girlstern in against a marina pontoon; he left enough space for the Xander to ease-in beside us. That first evening, we had stayed close to our side of the town. The harbormaster had recommended a local restaurant, and it turned out to be an excellent choice. The food and drink were delightful, and we discovered a small nightclub a few doors away with live music and a tiny dance floor. Mandy and I enjoyed the attention of our boyfriends, who acquiesced in our wish to be pampered on the dance floor and let us dance the night away. Not once did anybody approach me, and I reveled in my anonymity. It was a happy and rather merry group that staggered the few dozen yards back to the Girl when the club closed.
I dragged Jos shopping the next morning, leading him deep into the twisting narrow streets, marveling at the hidden squares and the local shops. As in many of the ports and towns we'd visited, I continued to enjoy the sense of anonymity. Oh, I received the natural appreciation of a woman's beauty. Looks and smiles that were so much more acceptable than the ghoulish attention I usually got from the paparazzi.



We had lunch at a tiny cafe that was just several tables set up in the shade of a vine-covered pergola. Lunch was a fresh salad with grilled baby octopus, each one no larger than the tip of my thumb.
Back on the boat, the wine and food took their toll and I decided to take a nap. I tried to tempt Jos to join me, but his pressing need to work on the article won out.
I woke up full of bounce, seeking out Jos and bouncing onto his lap. He called this my 'I'm Tigger' persona. I discovered how much I enjoyed bouncing on Jos when we were first children. I had worn Tigger PJ's that first time, and the name had stuck. Now I was using it to try and entice him from his laptop.
"The wonderful thing about Alison's is Alison's are wonderful things, and I'm the only one," I sang softly in his ear as I got comfortable on his lap.
"You do know those aren't the words of the song," he reminded me. "And thank God there's only one of you; I don't think I'd survive if there were more!"
I laughed and made a show of kissing his lips. I licked mine and said, "Hmmm, hunny," and then kissed him again.
"You're mixing up the characters."
"In my world, Alison's love hunny, too," I replied, and then abruptly changed tack and asked. "Can we go back to that club again tonight, pretty please?"
"Sure," he said. "But I don't want to be out too late; we're supposed to leave early in the morning."
"No that's fine, just a couple of hours would be great."
Jos slipped me off his lap, then he stood up and stretched. He winced in pain and massaged his temples.
"Are you okay?" I asked, concern in my voice. His face had lost its color, and his eyes were bloodshot.
"It's just a headache. My fault, I think I need to get my eyes tested."
I took over, gently massaging his temples and neck. The muscles in his neck were like taunt cables under my fingertips. "We don't have to go out tonight; I'd be just as happy here with you."
He gave me a quick smile, "I'll have a shower and see how I feel afterward. Let's at least plan to eat out; we can go back to the restaurant from last night. Then, if I'm up to it we can try the club afterward."
I gave him my happy dance and shooed him off to go and shower.
Mandy and I got together and decided we were going to wow our men. Jos was evicted from our cabin as soon as he'd finished his shower and told to take a nap. We'd managed to find a pair of closely matching dresses in one of the harbor front fashion stores. They were quite expensive, and I'd bought hers for her. They were short but not to the point of indecency. The top on mine was fitted, and the neckline dropped halfway down my back. I had to dispense with a bra, as the strap could be seen and chose a skimpy thong to wear.
Mandy's dress was a touch longer than mine, and she decided to go commando and give Paul a treat. Her bubbly personality suited her dress, which had a plunging neckline deep between the not inconsiderable swell of her breasts. I lent her a diamond pendant to ensure that all men's eyes would be in unerringly drawn to her assets.
Jos looked a bit better and insisted he was okay, but I could sense his headache was still there.
At the restaurant, the proprietor whose name was Mario remembered us from the previous evening. His eyes sparkled as he took in the beautiful women. Last night Mandy and I had been dressed casually. Today I was in my full Ashley persona, and I looked like the movie star I supposedly was. As we ate Marko kept glancing over at me, his eyes screwed up in contemplation. Finally, as the waiter was removing our empty dishes, his curiosity got the better of his proprietary.
He came over and asked quietly so as not to be overheard, "I'm sorry to intrude, but you are the American film star, Ashley Bell?"
Inwardly I sighed, then I gave him a smile and nodded in agreement. I responded, also keeping my words low. "I am, but please don't make a fuss, I'm on holiday and I want to keep as low a profile as possible."
He looked sad at that, suspecting his chance of a celebrity endorsement for his restaurant was fading away. I felt sorry for him, so I asked him to call over one of the waitresses, who turned out to be his daughter. I handed her my phone and asked her to take a couple of photos of me with her father.
I gave Marko a kiss on the cheek, just as the waitress took a photo, and he colored up. I smiled and told him, "If you give me your email address, I'll send you the best of these when our holiday is over. You have my permission to print it if you want."
He handed me a business card, which I handed to Jos. "We have a website," he added. "If you would be so kind as to leave us a message."
"I will, but remember, it won't be for a few days," I reminded him. Then I saw Jos rubbing at his temples, and his complexion had blanched. I could tell his headache had returned.
We paid the bill and stepped out into the fresh air. Jos took a few deep breaths, and some of the color returned to his features. Mandy and Paul looked concerned, and Jos said he was okay, but he wanted to go back to the boat and rest.
"You're not well love, let's go back to the boat," I told him.
"That'll spoil the evening for the rest of you. I just need to go to bed, but there's no reason why the three of you can't go to the club for a while. So long as you have Jeff with you, I won't worry."
He nodded in the direction of the ever-present member of my security team; on this occasion, it was Jeff, an ex-agent of the US secret service protection team.
I was torn, I wanted to look after him, but I knew that all he wanted was to curl up in a quiet dark place. The best I would be able to do was keep quiet and let him sleep. Staying with the others would also work, and hopefully he'd be feeling better when we got back to the boat.
"You wouldn't mind?" I said. "We'll only stay for an hour or so."
"No, go and enjoy yourselves. Wake me with a kiss when you get in."
Jeff said, "She'll be fine, I'll keep an eye on her and make sure she gets back safely. If the clubs busy, I'll call for some backup."
Jos gave me a kiss, and I watched him make his way back towards the mooring. I linked my arms with Mandy and Paul, and we walked the short distance to the entrance of the club. The club was busier and noisier than the previous evening, and then I recalled it was Saturday, it must be the local party night.
Jeff briefly spoke to the club manager as we were ushered inside by the doorman. The manager found us a nice secluded table, and we ordered a round of drinks. Jeff looked at the crowds and seemed a bit nervous.
He made a call, speaking softly but urgently into his phone. Then he came over to me, "I've just called for my back up to join us," he said. "It's Petra. Would you mind all staying together until she gets here, she won't be long."
I liked Jeff, and I didn't want to cause him any issues with David, so although my feet were twitching ready to dance, I nodded in agreement.
Petra arrived 15 minutes later and eased in to stand beside Jeff, who visibly relaxed. One security officer had been fine for the restaurant, but not in this busy club. David had been with us the previous night, and it had felt safe as everyone we had met had been friendly. That night, there was an underlying sense of urgency amongst the party-goers.
The dance floor beckoned, and the three of us dived in. Jeff and Petra were keeping close, trying to look like a couple enjoying themselves, but their eyes were never still, roaming over the groups of dancers searching for any threats. I danced with Paul and Mandy, the three of us in a happy group. In a past life I would have had no problem in trying to entice the pair of them into my bed. My time with Jos had washed that side of me away. I was just enjoying their friendship with no ulterior motive.
We alternated dancing and resting for the next hour or so. I limited my drinking to a glass of wine, followed by a couple of bottles of water. I was surprised when Petra offered me a glass of champagne. If had been anyone else offering it to me, I would have automatically declined it.
"It's okay, I saw it poured," she reassured me. "The bottle was opened in front of me."
Reassured, I'd swallowed half of the contents when the oddity of the action hit me. Why was Petra offering me champagne? It wasn't the usual action of a bodyguard. I looked for Jeff, and he was standing on the other side of our table, sipping from a bottle of water. He seemed relaxed but alert; his eyes kept watching the crowd. His relaxed behavior was enough to stop me worrying.
I finished the glass, setting it down on the table, and saw Petra pick it up with a smile and ask if I wanted another one. I shook my head and sat back in my seat and let the beat of the music wash over me. Paul and Mandy looked happy as they cuddled together next to me.
I thought that it was about time we should leave, but the hypnotic beat and a sudden wave of tiredness kept me pinned to my seat. Then there was a gasp nearby, and I looked up to see two women I knew and hovering behind them a presence I also knew.
Simon smiled, "Of all the gin joints..." he said, sliding into the seat beside me after Petra gave him a nod. The women, a pair of models I knew quite well stepped over, and they both gave me a kiss and a hug. Zee was a tall Afro-Caribbean beauty. The second, Angie was Chinese, short for a model, but her jet-black hair flowed all the way down her back.
They were both the same age as I was, and that was old for a modeling career. I'd heard rumors that they'd both retired the previous year. What I didn't understand was why they were there, and far more importantly, why the hell was Simon sitting beside me.
"Zee, Angie, what a surprise." I gave Simon a confused look. "How can you be here, Simon?" Something was so wrong about this, but it was like I was an observer floating above myself.
"Hey Ali, it's time we got back to the boat," Mandy broke into my confusion.
"Sure," I started to say, but Simon interrupted me and spoke to my companions.
"Hi, I'm Simon. I'm an old friend of Ash's. I'm here with a couple of her old friends." He indicated the two women who had sat down.
Mandy and Paul gave me a surprised look. Then Mandy said, "You were in Ali's last film weren't you,"
He nodded, "I was surprised to find Ashley here. As soon as we spotted her, we came over to ask you all over for a drink with us." He vaguely gestured towards the far side of the club.
Mandy shook her head, "Sorry, we are just about to leave; we have an early start in the morning."
He nodded in understanding, and I was relieved that the decision had been taken from me. I was finding it difficult to concentrate, and the throbbing background beat of the music was making me feel hot.
Simon made no attempt to move from his seat to allow me to get up. "That's a pity," he said, and took hold of my hand. "I'm sure Ash won't mind joining us for a drink first."
It didn't sound right, but he sat close, and the aftershave he was wearing was tugging at my subconscious. I found myself considering a last drink with him, Zee and Angie.
Petra bent close to us and said to Mandy and Paul. "It's not an issue if you want to go on ahead, Ashley's will be safe with Jeff and me to keep an eye on her."
I nodded, "I doubt if we will be more than half an hour," I added, not wanting to spoil their night.
Simon nodded in agreement, "Just a drink and quick catch-up, that's all. We are leaving tomorrow, as well, so we'll be heading back to our yacht fairly soon."
They looked at each other, then at me. Paul said, "Are you sure that's okay, Alison? We can wait a bit longer." He didn't look too happy.
I was feeling confused and still a little bit guilty over the way I'd left things with Simon, and I hadn't seen the girls for couple of years. A quick drink with him would ease my conscience and wouldn't hurt, I thought. For all his issues, he was a damn good actor, and I might want to work with him sometime in the future.
"No, that's fine, I said. "You go back; I won't be that long. Just keep the noise down in case Jos is still asleep."
Mandy giggled, "I'll have to bite the pillow again." She blushed. Paul tried and failed to keep a straight face.
Petra moved across to Jeff, and their heads almost collided as she spoke into his ear. He looked a bit surprised and glanced over at Simon and the women. I gave him a reassuring smile, and he appeared to relax.
A few moments later, Paul hugged me, Mandy gave me a kiss and a long hug.
"We're off, I'll check on Jos for you," she said. "I wouldn't stay too late if I were you. Jos wants to get going early tomorrow morning."
"I won't be long," I tried to reassure her, not totally sure why I wasn't going with her. "I haven't seen Zee and Angie in ages. Just a quick drink and then I'll head back."
To Zee and Angie, I added, "It's a pity Jos wasn't feeling well; you would have enjoyed meeting him." The two women glanced at each other at my words.
Mandy offered, "If it's only going to be a few minutes, I could wait for you."
"No, you go on, I'm sure Paul's eager to get you chewing on the pillow," I joked.
Mandy blushed again and gave me a last hug before following her boyfriend out of the club and back to the boat.
Simon settled back in his seat, and the women squeezed in beside me. I looked around, trying to work out why I felt so lethargic. A waitress came up with a tray of drinks and was asked to get a couple of bottles of water for Petra and Jeff.
"I'm just going to stay for the one drink," I insisted as Simon passed me a full glass. "You haven't explained why you are here. And what are you two doing here?" I said to Zee and Angie.
Simon answered, cutting off Angie's attempt to respond. "We are all guests on a yacht; it's moored in the harbor on the other side of the town."
Zee nodded, but an odd expression flitted across her face. It should have concerned me, but the wine had seemed to have gone to my head. If it hadn't been for the comforting presence of Jeff and Petra, I might have been worried, but as it stood, I felt oddly relaxed
"It belongs to an old friend of yours," Simon added, replied. "Come on drink up, and then let's go and join him."
I sipped my drink and then found myself being led across the dance floor, I wanted to resist, but my body didn't want to seem to cooperate. I looked around for Jeff and Petra, but I could only see Petra following us. She gave me a reassuring nod.
The corner he led me towards was dimly lit. I could see a table and several shadowy figures in the recess. Petra moved towards a couple of bulky guys who oozed menace, obvious security. I sat down and realized I knew the man sitting closest to me. I couldn't remember his name, but he was a film producer from LA.
He gave me a smile and said hello and nodded as Simon and the girls found themselves seats.
I was desperately trying to remember his name when I was saved by Simon, saying, "Herb, guess who I found all on her own."
I wasn't on my own, I started to say, but a new voice broke in saying my name. I blinked to try and see into the recess, and the person who I knew sat there.
"Ahh, my Bella Ashley," he said in his soft voice. "Have you missed me?"
I sat paralyzed as Toni eased forward on his seat. "Did you enjoy your drink?" He looked closely at me, "Ah, I see you did. Shall we go."
I felt a hand slip under my arm and urged me up on my feet. Petra was beside me, and she whispered in my ear, "Time to pay the piper, you bitch."
It made no sense to me, and I let myself be led away. It was as though I was in a waking dream, and I couldn't resist. I remember the gentle breeze drying the sweat on my face as we exited the club and feeling so confused and weak. My last conscious thought was, where was Jeff, why hadn't he stepped in to stop this?

~ ~~§~~ ~Josh, third cameo:
Loud voices on deck dragged me from my sleep. Sunlight was filtering through the blinds on the portholes at a shallow angle, so it was early morning. It looked like I'd slept through the night. I was confused, but at least the last vestiges of my migraine had gone.
David's continued raised voice forced the last vestiges of sleep from me, and I sat up. Alison wasn't by my side, and it didn't look like her side of the bed had been disturbed.
The voices were distant, but sound carried through the open skylight. "Did anyone see Ashley come back last night?" David repeated, sounding anxious.
I heard Mandy reply, "We haven't seen her since we left the club. We left before her; isn't she in the cabin with Josh?"
I was already pulling on a pair of shorts when David knock on the door, but before I could respond, it opened, and David appeared in the opening.
His eyes flashed around the room seeking Ali, and his expression hardened as he saw only me.
"Ashley?
I shook my head, and he was gone. I was dressed and following him in seconds. Jeff was sitting in the cockpit, his face pale and drawn, and David was towering over him.
"Tell me again, what happened, and don't leave anything out?"
Jeff looked at him groggily and reached for the bottle of water that Mandy was holding out to him. He washed his mouth out, spitting the mouthful overboard, then drank half of the contents in one go.
Jeff looked at me and mouthed, "Sorry," and my heart turned icy.
"What the fuck happened? Where is she?" I demanded
"That's what I'm trying to work out," David snapped. "It seems she met up with some friends last night and could just be staying with them." There was a lack of conviction in his last comment that made my hackles rise.
"She would have let me know," I started. David hushed me, then gestured at Jeff to continue.
He swallowed and said, "Miss Bell met a couple of friends in the club and decided to join their group for a while after her companions left to come back here. The club was busy when we got there, so I called my backup for the night for support. It was Petra. I wasn't worried, but there are some places I can't follow the principle that a woman could." He shrugged, and David nodded in understanding.
"We wanted to get back," Paul explained. "Ali said she wanted to catch up with her friends. But she didn't intend to be that long. Jeff and Petra were with her, so we weren't worried," Paul pointed out.
Jeff said, "Nothing seemed out of place, boss. Ashley knew the people who came over, they were friends, and I've seen her with them before."
"Who was it?" "Where is Petra?" The questions came from David and me simultaneously.
"I don't know where Petra, is boss; it was that actor Simon Davies and a couple of models that Miss Bell used to hang around with a year or so ago. One of them was the African model who calls herself Zee, the other was a Chinese girl, but I can't remember her name."
The name of the woman meant nothing to me, but David nodded and gestured to Jeff to continue.
"They saw Ashley and came over. I think everyone appeared surprised to see the others there, at least Miss Bell was. They," and he gestured at Mandy and Paul, "said their goodbyes and left. Then Simon and the two women sat down."
"What happened next?"
"I was off to one side where I could watch her and the room, Petra was with me. Ashley seemed pleased to see the women. I remember her saying that she would only have one drink. The last thing I'm sure of was Petra offering me a bottle of water to drink."
He groaned softly and looked at me. "It was sealed, so I wasn't concerned. The damn thing must have been spiked because after a few moments the room was spinning. I remember starting to slump to the floor. I came to about an hour ago in one of those little squares over there. I got back here, and nobody had seen her or Petra."



"Boss, there's something else. There were a couple of bodyguards in the background, I thought they were there for Simon, but now I think about it, I'm sure I've seen them before. They were part of Antonio Rossi's security team in London."
One of the security team hurried across the road towards us, and David stepped down to meet him.
They spoke, and I heard David snarl, "Fuck."
He waved me over. "The Mirabelle was moored in the harbor on the other side of town."
"Was moored?"
"It arrived late yesterday afternoon and left first thing this morning, and I'm guessing we will find out that it's been under charter to the Rossi fashion business all this time. It looks like it's been Antonio following us all this time."
"And you think he's the one who's taken her!"
He shrugged, "I don't know, but it's our best bet. The question is she a willing or unwilling guest."
"She can't be with him voluntarily. For Christ's sake, he drugged Jeff."
"But not Petra."
"That we know of, and if she wasn't, then where is she?"
He responded, "That's what I bloody well want to know."
I interrupted and said urgently, "Ali's disappeared, and we are sitting around doing fuck all. Christ, has anybody tried calling her phone? We need to call the police."
David made a calming gesture at me. "Of course we tried her phone; it's switched off. I've already got the rest of the team checking out the town, and we are chasing up the staff at the club. Somebody must have seen who she left with. I want all the details before we think about involving the local police, I'm not sure how effective they would be, so I've called in support from the home office."
He paused as though gathering his thoughts.
I stood there completely at a loss; I'd come back to the boat last night a happy, if sick, man. Now, for a second time, my world was imploding, and I'd lost the woman I loved.
He picked up on my anguish, "Josh, I've never seen her as happy as she's been these last few weeks; she loves you, this isn't her having second thoughts. She'd never go away without letting me know; she hasn't in all the years I've worked with her. We will find her, I'll call in a few favors, and we should be able to get satellite imagery of the region shortly, it'll cost us, but I have a healthy budget. We know what time the boat left, so we should be able to find and track it."
I think it was the longest couple of hours of my life, the sun crawling across the sky, measuring the degree of my despair. Around us, the world spun to its own tune unaware of the events unfolding. It seemed ridiculous that we were just sitting around while the boat was traveling further away each minute, but without proof there was no way the authorities would dare stop the Mirabelle on the high seas; we needed proof!
Reports trickled in; confirmation that the Mirabelle was under charter to the Rossi fashion house came through. One of Antonio's bodyguards had been seen half-carrying Jeff from the club. A victim of drinking to excess had been the explanation given to the club staff. The rest of the group had apparently left a little later — one of the women seemingly needing assistance to walk. The bouncer at the door thought that Ali was the woman, but he wasn't sure as she'd been in the midst of the group when they left.
Worryingly, the bouncer was fairly sure that one of the women who'd left with them was Petra. He recalled her hurried arrival at the club, which had struck him as odd. He'd asked if she was okay, so she'd stuck in his memory. She'd been walking freely, moving amongst the group. David had received this titbit by throwing his coffee mug across the deck.
"Fuck, that's how they always seemed to know where we were going, I'd hoped that they'd forced her to go with them," he shouted. "Search her gear and bunk; let's hope their plans took her by surprise, and she left us a few answers behind."
He turned to me, anger flashing in his eyes. "She's only been with us for six months and came with the best references, guys I'd trust with my life. I don't know what fucking went wrong, but I'll guarantee you, I bloody well will."
"This is all so fucked up," I murmured. "What's wrong with the guy? How does he even think he's going to get away with it?"
"His family has a lot of powerful contacts, but even so, I don't understand his reasoning." He stopped and looked thoughtful. "I need to call an old acquaintance; there's a chance he might be able to put us in touch with someone who can help us."
"So call him," I said.
"Let's go down to the cabin and I will, I don't want to be overheard."
We settled down in the salon, and David checked through his contacts until he found the one he was looking for.
He looked at me, "I'm not sure if this will work, the guy I'm calling is in the same profession as me. He's head of security to the Ali Mac group. Alisha used to model for the Rossi fashion house, and I recall that she and her husband are close family friends to Antonio's father. I'll put the call on speaker, but you need to let me do the talking. I'll explain anything you don't understand after the call."
He didn't wait for me to respond and made a call.
A deep American voice answered almost immediately, "Davy, my man, it's been a long time. How can I help you?"
"Jamal, great to hear your voice, you old bastard."
"And it good to hear yours, but somehow, I don't think this is a social call, what's up my man?"
"Always to the point; you're right, I need your help. My principal has been abducted, and I'm hoping that yours might be able to put me in touch with someone who can help me find her."
"You think Alisha and Ben can help?" Jamal asked, surprise obvious in his voice.
"I do, I wouldn't call you on a whim Jamal."
"I guess not, so who's missing?"
"Ashley Bell, but that's just for your ears. The abduction isn't out in the public domain yet."
Jamal whistled, "I understand, so how can Alisha help you."
"We think Antonio Rossi of the Rossi fashion house is involved, somehow. I need to get in touch with his father, Maurizio. I recall hearing that he and Ali Mac are old friends."
"Maurizio Rossi ... oh, you mean Maurice. No way man, he's a gentleman from the old school. He'd never be involved in anything like that."
"We are not saying he is; it's his son Antonio who we need to talk to. We've learned that he is using a yacht that was chartered by his father's fashion house, and we suspect that Ashley is being held on it."
"Give me a moment," and there was a click and silence from Jamal's side. After a few moments, I gave David a questioning look. He gave a shake of his head and whispered, "Wait." After a bit longer there was a second click and then hint of a muffled conversation in the background, and I could see David's straining to try to make anything out.
Abruptly Jamal spoke, "I've linked you into a conference call with Alisha and Ben."
A soft sensual woman's voice spoke, "David, I think you need to explain why I should help you. You are accusing the son of one of my oldest friends, and I need you to convince me why I should believe you."
I put my hand on David's arm, "let me speak to her," I whispered.
He shrugged his shoulders and pushed the phone closer to me.
"Hi Alisha, I'm Josh Thomas, I'm Alison's fiancé."
"Alison?" her voice sounded confused. "I thought this was about Ashley Bell?"
I cursed internally, "It is," I stammered. "She, they, they are the same person. I've known Ali for years, and I just don't think of her as Ashley."
"Ahh, okay, that I can understand. But now I need to understand why I should help you. Why I should put a dear friendship at risk?"
I told her what we knew and what we thought we knew. Several times I paused as she, Jamal, or a second male voice I assumed was her husband Ben wanted confirmation of specific points.
"So that's where we stand," I wrapped up. "Ali was last seen in the club. We think the group of friends that joined her included Antonio. Now he, the boat he chartered, and Ali are missing, and we have one very pissed off bodyguard with a wicked headache."
"I want to ask David a question," Alisha said, "and I need you to let him answer it."
I gave David a questioning look, and he gestured for me to agree.
"Okay, I said.
"David, you've been with Ashley for years," Alisha said. "Has she ever disappeared on you before? Only I understand from Jamal that she and Antonio have something of a history. She's been known to be close to him, while the other one, Simon, was her boyfriend until recently. Is there any chance that this isn't an abduction, that she went voluntarily?"
I started to give an angry growl, but David turned to me and angrily gestured to keep quiet as he answered her question.
"That's not an option we are considering. Her brief relationship with Simon ended somewhat bitterly, some time ago. She's never had what you could describe as a relationship with Antonio. Recently Ashley has been actively trying to avoid him, in fact he's the one who's been stalking her, but we never thought he'd go this far."
There was a pause then, "I believe you," Alisha said, a hint of anguish in her voice. "I need to make a call, and I'm not looking forward to it. We'll get back to you." With that, the call ended.
After a moment of silence, I asked David. "Will it work?"
"I hope so; rumor has it that his father is the only man Antonio is scared of."
It wasn't until late that evening that we got the call we'd been waiting on tenterhooks for. David answered and again used the speaker feature so I could hear.
After the pleasantries were over, Alisha got down to brass tacks.
"Fortunately for all of us, Maurice is staying at his daughter's villa near Saint-Tropez, he's playing the doting grandfather, and spoiling his grandchildren. Fortunate because we were in Carcassonne, only a short drive away, and it was a lot easier to speak to him face to face."
"Ben and I took our children to see him, Maurice is our daughter's godfather, and he's always pleased to see us, that is until I explained why! He called Antonio while we were there, expecting him to deny everything. But he didn't, he admitted that Ashley is with him, although he's saying that she's there as a willing guest. I asked to speak to her; in fact, I insisted, but he initially refused. Finally, after his father insisted, a woman with a faint American accent spoke to me."
"What did she say," I blurted out.
"Josh, it wasn't her I was talking to. I've met Ashley on several occasions, and while it sounded a bit like her, the Ashley I met didn't have an American accent. Plus, she didn't respond when I called her Alison."
"Is there any possibility you could get her on the phone again?" David asked. "So we can confirm that?"
"There's no need; I can confirm that she is on the boat, and she's not a willing guest. Antonio's bodyguards are employed by the fashion house, not him. After Maurice spoke to him, he got his head of security to call the security team on the boat and read them the riot act; they confirmed that he's got her locked up in a cabin."

~ ~~§~~ ~Alison:
Everything had been like a psychedelic dream, streetlights that swam and danced. It was as though I was floating, looking down at myself. I had no willpower, and I was content to let myself be led along the streets deeper into the town. Petra was holding me up as I could barely feel my legs. Dark water glinted in front of us, and then we were boarding a large boat.
At the top of the gangway, we stopped, "Why is she still awake," Simon growled.
"Not for much longer, it's all part of the service," Petra replied.
She grasped my arm, and I felt a sharp prick, then a brief burning sensation.
"She'll be out in a few moments. I'll take my money and go."
That was the last thing I remember until I woke up in a darkened cabin. I was in a bed, and I could feel a dull vibration, and the boat was rolling. I moved and immediately regretted it. My head was throbbing, and I felt nauseous. I knew this feeling; I'd been drugged last night. How had my security allowed that to happen? Finally, I drew up the courage to sit upright.
My nightmare hadn't been a fantasy; this wasn't the 'Lost Girl.' I was alone in a cabin that I didn't recognize, a quick check with my hands as I fought the waves of nausea, confirmed my fears that I was naked under the sheet.
A sound from the far corner told me that my first impression was incorrect. I wasn't alone; there was someone in the cabin with me. The corners of the cabin disappeared into the darkness.
I pulled up the sheet to cover myself and called out, "Who's there, where am I, what's going on? Where are my friends?"
"So many questions, Bella Ashley," came Antonio's voice. Ice ran down my spine; I'd been hoping my memory of seeing him at the club last night was just a bad dream. He leaned forward until his face was illuminated by the light of a table lamp he switched on.
I pulled the sheet tight, "What the fuck's going on Toni? Seriously, you had me kidnaped. You're a fucking asshole."
He smiled at me and stood up, "I've got a boat full of witnesses who will swear you came willingly. That you begged me to let you join our cruise."
"What the hell did you give me, there's no way I'd come with you voluntarily."
He laughed, "Nothing I haven't given you before."
I stared at him, was he admitting that he'd been giving me drugs all along? My mind raced at all the implications that raised, and my fear became almost palpable. I'd always felt I had a degree of control over my interaction with him; he was a bad boy I could play with. Now I had none.
He crossed the room, pausing to flip back the drape from a single porthole, letting in a glimpse of daylight. He glanced outside; from the strength of the light it let in, it was a few hours either side of midday.
Toni sat down on the edge of my bed. I eased away from him as far as the sheet would allow, but not before I smelt that distinct heady aroma of his aftershave. My body reacted to him, just like it had in the past. My nipples hardened, and I felt a tingling in my pussy. Shit, what was wrong with me, was this an after effect of the drugs I'd been given. I desperately wanted my body to stop betraying me.
"I know what you are feeling," he softly whispered. "We are supposed to be together; your body is telling you that."
He shifted and reached out to run a finger down my cheek across, and I flinched in a mixture of fear and anticipation. No, I was better than this.
"Get out," I shouted, and he flinched back a fraction before giving a short laugh. "Or are you going to rape me, as that's the only way you'll get to be with me again."
He smiled, regaining a degree of confidence which grew the longer he spoke. "Ashley, I guarantee that within a day, you'll be begging me to fuck you. Your consciences may try and get the better of you, telling you that it won't happen, but your body's needs will betray you. You'll be craving the relief only the touch of my hand can give you."
There was an element of truth in his words that I refused to acknowledge. I just pulled the sheet closer around me and told him to get out. He gave me a calculated look, and I couldn't hide that I was shivering in fear. I thought he was going to ignore me as he shifted on the bed.
I changed tack, "I don't know how you expect this to go, but you can't just kidnap me, Toni. Josh and David will hunt you down, and you know my stepfather will make it his business to ruin you."
"They aren't here, and I doubt they will catch up in time."
"Time for what?" I asked nervously.
"For you to change your mind and admit it's me you want, not that pathetic loser you've been hanging around."
"Why the hell would I do that! I've been in love with Jos most of my life."
"Ah, but Ashley, we both know that it's not what you think, it's what your body craves, and it craves mine."
"Get out," I snapped, desperate for him to leave before my body did something stupid.
He smiled at me and nodded to himself. He murmured, "Later, beautiful," and walked out of the cabin. The door closed behind him, and I heard a key turn in the lock.
I jumped out of bed and looked around for something to wear. I found a bathrobe hanging on the back of the bathroom door. I quickly put it on, and just the act of covering myself made me feel less vulnerable. I hunted around to see what else I could find. My purse was on a coffee table, but they'd left me nothing I could use. The dress from last night was hanging in the wardrobe with a number of other outfits. In a drawer, I discovered several sets of lingerie, all in my size, still sealed in their packages. It took me a moment to understand the implication, they were new, in my size and only my size. This was never an impulsive action; this had been planned. Checking the other outfits confirmed that they also were in my size, with the labels still attached.
The cabin door opened inwards, so I dragged a chair over and jammed it under the handle. I had no idea if it would work, but then the heroines of countless movies couldn't all be wrong. In the worst case, it would slow down anyone sneaking in, and to make it more obvious, I put a glass in an ornamental bowl and wedged them precariously on the edge of the seat. The sound of the glass shattering should give me a few moments' notice.
It was only then I risked using the shower, desperately wanting to scrub Toni's tainted presence from my skin. I felt soiled and dirty after talking to him. I locked the bathroom door, and the shower was as quick as I could make it. I dried and slipped on some of the clothes I had found.
It was only then that I took a slow, studied examination of the cabin I was held in. I'd stayed in similar ones in other luxury yachts in the past, and after a moment, I found a switch panel by the side of the bed that controlled the cabins lights and window shades. Raising the blackout blinds and opening the curtains let the mid-afternoon sunlight flood in. The yacht was sailing along a coastline that was mainly cliffs, and I couldn't see any other boats. I hadn't expected anything else, but I checked in any case; all the windows, as well as the sliding glass door to the small private terrace, were all either locked or sealed shut. The cabin had been well prepared for my presence.
There was nothing else I could do, so I moved the chair from the doorway. For a second, I contemplated smashing it into the glass door, but even if I could get it to break, which I doubted. What was I going to do then, I probably wouldn't survive jumping off the moving yacht uninjured. Reluctantly I made myself comfortable and waited for the sound of a key in the lock. My stomach growled, reminding me I hadn't eaten since last night. There was a mini-fridge but all it contained was a couple of bottles of water and a small KitKat. The KitKat lasted two bites, but I hesitate before opening a bottle to drink, then shrugged and drank anyway. It was pointless to worry about if the water had been spiked.
The yacht had moored in the lea of the cliffs, and the sun had dipped below the horizon before I finally heard the key turn in the lock. A woman in a purser's uniform entered carrying a tray and a dress over her arm. She laid the items on the bed and turned back to face me.
She gave me a curious look and then said. "Miss Bell, dinner will be served in the main salon in an hour. Señor Rossi said that you are to join him and wear this dress."
I shook my head, "I don't think so, I'm being held here against my wishes. I want to speak to the captain; I need to call my fiancé and security team." I had to hope that the captain and crew weren't in Antonio's pocket and would be willing to help me.



That hope was quickly dashed. She quickly closed the distance between us, and her hand flashed out and grasped my arm. "The captain isn't interested in speaking to one of Señor Rossi's guests." She smirked as she stressed the word guest. "If you want to eat, you will put on the dress and be ready in half an hour."
She gave me a shove in the direction of the bed, then spun on her heels and walked out of the cabin without giving me a backward glance. The helplessness of my situation weighed down on me. I could just refuse, but I was hungry, and I needed to discover as much as I could about Antonio's plans. He was such a conceited ass that there was a good chance he'd describe my fate in excruciating detail.
The dress looked like it was a Rossi original, a variation on the classic little black dress. It was in a dark blue silk shot through with gold thread that made the fabric shimmer and had to be worth at least $5000. The deep neckline and the plunging back would preclude any option of wearing a bra. Under normal circumstances, I'd loved to have worn it, but never for Antonio.
I tossed the offending dress into the corner and slipped on the set of least revealing lingerie I could find. In the wardrobe, I found a more suitable pair of white linen Capri pants and a long loose top that covered my butt. That was what I was wearing when the woman returned. She looked at me and then at the dress crumpled in the corner of the cabin.
"You stupid woman," she snapped. "He will not be pleased with you; he likes his dinner guests to look beautiful. You need to change."
I gave her a smile and said, "Fuck that, he can kiss my ass before I'd wear anything like that for him."
"Put the dress on, or go hungry."
I looked down at my body, "Well, I suppose I could do with losing the odd pound. Run back to your lord and master and tell him why I'm not coming."
I could see a hint of fear and indecision in her eyes, so I gave her a push in the direction of the cabin door.
"You're making a big mistake," she said as she closed the door behind her. Again, I heard the key turn in the lock, and I was all alone.
I didn't think I was making a mistake; My big one had been trusting that bastard, Simon. And what had I done to deserve Petra betrayal? The words she'd hissed into my ear, 'Time to pay the piper, you bitch,' kept echoing in my mind. She'd sounded so bitter and angry, as though I'd personally hurt her. But in the six months she has been a member of David's team I couldn't recall anything I'd done to her.
I didn't have to wait long to find out what Antonio thought of my stand. The cabin door swung open, and he entered the cabin. In the doorway I saw a figure in the shadows, I thought it was Simon but whoever it was didn't step out of the shadows.
Antonio's voice was smooth and melodic, a counterpoint to the anger in his eyes. "What am I going to do with you, my Bella Ashley. Papa is going to be so hurt that you rejected his dress."
"Christ, you mean Maurizio knows you've kidnapped me, are all your family sick?"
"That's such an emotive word; you are our guest. Don't you recall that you asked if you could sail with us?"
"I'm no guest you bastard, you had me drugged and brought on board," I snapped back. "And you haven't answered my question about your father! I thought he was a gentleman."
"All my father did was design the dress," he said, giving a dismissive shrug. "I thought it would look so much better on you than the woman it was supposed to be for."
"So, you stole that as well."
He shrugged off my comment, but I saw a glint of anger in his eyes. "You look hungry, the chief on this yacht is supposed to be one of the best." He stepped close and held out his hand, and without a conscious decision, I found that I'd taken it. I hoped it was hunger that made me react that way.
In the dinner saloon, we were joined at the table by Herb, and a furtive looking Zee and Angie. They were both wearing Rossi originals that would have complimented my abandoned dress. Toni tried to get me to sit next to him, but I chose to sit in the seat, furthest away from him. There was an extra place set, which I guessed was for Simon, but he never appeared.
I was hungry, it had been 24 hours since I'd last eaten and I ate everything placed in front of me. I'd hesitated for a moment when the first dish was placed in front of me. Then I decided it really didn't matter if they were going to drug me again, there wasn't much I could do other than starve. In any case, it looked like we were all being served from the same dishes, and the water I asked for came from the same crystal jug the others were using. I refused the wine; under the circumstance, there was no way I was going to drink any alcohol that I was offered.
I ate my food studiously ignoring anything Toni said to me, refusing to even look at him, only bothering to talk with Zee and Angie.
They both looked like this was the last place they wanted to be. "Do you want to tell me what's going on," I asked them.
"We are not part of this," Zee insisted, keeping her voice low and glancing in Toni's direction.
"This was just supposed to be a business trip Herb arranged," Angie added. "We've been on board for about three weeks."
"I thought the pair of you had retired?"
Zee said, "Semi-retired, a girl has still got to pay the bills, you know. Toni and Simon like to have pretty women draped on their arms when they are in port. Hell, it's just like we are on vacation, and we're getting paid for it."
"So Herb's your pimp."
"Agent," both women insisted, but neither could look at me when they said that.
"I don't understand why you are so upset?" Angie said. "Toni said you wanted to get away from that boyfriend of yours. That he was getting too serious and was jealous of anyone you spoke to. That you were uncomfortable with the whole situation, he said you set up last night so you could get away from him, that's why we helped them."
"Bullshit," I hissed. "That's a complete pack of lies. I'm in love with Josh. Simon and that bitch Petra put something in my drink last night. Toni's got this fantasy that I'm in love with him, and we are fated to be together."
"Shit, I just thought you were drunk, and you seemed happy to come with us."
"So, can you help me?" I asked.
Angie shook her head, and she whispered, "I don't know what we can do. They took our phones away this morning."
Zee added, "They've changed the password for the ship's Wi-Fi, and won't tell us what it is. The radiophone is on the bridge, and we're not allowed there."
It was looking like I was going to be shit out of luck. I needed to keep my wits about me and hope and pray that Jos and David had some way of finding me. We'd reached the dessert course when the purser and one of the bodyguards came into the salon.
She went over to Toni and whispered in his ear. I couldn't hear what she was saying, but whatever it was, it shocked Toni out of his complacency. He shook his head and said to the woman, "You're telling me Papa called to say I have to take a call from her. Did he tell you what she wants?" He was looking at me when he spoke and had pitched his voice low, but I was still able to hear him.
She nodded and replied, but again I couldn't hear what she said.
Toni eased away from the table and stared at me before getting to his feet. He pointed at Zee, "You, come with me; I'm told you want to be an actress, now is your chance."
Zee hesitated until a barked, "Now," made her jump to her feet. She followed the woman out of the room.
In the doorway, Toni turned and addressed the bodyguard. "Take Miss Bell back to her room and make damn sure she doesn't leave."
"Any idea what's going on?" I asked the last two left sitting at the table. Herb ignored my question, and Angie looked as confused as I was. I didn't get a chance to ask the question again as the lurking bodyguard was by my side and tugging on my arm.
Someone had been in the cabin while I was away, the bed had been made, and the covers turned back. An ivory silk negligee was lying on the pillows. The sick idea that Toni thought I'd even consider wearing it for him pissed me off. It was beautiful, though, and if it had been a gift from Jos, I would have wasted no time slipping it on, happy to enjoy luxuriating in its soft sensual caress while anticipating him caressing me through its soft fabric. I balled it up and tossed it in the corner to join the dress.
The chair went back under the door handle, and I curled up on the bed and cried myself to sleep.
The heavy thumping of a hand hammering on the door woke me up. "Open up, you bitch, you know you want me." A drunk sounding Toni continued hammering on the door, the handle rattling, and the wedged chair shuddered under his assault. It did work!
I struggled off the bed, moving over to the door and leaned against it, adding my weight. "Fuck off, Toni," I called back. "I was never yours, and never will be
The hammering stopped, and I could hear him panting through the ventilator grill.
"Ash, you know we should be together. We are the perfect couple."
"We were never the perfect couple. You were only ever interested in your pleasure. I don't know what it was about you that made me behave the way I did, but it's over, Toni."
"You loved it when I made love to you; you couldn't get enough of me."
"You never made love to me; you just used me for your pleasure." I snapped back. I was never going to admit to him that his selfish fucking had the uncanny ability to turn me inside out. Something I'd never understood about myself was the way I let the damn man get under my skin. Mia's opinion that he was my perfect storm came to me. A phrase now burnt into my brain that I still felt failed to explain why I'd responded so enthusiastically to him. Especially that first time, and why I now felt nothing, anymore. Now the question had to be; had that perfect storm been chemically influenced.
"Just fuck off, Toni," I said wearily.
I heard him struggle to his feet; I waited for him to continue his assault on the door. But it never came, just a barely overheard, "But I love you." Then in a raised voice, he added, "I got the crew to replenish your fridge; it's best if we keep you locked up until we get where we are going."
"And where is that?"
"Later." I heard him walk away.
The mention of the fridge made me open it and look inside. A shelf of San Pellegrino was the first thing I saw, as well as several bottles of juice and a couple of wine. I don't know why I did it, but I pulled out one of the bottles of water and carefully checked over every inch of it. In the center of the plastic cap was what at first inspection looked like a molding dimple. All the others had a similar mark, but not one was the same. That wasn't right, and if it was a manufacturing mark, shouldn't, they have been all the same.
I stared at the bottle in my hand; a sickening thought crossed my mind. I thought back to the first time I'd ever met Toni. He'd been pushy, overbearing, and I'd dismissed him out of hand. How was it I'd ended up in his bed just a few hours later?
I opened the bottle and looked at the underside of the cap; there was evidence that something very thin had been pushed through the plastic. Thin like a hypodermic needle, then the surface sealed up after it had been removed.
The bastard was trying to drug me! The events of the first time I'd met him flew into focus. Toni coming back and apologizing for his behavior and offering to get me a drink. I'd drunk it to be polite, and he'd stayed and talked and found myself slowly becoming fascinated by the man. So fascinated that a couple of hours later when he'd invited me to his hotel suite for a drink, I'd agreed immediately. He'd been masterful, if somewhat selfish lover. The following morning he'd reverted to his pushy, overbearing arrogant self, and I couldn't get out of his room fast enough.
He must have slipped something into my drink. It hadn't been ecstasy, I'd used that before and would have known, or one of those date-rape drugs, as I'd remembered everything. David had once given me a controlled dose of one of the most common date rape drug, Rohypnol, so I would recognize its initial effects. At the time, David had told me that being fore-warned is the best form of prevention. Well, that hadn't worked for me in the nightclub.
No, whatever it was that Toni used, it had to be something completely different, something unique, that made the victim believe that they were still in control of the situation, that their decision to sleep with him was voluntary. How many times had I met up with Toni with absolutely no intention of sleeping with him, only for my resolve to evaporate after a short while? Had he drugged me every time, or was it something more insidious?
I almost screamed in anger and frustration at how helpless I felt. How far would he go, was every drink in the fridge drugged? I couldn't risk drinking or eating anything I'd been given. I wondered why he hadn't tried using it earlier, at the dinner table.
I'm not sure how much later I heard a gentle tap on my cabin door. "What part of fuck off don't you understand, Toni." I snarled.
"Ti prego, perdona la signorina Bell," came a soft Italian accented voice. "My name is Carlo; I work for the Rossi fashion house as a security officer. We work for the father, and not Antonio. The son is a bit of an asshole. We've been informed that Il signor Rossi, he is not happy with this situation. I have a key for your cabin, and I've been asked to give it to you."
"Why, is this another of Toni's tricks?"
"Non, non, signorina, our orders come from his father. We have been ordered to ensure your safety."
I'd always admired the father, and he'd never treated me anything other than properly. If this Carlo was telling the truth, then I was going to have to trust him. "Why should I trust you?"
"Because it's our job to keep you safe until it is safe for you to leave this boat. Probably one more day at the most. I'm going to unlock the door and give you the key. Lock it again and leave the key in the lock, it'll stop anyone else being to open it again."
As he finished talking, I heard the sound of the key turning in the lock. The door rattled against the chair.
"Please signorina, you need to trust me, you need to open the door, so I can give you the key."
What had I to lose, I was fairly sure that if Carlo wanted to get in he could; I pulled the chair away and gingerly opened the door a couple of inches.
A muttered, "Here," and a large hand appeared in the opening, holding a key. I snatched it from his fingers, and the hand was swiftly pulled back. The door was pulled closed, and I fumbled at the key in my eagerness to turn it in the lock. There was a satisfying click, and the cabin morphed from being my prison to my refuge. As instructed, I left the key partly turned in the lock.
I lay back down on the bed, my head spinning with all the mixed-up thoughts. Was I safe, or was this some elaborate, cruel trick that Toni was playing on me? Even though I thought I was far too wound up for sleep, I must have fallen asleep quite quickly.
It was the sound of the engines that woke me the next morning. There seemed to be an issue with them, as instead of their usual deep constant meaty growl, they were now stuttering and faltering. The boat no longer cut smoothly through the water. Instead, it surged and rocked.
The engine noises dropped to a muttering growl before falling silent. The motion of the boat became uncomfortable. The boat wallowed like this for the best part of an hour before I heard a single-engine start-up, and the motion of the boat settled, and through the window I saw that we were slowly moving along the coastline.
There was a gentle tap on the door, and then I heard Carlo's voice. "Signorina, you need to stay in your cabin. We apparently have a problem with the engines and are making our way to the closest harbor to try and fix them. I will fetch you something to eat, but only open the door if you know it is me."
"What's happening, can you get me off the boat?"
"It's in hand, Antonio's father has told the captain not to obey his son. Your friends know what's happening to you."
"Are David and Jos coming to get me?"
"That I don't know."
Later that afternoon, the boat finally managed to anchor in a bay. Set back from the coast was a small town I didn't recognize. There was a breakwater providing shelter to the anchorage, but it looked like we were too big to moor close to it.
It looked like we could be in for a long stay, both tenders headed into the harbor. One returned after a short interval to drop off what looked like a couple of mechanics. It then headed back to the harbor. Neither had returned by the time darkness fell, a fact that hadn't pleased Toni. I could hear his voice as he shouted at the crew, demanding that one of the tenders return to the boat so he and Simon could go ashore. It didn't sound like his complaints had born fruit, as I didn't hear either of the tenders return.
Carlo delivered a light supper to my room and suggested that I'd be wise to sleep in comfortable clothes this evening. I took his advice, and after eating, I lay down on the bed.
I must have dropped off, but a noise in the corridor outside my room startled me awake. For a moment, I couldn't remember where I was, but then a knock on the door brought it all back into focus.
The knock was repeated, more urgently than before. My first thought was that it was either Toni or Simon looking for some fun as they hadn't been able to go ashore. I hurried over to the door, eager to check that I'd left the key in the lock.
The door rattled, and I shouted out, "Fuck off."

~ ~~§~~ ~Josh, forth cameo:
The Mirabelle was a dark, indistinct shape swinging at her anchor, only her anchor lights and a lone deck lamp visible in the dark. We approached cautiously, easing up to the dingy platform at the stern. A shadowy figure stepped out from the dark as our rubber hull grazed the platform. We all froze until an Italian voice said softly, "Signore David?"
"Yes." David hissed back
"I'm Carlo, one of Signor Rossi's security officers; you were told that we would be expecting you." He tied off our painter, and we stepped on board.
Keeping his voice low, he said, "Most of the ship's crew are onshore, the ones still on board are in their cabins and won't come out unless there is an issue with the boat. The captain is on the bridge."
"And the others?"
"Signorina Bell is in her cabin; she has the key and is safe. Signore Rossi is in his cabin; my colleague is keeping watch on his door. The other women are in their cabins. Their boss went ashore with the crew."
"And Simon?"
"He is in the cabin of one of the crew women, a liaison of mutual benefits: money for her, and sex for him."
Jeff gave a soft snort and grinned at Carlo, who gave a quintessential Italian shrug.
David asked, "Which cabin is Petra in?"
Carlo gave him a surprised glance. "The woman who was with Signorina Bell at the club? She never boarded the boat, she helped bring Signorina Bell on board and then left."
David cursed, and grasped my arm. "Damn it. I promise you I will find the bitch; she must have been working for Toni all the time. I trusted her, and I'll make her pay for breaking it."
Carlo shushed us before leading us into the interior of the boat and up a stairway to a dimly lit passageway that seemed to stretch most of the length of the hull. A second bodyguard stood by a closed-door partway along the passageway.
The bodyguard nodded to Carlo and indicated the cabin door. "The boss, he is in there; you wish to talk with him now?" he asked.



I looked at David, and he gave a brief shake of his head. "Let's find Ali first," he said, and I nodded in agreement.
Carlo pointed at another closed-door further along the passageway. "She's in that cabin."
"You go and get her," I was told by David. "Carlo here can take Jeff to fetch our mister Simon. Bring him to the main salon, Jeff. This gentleman and I will politely ask Antonio to join us for a little discussion."
Carlo and the other bodyguard exchanged a few words in Italian before nodding in agreement.
Ali's door was locked, so I knocked. Shit, it was stupid; I was rescuing my woman, and I was knocking politely on her cell door. There was no response, so I tried the handle.
"Fuck off," Ali's voice was harsh and panicky.
I stumbled to string out a coherent sentence. "Ali, love, open the door, it's me," Then I added belatedly, not sure she would recognize my stressed voice, "Jos."
There was a pause then I heard a key turning in the lock. Then the door opened a crack only to swing all the way open when she recognized me. A blonde rocket launched herself across the gap, thudding into my arms.
"It is you," she babbled as we hugged and kissed. "You came for me. I love you so much. I was sure Antonio was playing another cruel game when the bodyguard gave me the key, told me to lock myself in, and help was coming."
"I'm, we're here now," I told her. "You're safe." She began to sob, pressing her face into my chest.
"You're safe," I repeated, and slowly she managed to compose herself.
"What happens now?" she asked.
"We need to go to the salon. David is waiting for us there. He's taking Antonio and Simon there. Do have you any idea what their game was supposed to be?"
She shook her head and let me lead her along the passageway and up another set of stairs to the main salon. Antonio stood just inside the room, arguing in loud Italian with the second bodyguard.
I couldn't resist the temptation. I stepped close and sank my fist into his belly. He gasped, trying desperately to suck air into his lungs as he folded up, collapsing to his knees. His bodyguard watched him impassively but shook his head when I drew back my arm for a second punch.
He stepped in front of Antonio and said, "One is okay, but no more, we have our orders, his father will deal with him."
Regretfully, I returned to Ali as the bodyguard helped the stricken man to a chair and then took his place behind him. David was talking in a low voice to Ali, reassuring himself she was okay.
We heard Simon before we saw him. Jeff was holding his arm as he was thrust into the room, only wearing only a pair of boxers. Any worries that it would be difficult to find out what their intentions were, was quickly dispelled when he saw me beside Ali.
His face went white, and it was only the fact that Jeff was holding his arm that he didn't collapse to the floor. He stared around the cabin, looking like he hoped that someone, anyone would come to his rescue. The angry faces staring back at him dispelled any hope, then he obviously decided his best bet was to admit everything.
"It's all your fault, you sanctimonious bastard," Simon moaned at me. "We had it all worked out, and then you had to go and be sick."
"What the hell did me being sick have to do with it?" I wanted to know.
"Our little spy told us that both of you would be going back to the club that evening. We were going to be surprised to bump into you, Toni was going to apologize for his behavior and then invite both of you to join us for a drink."
"Why would you think we would have accepted?"
"Toni reckoned that you would have accepted one drink rather than create a scene. The drinks would have been spiked with a special concoction he uses on occasions. It's not a rape drug, more a hypnotic that would have made you and your friends easy to manipulate."
Antonio growled from the chair he'd been thrust into, "Would have fucking worked."
"So why carry on, when it didn't work out at the club?" I wanted to know.
Antonio snapped his head up, a look of madness flashing across his face. "She's mine, and if I'd had a few more days, she'd never want to come back to you."
"What the fuck did you think you were going to do? Keep me strung out on drugs until I let you fuck me," she snarled and spat in his direction.
The cabin grew silent as one of the Italian bodyguards put his hand on Antonio's shoulder to keep him from rising.
"He and that stupid bitch Petra decided to carry on," Simon said. "She spiked Ash's drink and the other bodyguard's bottle of water."
"Who was the third man at the club that night?" David wanted to know.
"That was Herb. The women were his, all ex-models; they had both worked with Ash before. We were going to use whichever one of them in whom Josh showed interest. He's in his cabin, and the women should be in theirs."
Ali was on her feet and had slapped Antonio's face before anyone could react. "How many times have you drugged me in the past? Tell me you bastard."
He rocked back in his seat and then grinned back at her. "You'll never know, will you. You'll use the drugs as an excuse for wanting me, but only I will know if I gave you any."
He eased back in his seat and rubbed his reddening face before fixing his gaze on me. "She would scream out my name as we fucked. Begging me not to stop." He giggled and then added, "l just had to call her name, and she'd come running. I'd fuck her like the whore she is."
I growled and struggled to get to my feet. I wanted to wipe that smile off his face, to pound it into the desk. But David pressed down on my shoulder, keeping me in my seat.
Simon continued, "You weren't there, and the other couple was about to leave, so I thought we'd blown our chance, but Toni used the girls and me to convince Ash to stop for one last drink."
"But what were you going do with us?" Ali asked.
"Nothing you haven't done before; we'd have let the hypnotic do most of the work for us. The pair of you would have come back here, thinking it was your own idea. When we got back here, we would have kept you apart. Toni was supposed to convince you that Josh was playing the field, that he was only interested in you for your money. The drug would have made you susceptible to his words."
He shrugged, "We were going to use one of Herb's girls to seduce your boyfriend. We had a cocktail of drugs that would have made Josh sexually aroused and think he was making love to you."
At that, Ali smirked, "A waste of drugs, he's always eager, I should know."
I was surprised she could see any humor in the situation. She grasped my hand and squeezed it reassuringly. She needed to release some of the tension, and this was apparently her way.
I responded in kind, and it gave me a chance to have a dig at her kidnapper. "That's true, love; I've never needed to use drugs to make a woman love me."
Ali considered what he was telling us then said, "I guess the idea was that I was supposed to find them fucking, feel betrayed because of my old friendship with her, and then I'd break up with Josh. Which of your shoulders was I supposed to cry on, or was it going to be both of you?"
Neither would look at her, but neither did they deny she was wrong.
David tapped his watch, "We need to go before the town wakes up."
No argument from me, I stood, and Ali took my hand. David and Jeff nodded at the pair of Italian bodyguards, who nodded back. We made our way on deck, but not before Ali paused in the doorway.
"Simon, you're dead in the industry; find a rock and hide under it." He seemed to collapse into himself, a small man in a big world. Her gaze settled on Antonio, and I thought she was going to say something, but after a moment, she shook her head dismissively and left the cabin.
We boarded the inflatable and headed back to the 'Girl,' leaving Antonio and Simon with the bodyguards. Waiting anxiously to hear what Maurice had decided would be their fate, I gathered from Jamal that he was less than amused with the actions of his son.

~ ~~§~~ ~Alison:
David had radioed the Lost Girl as soon as we finished with Toni and Simon, instructing them to head in our direction. Carlo had escorted us to the boat platform, and when I questioned him about Zee and Angie, he had assured me that they would be looked after and let off at the next suitable island with an airport. I told him to tell them that I didn't blame them for anything and if they had any issues, they could contact me through Lucy.
As soon as I'd sat down in the inflatable dingy, Jos had wrapped a blanket around me. I was immensely grateful for that, shivering between the pre-dawn chill and the icy cold spray. I huddled up as close as I could to him, and I was grateful for the arm he wrapped around me. Regardless of the comfort his presence next to me, I was extremely grateful to see the lights of the 'Lost Girl' as they appeared around the headland and knew that it was finally all over.
Mandy had hugged me with tears in her eyes as soon as I stepped on board. Then ignoring Jos's protests, she'd dragged me off to my cabin, closing the door firmly behind her.
"You need to get out of those things," she said and pushed me into the bathroom. "You're freezing; take a hot shower."
She pulled off my damp clothing and ran the water. I stepped under the hot water and hissed at the heat. That's when my body betrayed me, and I collapsed to the floor, sobbing my heart out. All the pent-up emotions from the past couple of days came flooding out in deep, heart-rending sobs.
Mandy let me cry myself out before she turned off the water and pulled me to my feet, wrapping me in a soft towel.
She whispered, "Josh has been beside himself in worry. Blaming himself for not being at the club with you. He threatened to tie Toni to an anchor and toss him overboard if he'd hurt you."
I half controlled my sobs and mumbled, "I... sorta... wish he had, that bastard has been manipulating me for years."
"How?" she wanted to know.
I considered my reply and then decided I didn't give a damn who knew. "The bastard admitted that he'd been spiking my drinks every time we met. I could never understand why he seemed to have such a hold over me. Now I know why, and I despise myself for being so bloody gullible."
Mandy hugged me, and I buried my head into her shoulder, hugging her back.
"It's not your fault," she whispered and then repeated her words.
"It's not your fault. Did he..." her voice trailed off.
I knew what she was asking and shook my head. "He kept me locked up, I think he wanted me to submit to him, but I wouldn't. Then he got a call and just lost the plot. One of the security guards gave me a key and told me to lock the door and not come out."
There was a knock at the door, and I wiped the tears from my face. Mandy opened it, and Jos hesitantly stepped in.
"Are you okay?" he asked.
I nodded my head, but it wasn't the real truth. Physically I was fine, but I couldn't believe how stupid I'd been. My senses should have been on high alert as soon as Simon had turned up. The possibility that our meeting had been a chance event was so remote as to be laughable.
My anger grew, what had I done to that bitch Petra for her to set me up? Her words as she'd handed me over to Toni still echoed in my mind. What had she meant by, 'Time to pay the piper, you bitch?'
My silence must have worried Jos because he took my hands in his and repeated the question.
I struggled to regain my composure. "I'm so sorry," I said. "This is all my fault. I should have known that a chance meeting with Simon was unlikely. I ought to have been suspicious, but Petra convinced me everything was okay."
"Petra," he hissed. "David is beside himself in a fury over her. He's traced her as far the airport. There was a light airplane waiting for her, and it took off at first light. That wasn't arranged at a whim, and it took organizing. He thinks she was planted on us."
"I think it was something personal between her and me. One of the last things she said to me was, 'Time to pay the piper, you bitch.' But I can't think of anything I've ever done to her."
"We'll find out when we catch up with her," Jos said flatly. He drew me into his arms, and once again, I felt safe.
"What happens now?" I asked.
"We go home, Mandy and Paul have said that they are willing to take the 'Girl,' on to the Greek islands for us. One of David's guys has offered to help them."
I looked at him, "I thought that this boat was your home."
"It is, but I think it's time we spent some time onshore." He smiled at me and added, "it isn't easy to organize a wedding from here."

~ ~~§~~ ~Entertainment News organization:
September 30th.
This weekend the wedding of Ashley Bell and Josh Thomas was held at the exclusive resort of Sanlang island. The wedding party comprised of a small group of friends and family. The bride was given away by her stepfather. The happy couple will be honeymooning in their brand-new yacht, 'Found Girl,' cruising the eastern Mediterranean, before starting on a circumnavigation of the globe.

~ ~~§~~ ~Breaking News:
January 20th
A week after the yacht belonging to the actress Ashley Bell and her husband was reported missing in the Indian Ocean. Search craft have reported recovering flotsam that has been identified as coming from the yacht. The couple married last year and have been on an extended world cruise. Ashley Bell's manager and close friend Lucy Peters has issued a statement that while this news is disturbing, the search will continue as no definitive wreckage from the yacht 'Found Girl,' has been found. The recovered items could have been washed overboard, so we are still hopeful that Ashley and the rest of the crew will be found safe and sound: Report ends

~ ~~§~~ ~The end?
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* * * * * * * * * *When Randi asked if I would be interested in writing a story for her latest event, I was nervous. I enjoy writing for her, but I was in the midst of a major new chapter in my life. I'd retired the previous year, sold my home of twenty years, and moved to the Southwest of France for a life afloat. I didn't want to say yes and then not have the time to finish my offering.
But, and isn't that a great word, but I'd been thinking about another chapter in the Walker Colt tales. After listening to an audiobook in the car on a 14-hour journey to the south of France, this story formed in my mind. It's as close to a travel themed adventure story as I'm going to get and has the bonus of being a western. I think it fills the brief.
This is the second part of a series of tales I want to write centered around the Walker pistol. I've no schedule for any further chapters; they will be written as the muse takes me.
A big shout out to Blackrandl for agreeing to edit this story. Any remaining mistakes are mine as I can never resist the final tweak.

* * * * * * * * * * *The Walker Colt: Lost Love.
Prologue:
It had been a couple of years since the Colt first pulled me through the mists of time. For what had felt like a couple of months, I'd been a passenger, watching the world through Billy Pruitt's eyes. Yet I now knew that only moments had passed in my reality. Since then, I'd had heard distant echoes of Billy, but nothing concrete.
The images of Daniel and the flash and bark of the Walker pistol held in his hand had been my last vivid memories of Billy. There had been a bright light, an agonizing flash of pain in his, my head, and then everything went black.
The savage pain in my head had slowly receded, and I'd found myself lying on the ground. My head had been pillowed on a folded jacket, and a face framed with blonde hair and featuring the bluest eyes swam into blurred focus
"Bobby, love, what happened, Sam heard the shot, and you cry out." It took me a moment to remember that her name was Patsy.
I had looked around me anxiously; I wasn't able to see clearly; something was in my eyes, but I could see enough that I knew I was behind the barn at Earl's ranch. I was lying on the ground at the shooting range. When I moved my head, the pain had flared up, and I recalled rolling to my side and being violently sick.
Patsy had looked over her shoulder and asked, "There's so much blood, where's the ambulance, what happened Sam?"
I knew what had happened, that bastard Daniel had shot me, no, not me; he'd shot Billy, my alter ego.
Sam had told Patsy, "I found him lying on the ground. It looks like his head's been grazed by a bullet. That's where all the blood is coming from, but don't worry, head wounds bleed a lot. He must have been test-firing that pistol. I only heard one shot, Miss Patricia, and he hit the target. It must have bounced back; I just don't see how."
One thought had tickled at the back of my mind, one I'd considered deeply since then. Billy had known he was likely to die when he saw the pistol in Daniel's hand, but from what I'd felt, and Sam was saying, I'd got a glancing blow. The wound had bled like hell, and if Billy had been wounded in a similar manner, then maybe Daniel had left him for dead. God, I hoped not, I so wanted him and Eileen to have a long life together.
That hope had been boosted when I'd rested my hand on the pistol lying by my side. The metal that should have been warm was icy and had seared my palm. For a second, I swear I'd heard the sound of a baby crying, and Eileen singing a lullaby.

* * * * * * * * * * *Robert:
The morning began with a soft whimper as I kissed the back of Patsy's neck.
"Don't start what you can't finish," she murmured, "your daughter will be awake soon, and you know she'll be in here as soon as she gets out of bed."
I paused to check the screen on the baby monitor sat on the bedside table. Lucy's eyes were still closed, a contented half-smile on her face. I knew that expression; it was the one she reserved for the build-up to a full nappy.
"I'm willing to risk it," I murmured and returned to kissing the back of her neck, hoping for a stay of execution. I reached around to tease her ripe nipple. She groaned, and her free hand slipped behind her back to take control of my growing cock.
She briefly raised a leg and eased the head of my cock between her legs, before trapping it as she tensed her thighs.
"Damn woman," I groaned as she began a gentle rocking motion that allowed me to slide back and forth. Patsy must have been feeling the need as much as I was, as in a moment, her hand was guiding me into her. A quick shift, and I was able to ease most of my length inside her.
She shuddered. "God, I love it when you do that."
We began moving more urgently; numerous past experiences had schooled us to grasp any opportunity with both hands. Our goal was to come, to satisfy our mutual pleasure. I felt her fingertips brush against my shaft as she played with her clit working hard to reach her release before our daughter's impending interruption. She groaned deeply as I pulled and teased both of her nipples.
Patsy stopped moving and said, "Shit, I'm getting cramp in this position; let's change."
"Ladies choice," I offered.
"Then get behind me, husband," Patsy said contentedly.
Doggie was her go-to position for hard and fast orgasms, and I loved how deep I could get. Moments later, she was on her hand and knees, and I was pushing back into her again. Patsy arched her back as she received me, then pushed back against me. Her head bent down to rest on the pillow, and her whole body shook to the rhythm of my thrusts.
"Yes, oh fuck, yes," she groaned, and I wasn't complaining. The slap of flesh against flesh became the dominating sound in the room, counterpointed by our mutual groans of growing pleasure.
"Yessss," she hissed. "Close baby, so close, do it now."
That was her hint that she wanted me to slide a finger into her ass, a sure-fired trigger for her orgasm. I ran the tip of my thumb around her puckered brown rose, and she gave a sharp gasp. Pushing my thumb past the ring of muscle to the first knuckle was all it took.
She met my last thrust and gave a plaintive cry. She froze in place, just the muscles in her thighs shivering as she came. A long shuddering breath escaped her lips. I'd been holding back, and it only took a few more quick thrusts and then I was coming as well. Spent, we both sagged down, hearts beating frantically, chests heaving as we both tried to catch our breath.
I luxuriated in the afterglow, and my eyes were about to close when there was a murmur from the baby monitor that grew in volume.
Patsy giggled, "Told you so." She rolled onto her side and pulled the covers back over herself.
"It's your turn," I heard her say. I groaned, but she was right. I rolled out of bed, aiming to capture Lucy before she turned our bed into her private trampoline. I rubbed the sleep out of my eyes, pulled on a pair of shorts, then made my way across the hallway to Lucy's bedroom.
Lucy, the escape artist that she was, was halfway over the safety rail on her bed as I opened the door. Patsy had been so convinced that Lucy would be a boy that she'd refused to find out the baby's sex at the ultrasound checkups. Lucy's arrival had necessitated a complete redecoration of the nursery. Mind you, her parents hadn't helped the situation. The boy toys disappeared into storage, to be replaced by a blizzard of soft toys.
There were so many of the damn things you took your life in your hands as you tried to navigate the soft toys assault course after a Lucy toy hurricane had struck. The three-foot-tall Mandy bear was kicked into touch on my way to the bed.
"Daddy," she said indignantly, as I scooped her up and deposited her back on the bed. "Nappy yucky." She still wore a nappy to bed, but detested the damp feel of it.
I changed Lucy, gave her a quick wash, and dressed her. I stuck my head into our bedroom and could hear Patsy snuffling in her sleep. With my daughter on my hip, we headed down to the kitchen. On the counter sat the results of last night's family project. A row of carved Halloween pumpkins of various sizes sat in all their glory. It wasn't until I moved to America that I saw firsthand how big an event Halloween could be.
I placed Lucy on her booster chair and gave her a slice of apple to keep her occupied as I brewed the coffee. I placed a bowl of her favorite cereal in front of her, and she happily attacked it. I was enjoying my second cup of coffee as Patsy appeared in the entrance to the kitchen.
"I thought you were going to lie in," I said as I poured her a mug of black coffee.
She gave me a smile, "Did you forget that I'm taking munchkin over to my parents', we're going to help them decorate their place for the Halloween party at the weekend."
Lucy gave her a few moments to sip her coffee before demanding to be picked up. Patsy scooped up her daughter and wiped her face.
"What are your plans for the day?" she asked
"If you are going to be at your parents, I'll probably go into the shop. I need to work on the shotgun for that client in California."
I'm a gunsmith who had been fortunate enough to have apprenticed at Purdy's in London. I had moved to the States after inheriting a distant relative's ranch and business interests. One of those interests had been a partnership in a gun store. I started a bespoke gun shop in the back of the store, where I made unique custom firearms for clients with more money than sense.
I also restored the odd classic firearm, and although I intended to do a bit of work on my current project, the real reason I wanted to head into the workshop was to work on my Walker Colt. I'd noticed an odd feeling in the trigger mechanism the last time I'd fired it. I wanted to strip it down, and the tools at the shop were more suitable for the job.
"I thought you were going to take the day off?"
"I was, but if you're gone, I may as well head over to the workshop."
"Well, don't forget, Mom and Dad are taking us to dinner at the roadhouse this evening. I'll get a lift from them," Patsy said.
"And Trouble?" I asked, nodding my head in Lucy's direction.
"She's spending the night at Mom's, and she's arranged for Rosella's daughter to babysit while we are out. We can pick her up in the morning." She gave me a contented look. "So, there will be nothing to interrupt us tonight."
I couldn't keep the grin off my face. I loved my daughter, but her need for attention at the most inopportune moments was putting a severe cramp on our sex life. Patsy returned my grin and followed it up with a hug and a kiss.
"Want kisses, too," interrupted our daughter.
Right on time! I scooped her up and gave her the required attention, which left her giggling happily.
Patsy and Lucy left an hour later in Patsy's pickup, and I followed them down the drive in my SUV. At the county road, Patsy turned left while I headed in the other direction. The bespoke weapon side of the business had quickly outstripped capabilities of the small workshop at the store, so the year before I'd relocated that side of the business to an industrial unit on the outskirts of town.
There were two vehicles parked outside the low green painted building when I pulled up. One belonged to Ricky, my assistant, the other one was a dirty Silver Honda SUV I didn't recognize. There was a discreet sign above the door that said 'Davis Arms,', and an Authorized Personnel Only label on the door. I punched in the security code on the keypad and after hearing the click, pulled the door open.
I was greeted with... silence, which was odd as Ricky was a country music fan, and the radio was permanently tuned to the local country station. The small reception area was empty, and the door to the workrooms was closed. "You back here Ricky?" I called out as I pushed the inner door open. In hindsight, I probably shouldn't have just strolled through it.
Ricky stood in the entrance to his work cubical. His face was pale and streaked with blood from a cut on his forehead.
"What the fucks going..." I managed to get out before I was shoved heavily from the side and slammed into the wall, my head bouncing off the cinder block. Pain flashed through my head, and I subconsciously thought, 'I'm going to have another scar.' I was pulled away from the wall and saw a blurry figure in front of me.
"I thought you said you were here alone," the figure snarled over his shoulder.
"I wasn't lying, I didn't think the boss was coming in today," Ricky said shakily, pain evident in his voice.
"What the hell do you want?" I asked, convinced that this was a misguided robbery attempt. "We don't keep cash here. The stock for the store is held there. Anything we make here is shipped out as soon as we complete them."
Ricky added, "Bob's telling you the truth, there are only the rifle and the shotgun that are close to being finished. All the rest are just unfinished components."
"Shut the fuck up, we know the pistol is here, " a second person growled. I was pulled around to face him. He was stocky, his head covered with a ski mask which left his eyes and most of his nose clear. While I didn't recognize him, there was something about his eyes that triggered a memory.
His eyes flashed in anger, and he snarled, "Where's your pistol?"
For a moment my mind went blank, I didn't carry a gun, the only weapons I owned were the historical ones I'd inherited with the ranch and they were safely locked up in my study.
"The Walker!" he added.
Okay, so now I knew what he wanted. Given how valuable the Walker Colt was; it sat in the gun safe that only Ricky, John, my partner in the business, and I had keys for. After I'd restored it, we had decided not to put it up for sale. John had known how much I admired the pistol and had given it to me. It was too valuable for my home insurance, so I kept it there.
I'd taken it out a few days before to let a journalist photograph it for an article in an international antique arms magazine, and I'd let him fire it at my improvised gun range at the ranch, which is when I'd noticed the issue with the trigger mechanism.
I didn't understand what their plans were. Over the past two years, our Walker Colt had been fully documented and was now accepted as one of the original pistols built by Samuel Colt for Captain Walker and issued to a trooper in Company C of the United States Mounted Rifles.
As such, amongst weapon aficionados, it had acquired a semi-cult status, not surprising, as before its discovery, only 37 of the 1100 built were still known to exist. That made stealing it a bit like stealing the Mona Lisa, possible, but incredibly stupid, as no one would want to touch it. Without its provenance, it was worth a fraction of its real value.
Evidently, I didn't know squat, as the two armed thugs currently threatening Ricky and me confirmed.
"It's at the shop," I lied, hoping to gain a few minutes to think.
"It ain't," the first thug snapped back.
"We ain't stupid, we know it's not kept there, and it's not in the gun safe. so where is it?" thug two interjected as he pressed his Glock into my ribs.
Their knowledge was worrying. I thought I was the only person that knew I'd not replaced the Colt in its case. I could continue to bluster, but in the face of the threat to Ricky or myself, it wasn't worth the risk. I shook my head regretfully; after all, the Walker was just a gun.
"It's outside in my car," I admitted.
"Was that difficult, the keys," came the demand.
They were still in my hand, so I held them out, pressing a discreet recessed button as I did. As soon as the key fob came in range of the car, the immobilizer would activate, preventing the engine from starting. The first thug snatched them up.
"They won't do you a lot of good," I pointed out. "It's stored in a secure lockbox built into the frame. You need both the code and my thumbprint to open it. I don't understand what you think you can do with it. It's so well-documented that you can't sell it on the open market."
Thug one snorted while his companion gave a brief laugh. "Who said anything about selling it."
"That's enough," the first one admonished his companion. He grasped my arm and dragged me back through the building. Behind me, I saw Ricky being bundled into the storeroom. I was pulled to a halt by the SUV.
The lights flashed, and the door locks clicked open as the button on the key fob was pressed. This could go several ways. They could try to take the vehicle, but the immobilizer would prevent that, and I couldn't reset it. That didn't seem to be their goal as I was dragged over to the rear of the vehicle.
Now it was down to two options. I could be told to retrieve the Colt once I'd opened the lockbox and hand it over, or they would shoulder me out of the way as soon as it was unlocked. Logically, their paranoia would force the issue; they wouldn't trust me that there wasn't a weapon stashed where I could retrieve it.
It went as I expected; I was told to show them the location of the lockbox, then open it and step away. It lay beneath a false floor of what I still called the 'boot.' There was a lot more to the lockbox than I had let on to them.
I opened the tailgate and unlocked the panel set in the floor, then raised it to expose the face of the strongbox that stretched across the width of the space. In the center was the digital lock panel. With both robbers peering over my shoulder, I entered the code and after a moment's hesitation, pressed my right thumb to the sensor plate. The glowing red light flashed three times before turning green. There was a dull click, and I was pulled out of the way.
I stepped to the side and squeezed my eyes shut, opened my mouth, and was starting to raise my hands to my ears when the world exploded, and I was thrown into the side of Ricky's truck and everything went black.
If they had researched me as much as they apparently had the pistol, then they should have noted that I'm left-handed. Using my right thumb triggered a series of actions, pre-programmed by the ultra-security conscious designers of the box.
When David found out I was driving around with bespoke weapons worth up to a quarter of a million dollars in a cheap plastic gun case, he'd insisted on installing the protected lockbox with all its inbuilt safety features. I was told it would be wise to be as far away from it as possible if I ever had to activate its defenses.

***********And now to Billy again:
The acrid smell of horses and sweat was the first thing I was aware of as the pain in my head receded. The cessation of movement, the second, as the horse I was riding came to a halt. For a long moment, I sat quietly, aware that I was looking at an old world. It was one I remembered vividly. The hands holding the reins weren't mine, but they were eerily familiar and I had no control of them.
It was so much easier, this time, to relax and slip back into my role as an observer, knowing there was nothing I could do to influence the situation. I'd been here before, and I felt the familiar merging of my consciousness with that of Billy's. I was eager to find out what had happened to him and how he/I had survived Daniel's shot.




********I spat out the trail dust and took a swallow from my canteen. I straightened in the saddle and looked around the Square in front of the barracks of the third company. My head was swirling, and for a moment, I thought I could hear odd sounds that made no sense to me.
"You all right, Billy boy?" Drew asked.
"My head hurts, and my bruises have got bruises of their own," I replied. "That was the longest patrol I've ever been on."
"Your head still hurts?"
I unconsciously raised a hand to the ridge on my head where the bullet had creased my skull. "Every now and again," I admitted. "But Doc says it ain't an issue."
He nodded in reply.
We'd started out on what had been a routine ten-day sweep of the border over three months ago. I'd spent a month recovering from the wound I'd got when Daniel bushwhacked me. The first few days I'd been in the Barracks infirmary, but after Colleen and Eileen had seen the place, I was moved to the spare room at their home.
I'd recovered, but I'd have the scar to the day I died, Doc warned me to expect bad headaches, and he hadn't been lying. He'd cleared me for duty a week before our last patrol. As the endless days in the saddle had dragged on, I'd regretted pushing him to put me back on the active service roll. I could still be enjoying the comfort of a soft bed and a warm woman to look after me.
Drew, my uncle, had been in charge of the twenty-man patrol. It had become a long endless chase after a gang of murdering bandits. Only twelve of us had returned, and from the look of Sam, as he lay slumped forward over his horse's neck, we might lose another trooper.
Drew was calling out to a group of men who had struggled out of the barrack to help Sam from his horse and take him over to the infirmary. Sam had been gut shot a week ago in our final confrontation with rage bandits, and I didn't hold out much hope for him.
Drew and I watched as Sam was lifted off his horse and onto a stretcher before being carried off, then we followed the rest of the patrol over to the stable block to take care of our own horses. All the beasts looked as tired as the men; with luck we would stand down for a couple of weeks to recover. I was looking forward to seeing Eileen again, and I was sure Drew was eager to see her aunt Colleen. In the nine months since we'd first met, I'd been away for almost half of them.
It took me about two hours to get everything squared away. I joined Drew at the horse trough to perform my ablutions and shave off my whiskers. Drew lent me his razor and hand mirror. I rasped the razor across my face removing the straggly trail beard. I dipped my head under the water and rinsed the dust from my hair. I needed a haircut, and my brown hair now had a white streak from the scalp wound that bastard had given me last year. I'd been lucky; the head wound had bled so much he'd thought I was done, and he hadn't finished me off.
Drew teased me, but I noticed he was taking just as much care of his appearance. Drew, the life-long bachelor, had been smitten by Cupid's arrow. He and Colleen were talking about him leaving the Mounted Rifles and marriage. Colleen wanted him to help her with the saloon.
"What did the Captain say about our patrol?" I wanted to know.
"Not much, I sent a couple of dispatches back with the wounded, so he was aware the patrol would be longer than expected. He was just pleased that none of them survived the last clash. He'd joked that there would be less paperwork that way. We are stood down for the rest of the month until we can train some of the recruits to take the place of our losses."
Drew was a seasoned warrior and was used to dealing with life and death; I found his casual attitude to our losses hard to take. Five had been killed and buried in the field. Three more had been wounded, one badly and had been left at a friendly ranch. The other two had been fit enough to ride and had been sent back to base.
"How long do you think before we will be up to strength?" This was not an idle question. As long as our section was understrength, it was doubtful we would be sent out on patrol. That meant more time with Eileen.
"We are the worst-off section, but apparently all the others are understrength. It could be weeks if not months before there are enough recruits to bring the company back to strength."
"In that case, I'm off to see Eileen and don't expect me back for a week," I joked.
"Enjoy yourself, lad; the captain wants to see me again, and then I'm heading over to the saloon to see Colleen."
I gave him a pat on the back and headed off. I spoke briefly with the sentry at the gate before walking the half-mile to Main Street. I passed Colleen's saloon and heard a piano playing. I turned down the side street that led to the house that Eileen shared with her aunt.
I patted my pocket, confirming that the small box was still safe. I'd ordered the ring from a jeweler's catalog kept at the general store, and it had arrived just before we'd left on our last patrol. I'd carried it with me these past three months, growing ever more desperate as the patrol seemed destined to never end.
When I reached the house that Eileen shared with her aunt Colleen, I noticed an air of neglect. The porch was covered in drifts of dust and the windows were shuttered. I tried the door and it was locked and no one answered my knocking or calls.
I retraced my steps back to the main street and entered the Ace of Hearts, Colleen's saloon. I paused in the doorway blinking, waiting for my eyes to adapt to the darkness. After a few moments, the large room eased into focus. Half the tables were occupied, and several men stood at the long wooden bar. I looked around for Colleen or Eileen, but while there were a couple of the bar girls present, they were the only women in the saloon.
Simon, the barkeeper, saw me and called out a warm welcome. By the time I'd stepped up to bar he had poured me a beer.
"Are Eileen or Colleen around?" I asked, trying to hide my anxiety. "Their house looks like it's closed up."
He gave me a surprised look, "I thought you and Drew knew, they've both gone away. Miss Colleen was supposed to send you a letter."
I shook my head, "We only got back a couple of hours ago; I never checked to see if I had any mail."
Simon nodded in understanding, and said, "They both had to go to New Orleans, Miss Colleen's father is dying, and he sent her a telegram asking her to come back for a visit." He paused to think, "It must have arrived a few days after you left. The pair of them took the Post Stage to San Antonio and then they were going to find transport to Houston, then on to New Orleans."
I hadn't known Colleen's father was still alive, and why did Eileen go with her, I wondered. Then I chided myself. She was also family, and no woman would take on that journey on her own.
"When are they due back?" I wanted to know.
He gave me a shrug, "They thought it would take them a couple of weeks to get there. The telegram said her father was sick. Miss Colleen says she would write and let us know their plans once they got there."
"Has she written?" I wanted to know.
He shook his head, and I cursed under my breath. My only option was to telegraph them and find out what was happening.
"Have you got her father's address?"
Simon took a piece of paper from behind the bar and pushed it across the counter at me. My pappy had taught me my letters from the family bible, but the handwritten address scrawled on the piece of paper was hard to make out.
A hand touched my shoulder, and before I could react, I heard Drew's voice. "I guess you've found out that they ain't here."
Turning, I nodded. "How did you know?"
He held out an envelope, "Colleen left a letter for us in the company office. They both went to New Orleans a few days after we started the patrol."
"Haven't there been any other letters from them? Simon was saying that they were going to write and let us all know what was going on."
Drew shook his head and then started swallowing the beer Simon has given him. He paused to think, and the look that flitted across his face worried me.
"It should have only taken them two weeks to get there, and it's been over ten weeks since they left. We should have heard from them by now."
If Drew was worried, then so was I. "I think we should send them a telegram and see what's happening. Simon's got Colleen's father's address." I pointed at the piece of paper.
"She gave it to me, as well, in the letter," he said. From his shirt pocket he pulled out the leather-bound notebook and pencil he usually used to send messages to the captain.
"Let's think," he mused and sucked at the end of the pencil. His face scrunched up in concentration. Then he wrote.
Colleen. Concerned about both of you. How is your father doing? When will you be returning?
Drew.
On the back of the sheet, he printed out Colleen's full name and the address of her father in New Orleans.
He glanced at his pocket watch and grunted. Then he placed a silver dollar on the note.
"Billy, if you would, please run this down to the Telegraph office and get them to send it immediately." He tapped the coin, "This should cover the cost."
The Telegraph office was just outside the barracks. I didn't run, but I made the journey in less than a couple of minutes. The Telegraph operator raised his eyebrows when he read the message, then he set to tapping out the message on his Telegraph key.
When he finished, he said, "I doubt if I will get a reply until tomorrow. Check back at noon."
I'd assumed we'd get a reply in the next hour, so his words were disappointing.
"Noon tomorrow then," I said and started back to the saloon. Drew took my news with a grunt, and we settled down at the table Colleen kept for her friends.
"I think it wouldn't be a bad idea if we were to head out to New Orleans if they're still there," Drew mused.
"Surely we would've heard if there was a problem. They probably already sent us a letter, and it'll be here in the next few days."
"Maybe," he agreed, but I could see he wasn't convinced, and I was beginning to feel disturbed.
There wasn't much more we could do; we finished our drinks and headed back to the barracks. Drew went over to the company office while I sat on a bench in the shade to wait for him. To fill in the time, I unloaded, cleaned and then reloaded my pair of Colts. They had saved my life more than once and they deserved to be treated right. Drew found me as I was giving them a final wipe.
He watched as I slid the pistols into their respective holsters. He said, "The Captain is willing to give us a month's leave if we need it. I told him we'd let him know after we get a response to our telegram."
"You're worried, ain't you, Drew," I said.
"Something ain't sitting right with me. In her letter, she said she'd write as soon as they got to her father's house. So why hasn't she?"
I had no answer.
Both of us headed over to the telegraph office the next day. The telegraph clerk was busy tapping out a message as we entered. He acknowledged us with a nod of his head. We waited until he'd finished and closed his ledger.
"Your reply came over the wire a few minutes ago," he said. "I was going to get the boy to bring it to you, but I don't think you are going to like the message."
He handed Drew a telegram form, and he looked at it. "It's from her father's lawyer," he said and then read out the message.
"Regret to inform you that Mr. O'Riley passed away on the 24th of August. Unsure as to why you believe his daughter is here as she was not present. A telegram was sent on the 25th, informing her of his passing. We are waiting for her instructions as she is the sole beneficiary of his will. Please ask her to contact us as soon as is convenient. Yours, etcetera...."
"Was there a telegram for Colleen?" he asked the telegraph operator.
He nodded, "It came a couple of weeks ago. I knew she was away, so I kept it here for her."
The implication of the lawyer's message struck both of us, Colleen and Eileen hadn't reached New Orleans.
"We leave in an hour; get your stuff packed," Drew ordered. "I'll get our horses saddled; we are going to need a couple of remounts each if we want to get there quickly."
I started to agree and then thought about what we were trying to accomplish. "Are we going to straight to New Orleans, uncle Drew, only it doesn't sound like they made it there. Shouldn't we be following the same route they took and see if we can find any evidence of them?"
He hesitated, then asked, "Do we know the route they took?"
"Simon said they took the stage to San Antonio, and then they were going to find transportation to Houston," I said.
"So, that's the route we'll follow then."

**************We rode hard, pushing ourselves and the horses to the limits. The trail wound across the scrubland. At every stagecoach halt, we would pause to switch mounts and inquire if they had seen the two women. Most recalled seeing them stretching their legs but insisted that they were back on the coach when it left.
When we reached San Antonio, we inquired at the stagecoach depot about Colleen and Eileen. The staff remembered the two women arriving and a porter taking their baggage to a boarding house in the better part of town. We made our way there and discovered it was a boarding house for ladies—Mrs. Hanson's boardinghouse for Genteel women.
Drew and I were a sorry sight as we stood on the porch and tugged on the bell pull. The middle-aged woman who opened the door looked down her nose at us.
"This is a respectable house for genteel women," she snapped. "I cannot believe that you have any business here, so please leave before I call the constable." She gave us a dismissive gesture and went to close the door in our faces.
Drew took the lead, he put his hand up and gave her his most engaging smile. "Mrs. Hanson, I'm sorry for our state, I am Sargent Drew Pruitt, company C of the US Mounted Rifles. This is Trooper Billy Pruitt, my nephew. Again, I apologize for the state we are in, but it's been a hard ride to get here. We are looking for two women, Colleen and Eileen O'Riley. We were led to believe that they were guests a couple of months ago."
She gave the pair of us a suspicious look. "Why are you looking for them?" She wanted to know.
"They were traveling to New Orleans to look after a sick relative, and it seems that they've gone missing. We've been tasked with the job of trying to trace them," Drew explained. I guessed he thought that if it sounded like we were on official business, the woman would be a bit more amenable to our questions, and it looked like he was right.
The woman indicated a bench and chair in the corner of the porch. "If you would like to wait there, I'll fetch you some lemonade."
We sat, and shortly she returned with a glass pitcher full of lemonade and three glasses on a tray. She poured us each a glass and we both drank, grateful for the cool liquid.
"So, Mrs. Hanson," Drew started.
"Yes, you wanted to know if a Mrs. O'Riley and her daughter stayed with me."
"She's her niece," I corrected.
She gave me a withering look, and I shuffle back in my chair. "I checked the register," she said. "They stayed here for three days, two months ago, from the 5th to the 8th. I recall they said that they were waiting on suitable transportation to Houston to be arraigned."
She took a sip from her glass and added, "They must have found something because they checked out in a hurry and a porter was waiting with a handcart for their luggage."
"And this was on the 8th, you say?" Drew asked.
"Just after lunch. They came back in a hurry, brought their luggage down, settled their bill, and were gone."
"Did they say how they intended to get to Houston?"
"The younger one said that they'd met an old acquaintance and been offered a ride in his private carriage to the railhead in Houston."
There wasn't much more she could tell us. She didn't know the name of the acquaintance; in fact, she couldn't recollect a name, or if it was a man or a woman. We took our leave of her after thanking her for the refreshments. She watched us go, not making a move to return indoors until we were a good distance away.
"If they were in a carriage, there's only one decent trail that they could've taken," Drew said. "We'll rest up the horses tonight, re-provision and leave first thing tomorrow morning."
Eager as I was to head in pursuit of Eileen, I recognized the wisdom in Drew's decision. We found a livery stable for the horses and a room for us at one of the saloons.
Drew said he was going to check-in at the sheriff's office and find out if there was any news of a carriage that left for Houston. As he left, he added, "Why don't you ask around at the hotels and see if anyone remembers the carriage and who it belonged to?"
I didn't think I'd learn anything, but to my surprise, at the third hotel, I struck lucky. The clerk recalled seeing a couple of women who matched my description of Colleen and Eileen, having dinner with one of their regular guests. The following day the guest had checked out and left for Houston. When I inquired how he had traveled, the receptionist said that he traveled in a carriage. 'Similar to the type old Doc Jones uses,' he added, which didn't tell me much.
After I pushed him a bit further, he admitted that he thought the women had left with him. Then casually mentioned that three ranch hands had ridden out with the carriage.
"And the guest's name?" I asked.
He didn't need to check. "He calls himself Major James Davis. He owns a ranch near La Grange, the Rancho Grande. He stays with us for a couple of weeks three or four times a year. He's a real gentleman."
Which I guessed he meant, he tipped generously.
"What did he look like?"
"Why, he's a tall, elegant man, in his mid-forty's. He has a military bearing, grey hair and a mustache. Oh, and he walks with a slight limp; that's the reason he uses a carriage. He told me that riding long distances is uncomfortable for him."
With my new information, I was eager to find Drew, and I found him in our room an hour later.
Before he could say anything, I said. "I think I know how they left, who with and where they may have gone. The clerk at the Imperial is sure they were offered a lift to Houston by a Major Davis."
At the name, Drew went pale. "Did you get a description of the man?" He demanded.
I told him what the clerk has told me, and Drew started cursing. "That bastard! He was never a Major. He was a Lieutenant in the local militia during the war with the Mexicans; he fucked up so badly that the militia got rid of him. On top of that, he tried to have me shot by a firing squad."
"Christ," was all I could say.
Drew looked down at his clenched fists. "His troop was full of greenhorns volunteers, so the powers that be attached me to his company as their senior Sergeant. I was supposed to give them some backbone. The trouble was, he was an arrogant son of a bitch and refused to listen to me."
"And that's why he tried to shoot you?" I asked.
He shook his head, "There was a skirmish, and the troop was given an important task. The Colonel gave him an order, and the arrogant son of a bitch was convinced he knew better. He disobeyed a direct order, tried to flank a much larger force and ended up getting a section of the troop killed needlessly. Afterward, he tried to blame everything on me, said he'd told me to reposition the men as ordered and I'd sent them to the wrong place."
I'd never seen Drew so angry. He was actually shaking, and it took him a few moments to calm down enough to carry on.



"After the battle, he had me arrested and charged with cowardice in the face of the enemy. His uncle was the Captain of the militia company and needed someone to blame for the deaths. It was either his nephew or me. I was tried, convicted and on my way to face the firing squad in the space of an hour when the Colonel found out and put a stop to it. He had the pair of them publicly humiliated, then dismissed from the army."
I just stared at him; I'd been almost fourteen when Drew had ridden off to fight in that war. It hadn't been the first time he'd gone to war; he and my pappy had been teenagers when they fought in the war against Santa Anna. He served with the Colonel (who'd been a lieutenant), and Drew had been one of the first men the Colonel had called on to ask him to join the Militia regiment he'd been raising.
Drew had come back a changed and angry man, and now I understood why. He'd left a year later to join the Mounted Rifles.
What was the chance that the women had met up with Major Davis? Had it just been an unfortunate accident? Two women were trying to find suitable transportation, and he was going in the right direction with a carriage. A thought began to form and kept on growing until it dominated me.
"Do you think he knew who Eileen and Colleen are, I mean their relationship with us?"
"If he hadn't, I'm sure he would have after dinner. For all his faults, he had a charming personality and people liked him. I'm sure he would have got the women talking about themselves. Neither were ashamed of our relationships and would have told him about us."
"Do you think the reason he invited them to travel with him was because of us?"
Drew shrugged and said, "Who can tell." He looked worried, and if Drew was worried, then so was I.
"So, what do we do now?" I asked him.
"We follow the road he'd have to have taken riding in the carriage all the way to Houston."
"But what if he's turned off the road? Too much time will have passed for us to track their trail." As I spoke, I realized that neither of us was considering that our girlfriends had stayed with Davis willingly. Subconsciously we knew that they had been abducted. The question was why, and Drew was fairly sure he knew.
"We'll check in at every way station and town, and then we can backtrack as soon as we find they've not passed through. That'll narrow down the area we need to search."

**********We were soon able to confirm that we were on the right trail when we reached the first of the stagecoach way stations. The stable hand remembered the party, the two pretty women sticking in his memory.
After a bit of head-scratching, he said, "I'm pretty sure there were ten in the party. There were two wagons and the carriage, of course."
He thought for a bit longer and Drew refreshed his memory with a dollar.
"There were the two women, of course," he admitted, "and the military looking gentleman. They were riding in the carriage. The rest were ranch hands; one drove the carriage, two more the wagons. The rest were all on horseback."
"Did they say where they were going?" I asked. Any clue would help, and there was a voice in my head that was whispering suggestions for more questions.
"The younger woman said they were going to Houston. The older one said they were hoping to take the train from there to New Orleans."
"Have you seen any of them before?"
"Never seen the women, but the others I've seen most of them before. They come through here every few months."
He gave the pair of us an odd look, and that voice pushed me to hand him a second dollar. I said, "There's something else, isn't there?"
"Several times, there's been a woman or two traveling with them when they come back through, never on the way into town. Working women if you know what I mean. This was the first time I've seen proper ladies with them."
This triggered a memory, and I pulled Drew to one side. "Davis must have known them from before when they were working. Do you remember that the lady at the boarding house told us that Eileen said that they'd had dinner with an old acquaintance? That had to be Davis, and that also means he knows what Eileen and Colleen used to do."
Drew considered what I was saying. "That could mean that this isn't Davis using the women to get back at me. He's got other plans for them."
"Damn it, Drew; we need to find them as soon as we can."
"I know Billy, I know."
We hit the trail as soon as we could. The ride was hot, dusty, and miserable; both of us couldn't help letting our imaginations run riot. As much as we wanted to, we couldn't urge the horses into a gallop in case we missed evidence that the wagons had turned off the trail. Every time we came across a side trail we had to dismount to see if there was any indication that the three vehicles had taken it.
After the sixth time we had stopped and wasted more valuable time with no results, Drew kicked at a bush and exclaimed. "We're wasting time doing it this way. I had the right idea before. We are only going to slow down and give the turnoffs a quick check and see if there is an obvious sign. At each of the way-stations and homesteads, we'll ask if they passed by. If they have, we carry on, if not, we backtrack and check every turnoff."
That voice in my head was shouting at me again, and I let my emotions relax enough to listen to it. 'You know where they are going. Davis has a ranch, where else would he be taking them.' I was mentally kicking myself. As soon as I'd mentioned Davis's name to Drew, he'd gone off on a rant and I'd completely forgotten about the ranch, and only focused on the supposed destination of Houston
"Shit, Uncle Drew, the clerk at the hotel mentioned that Davis has a ranch near La Grange. I forgot all about it after he said that they were going to Houston. That must be where he's heading."
I don't know who was more annoyed, Drew at me, or me at myself. I suffered his verbal abuse for the next few miles as we pushed on as fast as we could to the next way station. There we were able to confirm that Davis and the wagons had passed by.
The manager of the way station was able to tell us that Major Davis owned a big ranch just north of the township of La Grange. The turn off for the town was 70 miles away and was clearly marked.
"You'll have no problem spotting it," he insisted. "You looking for work at the ranch? He has a big crew, and they are a seedy-looking bunch of cowpokes. The folks in the town fear them, quick with their fists and guns, if you know what I mean. They come through here every few months and I'm glad to see the back of them."
"We's got jobs," Drew said.
"We think our cousin works for him. His Daddy's poorly sick, and his Mama wants him to come home. We were going to Houston so we said we didn't mind taking a few days to see if we could find him." Drew lied without a twitch of his face.
The Manager accepted our explanation without a blink. After we replenished our provisions and canteens, we got back into saddles and carried on down the trail. It took a day and a half before we reached the signpost that pointed towards La Grange.
"We need to stay off the trail," Drew said as he looked down the dusty trail. The road headed off to the north, winding around a few low hills in the distance. On the horizon, there was a dusty smudge that we took to be the town. Past it, the hills rose up and I couldn't see how much further the road went.
"Why, it'll take much longer if we do?"
"Because two strangers riding into that town are going to be noticed, and someone will tell Davis. If we stand any chance of getting the women away from him safely, he mustn't know we are around."
I couldn't argue with Drew's insight. Drew took a compass bearing on the town, and then we started to ride in a wide arc to bring us in the hills north of the town. We didn't hurry, the ground was dusty and we didn't want to leave a dust trail. The pair of us slipped back into our man-hunter role that we'd grown so accustomed to down on the southern border. We rode slowly but surely, riding just below the crests of the hills, never letting our silhouettes be seen. If we had to crest a hill, one of us would walk up and check that there was no one around before we would slip over and down into the relative safety of the lower ground.
When night fell, we led the horses, picking our way carefully by the faint light of the full moon. It was past midnight before we reached a small valley where we decided to set up camp. There was a tiny spring that fed a small pond, and the horses were grateful for the water. We settled them down, leaving a pair saddled, just in case we needed to leave in a hurry.
Drew dug a small fire pit and ringed it with boulders to hide the light of the flames. We wrapped blankets around our chilled bodies and sat as close to the fire as we could without singeing ourselves. Drew dozed while I kept the first watch, one of my Colts in my hand, ready to fire. The moon had set and the only light came from the red embers and the multitude of flickering stars that stretched across the black sky.
I was barely able to keep my eyes open, and I was grateful when Drew stirred and took over the watch. I was asleep as soon as my head rested against my saddle pack. Odd dreams of long black roads along which rode noisy wagons without horses pulling them invaded my sleep. Those are cars, the voice in my head said, and I dismissed the images as the ramblings of an anxious mind.
The first glimmers of dawn had appeared on the horizon before Drew woke me. In the far distance, I could hear the faint sound of cattle lowing, suggesting that we were deep inside the boundaries of the ranch. Hopefully, they were running free and there was nobody riding herd on them.
I checked the tethers that secured the remounts and packhorses. They were still secure, and after ensuring the horses were watered and fed, we left the camp and cautiously rode in the direction Drew determined the ranch house should be. We needed to find a spot where we could stay concealed while watching the ranch house for any evidence that Eileen and Colleen were there.
About a quarter of a mile to the west of the ranch buildings rose a 100-foot craggy bluff. Near the top, we discovered a narrow cleft. We were able to conceal our horses in a nearby wash and set up an observation post in the cleft. We brought our saddle packs and canteens and Drew carried his new Sharpe's slant breech carbine.
He'd bought the rifle before our last patrol, as he hadn't liked the old muzzle-loaded carbines the company had been issued. It was a breach-loader, and he could reload on horseback. Even with its shorter barrel, it was still very accurate, and with its fancy automatic primer feed, he could get off more than six shots a minute.
We settled down, concealed from prying eyes. Drew pulled out his expanding spyglass. He'd acquired it during the Mexican war, taken from a dead Mexican officer, he'd once admitted to me.
The sun beat down on the dry, parched land. Fortunately, during the worst heat of the day, the cleft was in the shadow, even so, the hours crawled by. One of us would keep watch while the other rested. The large two-story ranch house was flanked by a pair of bunkhouses and a large barn and stables. There were a few smaller buildings, sheds, tool stores and outhouses. There were a couple of horse corrals behind the barn.
We kept the place under view for the rest of the day, there was a lot of activity, but the only women we saw was a cook and someone we decided was most likely the housekeeper.
The shadows were lengthening when Drew stiffened and spoke my name. "Take a look, that's Davis on the front porch." He handed me the spyglass, and I focused it on the figure. He wore a light grey suit and held a cigar in his left hand, his other resting on the rail. He was looking down at a small group of men and appeared to be giving them orders.
"That's Davis," I muttered. "Are we sure the women are here, I've not seen any evidence, have you?"
"No."
"I guess we keep watching then."
"Yes," but he didn't sound convinced.
"What do you want to do?"
He considered his answer. "I'm thinking we watch until the place settles down for the night, then one of us goes down and has a look around."
"And by one of us, I guess you mean you."
"I've done this before, and you haven't."
I argued with him, but he wouldn't budge. "If we spot them beforehand, then this is all moot. We'll both go down there and get them."
"Drew, I counted almost twenty ranch hands, and I don't think that's all of them. How the hell are we going to go down there and get them out on our own?"
"We do what those Mexican bandits did to the ranchers last year. We set fire to one of the barns and then take out the ranch hands when they try to put it out."
"We just kill them?" I hadn't worried in the least when we'd killed the bandits, but these were ranch hands
"If they are holding our women against their will, then hell, yes, we are going to kill every one of the bastards we can," he said, his body stiff with repressed anger.
There wasn't much else I could say, and Drew was right, so I returned to watching the ranch house. The lamps were being lit as the evening drew in. Soon all I could see was the squares of the windows. Figures flitted across the yellow squares, but I couldn't tell if any were the women we were looking for.
We continued to watch deep into the night, passing the spyglass between us. We wrapped ourselves in our blankets to ward off the chill. Slowly the number of lit windows decreased as the people settled down for the night.
When finally, the last the lights dimmed, Drew stirred. "Time I moved," he said. He looked at his pocket watch, turning the face to catch the moonlight. "The moon will set in an hour, and I'll need the light it gives to climb down there safely. Dawn will be in another three hours and I need to be away by then."
I shook my head. "No, you shouldn't go that way; it's too dangerous. You need to take your horse; if things go tits up, you'll need to get out of there fast. There's enough light to ride around the bluffs, walk the horse in the last bit and hitch him up by that far coral. That'll give you a straight run down the road if you need to get out fast. You'll be well gone before they can even saddle a horse to give chase."
Drew looked like he was going to argue with me, then he grunted in agreement. "You keep watch from up here. Cover me, use my Sharpe's, there's a load of cartridges in that bag," He said, pointing at a one of a pair of canvas pouches by his saddlebags.
"Fire a shot if you see trouble heading my way," he added. "It'll take me twenty minutes to get down there." Taking his gear, he slipped out the back of the crevice. I heard the faint clatter of rocks marking his passage, then the even fainter whinny from one of our horses.
While I waited for my first sighting of him, I checked out Drew's rifle. It was unloaded, so I took one of the paper cartridges he'd made, and pushing the lever forward slid it into the breach and closed it. I blew away the sliver of paper; the closing breach block had cut off the back of the cartridge and the few grains of loose powder. It felt odd not fitting a cap on the nipple but that was the feature of the rifle that had convinced Drew to spend the fortune it had cost him.
He'd let me fire it a few times. You loaded the cartridge, closed the breach then brought the hammer back to full cock. As you pulled the trigger, a spring would flip out a primer pellet onto the nipple just as the hammer fell. It worked most of the time; if it didn't, you just re-cocked the hammer and fired again. I was envious of Drew and was saving up for one of my own.
My pappy had let me hunt for game for the pot since I was eight. I used a small-bore muzzle loading rifle, and I'd only get one shot. Soon I was able to shoot a jackrabbit at a hundred yards and hit the head every time. Drew's carbine was just as accurate and I'd regularly hit targets with it, at a distance of half a mile.
Without a pocket watch, I had no idea how much time passed before I saw a shadow moving around the side of the main ranch house. Peering through the spyglass, I was just able to see the shadowy figure climb up a trellis to the side of the porch, then crouch down on the balcony that ran the front of the building.
Then I lost sight of him in the dark shadows, and it wasn't going to be long before the moon set and we lost all the moonlight. All I could do was wait, keep watch and hope nobody stirred.
The door to one of the bunkhouses was pushed open, and my heart leaped into my mouth. A figure appeared in the rectangle of light carrying a lantern, and I cocked the carbine. The figure stumbled through the light streaming from the doorway and then turned away from the ranch house and in the direction of the outhouse. I released the tension on the hammer, returning it to half cock.
I followed the path of the lantern until it disappeared inside the outhouse. The scene drew darker as the moon dipped below the horizon, only the faint hint of light from the stars remained.
I was mentally urging Drew to hurry up when there was the distant sound of shouting and lights appeared in several of the upper windows of the ranch house. Fuck, this is bad, I thought. A gunshot echoed and I felt a shiver of fear run down my spine.
I had the carbine up at my shoulder, but there wasn't a target I could define that was worth shooting at that justified revealing my presence. Lamps and shadows moved below me, too indistinct to make out if one of them was Drew.
There were a couple of louder shouts and several shots. One faint shadow broke away from the black rectangle that marked the ranch house. Lights appeared outside of the bunkhouses, and in the glow of the doorway, several figures appeared. Now I had a target and I commenced to fire and reload as fast as I could. Drew had reckoned he could get off a shot every ten seconds, I know I broke that easily. I was shooting at shadows and I had no idea if I hit anybody but the lamps were quickly dimmed.
I only stopped shooting when the hammer fell, and the rife didn't fire after re-cocking and trying again. After the third time, I guessed that the primer magazine was empty. I could use the same caps the Walker used, but my spares were in my saddlebags. Random shots were being fired from below and once I'd heard a bullet strike the rocks below me. It was too dark for me to find Drew's spare primer pellets, and when I checked the canvas pouch, there were only a dozen or so cartridges left.
I was sure that Drew had made his escape until a pool of flames appeared halfway between the back of the barn and the outhouse. Damn, I'd forgotten all about the guy in the outhouse. The outhouse was close to the route he would need to take to get back to his horse.
Two figures fought; their bodies outlined if the flames from the fallen lantern. I think Drew was winning when a couple more men appeared and drove the one I'd recognized as Drew to the ground. More lamps appeared, and the group of men headed back towards the ranch house dragging a limp figure with them.
I had no idea what I should do next, only that I wasn't going to leave Drew at Davis's tender mercy. While Drew was being half carried, half dragged, I fumbled in the second of the canvas bags and was so relieved to find a second package of the paper cartridges for the Sharpe's. From its size, I estimated there were another fifty cartridges. There was also a square tin that I knew held the preloaded tubes of primer pellets and a second tin with standard primer caps.
Remembering how Drew had shown me, I quickly loaded a fresh tube of the primer pellets into the carbine, then I took stock of the scene that was evolving below me.



Things weren't going well for Drew. Davis must have thought he was outside my range as he stood on the porch in the light of several lamps. The faint glow on the eastern horizon told all of us that dawn would be soon. Drew had said he thought the ranch house was a tad over 400 yards from us, and that's the distance I set the sights.
There was a lot of shouting, and then a bucket of water was thrown over Drew. I was surprised I could make out the details, then realized that the glow of the predawn light was growing. Somehow in the confusion, they seemed to have forgotten all about me, but that wasn't going to last.
Davis was talking to a couple of his men, and one of them pointed in the direction of the bluffs. There was a flurry of motion and half a dozen men started to head in my direction. If they got up here, there would be nothing I could do for Drew and I still didn't know if Eileen and Colleen were there either.
I murmured a quick sorry, lined up the sights on the foremost of the men, and pulled the trigger. The boom of the shot echoed around the rocks and when the small cloud of powder smoke blew away, I saw him writhing on the ground. I reloaded and saw that most of the small group were crouching down around him. Two had their pistols out and firing indiscriminately in my direction. At that distance, they had no hope of hitting me, but I had to discourage them.
A second shot, and a second man was on the ground. I must have killed him as they left him where he lay. The remaining men gathered up the wounded man and carried him back in the direction of the ranch house. The group by the ranch house that included Davis watched as they carried the screaming man into the bunkhouse.
That seemed to galvanize Davis into action, I heard shouted orders, and Drew was dragged to his feet. His hands were tied behind his back and a large thickset man drew a revolver and pointed in Drew's direction.
Davis cupped his hands to his mouth and shouted, "You up there, come down, or we shoot your friend."
"Don't do it," Drew managed to shout before he was thrown to the ground.
The thickset man stood over him, and I gave Davis my answer. The shot boomed out again and the thickset man spun away before falling to the ground.
I reloaded, then cupped my hands and shouted back. "If anything happens to him, you are all dead. Let him walk away and you all get to live." To emphasize my words, I put a shot into the ground close to Davis's feet, then reloaded again.
He turned to step back onto the porch, and I put a shot into the wooden steps. A few seconds later, a ranch hand who had raise a rifle to his shoulder was knocked backward as my 45-caliber bullet struck him in the chest. Damn this carbine was accurate, the remaining men scattered and ducked undercover. Two men pulled Drew into the ranch house and then I could see nobody.
I took a few moments to gather my wits. I had water and food for a couple of days, a decent amount of ammunition for Drew's carbine, and my Colts. While it was daylight, I'd be able to spot anybody trying to move around. What I didn't know was how many men did Davis still had or if Drew had found the women.
I'd be a sitting duck if Davis's men got up into the bluffs, and they were guaranteed to try under cover of darkness. I had until dark fell, then I'd have to move. I had a problem; I couldn't take any potshots at the ranch house if there was any possibility that the women were being held there.
The rest of the buildings were fair game. As the light improved, I saw movement at the doorway of the closer of the bunkhouses and I fired. I was rewarded with a cry of pain and several returned shots, none of which came close. Two men ran out of the barn heading for the corral and several saddled horses. As the first one slowed to climb through the rails, I steadied the sights on his back and fired. He screamed and clutched his shoulder. His grey shirt was darkened with blood and he fell to the ground. His companion pulled him over to the nearby water trough and they crouched down behind it.
Reloading the rifle had become second nature to me. Open the breach, blow away the remains of the previous cartridge. Slide a new one in and close the breach. A quick brush with my fingers to remove the cutoff end of the paper cartridge and any spilled powder, and I was ready again. I could do it all in a count of six.
A shout came from the direction of the water trough. "Mister, hey mister. He's hit bad. We've no beef with you; we just want to leave. Will you let us take our horses and go?"
If he was telling the truth, then that would be two less to worry about.
I made a quick decision. "Stand up, toss your guns away, and you can go," I called back.
"Okay, we's getting up," he called back.
Slowly the pair of them stood, one supporting the other. A strip of blue cloth torn from a shirt was tied around the wounded man's upper arm. Two pistols were tossed to the ground by their feet, and then they headed for the horses. The first helped his friend onto the back of one, then mounted another. Soon they were both heading away from the ranch, a cloud of dust marking their passage.
We'd counted twenty ranch hands yesterday, two dead, another wounded, and these two gone left fifteen. I wasn't going to count the one who'd cried out when I'd shot into the doorway of the bunkhouse; it could have been pain or fear, I didn't know which.
I tried to recollect where everyone had scattered to after I'd started shooting. Davis and Drew were in the ranch house, with the two that had pushed Drew inside, I thought that maybe three or four others had gone with them. The rest had scattered, most into the bunkhouses and a couple in the direction of the barn. Those were probably the two I'd just let ride off.
How many more were in the ranch house I couldn't be sure. The cook and the housekeeper for sure; was there a Mrs. Davis? There was also the unanswered question: were Eileen and Colleen there?
To keep them on their toes, I put a shot into the closed window shutter on the closest bunkhouse. Then a second through the shutter on the second bunkhouse. The wood splintered and they returned several shots from each bunkhouse. I tried to count them; I thought there had been four or five from the first and only a couple from the second. Possibly two in the far bunkhouse and half a dozen in the closer one.
Make that one less, there was movement behind the half-closed door, and I shot. A scream and a figure fell forward and lay still. For good measure, I another shot through the doorway.
My mouth was dry, and I took a swig from my canteen, rinsing out the dust and the acrid taste of the burnt powder, then I swallowed a couple of mouthfuls. I thought I saw movement in the doorway of the second bunkhouse, and I instinctively fired a shot. A white handkerchief tied to a broom handle poked out of the doorway.
A voice shouted out. "Hey mister, can we have the same deal as the others? We ain't fix'n to die for Davis; he doesn't pay us enough for that."
I was about to say yes when I had a thought. "Okay," I called back. "But I want one of you to bring your guns over to that rock by the fence so I can see them." The rock in question was about a hundred yards from the base of the bluffs.
"You won't shot me?"
"If you are leaving, I've got no reason to," I replied.
Three men carrying saddlebags over their shoulders exited the bunkhouse. I heard some shouting from the ranch house but the men ignored it. Two-headed over to the corral and proceeded to saddle three horses. The third man made his way towards the rock and placed three pistols on top of it. I doubted that those were their only weapons but if they were leaving, I didn't care.
Before he moved to join his companions, I called down. "One question then you can go. Is Davis holding two women prisoner in the ranch house?"
He froze, keeping his hands in view. "Sure, if you mean the two, he brought back from San Antonio a couple of months ago," he called back. "Shit is that what this is all about."
"Sure is," I replied. "Go." He got. Soon three more dust trails were heading off into the distance.
So now I knew, Davis had abducted the women, but why I had no idea. Was it just because they were women or was it because of their relationship to Drew and myself?
In frustration I fired half a dozen shots into the other bunkhouse, alternating between the two shuttered windows and the doorway then for the fun of it I put a couple through the shingle roof. I didn't waste any ammunition on the adobe walls; they were too thick. I got over my fit of pique and concentrated on what was going on at the ranch house.
There was some movement behind the windows, but now it was confirmed that the women were being held in there I couldn't risk firing. The walls were made of clapboard and my bullets would go straight through them. With the spyglass at my eye, I watched the house intently.
Movement and cries of fear from the bunkhouse drew my attention back to it. Smoke was streaming out of the gaps in the building. What the hell was happening? A couple of men staggered out and collapsed on the ground; four more followed them as flames started braking through the roof. Smoke billowed out of the door and windows and the men moved further away.
The main door to the ranch house opened, and a voice called out to them. Two of them started to head towards the door so I put a bullet into the ground between them and it. They froze and then moved away. Soon six more dust trails were heading away from the ranch.
This last group worried me; the previous ones hadn't seemed interested in hanging around and had ridden off at a considerable pace. This group had split up after riding out about a mile; four carried on while two broke off. If those two continued curving around in the new direction they were taking, they would end up somewhere behind me and that didn't abode well for me.
The good news was that it would take them a good hour to get into a position to threaten me, so I turned my attention back to the ranch house. I didn't want Davis and his men to get in the way of me dealing with the two I was sure were trying to sneak up on my position.
It was risky, but I needed to keep Davis on the back foot. Through the spyglass, I spent ten minutes studying the building, concentrating on the windows and the main door. While I saw the odd movement at several of the windows upstairs, I saw no movement on the ground floor.
I took a deep breath, and then over the space of a minute, I put six shots through the lower half of the main door. Given the downward angle I was shooting at, I expected every shot to bury themselves into the floorboards safely. All I want was for Davis and the remaining ranch hands to keep their heads down while I dealt with the impending threat. Over the next quarter of an hour, I sent a few more randomly time shots through the ragged hole in the door. Then it was time to move.
The carbine would be a liability for the next action, so I left it behind. I would need to rely on my trusty Walker Colts to deal with the upcoming threat. I cinched the belt that held the holsters and spare bullets and powder. The considerable weight of the pistols pulled down on the belt and I eased it into a more comfortable position. One pistol to hand, I cautiously crept up to the top of the bluff.
I spotted the first of the ranch hands as he was highlighted against the sky as he crossed a ridge about three hundred yards away. His companion appeared a few moments later, then the two of them started forward, disappearing into the shadows thrown by the scattered boulders. At the pace they were moving, it was going to take them ten minutes to get close enough for me to deal with them.
I ducked back down to the cleft and fired another shot at the house; I wanted the two ranch hands to think I was still concentrating on the ranch. I returned to my position at the top of the cleft and waited for the pair to appear. Compulsively I checked and double-checked my Walkers. I moved slowly to one side, settling in the shadows between a pair of medium-sized boulders with a clear view of the only way down to my supposed position. I cocked both of my Colts not wanting the sound to alert my hunters.
The sound of a boot scuffing against a rock was my first indication that they were close. I moved further back into the shadows; confident I was unseen. A shadow moved, and then the figure of a man in his thirties holding a pistol appeared on the far side of the trail. I heard him whisper, the sound too soft for me to understand the words. Then I heard the unmistakable sound of the hammer on a gun being cocked. The sound came from the far side of the boulder I was hiding behind.
I felt my heart racing in my chest and was convinced that he would be able to hear it as well. My mouth was dry, and I wanted to swallow, but I daren't. I saw the barrel of the scattergun first. Then his arms and the rest of him, he glanced into the shadows where I was hiding, but he was in bright sunlight and the shadow would just be another patch of darkness.
"You sure he's down there?" he whispered to his companion.
"I'm sure, the smoke from his shots was just below that piece of shrub over there," he whispered back.
The two were a few paces apart when they reached the top of the cleft. The one with pistol slid it into his belt, then grunted with the effort as he picked up a large rock and tossed it down the cleft. I heard the rattle as it dislodged other rocks. They both stepped forward then froze as I spoke.
"You need to drop your weapons, or I'll shoot." I don't know why but shooting the pair of them in the back, even though they were trying to kill me, felt wrong.
I didn't need to worry as both spun around, one barrel of the scattergun belching flames and smoke that hit the ground. The bullet from the Walker tore through his chest, the heavy bullet knocking him to the ground.
His companion was scrabbling to pull his pistol from his belt as my second shot punched through his shoulder. He screamed and fell to the ground. I must have nicked an artery as crimson blood pulsed from the wound.
I cautiously approach them. The first one was dead, his unblinking eyes staring up at the sky. The other was clutching at his wound with his other arm. He was in shock, and he kept muttering. "You've killed me," repeatedly.
From the look of the wound and the amount of blood pooling around him, he was probably right. His pistol had fallen to the side and I kicked it away. He lasted a few more minutes. The exit wound was the size of my two fists, and there was nothing I could do to stop the bleeding. After he took his last gasping breath and then fell silent, I rocked back on my heels and then closed the eyes of the man I'd killed.
I'd killed a few men in my time, but this was the first time I'd sat and watched a man I'd shot die beside me. I cursed about the futility of it; he'd died because of the actions of another. This shouldn't have been his fight; it was his boss's fault. The acrid, coppery smell of spilled blood, and the buzzing of the flies brought my thoughts to an end.
I cleared out the hide in the cleft, taking our gear back to the horses. The sound of the scattergun and the pistol shots had drawn a couple of the ranch hands out onto the porch, so I fired a last couple of shots down at the ranch house. I think I winged one of them and both scurried indoors.
As I drank the last of the water from my canteen, I tried to work out how many of Davis's men were left in the ranch house. There couldn't be more than four or five, at most. I stood on the edge of the bluff and took stock of the situation. Mentally, I mapped out the safest route to the ranch house while I reloaded the Colts' two spent chambers.
I tied Drew's gear on to my horse, and then rode down and approached the ranch. I kept the bulk of the barn between me and the ranch house. I approached slowly, not wanting to raise a cloud of dust. I walked the horse in the last couple of hundred yards. There was a hitching rail next to a water trough, and that's where I left my horse.
I slipped into the barn; the incessant buzzing of flies told me what I would find. On one side, three bodies were covered by a tarp. I was shocked when I pulled back a corner and I saw stocking covered legs. I didn't know what to think and it took all my courage to uncover the faces. My heart started beating again after I realized that none of the three people was anyone I knew. Two were women, both looked like they'd been dead a couple of days and it appeared that they'd been beaten to death. The man had a bullet hole between his eyes.
What the hell was Davis up to? My imagination ran riot and I had to wonder if he'd been abducting women to create his own sick version of a harem and beating them if they failed to amuse him. It took a few moments to regain my composure. I covered up the bodies again, then climbed the ladder up to the hayloft and peered out.
There was movement at the windows, and after a moment, I saw Davis holding up what looked like a pair of small spyglasses. He was looking through both of them, using them to observe the bluff where I'd been hiding. I'd left a rolled-up blanket and the scattergun in the cleft. I'd positioned them right on the edge where I'd hoped that they'd be seen. It looked like it had worked as I saw him point out the position to someone in the shadows.
I estimated that there was less than an hour of daylight left and if I'd guessed right, he'd be making a move soon. I was right; as soon as the shadows lengthened, three men slipped out the rear of the building. If I'd still been up on the bluff, the approaching darkness and shadows would have made it unlikely I would have spotted them.
I gave them half an hour before I moved. I only took my Colts, leaving the carbine with the horse. I headed for the rear door where I'd seen the three men exit. I moved from one patch of darkness to the next until I was resting my back against the rear wall of the house. My mouth was dry, and I wished I had my canteen. My hands were sweating, and I was afraid I'd drop the pistol I was holding. I switched hands, wiping the empty one on my shirt to dry it.
I couldn't wait any longer, soon my ruse on the bluff would be found out. I eased the back door open and slipped inside. The room I found myself in was a small lobby that led into the kitchen. The middle-aged woman who sat at the table with her back to me had to be the cook. She had a bowl into which she was cracking eggs.
I crept up behind her, then pressed the muzzle of the pistol to the back of her neck and clamped my other hand over her mouth.
"Make a sound, and you're dead," I whispered as gruffly as I could.
She gave a whimper and just went limp. Christ, she'd fainted. I dragged her over to the pantry and tied her hands and feet with a length of twine I found on a shelf. I stuffed a cloth into her mouth and tied a second around her head as a gag.
The kitchen led into a hallway that opened out. A grand staircase rose to the second floor. Upstairs I could hear people moving about, but downstairs was unusually quiet. Through an open door, I could see a dining room that looked empty. A set of closed double doors on the left probably led into the main room. There were two other doors, the first of which I cautiously eased open. The hinges gave a quiet squeal that had my heart in my mouth. I froze with the door open a few inches, but the sound of the movement upstairs didn't alter.
Through the gap, I could see a bookcase and a desk; it must be Davis's study. The second door was locked. I contemplated knocking, hoping that this was where he was keeping Drew. If he wasn't, then all I'd be doing was losing the element of surprise. I listened carefully at the door, but I couldn't hear any sound.



The last room was the one behind the double doorway. A strip of light was visible between them. I was contemplating how to proceed when I heard movement behind the door. I flattened myself against the wall as the door opened, and one of the ranch hands stepped through its opening and into the dark hallway. He moved towards the back of the hall and I risked a glance into the room. It looked empty so I stepped behind the man and hit him on the back of the head with the butt of my pistol. It made a satisfying crunch, and this was one of those rare moments I was grateful the damn thing weighed so much.
He flopped forward, and I strained to hold him up, before easing him softly to the floor. He was out cold and I pulled him down the hall and bundled him under the stairs. I used his belt to tie his hands and then hogtied him with more of the twine I'd found. I stiffed a strip torn from his shirt in his mouth and searched him for any weapons. He had a pistol and a knife, and I took both of them.
I checked the room he'd come from, and it was empty. If I was right on my numbers, then that just left Davis and one more of his ranch hands, and they must both be upstairs. Then I remembered the woman we'd thought was the housekeeper. Where the hell was she?
I stepped close to the stairs and listened intently. One set of heavy footsteps was pacing back and forth. I could hear the floorboards near the front of the building creaking as he moved. Two distinct men's voices were talking quietly, and I strained to hear what they were saying.
"Do you think Joe and the boys have got him yet, Major?"
"That's the third time you've asked me that in the last ten minutes. Will you just shut up and let me think."
"Sorry, Major."
"Make yourself useful, go and check on Ned, then bring me a bottle of whiskey from the library."
"Okay, Major."
The heavy footsteps moved across the floorboards towards the top of the stairs. Shit, he was coming down. I stepped back into the room Ned had come from and eased the door closed.
It was a large room with a wide fireplace where a fire flicked, keeping the chill at bay. I snatched up a poker and flattened myself to the side of the doorway.
The door started to swing open as he called out, "Ned, you in here? The major wants a bottle of whiskey."
I grunted, and he stepped through, his head turning in the direction of my voice. The poker cracked down on his head and he fell forward and hit the floor with a thud. He was still moving so I hit him again. This time he stopped moving, and he wasn't going to move ever again. His last breath rattled as it escaped from his mouth.
I wouldn't have long before Davis got suspicious if the dead man didn't return with his whiskey. He was about my height, twenty pounds heavier. He was wearing a black jacket, which I pulled off his body and put on.
In the hallway, I called out, trying to make rough like that of the dead man. "Major, Ned's fine, he's going to check outside. Where did you say the whiskey was?"
"Damn it, Pete, it's on the shelf in the library, and tell cook to take up some food for the women."
"Yes, Major."
I had a few moments. There was no need to creep about now. I stepped heavily, trying to match the footsteps I'd heard earlier. I went into the kitchen and checked that the cook was still secure. She'd woken up, and she glared at me. I checked her bindings and gag were still secured.
Ned was still out for the count and showed no sign of regaining consciousness. In the library, I found the whiskey and picked up a bottle, and started up the stairs. In one hand, I held out the bottle of whiskey; the other held the pistol which I kept at my side. I made no effort to be quiet, Davis was expecting Pete to be coming up the stairs and that was why I'd put on his jacket.
Davis saw just what he was expecting to see. A man in a black jacket holding a bottle of whiskey walking up the stairs, the lights were low, and I was in the shadows. He only gave me the briefest of glances before turning his attention to the window behind him.
"Pour me a glass," he demanded.
There was an empty glass on the table in the corner, and I moved over to it and put the bottle down. I stepped behind Davis and pressed the barrel of the Colt into his back and cocked the hammer.
"What the hell..."
"Keep quiet, and you may live to see the dawn," I emphasized my words by grinding the barrel in again, then stepped back in case he tried to snatch the pistol from me.
"Put any weapons on the table and do it carefully."
He slid a hand under the suit jacket he wore and slowly withdrew it. A pistol was dropped onto the table, and then he slowly turned around to face me.
"Who the fuck are you?" he demanded.
I shook my head, "No, I think the question you need to answer is where are you holding Drew and the women."
I needed to find and get them out of there quickly, as there were three more of Davis's men still loose, and they'd be back from the bluff soon.
He stood there and wouldn't speak, just glared at me. This wasn't getting me far with the situation, and time was on his side. I'd searched the ground floor, so they had to be up here somewhere. I didn't want to shout out for them, in case I'd miscounted and there was still another of his men hiding up here.
I grasped his arm and pressed my pistol against his side. "If you are not going to talk, let's check out the rooms up here, you go first."
At each of the closed doors off the upper hallway, I got Davis to open them, the third one was locked, and Davis insisted he didn't have a key.
"Who does then?"
He just shook his head, and I hit him as hard as I could in his stomach. His face went puce, and he doubled over, gasping for breath. I was wasting valuable time, so I smacked the gun butt down on the back of his head. He just flopped to the floor. I went through his pockets, and there on his pocket watch chain was a pair of keys.
Drew had been right: when you get pushed to the extreme, you respond in kind. Before these last couple of days, I'd always considered that I was a law-abiding citizen. Yes, I'd tracked down and killed or wounded people, but they were all bandits, and I hadn't taken pleasure in it. Now, as I looked down at Davis and the trickle of blood that stained his hair, I felt an immense sense of satisfaction that I'd hurt him.
After that first flurry of shots following Drew's capture, I'd only consciously tried to kill those of his men that were trying to kill me, or it was unavoidable. If they had wanted to leave, I'd let them.
Now, I felt vindicated. From everything I'd seen, the bodies in the barn to the knowledge that he'd abducted my girlfriend, he deserved to die, and with my finger on the trigger, I was only a hair's pressure away from achieving my goal.
He gave a soft groan, and I composed myself. I needed to keep my wits about me; I couldn't afford to fall at the last fence. I took the keys, and as Davis started to move, I hit him again. There was a satisfying thud and he fell still again.
The second key opened the door, and I was grateful that I paused at the entrance as a broken chair leg missed impacting my head by the barest whisker. The room was in darkness and what little light there was in the hallway just silhouetted me against it. I leaped back, whoever had just tried to brain me had no idea who was standing there.
"Wait," I cried out, "I'm a friend."
A very familiar voice said, "Billy, is that you, Billy?"
All my pent-up emotion released in one great big burst. "Colleen, is Eileen with you."
A figure in a pale dress threw herself at me. "Billy, I'm here, " and she was squeezing the life out of me; she was holding on to me so tightly.
There was the sound of a match striking, then a growing glow lit the room as a lamp was lit. It was a fairly large bedroom, with two beds and a small seating area. There were sturdy iron bars at both of the windows. The room was a prison, a comfortable one, but neither less a prison cell. There was a second open doorway on the far wall, and when I glanced in, it appeared to be a second cell/bedroom.
"Is there anyone else in here?"
Colleen said, "Not anymore, there were two other women, Sadie and Carla. They were here when we arrived. They were taken away a few days ago and we haven't seen them since."
I decided not to mention the two women's bodies I'd discovered in the barn; they had to be the two missing women. I wondered who the man had been?
"Have you seen Drew?"
"No, isn't he with you? Wasn't he the one doing all that shooting we heard?"
Damn, I'd been sure that they would have seen Drew after his capture. "He was scouting out the house last night and got captured. It was just me out there; I've meet trying to keep them bottled up. Here take these."
I handed them each one of the pistols I'd taken, and they both looked grateful to be armed.
"They must be holding him somewhere else in here," I said. "They dragged him in here after I started taking potshots at them."
"We haven't heard him; everyone was running around like headless chickens after the firing started. Was it really only you firing, they were convinced that there were at least two or three out there."
Out there, damn, that reminded me that there were still the three ranch hands out there, and they'd be back as soon as they found my empty vantage point.
"We need to go; there's still three more of Davis's crew out there. I sent them off on a wild goose chase, but that won't last for long."
We exited the room with me in front. Davis was still stretched out on the landing floor.
"Is he dead?" Eileen asked.
"No, just knocked out."
"Pity."
As she passed his prone figure, her foot lashed out, and she stomped on his groin. I winced at the violence behind that kick. For a moment, as Colleen paused beside him, I thought she was going to kick him as well. Then she took another step and before I could stop her, she cocked the hammer of the pistol she was holding and pulled the trigger. His head exploded as the lead bullet punched through his skull.
"Shit," I gasped out.
"You kill vermin; he was just the worst type of vermin," Colleen said flatly, then headed for the stairs. "Let go find my man."
"Wait, I need to check the last couple of rooms up here, first."
Both women cocked their pistols and moved to the side. I hurriedly checked the remaining rooms, but found nobody.
"Do you know where the housekeeper could be?" I asked when I returned to the women.
"She's not a housekeeper," Eileen said. "She's that piece of vermin's sister. She's just as bad as him. I'd happily put a bullet through her."
Okay, so now I had four to worry about. "Let's try downstairs; there was one door that was locked."
Guessing that Davis's sister would be armed, I cautiously led the way down the stairs. The guy in the main room was still dead. I gave the room a more thorough search. Again, it was empty, but some instinct made me feel that someone had been here since I'd killed the man.
The one I'd stashed under the stairs was still unconscious. I checked his bindings, and they were still secure. In the pantry, the cook had managed to shift around and was sitting on the floor with her back to the wall. Her hands and feet were still bound but she'd managed to shift her gag and spit out the cloth I'd stuffed in her mouth. That saved me the effort of removing it to ask her questions.
She glared at me and then went white when she saw the two gun-toting women step up beside me.
"Where are they holding the man they captured last night?" I asked.
She went wide eyes and shook her head. "He'll have me killed if I tell you."
"He's dead, I just shot him in the head," Colleen said as she shouldered me out of the way. She pointed her pistol at the woman, "and I'll happily shot you if you don't tell me where they are holding my man."
"In the cellar," she hurriedly said.
"Where's the way down?" I hadn't seen a cellar entrance earlier.
"The doors in the hallway, but he keeps it locked. Only the master and his sister have keys."
"We can shoot out the lock," Colleen said.
"No need, I've got his keys," I pointed out.
An old iron key opened the door in the hallway. The top two steps were visible in the light of the hallway lamp. The rest was a black shadow.
I called Drew's name out and we heard a muffled groan from the blackness. I took a lamp from the kitchen and cautiously, very cautiously, started down the staircase. The light from the lamp outlined a wooden staircase that hugged a stone wall.
The further I got down, the more of the cellar became visible. It was a large stone-lined room with a packed dirt floor. Along one wall was a pile of broken and discarded household furniture. Benches with a scattering of tools lined a second wall and three low stout doors were set into the third wall. Dominating the center of the room was a long dark stained table. As I stepped closer, I kept a wary eye on the shadows on the corners of the room.
I was only a couple of steps away from the table when I saw the straps fixed firmly to the top. My nose wrinkled as the acrid rank tang of old blood hit it. The stains were dried blood, and I stepped back in horror I took in what the tools on the nearest bench were. This wasn't a cellar; it was a torture chamber, and now I understood what had happened to the two women in the barn.
I heard the groan again, and it came from behind the middle door. A stout bolt kept the door closed, and it screeched as I forced it back.
I heard Colleen's urgent whisper from the top of the staircase, wanting to know if I was all right and had I found Drew.
"Not yet," I called back.
At the sound of my voice, a soft voice full of pain asked from behind the door, "Is that you, Billy?"
The door opened outward, and I dragged it open. I could see Drew's figure sitting propped up against the back wall of the little cell. He started to move, and I was beside him helping him to his feet. He swayed, then seemed to get hold of himself and stood up straighter.
As I helped him out of the cell, I called out that I'd found him, and he was still alive.
Colleen hurried down the steps telling Eileen to wait at the top and keep guard. She gave a small moan of anguish when she saw his battered features. They hugged, and he couldn't help the way he tensed as she wrapped her arms around his body.
"We need to go," I said urgently. "There's more of his men out there, and I don't know how good they are. And his sister is somewhere around here, as well."
"Check behind the other doors," Drew said. "I heard someone was moving about down here not long ago."
The bolt, on the door to the left, wasn't in place, and the cell was empty. The last door had a proper lock and the last key on the keyring fitted the keyhole. I wasn't sure what to expect behind the door, but the tunnel that disappeared into the darkness was not on my list. There were several fresh footprints in the damp dirt of the floor.
"Where the hell does it go," Drew muttered.
I tried to picture the ranch in my mind and the direction the tunnel seemed to head. "I think it goes to the barn," I said.
Footsteps hurrying down the steps interrupted our debate. Eileen hurried over to us, her finger held to her mouth.
"Some riders just rode up to the front of the house," she whispered.
I sprinted up the steps. I heard several footsteps on the porch, then one of them was hammering on the door, calling out for the Major. Before they decided to come barging in, I pulled the cellar door closed and locked it. I returned to the others. Drew had found his gun belt and his pair of Colts where they'd been tossed onto the far bench. He was strapping them on as I reached them.
"Davis's men are back, and they are not happy," I told them.
"How many?"
"I saw three ride off earlier; it must be them."
"So, do we risk it?" He gestured at the entrance of the dark tunnel.
"What choice have we got?" Colleen said. She lit a second lamp from the first and stepped over to the entrance. "It looks like that bitch has gone down here, and I'd like to give her the same treatment I gave her brother."
Drew gave me a quizzical look, and I whispered, "She put a bullet through his head!"
"Damn, I wanted to do that myself."
I gave a last look around the cellar, "ls this place what I think it is?"
He gave me a grim smile. "From what they told me; it was both of them. He liked it when they screamed; she liked to inflict the pain."
There wasn't anything I could say. I was just grateful that they hadn't started on our women, and then berated myself. The only reason they hadn't started had been the two poor unfortunate women in the barn.
Drew went first, the pistol in his hand giving him the strength he needed. Colleen, then Eileen followed him. I brought up the rear; I paused long enough to re-lock the door behind us. The tunnel was low enough that we all had to crouch down. My recollection was that the barn was about a hundred yards away, and by the time we reached the end, my knees and neck were feeling the strain.
A wooden ladder led up to a trap door. Drew listened carefully for a minute before slowly easing the trap up. A few hay stalks drifted down, and the only sounds I could hear was the faint buzzing of flies and the snort of a horse.
Drew poked his head up, then stepped up and off the ladder. I heard the hay rustle under his boots; then, he whispered all clear. When we were all safely out of the tunnel, drew closed the trap and we pushed a couple of heavy bales of hay on top of the entrance. We extinguished the lamps we'd brought with us, there was enough light from the moon for us to see.
"Any sight of Davis' men?" I asked.
"There's nobody here, except those three," and he nodded in the direction of the tarp-covered bodies.
I whispered, "Don't let them look, two are women who were kept with them, and their deaths weren't pretty."
Drew cursed under his breath, then we all moved to the far barn door. In front of us was the corral and my saddled horse.
"I can't see yours," I said. "We need to saddle up three more."
"There's several in the stalls over there, and there is some tack as well."
I said, "Get them saddled up, and I'll keep watch. We don't have much time before those men find Davis's body and start hunting us down."
I walked over to my horse, retrieved the carbine and a pocket full of cartridges. I returned to the barn, and after checking on Drew's progress, I went over to the half-open door.
Lamps had been lit in the ranch house, and I got glimpses of people moving around. Soon two returned to their horses that had been hitched to the rail in front of the porch.
A heated discussion was going on, and I could make out most of what they were saying.
"Cook says they went down into the cellar, and she didn't see them come up again. Now the door's locked, so they've got to be still down there.
"He's dead, and the safe's empty. His sister's taken the money and gone."
"Good riddance, she was an evil bitch, Christ knows what they got up to down there."
"Joe's gone to deal with the cook, then we are out of here. We'll round up a herd of his best beasts and sell them in Houston."
Christ, they were as evil as the Davises. A bullet in the head was too good for them, but that didn't stop me cocking the Sharps and lining up the sight on the closest of them.
I was about to take the shot when the last man came running around the building.
"Let's go," he shouted. "I've set fire to the place, they'll all die down there, and nobody will ever know what happened here."
They weren't going to get away with it on my watch. My finger twitched, and the first bullet struck the closest man between his shoulders. The other two froze, and by the time they started to move, I'd reloaded and fired a second shot. This one hit the furthest man in the small of his back and he tumbled off his horse. The last one was scrabbling to mount his horse. He kicked his heels in and the horse was starting to turn away when my last shot punched through his chest and he slid to the ground.



Black smoke was beginning to billow from the doors and windows of the ranch house, and soon, I saw the orange flicker of flames. I turned away and could see Drew leading three saddled horses out of the other door. I breathed a sigh of relief; it was all over. I began to hurry over to Drew when he shouted out my name.
I heard a click to my left and turned to see a woman at the bottom of the ladder to the hayloft. Christ, I'd completely forgotten about Davis's sister. I hadn't re-loaded the carbine, so I let it fall from my hands and was reaching for one of my Walkers when she raised her arm and fired a shot.
Pain lanced through the side of my head, and I was falling to the ground. I watched her take a step forward as she thumbed back the hammer again. My vision was going blurry and I desperately tried to raise my hand and fire back.
A second shot and I braced myself for the impact. Instead, she slumped backward, a bright crimson splash appearing on her dress. The pain in my head intensified and the blackness overpowered my senses.
The last thing I recalled was a woman screaming out my name.

********************My whole body hurt, my ears were ringing, and intense red and blue strobing lights penetrated my closed eyelids. I groaned and someone was touching my arm.
I heard a voice, barely audible over the ringing, asking if I was alright. I almost laughed, how could I be all right, I'd just been shot in the head. I coughed and winced at the sharp stabbing pain that struck me between the eyes.
"I was shot," I managed to say.
"He says he was shot," called out a voice.
"We didn't see any gunshot wounds," a second voice said. "We'll check again."
I felt hands running up and down my body. I slowly opened an eye and winced again at the bright light. The ranch house was really burning brightly, and I wondered what it was that was giving the flames their blue hue.
"He's not need shot, but he's got a bump the size of a hen's egg on the back of his head. He needs to go to County for a scan."
"Bob," a voice said, then repeated the name several more times.
I groaned as reality reasserted itself. Billy was gone again, and for a second time, I had no clue if he'd survived.
"Let me sit up, please," I asked.
A damp cloth wiped both of my eyes, and I was eased up into a half-sitting position. I opened my eyes and saw I was lying on a gurney. The blue and red light was from emergency vehicles.
"Christ, what the hell happened?" I asked.
A sheriff's deputy heard me and gave a dry laugh. "The flashbang in the safe is what happened. It was a bit too big for the confined space."
He pointed to the side, and I saw the back of my SUV, none of the glass remained intact, and there was an ominous bulge in the roofline.
"And the thieves?"
"Feeling very sorry for themselves." He pointed over his shoulder, and there were two more gurneys; only their occupants were handcuffed to the side rail.
I sank back on my gurney. There had to be a better way to communicate with Billy. I wasn't sure how many more head injuries I'd be able to survive. I saw Ricky by the back of the SUV, and I called him over.
"Is the Walker okay?" I asked.
He nodded, "They let me check it. They say they need to log it in as evidence, but the Sheriff said as neither of them touched it; we'll get it back in a few days."
"Ask him if I can check it myself."
Ricky gave me an odd look but did as I asked. The Sheriff looked over at me and then nodded. One of the Sheriff's deputies brought the pistol case over and watched a Ricky opened it for me and then placed it in my outstretched hand.
I closed my eyes as the icy cold metal seemed to burn my flesh. The barn swam into view, and I saw Billy sitting on a bale of hay. Eileen was pressing a wad of cloth to the side of his head and he was smiling at her.
I opened my eyes, and the pistol was no longer cold.

********************The End.
(Until the spirit of the Colt talks to me again.)
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*********This is a flash story I wrote as an exercise earlier this year. It's a piece that I had a lot of fun writing. There's no sex, just a lot of blood and guts. Many thanks to Nora for her editing skills.

*********And the world went white.
I hate fucking time travel, there I said it. I... hate... fucking... time travel. The holy grail of science fiction stories and the reality is that it hurts, it feels like some asshole is sanding your skin off and shining a searchlight at your eyes. And when things go wrong, as they inevitably do, they go spectacularly fucking wrong.
Our instructions were simple on paper. Take a quick trip back to the Cretaceous-period, because the academics need more information about Velociraptors. The last team they sent back had landed on the flank of an active volcano and only managed to bounce back seconds before their time sphere would have been enveloped by magma.
Our mission was to observe and record a group of Velociraptors hunting. We need to prove that they were far more intelligent than the academics previously thought. Get us proof that they cooperated as they hunt in packs. We can only observe and record, trying to take anything from its timeline causes the time sphere to stop working. A simple assignment then; go back, don't land on an active volcano. Find a pack, and then record them hunting down prey, it sounded so simple. Never trust simple!
Well, guess what, they do hunt in packs, and they are bloody good at it. Four of us were in the sphere for the jump. And just to prove the world hates me, my bloody ex-wife was on the team, selected for the mission.
I should have guess something was up when I was pulled into the project manager's office before the mission briefing.
"Look, I know that under normal circumstances, I'd never ask you to jump with Lindsey. But you two are the best-qualified people we have on hand for this jump, so I need you to accept the situation," the project leader told us. "You need to work together on this." And then to make a bad day even worse, I was reminded that Lindsey had seniority and would be the mission commander.
His office door shuddered as I slammed it behind me, the frosted pane of glass cracked from top to bottom. That would be the third one I'd have to pay for this year.
Simple, my ass; we lost Peter within minutes of arriving.
"Of course, you won't need to leave the safety of the pod. The landing zone has been chosen because numerous velociraptor fossils have been found in the area. You should only need to use the sphere's remote cameras and the drones." Famous last words from the mission director at our briefing, which lasted as long as it took that idiot Peter to get the million-dollar drone, stuck in a tree fern.
Lindsey was apoplectic in her rage. "I'm not going back and reporting the loss of a million-dollar drone. So as you got it stuck, you go and recover it," Lindsey told Peter, in her arrogant, condescending voice. One that she usually used, to make my life a misery. At least she wasn't shouting at me, which was a bonus.
That didn't last. I tried pointing out that our mission orders specifically instructed us not to leave the sphere, and I receive the full blast of her anger.
"If I did everything that's in our orders we'd never achieve anything. I just treat them as suggestions. So I don't give a flying fuck what you think. Peter is going to get the drone, and Janice can cover him from the doorway. You can cower in here, that all you are good for."
Well, I wasn't going to complain. I like it when my skin stays in one piece, but I was concerned about our orders. What else in them, had Lindsey ignored?

*************Did you know that the skin of a velociraptor has the same properties as a Chameleon?
No.
Well, neither did we, and it was very good camouflage. It turned out that there were three of the fuckers hiding in plain sight, bare yards from the door as it opened. The first we knew was when a clump of bushes suddenly grew teeth and claws, and a screaming Peter disintegrated into his parts.
Janice was standing in the doorway, cradling a heavy-duty taser, our only weapon. We have this stupid rule that we are not allowed to kill anything in the past, unfortunately, that restriction only works one way. We are fair game to anything we encounter.
Tasers don't stop velociraptors; they don't even slow them down. I think they get a sexual thrill from the electricity. Janice was ripped away from the doorway, into an orgy of a feeding frenzy, and the outside of the sphere got a new red paint job.
Which brings us to our current situation. Spheres don't work when there is a great fucking hole in the electronics bay.
The scent of blood attracts scavengers, and as luck would have it the closest scavenger turned out to be a five-ton female Tyrannosaurus Rex. She seemed to think that the pod was a fancy big egg, and there was a juicy morsel inside. Us!
The sphere weighs two tons; the T Rex batted it about like a kitten with a ball. Did you also know that they have the patience of a saint?
That was four days ago, I'm going to die sometime soon, and my fucking ex won't stop screaming. It turns out that the other thing she thought was optional in our orders was our arrival date and location. The stupid bitch had changed the time and our landing coordinates, so our rescue team hasn't where and when we are.
The only two people alive in this godforsaken time and we have our pet T-Rex that keeps giving the sphere an occasional love tap. She loves us so much that she's building a nest for her egg next to us. I think mama is saving us up for her baby's first meal. Lindsey is in the corner, whimpering to herself.
Oh, and the reason we are divorced. Lindsey decided she needed to find himself. My ex got gender transformation surgery. Whichever way, I'm fucked.
The end.
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*******************************Venn diagram:
A diagram representing mathematical or logical sets pictorially as circles or closed curves within an enclosing rectangle (the universal set), common elements of the sets being represented by intersections of the circles.
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*************Life as a Venn Diagram.
The woman on the bed stirred and stretched her long limbs with all the gracefulness of a cat. Her eyes flicked open, and the tip of her tongue moistened her lips. She rolled onto her side and leaned across, kissing me. It was a little peck to start, followed by a long, drawn-out kiss that left us both slightly breathless. Her long red hair fell forward, the late afternoon sunlight turning it into a cascading stream of fire that drew an immediate response from my groin.
My fingers traced a path down her back, every inch a tactile map long ago hardwired into my memory. I traveled a path well known until I reached the silky-smooth curve of her ass. She gave a little moan of anticipation as I grasped her ass and pulled her close. She felt my hard flesh pressing into her belly, and I was the one to shiver as her hand reached down and squeezed my shaft.
"Again?" She half asked, half demanded.
I pushed her onto her back and rose above her, eager to possess and dominate my woman again. Looking down at her startling green eyes, I growled my answer. "Yes again, and again, and again; it's my birthday, love."
"And I'm your present," she laughed happily. Still grasping my cock, she guided the tip to the gates of her promised land.
As I pushed forward into her gift, her long legs wrapped around my thighs, urging greater domination. Both of us were needy; our desires heightened by our earlier joining. As I pushed, she rose to meet me. Our world shrank as we strove for that moment of agony and exquisite pleasure all lovers seek.
Her body betrayed her several times on the way to our ultimate goal, until finally, ropes of white fire burst into her, forged us together. Exhausted, I collapsed, totally spent, onto her quivering body.
"Jesus, Mandy, you're the best lover ever," I finally managed to gasp out as we rolled apart. "I love you."
Her murmured "I love you" in reply was a sweet vindication to my ears.
I don't think I'd ever met a person I was so in tune with. She was everything I'd ever wanted to be in the woman I wanted to spend the rest of my life with. Only the rub was, she wasn't my wife; yes, we were lovers and lived together; the best lover I'd ever known, no doubt about that. But we weren't married, not that I hadn't asked her, I had. I repeated the question every year on my birthday, the anniversary of the day we first met.
Earlier that day, after lunch in the pub, I'd popped the question for the sixth time and received the same answer: the politest and most beautiful no. The act of asking and the refusal had now become a bittersweet part of my birthday lunch.
"I love you with all my heart," Mandy had said as she'd slid the ring box back across the table to me. "But you know my answer. I'm scared that if I agree, then we will ruin all that we have together. You complete me, and I've never been happier. Please, Alex, let's go home. It's time for me to give you your present."
I pocketed the empty box as we stood up to leave. It was empty because she wore the ring it was designed to hold, on a chain around her neck. It had been my grandmother's, a family heirloom, and she wore the matching wedding ring on her right hand. She stated that she was mine, all barring a stupid piece of paper, or so she told me.
The first time I'd popped the question, twelve months to the day from our first meeting, she'd turned me down. She had drawn back from me, and with tears in her eyes, she'd pleaded, "Please don't ask me that. I love you more than anything. I don't want to live without you. But I can't marry you. If I was to say yes, everything would change, and you'd stop loving me. I'd lose you."
She was weeping uncontrollably, and I barely understood the last couple of words. She was unconsciously tracing her fingertip over the tiny tattoo of three Chinese characters on the inside of her wrist. It was something I'd seen her do whenever she was anxious. I'd asked her about it when we first met, and she'd explained she had the tattoo done as a tribute to her father.
"It's a Chinese phrase that roughly translates as an honor to my father," She told me.
I hugged her, and gradually, she relaxed. I reluctantly agreed but vowed to continue asking her. She smiled ruefully. "And one day, when I've sorted myself out, I'll say yes."
Mandy rationalized her refusal by explaining she didn't trust marriages. Every one of her family's marriages had ended badly. Her parents, both siblings, aunts, uncles, and even both pairs of grandparents had all divorced, some more than once. It had made her family tree very convoluted, not that we ever interacted with any of them.
She told me, "It's in my genes, it's hereditary. I'm not built to get married. No one in my family can stay married, and I don't ever want to hurt you."

********Amanda and I first met at a barbecue I was hosting to celebrate my survival of the last 27 years in one piece. I lived in a small village in Sussex, in what used to be my grandmother's home. I was the sole surviving member of my family. I'd been battered and bruised by life, but I was still in one piece. I was flying solo, a result of finding my fiancée in bed with her boss a few days before our wedding. That had been a year before, and I was still on the lookout for a girl I could trust.
Mandy came as David's plus-one. She strolled into my life, holding onto his arm. The bottle of beer I was drinking paused halfway to my mouth, half-forgotten as my attention was drawn to the tall, beautiful redhead entering my garden. She glanced nervously around, trying to take in everything in one glance. David, after he spotted me, had brought her over to say hi.
As she drew closer and I could see her clearly, I felt my mouth grow dry. She was the most beautiful woman I'd ever seen. I wasn't sure of her age; her face seemed ageless; she could have been anywhere from late teens to her late twenties. I later found out she was 26.
"Alex, this is Amanda. We go to the same gym in London," David said protectively, introducing the woman. He was an old school friend; we'd kept in touch, but we weren't that close. That was how I justified stealing Mandy from him without any feelings of guilt.
She smiled at me, and I was doubly lost. "I'm Mandy, Amanda Forbes, and I want to thank you for inviting me." Her voice was as beautiful as she was.
"Alex," I managed to reply. "I'm Alex James," and I held my hand out. She ignored it, stepping close and kissing me, then stole my beer, finished the remaining contents in one go.
She arrived at the party as David's guest and stayed to become my girlfriend and lover. Fifty or so other guests were milling around, but I ignored them all after Mandy arrived. I walked around in a dream, abandoning the grill to talk to her, to be with her. Fortunately for me, and unfortunately for David, her interest in me was as intense. He left early in the evening, after adding a new bruise to my life's collection.
She stayed the night and then the rest of the weekend. Within a couple of weeks, I was roped into moving most of her clothes from her flat in London to my cottage. She never asked; I was told it would happen, and with the inevitability of a rolling stone, it did. How could a woman acquire so many clothes—and don't get me started on her shoes!
Mandy's shoe collection immediately took over the tiny third bedroom, and I grew used to finding her clothes scattered across the furniture.
We'd talked about ourselves that first weekend. She discovered I was a psychologist specializing in child behavioral problems and that I worked at a home for disturbed children. I learned that she worked at a merchant bank and shared a flat in London with an Australian friend from her university days. Intriguingly, her job required her to spend one week in three in Hong Kong.
It was a while before she felt comfortable opening up about the rest of her life. When she did fill in the details, I discovered she had grown up in Hong Kong, the result of her parents' bitter divorce. Her father had been an accounts manager at the same London office of the merchant bank where she now worked. After the divorce, he'd transferred to their headquarters in Hong Kong. The courts had given the thirteen-year-old Mandy a choice of which parent she wanted to live with, and she chose her father. Unfortunately for her, he had died in a boating accident when she was eighteen.
She'd been living with me a month before she felt confident enough to talk about her past. The trigger had been me describing living with my grandmother, of growing up in the village. It was one of those family-history conversations that all new couples seem to have when the relationship morphs from being less about wild sex and more about emotional lovemaking.
She sat on the sofa, curled up tight against me, and must have felt the time was right. She'd flown back from Hong Kong the day before. It was the second time we'd been apart since we had first met. The realization of how much we'd both missed each other had given her the confidence to open up.
I was an open book; I had given her the potted history of my family tree over that first weekend. I was an only child, and both of my parents had died in a car crash when I was twelve. I'd been brought up by my father's parents. Granddad had passed away when I was at university, and grandma three years before I met Mandy. I'd been her sole beneficiary, and that included the cottage I lived in. She'd lived long enough to see me graduate and take up a position as a pediatric psychologist. The position had been at a privately run, secure clinic for disturbed children. I was still working at the same clinic, although I had become the clinician in charge.
Aside from that, Mandy had opened up and was telling me about growing up in Hong Kong. Then she started to tell me about her father's death.
"It was a holiday weekend, and I was too busy being a teenage brat. I didn't want to do anything with my dad," she explained. Her words caught in her throat, and it took her a while before she could continue.
"He wanted to go sailing, and I didn't," Mandy had said, tears forming in her eyes. "Nobody's too sure what happened; the upturned boat was found washed up on one of the islands a day later, his body found trapped in the wreckage.
"It was a horrible time. I wasn't myself after he died. I started making stupid decisions and letting my so-called friends lead me into dangerous situations. My old family was of no help. Mum refused to let me come live with her and her new family. None of my relatives were willing to get involved."
"No help at all?" I'd asked, shocked at what she was telling me, how could her family abandon her in her hour of need?
"None," she confirmed. "Fortunately, a friend of my father's became my white knight. Alan gave me a place to stay while all the legal and financial issues were resolved. It allowed me to complete my final year of school.
"Alan had worked with my father at the bank. They had shared an office when they worked in the London office. They had become close friends over the years. Alan had transferred to the Hong Kong office a year before my parent's divorce. He was the one who'd suggested that Dad should consider a fresh start in Hong Kong.
"He sorted out all the legal issues with the local authorities, and with the help of a couple of friends, he guided me back from the destructive path I was heading down. He organized Dad's insurance payout and arraigned for the sale of our apartment for me. He took the money and invested it at the bank for me. It wasn't a vast amount; Dad had a lot of debts, but it was enough to create a small nest egg for me."
As she'd mentioned her father's debts, she'd grown serious and then given me a wry smile.
"I was able to go to university because of all that Alan did for me, giving me a place to live and convincing the bank's management to offer me a scholarship and an offer of a job after I graduated. I owe him so much."
"Do you still see him?" I'd asked. There had been a disturbing sense of hero worship to her words I found a little unnerving. I was used to sensing what is not said; it's part of what I did daily at the clinic. Something about her relationship with Alan had my professional spider senses tingling.
"Of course. He's my boss, the bank's general manager in Hong Kong. I live in an apartment above the garage block at his villa."
I hadn't been sure what to think; the relationship of a girlfriend and her boss was a sore subject with me. Now she'd admitted living near her boss. "Is he married?" Because if he was, then I'd feel a bit better about the situation.
She'd hesitated before answering, "He was single when Dad died, but he got married about eighteen months later, it was a lovely wedding," she'd added wistfully.
"Will I get a chance to meet him? He sounds a nice person."
"It would be nice if both of you could meet, but it's unlikely as he only makes a couple of fleeting trips back here each year." She was right; so far, I hadn't met Alan, which in itself was telling.

************A year earlier, Mandy was promoted and was now a senior executive with the bank's client management team. I had hoped when she told me the news that the promotion would mean she wouldn't have to travel as much, but I was wrong. Her one-in-three schedule continued to dominate our relationship. After the announcement, I asked if she needed to continue traveling so much.
"I love what I do," she ruefully admitted. "If I cut down on the travel, I'd probably have to move to another department. I've built up an understanding with my most important clients, and in any case, most insist on face-to-face meetings. I earned this promotion by doing what I do, so for the moment, I'm still going to be traveling to Hong Kong. It won't be forever, I promise, maybe just a couple more years."
That's where we were, living with an understanding that we would soon settle down to everyday existence. I was left wondering what she considered was reasonable, and if it included marriage. There was also a niggle at the back of my mind. What was it about Hong Kong that kept drawing her back? Each time I dropped her off at the airport, she would exude a palpable sense of fear and eagerness in equal parts that grew closer to the airport we got.
Every three weeks, as regular as clockwork, she'd take the same Saturday evening flight, arriving early afternoon the next day. Her flight back a week later took advantage of the time difference. She'd leave late on Friday evening, and I'd pick her up early the next morning. A subjective nineteen-hour outbound flight and seven on the way back. A couple of times a year, she'd be gone an extra week, but as we always kept in touch, with daily phone calls and video chats, it didn't seem so matter.
It had gotten to the point that I was so used to her nomadic life that I barely noticed it anymore. I'd even taken advantage of it, scheduling my on-call time at the children's home to coincide with the time she was away. It made it easier for me to stay overnight in the call room at the clinic.
Some of the children we treated were hefty teenagers. They came to us with a plethora of issues. Often, they were sent to us as an alternative to judicial incarceration. Their problems included substance abuse and the risk of self-harming antisocial behavior. This was a privately funded establishment, and we mainly catered for the children of the rich and famous. The parents expected the best support for their "misunderstood little angels."
Fortunately, for every two of the pampered offspring staying at the clinic, we were able to accommodate a child in need from the local community and run outreach clinics at several of the local health centers.
The nature of the cases meant that in addition to the continuous cover by the nursing, orderlies, and security staff, at least one of the four staff Psychologists was required to be available 24/7. One of us would sleep at the clinic each night. Usually, we rotated this on-call duty between us, but when Mandy was away, I would cover most of the week, giving the others a chance to go home to their families at 5 p.m. When Mandy was home, they would do the same for me and cover most of my call.
A consequence of the secure nature of the clinic was that we had to maintain a minimum clinician staffing level at all times. The Psychologists would have to schedule an extended vacation time well in advance, and a security-vetted locum Psychologist was booked to cover the duties. A couple of days away when I wasn't on call was simple to arrange, but going away for more than a couple of days on a whim was nigh on impossible.
Mandy was understanding; she called it her penance for forcing me to accept her nomadic life. We'd plan our vacations like a military exercise, months in advance. We visited far-flung exotic locations, unashamedly taking full advantage of the flight miles Mandy generated. Those destinations never included Hong Kong, even though I'd expressed an interest in seeing the city where she'd grown up.
"I work in the damn place," she'd argued. "It's not somewhere I want to spend a vacation. I'd never be able to relax. I guarantee there'd be an issue, and I'd get the, 'as long as you're here, do you think,' message, and I'd be expected to sort it out." I was to remember those words.
There'd been a few times I'd toyed with the idea of flying over and surprising her in Hong Kong. The logistics were complicated, and when I'd mentioned it, she'd keep on insisting she'd be too busy to spend enough time with me to justify the trip. She seemed to prefer keeping her two lives far apart, so much so that occasionally I wondered if she had an ulterior motive for keeping me away from her place of business.
One time after an argument about her not willing to reschedule her flight so she could come to a close friend's wedding, I'd suggested that she had a lover in Hong Kong, and that was the reason she wouldn't change her schedule. In my defense, I was upset, and it just came out. But honestly, I'd always had the odd niggling doubts about what she got up to on the weeks she was away.
Her response was sharp and to the point. "You are the only lover I've had since the first day we met. I don't want another. I promised you I'd be faithful, and I have been."



We'd kissed and made up with an impromptu afternoon of sex, but it was always at the back of my mind that she was hiding something from me.
The weeks that Mandy was back in England, she'd try not to let her job interfere with our home life. She'd split her time between her office in London and her home office, trying to limit our time apart. The funny thing was that knowing she was only a few miles away in London was a lot harder to take than knowing she was thousands of miles away in Hong Kong.
Somehow, and I still can't believe I managed it, I shoehorned a desk into the third bedroom, the one she'd hijacked for her shoes. It amused her that I persisted in calling it our third bedroom, not a walk-in closet. In between the floor-to-ceiling shelves and the clutter of abandoned shoeboxes, I managed to create a home office for her.
It was curious, but I knew next to nothing about what she did for the bank. I'd asked, but all she'd tell me was she looked after the problems other people's money created.
It had to be something someone at the bank thought was necessary, the bank's computer security was draconian. Her laptop had military-grade software encryption built-in. In addition to a randomly changing password, the laptop used voice and iris recognition just to open. The bank's IT department had also installed an encrypted router at the cottage, which only Mandy's laptop could access.
I once made the mistake of looking over her shoulder at her screen while she was working. Immediately, the open program shut down. She cursed, and then explained when sensitive applications were running, the laptop's built-in security camera scanned her face every second. If it saw a second person, or she looked away for more than 20 seconds, it would lock and hide the open window.
I had been surprised and initially amused at the degree of security and had jokingly suggested that she was a spy. She laughed and told me the security forces would love to have the degree of protection the bank used.
"The bank guarantees all of its clients' complete security," she'd explained. "And the clients I work with demand that level of security. That's what the bank built its reputation on for over 200 years. I don't want to be the reason it loses it."
Then she turned serious, "Alex, all joking aside, the clients I work with are powerful and extremely secretive. They demand my total loyalty, and I'm forbidden to talk about my situation."
The sudden change in her and the sense of fear in her voice sent a shiver down my spine. "Is what you do dangerous? Are you in danger?" I wanted to know.
Mandy shook her head, "Not if I keep to the rules they set. I'm never to discuss who they are and what I'm working on. I would be endangering both of us if I was ever stupid enough to break the rules."
"So they are dangerous?"
"Yes, I think you could say that," agreed Mandy. "But as long as I stick to the rules, I'm safe. Alex, I'm not doing anything illegal, but the people I work with are very, very powerful. Please never ask me to explain as I can't, and it would put you at risk."
She must have sensed how disturbing her statement sounded to me because she hugged me and said. "I love you too much to ever do anything that would put you at risk."
After that, if she was working at home, I'd knock on the door before entering the room.

********The evening was drawing in, and even though it was still light outside, the breeze coming through the bedroom window had a chill to it. It was enough that I'd pulled a cover over our sexually replete bodies. It was hunger that finally enticed us from our warm cocoon; we'd both eaten frugally at lunch in anticipation of the promise the rest of the afternoon would bring.
Mandy ordered Indian from the local restaurant and asked for it to be delivered. While we waited, we showered together, something we never got tired of. I dressed in jeans and a T-shirt and went down to the kitchen to get the plates out and open a bottle of wine.
Mandy came down ten minutes later wearing an old sweatshirt of mine, one of several she'd appropriated from me over the years. On her, the hem fell to her mid-thigh. She stepped into the kitchen and sat down, concentrating as she read, and reread a message on her phone; her darkening expression began to concern me.
"Is everything okay?" I asked.
She swallowed and couldn't meet my eyes. "No," she said softly, and then glanced at me to gauge my reaction to her next words. "I have to go back to Hong Kong earlier than expected."
"How much earlier?" I asked, becoming concerned. She wasn't due back in Hong Kong for three weeks because we were starting our vacation in two days.
"I'm booked for tomorrow's flight."
I looked at her in horror; that couldn't be right! We were flying to the Maldives in two days, our first proper vacation in almost a year. My concern had turned to anger, and I could feel the veins in my temples throbbing.
Up until the past year, her trips to Hong Kong had been as regular as clockwork. But recently, there had been the odd extra trip, and several trips had been extended. She had been very tight-lipped about the reasons for the additional days in Hong Kong. Her last extended trip had been eight weeks ago, and we had ended up having a row when she got back. I'd been forced to give away the theater tickets I'd bought as a surprise.
She'd promised that it wouldn't happen again, and her next two trips had passed without an issue. Now it was starting up again, and I wasn't happy. She was about to go back on her promise, and this time, I wasn't going to accept the situation.
"NO, damn it, no," I snapped back. "We are going away. We've had this vacation planned for months. Call them back and tell them it's not possible."
"I can't, Alex; I have to go, we can just reschedule our vacation."
"That's not possible; you might be able to change your vacation dates at will, but I can't. My cover at the clinic is all set, and it'll take months to reschedule it." My voice was slowly growing louder, and Mandy was looking worried.
I must have still been harboring a sense of resentment over her earlier rejection of my annual marriage proposal. That had to be the reason why her statement caused me to overreact. Expecting that I would accept her sudden change of plans was the straw that broke the camel's back.
"I can't fucking change the dates, and if I cancel at the last moment, then we lose the money," I snapped. "And it'll be at least three months before I can book another vacation; the others have their plans as well."
I was furious, and she knew it and knew why. We argued about very little, but broken promises were one thing that was guaranteed to start one.
"I have to go. Please, Alex, you need to understand I don't have a choice in the matter." There was an urgency and a sense of dread buried in her words, which, for a second, caused me to pause.
I shook my head. "No, I don't understand. It seems to me that you constantly put the bank and yourself before our relationship. You disappear every three weeks, and I miss you, hell, you could have asked to stay in London after your last promotion, but you didn't. Christ, you won't even marry me." I almost regretted the last part, but then realized I didn't.
She looked at me as though I'd grown horns and a tail. "Alex, I would if I could. I've never loved anyone as much as you, but I thought we were happy like this. I thought the proposal was one of your little jokes after all this time, a part of your birthday ritual."
I shook my head, amazed that she thought it a joke. The joke was on me. "It's no joke to me, each year I die a little bit more when you say no."
I was about to say more, but the doorbell rang. The food had arrived. I left her standing in the kitchen, her mouth open in shock, as I went to collect the food from the delivery girl. I paid, giving her a good tip.
I closed the door and leaned back against the hard, unyielding wood, the bag of food on the floor by my feet. I took several deep breaths, trying to calm down. Did Mandy think that all my proposals had been an elaborate game? Did she hold me in such low regard that our vacation meant so little to her? From the second she'd walked down the stairs, her body language was like that of a prisoner walking to their execution. She had to have known how I'd react, and there hadn't been enough time between me going downstairs and her first telling me she needed to go for her to do more than read a text or listen to a message. She'd made no effort to call Alan and argue her case for not going. She seemed to accept her fate without a discussion, regardless of the damage it caused.
No job, I felt, was worth destroying a relationship, not hers or mine. I'd even offered to pack up and move to Hong Kong if she wanted to take a permanent position rather than carry on with her nomadic lifestyle.
I picked up the bag and returned to the kitchen. The room was empty, and I almost threw the food on the table. I guess where she'd be, and I was right, the door to the office was closed, and I could hear her raised voice. For once, I didn't feel guilty about listening to her conversation. I moved closer to listen, but the door was solid oak, and I couldn't make every word.
"...can't, you knew..."
"plans. What so bloody important?"
...
"Fucking hell Alan, this isn't what we agreed..."
I placed my ear against the wood, and that helped me hear her side of the conversation.
"I know what I promised both of you. I've held up my side of the bargain. I'm paying my debts; now you need to hold up your side."
...
"We all agreed I'd earned the right to be allowed to live my own life, and that's what I'm trying to do. Do you understand the problem you are causing?"
...
"I know what he planned. I told you it wasn't convenient, and I wouldn't be there. I thought you both understood." Her voice dropped, and I could make out nothing of the rest of her conversation until she moved closer to the door, and I heard some of the last parts of her conversation.
"... and I miss you, too, Alan, but I've kept..."
"you need to keep yours. You should..."
"the paperwork sorted out..."
"ago. Look, I'm..."
"to go and..."
"I can do to put out the fire you've lit."
I hurried downstairs and sat at the kitchen table and stared at the empty plates. Mandy took a while to appear; she hadn't changed her clothes as I'd half expected her to. She sat down opposite me; for a moment, she played with her phone before setting it down carefully.
"What can I do to make you understand I don't have a choice?" Mandy said, desperation written across her face. "I have to be in Hong Kong by Sunday evening; I can't say no."
You can, I thought, but her posture, her tone, was telling me that she believed she had no choice in the matter. That was at odds with the strong woman I knew she was.
"And I need you to honor the promise you made to me, and be on the plane Monday," I responded; given all that had happened over the past few months, I needed her to understand I needed her to make a stand. It was coming down to her job or our relationship. It was time to roll the dice and hope I didn't roll snake eyes.
"I have to know what's more important to you: the bank or us."
She buried her head in her hands. "You don't know how much I want to go with you, but I just can't," she said, her voice muffled and drawn. She looked up and said hesitantly and with more than a hint of desperation, "If I agree to marry you next year, will you let me go?"
Jesus Christ, that was a throw of the dice I hadn't been expecting. I looked at her in disbelief; after all these years, she wanted to bribe me with the one thing she knew I desired. It was wrong; this was something she should want to do, not hold it out to me as a consolation prize for acquiescing to her plans. I didn't have to say anything to her; my expression said it all. My feeling of hurt was like a leaden lump in my stomach.
Her face showed her anguish and the fear that she'd stepped over the line. She whispered, "I'm sorry, Alex, that was a stupid thing to say. Please don't hate me, but I'm desperate for you to understand. I wish I could tell you why I have to go, but I just can't risk your safety."
"That's not good enough; I've been asking you to marry me for years, and now you hold it out to me like a sick bribe."
"That wasn't what it was supposed to be."
"It's what it sounded like. Shit, for years, I've not questioned the hold your damn bank seems to have over you. Now for once, you are going to tell me why you are willing to put their needs before us."
"I can't," she implored. "All I can tell you is that Alan wouldn't have demanded I return unless there was a real reason."
"Then it seems we are at an impasse," I said regretfully. "You're going to go and can't even tell me how long you will be gone."
Tears were running down her face as she pleaded with me to wait. "I could be back in a few days. I can book our flights later in the week, fuck, the bank can pay for them. We could still get to enjoy a fair bit of our vacation."
"Could be, maybe, that's just not good enough, Mandy," I pointed out. "There's no way I'm going to wait here on the vague off-chance you'll return before I'm supposed to be back at work."
I sighed. She wasn't leaving me a choice. If I let her go without a fight, Alan would know that, regardless of her wishes, all he had to do was snap his fingers, and she'd come running. It had been getting worse recently; Mandy needed to understand the game she was playing had consequences. We'd had arguments in the past when her job had interfered with our relationship, and ultimately in each case, I'd backed down. This time was different; a line had to be drawn in the sand.
I shook my head, "I'm sorry, Mandy, not this time. I'll be flying to the Maldives as planned, and it's up to you if it's with or without you. It's your choice."
I was at a loss, not knowing what else to say. Even after all that had been said, I didn't get a sense that Mandy fully realized just how serious I was. All I had left to try was one last throw of the dice, a last attempt to shock her from the path she was heading down.
"If you are on the flight tomorrow night," I said, "Then it will be without my grandmother's rings. I don't want you to take them with you, and I think it would be best if you move back to your flat in London on your return." I held out my hand palm uppermost.
Her hand flew to the ring on the chain around her neck, and she glanced down at the ring on her finger. "Please don't make me do that," she whimpered, a new flood of tears coursing down her face.
I said nothing. There was nothing left to say, either she would or she wouldn't. Then suddenly, she stood up; for the first time this evening, I saw resolve was written hard across her face. Her chair was toppling back to land on the floor with a loud crash.
"Don't you damn well move," she demanded. "I need to make a call."
She was halfway out of the room when she paused to say. "I'm not giving up on you or your rings without a fight."
But who were you fighting, I wondered? Was it me, Alan, or yourself? Upstairs, the door to the office slammed shut behind her. I guessed she was calling Alan again. The fact she wouldn't make the call in my presence was an ever-present reminder of the secrecy that invaded her life.
I couldn't recall one time she'd ever received or made a call to her erstwhile mentor and remained within my hearing. Christ, I hated that man. I'd never met him, yet it appeared that he ruled our lives like a puppet master. He was pulling the strings, and Mandy and I were dancing like marionettes to his tune.
Sitting at the kitchen table, I considered my options. Unfortunately, there weren't many left; I'd boxed myself into a corner. All the niggling doubts about our relationship I'd carefully been sweeping under the carpet for years had reached critical mass and were bursting to the fore. For the better part of four months each year, her life was a closed book to me. She was a voice or a face on a screen, telling me what she thought I wanted to hear. I had no idea what her life was like at her other home. I hadn't even seen a photograph. Boyfriends? Girlfriends? Lovers? All were a possibility; I just hadn't a clue.
Would we survive this? Well, what happened on Monday would tell. If she wasn't on the plane, then I would know. This incident was the last in a long line of issues that had dotted the relationship. The gut-wrenching thing was, I loved her. I had from the moment I first saw her, and regardless of the crisis we found ourselves in, I still did. I was no longer sure I could live with her if she continued to put her job and Alan before our relationship.
The food had turned into a cold mess in the containers; I no longer had an appetite, so I placed them in the fridge in case Mandy would still be hungry. I poured myself a glass of wine and paused at the foot of the stairs. Nothing seemed to be stirring, and I couldn't be bothered to listen at the door again. I went out into the patio that ran the length of the rear of the cottage.
The wind had dropped, and the evening was still pleasantly warm. I sat down on my grandmother's old swing chair and watched the last of the sunset as the band of color faded away. The wine tasted harsh as I swallowed, a bitter draft to drink as I waited to hear my fate from the woman I loved.
The night was dark, and a myriad of stars shone down. The evening grew chilly, and I shrank into myself. Minutes? Hours? I'm not sure how much later Mandy appeared carrying two mugs of Irish coffee. She'd pulled on a pair of shorts but still wore the same shirt. She sat down beside me and offered a mug to me. The combination of coffee and alcohol burned as I sipped, the heat a welcome change to the chill I'd been feeling.
For a long, long moment, we sat and sipped in silence, neither wishing to be the one to start. Finally, and very quietly, Mandy said, "I've confirmed my flight for tomorrow night."
"Oh," was all I could say. I'd guessed this was what would happen, but I'd been allowed to hope, hadn't I? I wanted to cry and scream at the end of our relationship, but I couldn't; all I had was politeness to fall back on.
"Do you want me to take you to the airport?" I asked. "I'll pack up your stuff and have it ready for you when you get back."
"You don't need to pack my stuff, I'm not going anywhere, I do need you to take me to the airport, and then I'd like you to get on the same plane and come to Hong Kong with me."
I didn't want to look a gift horse in the mouth, but nor did I understand her change of heart. Countless times, I'd offered to meet up with her in Hong Kong, and each time she'd found some reason to reject my proposal.
I opened my mouth to say something, then closed it. What the hell was I supposed to say, other than it felt like she was doubling down on her offer of marriage: another throw of the dice to make me accept the situation.
"Say something," she said, breaking into the drawn-out silence between us.
"Why now?" I wanted to know.
"Because I know if I go on this trip without you, I'm going to lose you, and I can't do that."
"I'm not sure that you haven't already. Something has to change," I murmured.
"I'm trying to sort it out." She moved closer and rested her head on my shoulder. "Hug me; I've just had the mother of all rows with... Alan. It felt worse than arguing with my father."
I rested my arm on her shoulder, pulled her close, and she gave a sigh of relief. Then in a more business-like tone, she said, "Alan has agreed to book a ticket and one of the best suites at the Mandarin Oriental Hotel for you. The bank's paying; it's the least they can do for fucking up our vacation."



It sounded too perfect, and then I picked up on one part of her statement. "A suite for me, not us?" I questioned.
She hesitated, never a good omen. "Alex, I'll be staying at my apartment," she admitted. "It's the one concession I had to agree to. Alan wants me to have no distractions while I sort out the mess; the client is demanding I concentrate on his problem to the exclusion of all others."
"So I'm a problem now. Will I see you at any time?"
"Of course." But somehow, her statement lacked conviction.
I sat back, my thoughts a swirling mess. I'd be trading one lonely vacation for another, laced with more heartache. I didn't see the point. "No, I'm going to stick with our original plan," I said regretfully, and I heard her catch her breath and start to cry.
"At least there, I'll be able to accept I'm on my own. I'll know where I stand, and just maybe I'll get to relax on the beach, to try and do some of the things we planned."
Mandy whimpered, but I ignored her, "What have I got to look forward to in Hong Kong?" I asked. "Nothing, I'll have the dubious pleasure of sitting around in a hotel or going sightseeing on my own: all the time knowing how close by you are, a bitter reminder of what could have been. Most likely, I'll only get to see you when it suits Alan or your mystery client, which sounds like never! That would be a sick form of Chinese torture. No, what I want is for you to keep your commitment to us, to me. I have a vacation booked, and I intend to do my best to enjoy it, with or without you."
It was her turn to slump back in the chair. "And if I were to promise to be with you every evening?"
"Don't promise me something that I doubt you'd be able to keep, and why should I accept just the evenings? In the Maldives, we would have been together all day and night."
"But I love you," she said softly.
"I know you do, and no matter what, I still love you, but it seems you love your job more, and I don't think I can take being an afterthought anymore. I'm tired of all the secrecy, and the lack of trust, never knowing what you do when you're over there."
She sat beside me and pulled her legs up, hugging her knees to herself. "But I do tell you."
"No, you might mention you've gone out for a drink or a meal, but never where, or with whom. Christ, I don't even have your address, just your UK phone number, and that goes to voicemail half the time."
She gently shook as she cried, little sobs escaping her lips. I couldn't tell, was she crying for herself or us? All I could do was keep my arm around her and wonder what it was that Alan had over her that would make her react like this.
Finally, the sobbing stopped, and she used the tail of the shirt she was wearing to wipe her eyes. She took several deep breaths and stood, upsetting the chair, making it slide across the floor with the violence of her movement.
She started to move away, then stopped, her fingers drumming on the back of her phone. Again, she headed towards the back door, then paused and looked back at me, studying my expression. She came and stood in front of me. She took hold of one of my hands, while the other pulled her phone from her pocket.
She dialed a number, "Listen and don't interrupt me," she said into the phone when the call was answered. "You have two choices; actually, you have three! First, I go on my planned vacation with your blessing and a promise not to disturb us. Second, I stay with Alex in the suite, or he stays in my apartment, I don't care which. I only work for a couple of hours in the mornings. Or lastly, I resign, and you know the ramifications of what that would mean to all of us, but I'm willing to risk it. It's Alex's vacation time, and I'm going to do my best to spend as much time with him as possible and make sure he enjoys it." There was an odd tone to her last statement that worried me.
She paused, listening to the other end for a few seconds, then added. "Regardless of which one you decide on, all our previous arrangements are over. You need to do what you promised to do. Call me back when you've made your choice."
She ended the call, not giving the person at the other end any chance to reply. Logically, it had to be Alan, but she hadn't mentioned a name, so that it could have been someone else.
She sat down beside me without looking at me and said, "There are a few things I need to tell you about growing up in Hong Kong, but right now is not the best time. What you need to do now is take me to bed and finish off what you started this afternoon. I suspect Alan will decide to stick his heels in and fuck me over, so I'll end up resigning. If I'm going to get fucked, it better be by my lover."
I didn't get a chance to point out the rather significant flaw I saw in the options she'd proposed as her phone started to ring. It had been less than a minute, which startled her. She looked at the caller's identity and raised her eyebrows. "That was a lot faster than I expected."
She answered the call. She held the phone to her ear closest to me, and I could hear both sides of the conversation. I don't know if she did it to prove to me her sincerity, or she just forgot, as this was the first time she'd ever taken a call from either Alan or the bank without stepping out of my hearing.
Alan's voice was so loud and harsh, I could have probably heard him from the other side of the patio. "Amanda, don't ever call me and make threats like that again."
"They weren't threats Alan; I was just giving you the options. It's your choice which one you choose."
"Christ, you know how important the Sung's are to the bank. The Patriarch demands nothing less than your full attention, and he won't understand your infatuation with your lover. Not with your history."
What history? Another question I'd be adding to the list.
"Come on, Alan; it's a simple choice, one, two, or three. Tell me which one."
"No," I interrupted and told her. "There aren't three options; only two. It's either the first or the last; the middle one is not an option I'll accept. I told you I wouldn't accept timesharing you on our vacation."
"I'm putting you on hold," she told Alan roughly, and did so, dropping the phone to the cushion beside her, and cutting off his indignant "Wait."
She gave me an anguished look, "Why didn't you say anything earlier?"
"I tried to, but you weren't listening. You were so fixated on resolving all your issues and making everyone happy," I said.
I took her hands in mine, hoping she'd understand. "I told you I wasn't willing to sit around a hotel in the vain hope of seeing you at some point. You've known for years that I'd like to come to Hong Kong with you. But you were the one who always said no, and why? Because you said, you wouldn't be able to spend enough time with me, so what's changed? Nothing that I can see, except that now it suits you. Am I supposed to sit around a hotel and be happy? I don't think so. What you are proposing isn't my idea of a vacation."
"What if I promise you it will only be a couple of hours a day, at most, and I'll even let you pick them. If I'm lucky, I should be able to wrap it up in three or four days. I want the chance to show you the places I grew up in and let you meet some of the people I grew up with."
"I'd love to meet your friends and see those important places. But somehow, I can't see Alan or your client letting you keep to your promise."
Her voice was cold and hard when she replied. "Oh, they will; they, of all people, owe me that." Her tone softened, "I won't lose you."
I'm not sure that you already haven't, I thought. She was painting me into a corner. Alan's only logical choice was the one I was taking off the table.
"You're not giving me much of a choice, are you," I said. "Alan's going to choose the Hong Kong option; it's the only one he can. So either I lose you now, or in a few days when he forces you to break your promise."
"I won't let him," but even I could hear the hint of uncertainty.
I knew if I acquiesced to Alan's demand, I was just delaying the inevitable, but sometimes you need to take a leap of faith, and this was mine. I loved her, and I needed to show her that. I could end up regretting it, but I said. "I'll go to Hong Kong with you if that's the option he chooses."
She began to relax and moved to pick up her phone, but stopped when I continued. "But there have to be some ground rules. I'm going to hold you to your promises—no separate accommodation. You only work for a couple of hours a day, and never in the evening. I'm going to give you a week, that's all. And you need to start telling me the truth and stop keeping secrets from me. As soon as you don't keep one, or you don't answer one of my questions, I'll be taking the first flight home."
She looked like she was caught between a rock and a hard place. "I will keep every promise I can make, but remember, I can't answer any questions about the bank or its customers."
"That fair enough, but I don't want you to use the excuse that someone's a customer to avoid answering a question. You could say anybody was a customer, and I wouldn't know any better."
She took a deep breath and said, "I promise the only questions I won't answer will be about the bank workings or a specific customer's dealings with the bank, will you accept that?"
I nodded, and she gave me no time to retract my decision. She picked up the phone, taking it off hold.
"Alan," she said, putting the phone to the same ear.
He almost shouted down the phone. "Don't you ever put me on hold again, Amanda!"
"Alan, I'm sorry, but Alex and I had an issue we needed to resolve. The second option is back on the table with a couple of nonnegotiable modifications. I'll work on the Sung clan account for a couple of hours each morning, but just the morning, and for no longer than a week. After the week, the bank's going to fly Alex and me to Bali, and we will be staying in the villa the bank owns. I don't care if it's already booked, you will make sure it's free for us."
"Damn it, Mandy, you are holding me to ransom; you know the Sung's will only deal with you. I don't have a choice; I'll take your second option."
His voice grew quieter, and now I could barely hear him. "I've never regretted anything, and I hope you don't; we made the best of a terrible situation, but all the same, I'm sorry."
She gave me a guilty look and moved the phone to her other ear. "Alan, we both did what we had to do. We will be there Sunday afternoon, and I'm staying with Alex at the Mandarin, and it had better be one of their best suites. Don't even think of stiffing him on the ticket, he'll be sitting with me."
She smiled at me, then she seemed to have another thought. "Alan, canceling our vacation is going to cost Alex a lot of money; they won't refund any of the money he's paid out on our vacation at this late date. So you are going to cover it, I want you to transfer ten thousand into Alex's account; that should cover it. And don't forget to arrange a villa."
...
"No, sterling, not Kong dollars, you tight ass."
She finished the call and turned to me. "Now, where were we?"
She grabbed my face between her hands and kissed me hard and savagely, stopping only to breathe.
"I'm going to take you back to our bed and prove to you just how much I love you." She reached down to press her hands against the bulge in my jeans. "Fuck, I'm so yours, I want this thing in me. I've hurt you, and you need to punish me." She grabbed my hand and dragged me upstairs.

*********We barely made the flight. Mandy had been desperate to prove to me how much she loved me. Her first step had been to strip and lay across my knees, insisting I smack her until her buttock cheeks glowed. Then she fucked me until my body cried surrender. We hadn't fallen asleep until after the sun had risen. Her loud alarm had dragged us back to the real world at midday, and we'd both needed the healing powers of the shower to begin functioning as human beings again.
Mandy usually traveled light, with hand baggage. She had all the clothes and toiletries she needed at her apartment. This time, she was throwing extra items into a second bag while I was trying to pack one with my stuff. My flight bag, an old backpack, held my MacBook Air and iPad. I added my camera and accessories, and a couple of books for the flight.
Usually, when I took Mandy to the airport for her flight, the journey would take me at least one and a half hours. Today, I was going to need to park the car, I guessed that it would add an extra hour. Our flight was scheduled to leave at six-thirty, and you were supposed to be there a couple of hours earlier to clear the security checks.
It was three before we left the cottage, Mandy was on her phone attempting to check us in. "Nice, we've got tickets in first," she said. Then she called the British Airways Gold member help desk and found out that we could use the valet service to park the car. She'd racked up so many miles that she'd acquired a gold status for life several years before, and was now on the highest tier. It's incredible how much that status level, plus being booked in first class, will do to cut the red tape.
Of course, that monstrosity, better known as the M25, lived up to its reputation, and it was almost five-thirty before I drew up outside terminal 5. There were a couple of BA representatives and a car valet waiting for us. In one carefully orchestrated movement, the valet took responsibility for the car. The BA reps gave us our boarding passes and dealt with our checked bags, and then escorted us through the security checks.
We weren't the last passengers to board, but almost. There were only a couple of other passengers seated in first class when we were shown to our seats, 3E and F. The cabin attendant lowered the partition that separated the two seats, and we settled down.
Mandy took my hand and smiled, "Don't think this is the way I normally travel, I'm not usually in first," she admitted. "Most of the time, I'm in business."
Around us, the cabin crew was preparing the cabin for takeoff. We were offered a drink, and we both chose a glass of Champagne.
"How come we are in first class?"
"I think Alan's feeling a bit guilty. It looks like he had the girls in the office book me a first-class seat. I suspect he was going to book you in economy; that's why I told him to get you a seat in the same class as me."
"Well, I'm not complaining." I stretched across to kiss her.
The flight took off on schedule, and before long, the seatbelt signs were switched off, and we were at our cruising altitude. The early part of the flight followed a fairly usual pattern. We were fed and watered, and then the lights were dimmed, casting the cabin into deep shadow.
I had reclined my seat into a comfortable position and was considering opening a book when Mandy eased herself onto my lap and curled up against me.
"Before you say anything, I asked the stewardess if it was okay, and she said yes," she said in a soft, giggly voice. She fiddled with my seat belt. "But I'm supposed to strap us down in case of turbulence." She clicked the catch closed and tightened the strap.
She reclined the seat a bit further, then wriggled slightly to get comfortable and relaxed. Or tried to; it seemed to me that I could still feel her tension, and when I looked at her, she was staring into my eyes, and she looked scared.
"Please remember I love you," she whispered her body language, indicating that this was the start of a conversation she'd hoped to never have with me.
"I think I've known that since that first day," I said, trying to reassure her and kissing her. Our mouths joined, and for a brief moment, I felt her relax as I sought to confirm my last words with deeds.
She smiled as we broke apart and quietly said, "I guess you noticed I wasn't a virgin when we met."
"Telling me, 'that was the best fuck ever,' the first time might have given the game away."
"Yes, well ..." and she blushed. "I know I've never really told you much about that side of growing up in Hong Kong, have I? I guess now is as good a time as any to cover the salient points." She gave a little giggle, but her body betrayed her. It was as tense as a spring.
"Are you sure?"
She took her time answering me. "Yes... No, I'm scared of what you'll think of me and what I did. Shit, let me get the easy part over first. Before my father died, I'd had a couple of boyfriends, just schoolgirl crushes, and neither were serious, heavy petting was the most we did. So I was still very naïve; that all changed after my father's death. I had two lovers; one didn't last long; the other was a long-term affair."
She stopped, so I prompted her with quiet, "So how old were you?"
She hesitated and then said, "I was almost 18 and a half when I slept with the first of them. I didn't start my affair with the second for another year. It was a horrible time for me; at first, I was frightened and lost, and then I was involved with an older man, and for a few months, I felt safe as his companion, his lover."
The last few words she said so softly I could barely hear her over the rumblings of the jet engines. It was almost like she was trying to convince herself of the truth in her words.
"This was Alan?" I asked, fully expecting the answer to be yes. I'd always thought that they'd had a history; this seemed to prove it.
She surprised me; she shook her head, "No, it wasn't, it was an older Chinese gentleman, a longtime acquaintance of my father. He stepped in to help me out after all the confusion surrounding my father's death. For those first few months, he kept me safe and dealt with a number of the problems Dad had left me. I slept with him because I needed someone to comfort me. I think he loved me, but I've never been too sure. But he was married, and the affair couldn't last, so he ended it. Yet we've stayed good friends ever since, and I owe him so much."
"Who was the second one, then?"
"The second had always been around, and when my first lover had to end things with me, he took care of me, and ultimately we became lovers." Again she paused, as though she feared I'd turf her off my lap in anger.
When I didn't, she continued, her voice broken and hesitant. "I was his companion and lover for several years. When I was away at university, I would fly back to be with him for the vacations. He paid my bills and rented an apartment for me, so I didn't have to stay in the dorms. I was still living with him when I met you, but by then, it was more for convenience than anything else. I'd known for a long time I didn't love him. Being with him was more of a comfort thing for both of us; I guess you could say we were friends with the occasional benefit."
Again she paused to gauge my reaction; sensing nothing, she continued. "I called him the day after I met you and told him it was over. He didn't make a fuss; he told me he'd sensed I was ready to move on and gave me his blessing. When I flew back, the first thing I did was move into a new apartment. I promise you I've never slept with another man since I met you."
"Why are you telling me about them now? They were in your past and are irrelevant to our future. You've never worried about meeting any of my old girlfriends, so why would I care about yours?"
"Because you didn't have the same kind of relationship I had with them. Now there's a good chance you'll meet one or both of them over the next few days. I don't want you to be blindsided by them."
I'd been looking at the top of her head as she'd been speaking; now she raised it, and I could see the tears in her eyes. "Neither of them has done anything to hurt me, but unfortunately, they are both the type of people who will take great pleasure in ensuring you know about my relationship with them."



I'd long ago guessed she'd had issues in her past, over and above her father's death. She'd never been able to hide it from me entirely, so I wasn't completely surprised by what she was saying.
"I suppose this is one of the reasons you've never been keen on me coming to Hong Kong, isn't it?" I asked.
"Yes," she said quietly.
"And the other reasons?"
"Complicated." And her expression told me to let it go for the moment.
"What changed? Why now?" I asked.
"I had the choice of continuing to try to hide my past and losing you or throwing caution to the winds and beg you to join me. It was easy but a very frightening choice to make."
"But why did you carry on working in Hong Kong when you had to know something like this would occur sooner or later? You had several opportunities to move full time to the London office. Why didn't you take one?"
"That's a different issue, a very complicated issue, and I don't have permission to tell you."
This time when she paused to see how I was taking her explanation and wasn't happy with what she saw, she knew I was pissed at her.
"How complicated could it be
Her voice was soft but desperate, "There's nothing I can do unless I'm permitted to tell you. I promise I will ask, but it's directly linked to the bank and a number of their customers. I've never denied you anything, but this is one thing I just can't talk about."
"Is it linked to why you were so adamant that you had no choice after Alan called?"
"Yes, but again, unless I'm given permission, that is all I can say, please don't ask me anymore."
There wasn't much more either of us could say, so I told her I understood and wasn't happy, but agreed and felt her relax in my arms, I was convinced there was far more to this, but this wasn't the time or the place to pursue it.
For years I'd thought I understood this woman. We'd had a slightly odd lifestyle, but we had always made up for the missing week in the other two together. Yet it seems she had a hidden past, a pair of lovers. Although why she thought I'd be upset to find out she'd had lovers before me was difficult to understand. She had been a beautiful 26-year-old when I met her, and even more attractive now. No one in their right mind would have thought she hadn't had lovers in her past. I was just grateful I was the one she'd decided was her future.
I kissed her on the top of her head. I was frustrated with the situation, but that didn't mean I loved her any less. She raised her head and looked at me with her sleepy eyes.
"I love you," I whispered. "I'm sorry I caused all of this,"
"You didn't cause this; it's all my fault. But in a way, I'm not sorry, as I'll finally get to show you my other world. Where I grew up, my school, my favorite places, and restaurants. I'll be able to introduce you to my Hong Kong friends, and I'll finally get to be a tourist; it's been ten years since I've had the opportunity to spend a day exploring the place." She smiled and murmured, "Oh, and I do love you, too."
"I'm going to enjoy having my own tour guide."
She grinned and settled down. I tucked my hand under the waistband at the back of her jeans and pulled her closer; she sighed and soon was asleep. I drifted off, and that was how we spent the next few hours of the flight until the cabin lights announced it was time for the breakfast service.
Mandy used the restroom to freshen up and change into a dress, a gorgeous green silk dress I'd never seen before. It fitted her like a second skin, the hem falling to her mid-thigh. I felt like a tramp beside her. I tidied up the best I could in the restroom and cursed my lack of foresight, not having packed a change of clothes in my carry-on bag.
There was a scratch on the door, and Mandy softly called out my name. I opened it, and she slid in beside me, locking the door behind her. I had to give it to BA; their restrooms in first class were not the pokey little cubby holes I'd experienced on my previous flights. There was room to swing the proverbial cat in this one.
"I come bearing gifts," she giggled softly.
I raised my eyebrows suggestively, which caused her to snort in amusement.
"Idiot," she whispered and kissed me. "I knew you'd forget to pack a change of clothes for the flight." She passed me the small bag she was holding. "I packed some things for you; there's a clean shirt, a pair of boxers, and a small toiletries kit in there."
"Now I know why I love you."
"It's my mega brain, isn't it?"
I slid my hand under the hem of her dress and cupped her ass cheek. "Close enough."
She shivered under my touch, putting her arms around the back of my head, to draw my head down. She kissed me as though the fate of her world depended on it. When we separated, she saw the unasked question in my eyes.
"I'm worried," she admitted, "I'm scared that I've damaged our relationship beyond the point of recovery. I never wanted my past to come between us."
"It hasn't; nothing you did will ever change how I feel about you," I quickly reassured her. I grinned, trying to lighten the mood. "I've always fantasized about fucking you on a plane."
She gave me a startled glance, and then her expression turned predatory. She licked her lips, "We'll never get a better chance," she whispered.
My grin grew wider as she deftly undid my jeans and slid my boxers down my hips. She knelt and kissed the crown of my cock where it pushed out from the waist of my boxers. Her tongue swirled across my hard flesh, collecting the drop of pre-cum as payment.
"Ohh, Mandy," I gasped.
"Shush, not so loud, help me out here, I don't want to mess up this dress."
She turned her back to me, and I unzipped her dress. She shrugged her shoulders, stepping out of it, and hung it on the hook on the door. Her lingerie was expensive, silky soft, and almost transparent. I picked her up and sat her on the counter and pulled her tiny panties down until they hung around one ankle like a bangle.
There was a sheen of moisture on her pussy lips, and she gave me a look of anticipation and dark desire.
"Fuck me hard and fast," she demanded.
I grasped my cock and pressed it against her entrance. She moaned in anticipation, then bit down on my shoulder to stop crying out as I thrust in one savage motion.
"Fuck," I gasped. She was so wet and hot.
"Oh Christ, don't stop," she groaned, as, after a couple of hard thrusts, I pulled almost out and paused with the head stationary between her plump lips, teasing her. She wrapped her legs around my waist and grasped my ass with her hands, trying to pull me in.
"You evil bastard, fuck me. I need to come so badly," she whimpered.
I rammed back into her, and we fucked hard and fast, her whole body shaking as I thrust into her. This was never going to be subtle lovemaking; it was the best type of glorious animal sex, no quarter given or expected.
She came, her face screwed up with the effort to keep quiet, her fingernails digging bloody gouges in my ass. I spurted long and deep into her as I came with her, shuddering as I tried to pump every last drop into her waiting body.
"Ohh, Fuuuck, that was fucking amazing," she whispered and ran a scattering of feather-light kisses across my face and down my neck.
At some point, I'd pulled her bra from her, and it lay beside her. I kissed her neck and then her nipples.
She moaned and then groaned in disappointment as I pulled out of her. Her groan turned into a gasp of concern as cum dripped down her leg.
"Quick, pass me some towels."
While she wiped up the evidence of our coupling, I quickly used a wet wipe to clean up and then changed into the fresh shirt and boxers she'd given me. She pressed a liner into place on her panties and pulled them up.
She grimaced, "This is the bit about a quickie they never tell you about."
I smiled and passed her dress to her, and once she'd pulled it on, I zipped it up for her. She quickly tidied herself up, then kissed me before slipping out of the restroom.
I waited a moment before making my walk of shame back to my seat, convinced the crew and passengers knew just what we had been up to.
Mandy laughed when I sat down, "God, you looked so guilty; don't worry, nobody noticed."
We settled in for the last portion of the trip, and soon the plane began to descend, and the fasten seatbelt signs illuminated.
The cabin crew came around, making their final preparations for landing. The senior purser, a dark-haired woman in her late thirties, spoke to Mandy as she checked the seat belt was fastened, and they both burst out laughing. The woman kissed Mandy on the cheek and smiled at me before returning to her crew seat.
Mandy waited until we were walking down the jetway before explaining what the woman had said to her.
"She was welcoming us to the club," she told me.
What club?" I asked suspiciously.
"The mile high club, we even get badges." She showed me a badge depicting two tiny gold planes, one mounting the other.
"Oh god," I groaned.
"This one's yours, I'm already wearing mine." Crap, she was, too.

**********The ground staff directed the other first-class passengers and me towards the VIP immigration lanes. I was surprised when Mandy presented a Hong Kong passport and not her British one. It only took a few minutes for both of us to complete the immigration process. Our bags were in the first half dozen off the carousel.
"So, you're a Hong Kong citizen. Were you ever going to tell me that little tidbit?" I asked as I stacked our bags on a trolley.
"It's not important; it was something the bank arranged for me. I've got dual nationality, so I use my British one to enter the UK and the Hong Kong one when I come here." She shrugged her shoulders, "The lines are usually shorter that way.
After we cleared customs, Mandy said, "There should be a car waiting for us. Usually, the bank sends a car to pick me up, but as we are staying at the Mandarin, they are sending one of theirs."
There was a car waiting for us, but it wasn't from either of the sources Mandy had mentioned.
I was pushing the trolley piled with our bags as we exited the Customs hall. Mandy was walking in front of me, looking for the driver. She stopped dead in her tracks when we were a few paces past the exit doors. We'd both been looking in the direction of the crowd of people waiting to greet the arriving passengers, hoping to see a sign with our names. I'd almost hit the back of her legs, and I gave her a puzzled look when I saw an elegant silver-haired gentleman in his mid-to-late 50s step from the crowd and move in our direction.
"What are you doing here, Alan?" Mandy asked in a cool and measured tone when he reached her side.
So this was the mysterious Alan. There was something about his attitude that had the hairs on the back of my neck prickling.
"Since I'm the cause of all your problems, I thought the least I could do is collect you from the airport." He leaned forward to kiss her on the lips, but Mandy turned her face, and his lips barely brushed her cheek.
She took a step back and said, "There was no need, the Mandarin is sending a car for us."
"I'm afraid not; I called the hotel and canceled the car. We need to talk before you meet with the Sungs this evening." He glanced at the trolley. "I hadn't realized you were bringing the kitchen sink as well as your boyfriend." His tone was dismissive.
"Why the fuck would you do that..." Mandy snapped out in anger, then stopped as I placed a hand on her arm. She started at my touch, and then visibility relaxed.
She took a couple of deep breaths. "Sorry, Alex, this is Alan Davis. He's the bank's General Manager, and because of him, we need to go and find a taxi."
I held out my hand, and we shook hands. There was none of that macho hand squeezing you read about, just a quick shake and release. We stepped back, and each assessed our rival.
He seemed tall compared to the crowds around us, yet in reality, he was an inch or so shorter than I was. He was a handsome man and had probably been devastatingly attractive when he and Mandy first met. I could understand why Mandy had been attracted to him. She hadn't said he'd been the second of her lovers she told me about, but I was sure he had been. I wasn't sure what he saw in me, but his expression hardened.
"Pleased to meet you," he said, but there was a lack of sincerity to his words that I found it easy to identify.
"Alex, I'll get you a taxi to the hotel," he said. "I need to talk to Mandy about the problem, and I'm afraid everything we discuss is confidential."
Mandy straightened up and jabbed a finger into his chest. "No. Don't try and make me break the promise I gave Alex within moments of us landing."
Then to me, she said, "Alex, love, you will find the limo service desks just over there. Could you please arrange for one to take us to the Mandarin? I will be over in a moment."
I went, not wishing to get between them, but I couldn't help watching them as I waited for service. Mandy appeared less than amused, and it seemed I was relatively high on the agenda as both would keep glancing in my direction. It looked like it was getting quite heated when suddenly Alan made a brief gesture with his hand, and Mandy froze. Then she seemed to shake herself, and I heard the "NO" from where I was standing. She turned on her heels and stalked towards me.
"God, he's so... so male," she snarled as she reached me. I smiled at her frustration and decided to defer the question about their relationship to a more opportune moment.
"So what's happening? Are you going to a meeting this evening?"
"No, for us, it's a limo, hotel, sex, and not necessarily in that order!"
I laughed, and she broke into a wide smile. "Sorry, that was stupid of me," she said, "but I wasn't kidding about the sex. I told Alan to cancel the meeting and reminded him that in all things, you come first."
I looked back to where Alan still stood, animatedly talking on his phone. Mandy followed my gaze and pursed her lips.
"Christ, I've known Alan for almost half of my life, and he still manages to surprise me," she said as we followed the driver as he led us to the limo.
"Half?"
"More. I was thirteen when I first came out here to live with Dad. Alan was one of his friends, as well as his boss at the bank. He and Dad hung out a bit, but I didn't pay much attention to him until after Dad's accident."
The driver packed our bags in the trunk, and we settled into the back seat. She pulled her laptop out of her bag. Before she opened it, she gave me an apologetic smile. "Don't be angry, but I promised I'd take a look at a couple of documents Alan sent me. I'll do it now, and then I can concentrate on you, and you alone, when we get to the hotel."
I was hoping to understand more about the Hong Kong version of Mandy, so I asked. "Am I going to get to see your apartment? You've never really told me where it is."
She stiffened slightly, "I guess so, and it's up in the hills overlooking the city. Alan's place is one of the old villas up in the hills. My apartment was converted out of the old servants' rooms on top of the garage. It's got a separate entrance, so usually, I never see Alan except at work." She stressed the last part.
She looked pointedly back to the laptop, sat on her lap. I took the hint; there wasn't much I could say. I just hoped that this wasn't an omen for the rest of the trip. While she opened the laptop and angled the camera so it couldn't see me, I checked my email on my iPad. There was nothing of importance, so I turned to observe Mandy.
She was sitting with her legs tucked up, peering at the screen. A lock of her hair was wound around the finger she was using to stroke her cheek as she concentrated on evaluating the information Alan had sent her.
She glanced up and saw me watching her; she gave me a rueful smile. "I'll stop as soon as we arrive. Then I'm going to pamper you, and this evening I'd like to take you to one of my favorite places to eat and drink.
The airport is a fair way outside the city, and with heavy traffic, the journey took close to an hour before we arrived at our hotel. At the reception, Mandy surprised me by speaking fluent Chinese to the girl behind the desk. I don't know why I was surprised; she'd lived there for a fair chunk of her life, only this was the first time I'd heard her use the language.
She saw the surprised look I gave her. "Oh come on, I've been here for years; of course I speak Chinese. I'm fluent in both Mandarin and Cantonese," she said. "A lot of my school friends were Chinese, and they taught me."
"You continue to amaze me."
"Good." She gave me a cute little smile.
The room, no, that didn't do it justice, the palace on the top floor had amazing views across the harbor.
Mandy grinned as she took in the suite. "God knows how much this is costing the bank."
The suite consisted of a large bedroom and an enormous lounge and dining area. Mandy discovered the bathroom while I was taking in the stunning views. I followed the squeals and the trail of discarded clothes to find Mandy in the bathroom looking at an enormous white freestanding bathtub. It stood on a shallow plinth, and the wall beside it was a full-height window. Every room featured a wall of glass.
She started running the water and added a generous splash from one of the bottles on the counter. A pleasant aroma of lavender began to fill the room. She said, "It's big enough for a whole family, let alone just us. Will you join me?"
Silly question. I answered her by undressing.
I slid into the hot water, and Mandy followed me in, stepping in gingerly and settling down in front of me. She laid back against me, her head on my chest and the tips of her breasts just breaking the surface of the water. Her arms lay along the rim of the tub. My firming cock pressed against her back. I wrapped my arms around her, and she sighed contentedly.
She murmured, "This feels so nice." She wriggled back against me and continued, "I was beginning to feel guilty about coercing you to come with me," she gestured around us. "I'm not now."
I kissed the back of her neck and caressed the soft curves of her breasts. She sighed and placed her hands on top of mine, pushing my palms down on her hard nipples. We laid looking out of the window, enjoying the view, Mandy pointing out several prominent landmarks while we let the hot water work on our tired bodies.
With a splash and a surge of the water, she turned to face me. She slid her body up, sliding along mine until her face hovered above mine. My poor hard cock was trapped between us, and I gave a little groan as she wriggled. Mandy kissed me, and more water sloshed over the brim of the bath.
"This is fun," she said, "We need to get a bigger bath in the cottage."
"I suppose you want me to knock down the wall and fit a picture window as well?"
"Hmm, it could be fun to let the villagers watch us."
"Watch what?"
"This," she said.
She sat up and repositioned herself above my hard cock, two-thirds of which broke the surface of the water like a periscope. The sensations rippled through me as she slowly lowered herself down, encasing me in the soft silky wet flesh of her vagina. Her muscles clutched at me in protest as I filled her, the crown of my cock caressing the entrance of her womb.
She raised her bowed head to look at me, "Ohh, fuck, Alex, I love you," she gasped and then groaned as she started rocking. I rolled my hips to meet her every move. The water rose and fell, splashing over the brim. Her eyes were unfocused, and her mouth open as she grunted rhythmically in tune with our movements. I whispered words of encouragement, and she reacted, her movements becoming more aggressive, grinding her pelvis against mine.



We came within seconds of each other, her first, followed by me pumping my essence inside her as she sucked me dry. She collapsed onto my chest, regaining her breath, then her lips sought mine. She shivered, and I realized that the water was lukewarm. We climbed out, I wrapped her in a large fluffy white towel and hugged her to me. She pressed her forehead against mine and gave me a long look of anguish that chilled me to my bones.
"Whatever happens, this week is going to change us, and I don't want you to get hurt," she whispered, her voice barely discernible above the background hum of the air conditioning. "Just remember, I love you more than anything else."
"I know you do," I said, as much to convince myself as it was to reassure her. "You are the most important thing in my life, and I'll never stop loving you."
"Promise me that?" she said urgently.
"Yes."
She led me into the bedroom, dropped the towel on the floor, and we lay down and wrapped our arms around each other, letting the late afternoon sunlight wash over us. She rolled onto her side, and I curled up, protectively behind her.
Suddenly, without warning, she said, "Ask me the question again."
'Which question,' I thought, there were so many I wanted to ask her! "Which one?"
"The one you always ask me on your birthday."
Ahh, that one. "Is there any reason why I should? I know your answer."
"No, you don't."
"Okay, Amanda Forbes, will you marry me?"
"Yes." One simple word said with such depth of feeling.
I wasn't sure what to think. Why now?
"When?" She said yes, and now I needed to know if she meant it. A date would indicate how serious she was.
"Soon as possible, I promise. I have to resolve a couple of legal issues that relate to my father's death before we can set a date."
"Jesus, Mandy, that was nearly fifteen years ago; there can't still be issues."
"I know." The mix of sadness and bitterness in those two words stunned me.
"Sorry, love, that was callous of me."
She turned to face me. "You never need to apologize to me. I'm the one who's been hiding things from you."
It was as though a mental switch had been flicked to the on position. Her expression became relaxed and resolute at the same time.
Her voice, when she spoke, was low and measured. "My father didn't die in an accident; he killed himself. I wasn't eighteen; I was seventeen and a half. Mum disowned me when I chose to stay with Dad after the divorce. Christ, she didn't have just one affair, she'd had numerous lovers, often several at the same time, and she enjoyed rubbing his nose in her infidelities. I hated her for what she did to him, to our family. She turned him into a weak and bitter cuckold, poisoned his relationship with my bitch sisters. I was all he had left, and when I chose to live with him, the rest of my family disowned me. I haven't seen any of them since the divorce."
She'd been trying to be so stoic, but her emotions got the better of her, and she started crying. All I could do was hold her close and scatter kisses across her face and shoulders. I gently caressed her back, the silky-soft skin a delight to touch. She smiled at me and took my hand and held it to her breast.
When she'd calmed a bit, I did what I should have done earlier. I took her chain from her neck and removed the ring. She watched, frozen in place, as I slipped it on her ring finger and then removed the wedding ring from her other hand.
"You get this when we are married, so the sooner we resolve your issues, the sooner you get it back."
I still wasn't sure what those issues could be, so I waited for her to tell me. She held her hand out so she could see the ring on her finger, and that seemed to firm her resolve to unburden her soul finally, but as she spoke, I was aware that there was something behind all this she still wasn't willing to talk about. She rolled over onto her other side and scooted back against me, obviously finding it more comfortable to talk if she couldn't see my face. She held my hand to her breast, her eyes fixed on the diamond sparkling in the sunlight.
"It's all because I wasn't an adult when he died. Dad planned his death like he did his life in careful detail. It's ancient history now, but it seems he got into serious trouble with a business venture. He'd been using some of the bank's customers' funds without their knowledge. When the venture failed, he couldn't see a way out, so he took his own life."
She gave a soft sob, "I never got to tell him I loved him. I've always wondered if I'd gone sailing with him that weekend, would he still be alive."
I hugged her, and it took Mandy a few minutes before she wanted to continue.
"I knew there were some issues after he died, but not how bad it was for some time. Some of the tales I was told didn't add up, and I forced Alan to tell me the truth."
"Listen, are you sure you want to tell me all this?"
"Yes... No, but I need to tell you all that I can. I think he knew that there would be problems after he died. He was worried that the Chinese authorities would hand me over to Mum, and he didn't want that, so he arranged for a friend of his to become my legal guardian until I was twenty-one."
"And this was Alan?"
"Not in the beginning; you need to remember that Alan was Dad's boss. I think he was worried when the bank found out what Dad had been up to, he might get dragged into the mess, which would have caused me more issues. No, my first guardian was a Chinese business colleague of my father's. He and his wife were kind to me, but she didn't know what to do with a moody gwailo teenage girl. After everything calmed down, Alan came up with the idea that he should share my guardianship. That's when I went to stay at Alan's."
I kept a neutral expression fixed to my features, not that she could see me, and the benefit of years of working with troubled children had given me an ability to mask my body language. Inside, I was confused and concerned. Her father had said he loved her and yet committed suicide. The things she was saying, in addition to her body language, had my professional alarm bells sounding.
I could also tell that she was skirting around the truth; there was far more to her first guardian than she was admitted; she'd spoken in reverential tones when she mentioned him. Then I mentally kicked myself; of course, he was her first lover, and she still had feelings for him. He probably proposed the change in the guardianship when he grew weary of what the moody teenager could do to his home life.
Alan had been single and would have been the perfect choice to take the daughter of an old friend under his protection once the ramifications of her father's suicide had faded away. This, of course, made him her second lover, and she would have become his mistress after he got married.
"And when you lived with Alan, how long before you became his lover?"
There was a long pause before she answered, admitting what I'd thought. "A few months; we sort of slipped into the relationship. It started a few months before I was due to spend four years at a university in Australia. I'd always liked him, and it seemed a natural progression. I had the odd casual lover at uni, but no one serious. I'd always come back to Alan during the semester breaks. After uni, I was a twenty-two-year-old graduate, and he sorted out a job at the bank for me. So I started at the Hong Kong office working as his assistant."
"Wasn't that awkward for him, having his lover working with him?"
She started to say yes and stopped. "Christ, I keep forgetting what you are," she said ruefully. "You're analyzing me, aren't you?"
I kissed her and shrugged, "Not intentionally, but it's tough for me not to do it. This bed is the best consulting room I've ever had." I began caressing the breast my hand rested on while she'd been speaking and kissed the back of her neck. "I love my subject."
"And I love my analyst," she replied. She half-turned and lay on the back so she could look at my face. "You are the best thing that has ever happened to me, and I'd hate to think what I'm saying will hurt us."
"Do you love me?"
"Yes."
"Then I can't see how you can hurt me."
Her eyes were locked onto mine, and she must have felt comfortable with what she saw in them, so she continued.
"You were asking if it was challenging to work as my lover's assistant; the answer is yes and no. Yes, because in the beginning, I still thought I was was in love with him, and all I wanted to do was be close to him. And no, because he was the perfect gentleman at all times in the office. But being so close, at work and home, was what made us see the cracks in our relationship. He was in love with me. I thought I was in love with him, but not enough to make it work. As soon as it was opportune, he aided pushing through my promotion at the bank. He used the old-boy network, but I was fully qualified for the post. It was the job I had when I first met you.
"This was the one at the office in London?"
"Yes, they wanted someone who spoke both Mandarin and Cantonese Chinese and could deal with the bank's top Chinese customers who had business dealings in London and Hong Kong. These customers were looking for a single person who would be able to deal with their issues. I was able to offer the bank a major bonus. I'd gone to school with a good number of the customers' sons and daughters, and had their friendship and trust."
She looked up at the ceiling and closed her eyes, and I wondered if this was as far as she was going to go. But no, after a moment, she continued.
"In the beginning, I was spending two out of three weeks in Hong Kong, but by the time we met, it had settled down to the one in three you are used to."
"And what about Alan?"
"After a year, we'd become more like friends than lovers. I'd always had my room at his villa. I'd sleep in his room on the nights we were together, but then I would go back to my room afterward. I doubt we slept together more than a couple of times in those last months before I met you, I think it was more habit than anything else. He'd already begun to convert the staff accommodation into an apartment for me, so I'd have a place of my own in Hong Kong. He'd got together with my other guardian, and they helped me buy the flat in London."
She made everything she was saying sound convincing, but I couldn't help feeling that I was getting her safe for my boyfriend version,, and the reality was somewhat different. How different was the question?
"I thought you bought that with the insurance money from your father's settlement?" I asked, sure that she'd told me exactly that.
She shook her head. "There was almost nothing left of his insurance settlement after his executor had finished. Dad had cashed out most of his policies, and he had lots of debt. I only had enough left for the deposit on the flat; my guardians lent me the rest. The bank gives me a generous living allowance, and I've been using that and any bonuses I get to pay them back."
When I first met Mandy, she had a flatmate, who was still living in the London apartment. I didn't know if she had one here. "So when you're here, do you have a flatmate?"
She gave me a startled look and shook her head. "It's my apartment; I live on my own. Anyway, it's not a big place, only one bedroom. After I moved in, he included a small parcel of land that runs around the side of the garage block. He had it landscaped so I could have somewhere to sit outside and admire the view. I have a tiny terrace garden and a place to park my car. I'll show it to you tomorrow."
She seemed to have finished, but I still had one question, and I felt her stiffen when I asked it.
"So those little issues you need to sort out before we can get married. What are they?"
"It's just some local legal red tape." She said dismissively but was not willing to look at me.
"That can't be still the issue all these years later!" She could hear the disbelief in my voice.
"Unfortunately, it is; my guardianship was set up to run until I was twenty-five, mainly because of the situation I found myself in after my father's death, the way I was going off the rails."
"And..." This wasn't making much sense to me; she'd been twenty-six when we first met.
"My Chinese guardian inserted a clause, giving them the right to approve any major decisions until I'm thirty-four."
"Thirty-four, that's ridiculous. Mandy, you're thirty-two. How is it your guardians can still be creating problems. Christ, am I supposed to ask them for permission to marry you?"
"Not you... I'm sorry I can't talk about it anymore until I have permission, but we will be getting married, that I promise you, and I keep my promises." Her tone brooked no arguments, and she doubled down, ending our discussion by rolling on top of me, and for a few minutes, we made out like a couple of school kids.
She rolled away. "Come on, we need to get dressed. I want you to meet a couple of my friends. We are meeting them at one of my regular haunts down by the waterfront."
"How much do they know about me?" I asked as I rummaged around in my bags for something suitable to wear. Indoors was air-conditioned; my brief foray outside earlier had warned me it was going to be warm and very humid this evening.
"You are probably the only thing I talk about to them nowadays."
"And who are they?"
"Sian and Zhi Rou. Sian is an Aussie; she was one of my best friends at uni. My stories of growing up here intrigued her so much she got a job with Cathay Pacific in their marketing department. Her girlfriend, Zhi Ruo, is the sister of a boy I used to go to school with. They are two of my closest Hong Kong friends. How do I look?"
She'd been dressing while she'd been talking and now sat on a chair brushing her hair. I stared at her in amazement. I'd thought the green dress from earlier had looked great on her, but now she wore a navy-blue raw silk version of the little black dress. It was embroidered with sunbursts in a golden thread. The neckline was a sharp V that extended a fair way below the curve of her breasts. Her long legs had a slight shimmer from the pattern woven into the stockings that covered them. On her wrist were several thin jade bangles I couldn't recall seeing before. As she waved her arm, they gave off a soft, tinkling sound.
"You're beautiful, and now I feel drab in comparison. Are those new?" I asked, gesturing to the bangles.
"No, I've had them for some time; they are rather valuable, and I don't wear them very often. I thought they went with this outfit."
She stood up and stepped closer, reaching to pull me close, and then we kissed. There was something about this kiss that reached a different place within us. I sensed our relationship had subtly changed since she opened up to me, for the better, I believed.
I couldn't resist reaching down and running my hand down her back to caress her ass. She moaned in my ear, put her hand on my chest, and started to push me away.
"No, if you carry on, we'll never leave this room, and I'm hungry." She put on a pitiful little-lost-girl expression that had me laughing.

*********At Mandy's suggestion, we played tourist and took the famous Star Ferry across the harbor. We stood on the upper deck with our arms around each other's waist and watched the lights of the city as we crossed the busy waterway.
Mandy gave me a slightly guilty look and admitted, "It's always worried me that I enjoy this place so much, and I haven't shared it with you before. It's my second home, and I kept it to myself. You shared all you had with me, I live in your home, and you've never seen mine."
"I've been to your flat."
"Not the flat, that was just a place to live in when I was in London. I mean, the apartment I own here." She pointed in the direction of the black hills behind us.
I'd misunderstood her earlier; I'd assumed when she'd said Alan had converted the apartment for her, she'd meant it was still his, and he was letting her use it. "I thought you said the apartment was Alan's," I said. "And that he was letting you use it."
"No, it's mine. I think he intended to rent it out, but after I told him about you, he had it registered as a separate residence and gave me the deeds. He told me that it would be better for all of us if I had my place with no ties to him."
That sounded a bit odd, actually more than a bit odd. From what I'd read, the property prices up in the hills were astronomical. It sounded like Alan had given her a place worth a cool million or more. Why would he do that? And better for who, I wondered, her or Alan, or was it for our relationship? Nothing seemed to make much sense to me. I guessed better for her and our relationship; as now that I thought about it, she'd kept mentioning how she was moving into her apartment as soon as we'd met.
The ferry docked, and we took a taxi to the place we were meeting her friends. Sian and Zhi Ruo were sitting at an outside table as we walked over. The girls rose, and the three of them did that group-hug thing women seem to love. Her friends turned and gave me the most intense scrutiny I think I'd ever been given. I felt like I was under the microscope, and I wasn't sure I'd passed muster. With the briefest of glances at Mandy, they greeted me with big smiles.
Sian was beautiful in that brash, confident Australian manner: tall, blonde, and suntanned. Zhi Ruo, or Roo as she told me to call her, was the complete opposite, a small Chinese doll, no taller than five feet, golden skin, and long black hair that framed the cutest of faces. She was so tiny I almost felt I could hold her in the palm of my hand. On the inside of her wrist was a small tattoo, half-hidden by jade bangles that looked similar to the ones on Mandy's wrist. Mandy saw me glancing at Roo's tattoo and slid her matching bangles down to half cover hers. An odd thing to do, I thought, and then dismissed it.
When Mandy had called Roo, Sian's girlfriend, I'd assumed she'd meant her best friend, but now it was apparent that they were lovers. Roo began talking in Chinese to Mandy, but she stopped her. "Tonight, we only use English so Alex can understand us."
"So this is the mysterious Alex," Sian said in a soft Australian accent to Mandy. I tried to look mysterious but failed miserably. I sensed that behind her comment was a whole raft of open questions.
"What do you think of the view from Mandy's, Alex?" Roo asked. "Magnificent, isn't it, set so high in the hills."
I shook my head, "I wouldn't know; I've never been there. We're staying at the Mandarin, though the view from our suite, over the harbor, is pretty good." Mandy glanced at me, sensitive to the sarcasm in my voice.
"Why aren't you staying at your place, Mandy?" It was a question from Sian, but there was a degree of surprise in her voice.
Mandy held my gaze before she answered. "Long story, the Mandarin's a bit of a bribe from Alan to Alex. We were supposed to be lying on the beach in the Maldives."
"Yeah, I was a bit surprised when I got your message that you were here and wanted to meet up," Sian said. "We weren't expecting to see you until the..."
"Bribe?" Roo interrupted Sian. She added something in rapid Chinese; the only word I recognized was Alan's name.
Mandy snapped back at her in the same language, and Roo stiffened. Sian took hold of her lover's arm in a calming gesture. I kept quiet, they were Mandy's friends, and I was getting very interested to see how she spun the situation to them, and why they needed to talk in Chinese.
There was a pause as the three appeared to settle before Mandy said. "There's a problem with one of my client's accounts," she started to explain. "It's making management run around like headless chickens."



Roo gave a sharp hiss and said another short severe sentence in Chinese. Mandy gave her a quick shake of her head and an odd-looking hand gesture that looked familiar. What was so important they didn't want me to understand?
"I'm fine, it's not something I did; the client's admitted he's at fault, but he demanded I be the one to sort it out. So, Alan called, insisting I be on the next flight back."
Now she gave me a nervous look. "Alex wasn't happy about the situation. He told me I had a choice. If I decided to go, then he was still going on the vacation we'd booked. He gave me a simple choice, vacation, or work, and if I choose work, then not to bother to come back."
"Not come back — But, but you're both here?" Roo pointed out, giving me a confused look.
"I turned the tables and gave Alan three choices." She ticked them off on her fingers.
"I threatened to resign, so I could go with Alex on vacation. Or I don't resign, and he still lets me take my vacation."
Roo interrupted, "But he'd never let you resign. He..." she stopped abruptly, as Mandy grabbed her arm.
"I wouldn't have given him a chance," Mandy said. "Anyway, as I was saying, I don't resign, and he still lets me take my vacation. Or, he lets me bring Alex with me at the bank's expense; and pay for our canceled vacation. Even so, they would only get a week of half days from me—and we get to use the bank's villa in Bali for the rest of our holiday."
"I take it he decided on the last option!"
"He wasn't happy, but he did, and he agreed to reimburse Alex for the vacation we are missing." Then with more than a hint of satisfaction, she added, "I made him fly us first class and put us up in the best suite at the Mandarin."
"But it's not the beach cottage I booked," I mused.
Mandy's face fell, she took my hand in both of hers and whispered, "I'm sorry, I know I spoiled the vacation you spent so much time organizing; I wish we were on that beach. A lot is going to change after this trip; this will never happen again."
I believed her; the question at the back of my mind was, of course, was I included in these changes?
Mandy seemed to shake herself and gave a rueful smile. "Enough of that, so, girlfriends, I'm here with my handsome fiancé, and we need to celebrate."
"You got engaged and didn't tell us; show us the ring, you bitch," Sian cried out.
Roo's response was different, "But how is it possible, you..." she shut her mouth as Sian poked her.
Mandy ignored what was going on and held out her hand, flashing the ring on her finger at her friends.
"Where are your..." Roo started but was interrupted by Sian.
"That's the ring you used to wear on a chain around your neck?" Sian asked. "I thought it was your mother's?"
"It's the same ring, but it wasn't my mother's; it belonged to Alex's grandmother," she said, giving me an embarrassed look.
"I told you that I was living at Alex's when I was back in the UK. What I didn't tell you was that Alex asked me to marry him six years ago, and gave me this ring to wear. You can guess why I wasn't able to say yes immediately. He knows I love him and was willing to wait."
She looked happily down at her finger. "He let me keep the ring until I made up my mind, but it didn't feel right to wear it, so I got a chain to put it on. Now, with everything that's been happening, I realized I was stupid, and I told him yes."
"Six years ago!" Roo exclaimed. "You've been carrying his ring around for six years, and you didn't tell me?" Roo was indignant at first and then concerned. "Does my uncle know about this?"
"No, well, yes, he knows I have a boyfriend I see when I'm in London, but that's all."
"And what about Alan?" asked Sian.
"He knows how I feel about Alex; he was the first person I told that I'd found the man I wanted to grow old with. He understood, and that's when I moved out of his place and into my apartment."
Both women shook their heads and gave her worried looks. I listened to this interplay between the girls and wondered why Roo was so concerned about her uncle knowing about my relationship with Mandy. And why the concern about Alan? As far as I was aware, their relationship had been all but over before I met Mandy. Questions for later, I decided.
That seemed to end the interrogation, and the girls settled down to a combination of drinking and character assassination on people I didn't know. They kept slipping into Chinese, but Mandy would remind them I didn't understand, and they'd revert to English.
I was the token male sitting with three of the most beautiful women in the place, and getting envious glances from most of the men and a fair number of the women. The girls ordered a selection of dim sum for us. When I tasted my first one, I could understand why this was one of Mandy's favorite places. She watched me as I took my first mouthful and smiled at my grin of appreciation.
The long flight and the events of the day had taken its toll on me, and after an hour or so, I was beginning to hope it was time to wrap up and go back to the hotel. Mandy had other ideas. She and her friends insisted that we needed to go on to a nearby club. I was a little irritated at the way she rode roughshod over my wishes, but as she seemed desperate to continue showing me off to her friends, I reluctantly agreed, but I was starting to feel like I was being played.
The club they'd chosen was a brief walk away. It looked trendy; the line of people waiting to enter stretched around the corner. Inwardly, I was pleased and looked around for a taxi to take us back to the hotel, when the women casually bypassed the head of the line, and the doorman greeted them by name. They were waved through, Mandy and Sian hooked their arms through mine, confirming to the doorman I was with their group. I received a long hard look from the bouncers and a wry smile from the doorman.
Roo spoke to one of the hostesses, and we were shown to an empty booth in a roped-off VIP area. The hostess took a reserved sign and placed it on the table. We slid into the booth with me on the outside.
As we were sitting down, Mandy gave me a hug and a kiss. "It's so great that I finally get to show you my favorite places," she said. Then reaching out to take the hands of the other women, added. "And my best friends."
The girls murmured a happy response, then the three of them huddled and spent a few minutes talking in low voices. Now and again, Sian and Roo threw glances in my direction. I caught the hostess's eye and ordered a round of drinks. The service was excellent, and within a minute, I was sipping from an ice-cold and presumably overpriced beer.
As I drank, I looked around and confirmed my first impression that the club was a lot more exclusive than the local one Mandy and I usually frequented. Nor would we have ever got the degree of service the girls seemed to expect. That they were regular guests here was evident from the deferential treatment they received, and that concerned me. I tried to recall if Mandy had ever mentioned going out clubbing while in Hong Kong, but I didn't think she had. I know she'd told me she had gone out for the occasional drink with her girlfriends, but this seemed a lot more.
As I thought about it, my concern grew. Ever since we'd started this trip, Mandy had been reviling one secret after another about her past. I wondered what else there was to learn about her over the coming days?
Mandy eased back in the seat, leaning against me, and sipped at her drink. I had to bend my head down so she could hear me. "They seem to know you here, is this another regular haunt of yours?"
"It's owned by one of my clients, and he gave the three of us a VIP membership. I don't use it very often, but I know that Sian and Roo come here regularly." She seemed to understand the reason behind my question and added, "I only come here with them, maybe once each trip, and sometimes the bank will use it for special events, those are the only other times I come here. "
With exotic drinks in front of them, Sian and Roo relaxed and let the atmosphere of the club enfold them. Mandy was a bit more reserved and stuck close to me; I struggled to relax. It took me a while to realize why I felt the way I did, and it wasn't just how tired I was. Mandy and I enjoyed going to clubs, and I was used to the attention she would receive. It was the same here, only different. Usually, if someone asked Mandy to dance, then they were friends but would still ask if I minded.
Here a constant stream of people, principally, handsome young men, approached our group, offering the girls a drink, wanting to talk, or dance. The majority approached Mandy, yet here I was concluded invisible, as not one of them could be bothered to acknowledge my presence, even though she was holding my hand most of the time.
Mandy declined each request, glancing in my direction each time, but I guessed she could sense my growing discomfort. She wove as close to me as was possible, and she tried to keep one hand on me at all times.
Several things were upsetting me, and it wasn't just the dismissive attitude of the other clubbers. Mandy had acknowledged that this was her favorite club in Hong Kong, and it seemed that she was one of its favorite children. The club's staff had greeted her by name when we arrived. As had many of the men inviting her to dance. I had the impression that if she'd been here on her own, she wouldn't be so quick to reject their advances. Did she usually say yes?
Sian and Roo were on the dance floor when things came to a head. Yet another man approached the table, this one about our age. He was smartly dressed and carried a couple of champagne glasses. She gave him a brief smile; he then sat down on her other side without asking if it was okay. He gave Mandy a big smile, placed the glasses on the table, and began addressing her in Chinese. They seemed to know each other, as he used her name. Mandy started to say something, then saw the expression on my face.
At once, she moved closer to me and, swiveling in his direction, said in English, "Zhang, I'm sorry, I'm here with my fiancé, and I'm busy, as you see."
He ignored what she'd said, sliding closer. He picked up one of the glasses and gestured at the other with his free hand, obviously expecting her to take it up. He continued to talk to her in Chinese. He seemed relaxed in her company easing back in his seat and reaching out to take her hand. She moved her hand away and snapped back a sharp response in the same language. Then in English, obviously for my benefit, said, "I said no, and I mean no, so piss off."
He flushed, then snapped back at her in Chinese, gesturing at me. Then he stood and left, but not before giving me a stern look and saying in accentless English. "Watch out, she's a cock teasing, unfaithful bitch."
So much for the inscrutable Chinese! But why call her unfaithful, had they had a relationship?
She tilted my head to ensure I could see her face. "Alex, I'm sorry about that. I made a mistake asking Zhang to go with me to a couple of business events because Alan wasn't around. I thought he would be a safe option as we were friends at school. Unfortunately, he took it the wrong way and saw more than was intended. It's why I only tend to go out as part of a group, mostly with Sian and Roo."
"Mostly, so who else do you go out with?"
She hesitated for a couple of seconds, then said. "Sometimes I'll join a group from the office for a meal and drinks, and as I said, occasionally with Alan to a social or business event, if either of us needed a plus one."
Ahh, Alan, there had to be more to their relationship than Mandy was willing to admit. I gestured at the full champagne glass Zhang had left behind. "This type of thing is usual?"
"No, usually they're not as persistent as Zhang, he's the son of one of the bank's larger clients and seems to think that gives him some rights. If I know someone and they ask nicely, I may have one dance, but never more than the one." Her voice was low and soft, "I never accept a drink from any strangers, and I always go home on my own."
That didn't answer my unspoken questions. She pulled me close and wrapped her arms around me, then she dragged me to my feet and pulled me onto the dance floor as the music shifted into a slow tune. We swayed and rolled to the hypnotic sounds, our bodies pressed against each other, ignoring the rest of the world. In my ear, she whispered, "I love you so much."
A pause in the music broke our concentration; we moved apart and made our way back to our seats. Did I believe her? Yes, I was sure that deep down, Mandy loved me as much as I loved her, but I was also sure I wasn't getting the complete story. We found the other two back at the table, Roo had reached that happy-drunk phase, and I was left to look after her as Sian and Mandy went to the ladies.
"You two looked great together dancing," Roo said, as she leaned against me. "It's so good to see her out enjoying herself again."
I wasn't too sure where I should put my arm that she'd managed to trap, but she solved the problem to her satisfaction by pulling it around her and draping my hand perilously close to the swell of her breast.
"I thought she used to go out with the pair of you all the time."
Roo turned so she could see my face. "She was quite the party girl a few years ago, but now she will only come out with us if we force her. I love her, Mandy, I mean," she said. "I have since we were at school together. She was in my brother's year, and he was in love with her, too."
I raised my eyebrows questioningly, "I thought you and Sian..."
"Oh god, yes, we are. But Mandy was the first girl I fell in love with."
"And you were her's?" I wondered.
"No, I don't think she knew I existed until a naïve seventeen-year-old me blurted out my feelings to her."
"And then?" I asked, intrigued, hearing about a side of Mandy I'd not known about.
She smiled. "She let me down very gently, and mine is unrequited love. Have you decided on a date?" she asked.
I had to make a mental jump before realizing she was asking about our wedding.
"No, not yet; we'll decide as soon as she can sort out a couple of issues."
"What type of issues?"
"I'm not one hundred percent sure, some legal things to do with her guardianship, I believe."
She snorted, "Is that what she's telling you." She shut up and sat straight up as Mandy and Sian sat back down in our booth.
"What did you mean?" I asked, but Roo ignored me and started talking to her lover.
Mandy squeezed up close to me, "What were you and Roo talking about?"
"She was telling me that you were her first love."
Mandy smiled, "That was one of the more embarrassing moments in my life. I was much more interested in her brother; he was one of my first boyfriends. Suddenly one evening, Roo told me she loved me and kissed me. I don't know who was more shocked, her, or me."
"And was that all you did?"
"Well, I kissed her back for a few moments, but that was all. At that time, I wasn't interested in women."
"And now?"
"I experimented with my feminine side while at university, but not anymore."
"Sian?" I asked, recalling Mandy's earlier comment about being close friends at university.
Mandy nodded, "She was one, and there was one other girl I liked a lot. Alan was fine with me having female lovers while I was away, but drew the line at me having a boyfriend."
I looked at her two friends who had returned to the dance floor and were holding each other close, oblivious to the crowds around them as they swayed to the slow music.
"Have you ever been tempted to take another female lover?"
"No," she said, shaking her head. "It was fun, but I never got emotionally attached to the women I slept with. After uni, I was living with Alan, and then I met you, and since then, nobody else has been important."
She ran a hand along my arm. "I love you so much. I don't know if I've ever told you this, but I'm so grateful to have you in my life." She looked down at the ring on her finger and gave me a big smile. "And I'm sorry that I didn't accept your ring before this, I wasn't playing a game with you. Knowing that you would ask me to marry you was the highlight of my year. It was my proof that you still loved me, I just had to hope that you would wait long enough for me to get straightened out."
"How much longer?" I asked.
"If all goes smoothly, then my problems should be over in three, four months."
"That sounds good."
"I'm ready to go, I've got to go into the office tomorrow morning."
I sighed, not because I didn't want to leave, I did, but that she was here to work, and that was her priority.
We took our leave and got a taxi back to the hotel. Mandy was exhausted, and after we took a quick shower, she curled up against me and was asleep in seconds. The questions I had for her would have to wait. I wasn't long in joining her in sleep.

*******She woke me with a kiss, I opened my eyes, and she was dressed and ready to go. "I'll be back in a few hours."
"And when you do, we need to talk," I said, and then I thought I'd remind her of her promise. "Remember, if you are not back by lunchtime, I'll start looking for a flight home."
Her eyes widened, and she mouthed, "I'll do my best, but I can't promise that."
"But you did, and that's why I'm here and not in the Maldives. You need to keep your promise."
She walked to the door and then back in my direction twice in a state of total indecision. Finally, she opened the door and left.
I lay on the bed wondering if I'd just pushed her one step too far, yet something about her situation here was very odd, and I was beginning to feel like I was being played. Reluctantly, I washed and dressed and made my way down to the restaurant for breakfast, feeling a bit like the condemned man on his way to his execution.

*********After breakfast, I went up to the rooftop terrace and looked out over Hong Kong harbor; behind me, the Peak was shrouded in low clouds. As I admired the view, I was going over all the overheard conversations from last night.
Many of the half-heard snippets between the girls appeared to revolve around Mandy's relationship with Alan. So much so that I could only conclude that her relationship to Alan had meant a lot more to her than she was willing to admit. Then there was the impression that she used to have, if not still had, a hectic social life. A thought that made me wonder how she would have responded to Zhang's advances if I'd not been at her side.
I was beginning to heartily regret this whole trip; for years, I'd believed Mandy when she said I could trust that she wouldn't be foolish when she traveled. Was this a false promise?
I would have to wait until lunchtime to see if Mandy would keep to her promise of only working half-days, but I wasn't going to hold my breath in anticipation. Neither was I going to hang around the hotel; the lure of the Peak called me. I grabbed my camera and caught a taxi to the Peak tram station. The clouds were lifting as I took the tram to the top, giving me some great views.
In a way, the Peak was a disappointment. Oh, the views were great, yet being surrounded by hordes of happy tourists enforced my single status. I took the tram back down, in a "been there, seen that, bought the T-shirt" mood.
The taxi dropped me off at the hotel a little before midday; I used the house phone to call the room, and unsurprisingly, I didn't get an answer. I tried her mobile, and it went straight to voicemail. I decided to have a beer in the lobby bar and watch to see when Mandy returned. I found a seat with a view of the main entrance, then settled in to wait.
I had to wait for well over two hours for my answer. I'd declined the waitress' offer of a menu several times, and I was regretting my desire to wait for Mandy to join me before I ate. I was about to admit defeat and order something to eat while I attempted to rearrange my flight home when my attention was drawn to a long white Mercedes limo drawing up to the front entrance. All the doormen drew up in attention and then bowed as the chauffeur in a light grey suit opened the rear door. I stared in surprise as Mandy stepped out; the expression on her face was either anger or fear, I couldn't decide which. Through the limousine's open door, a small elderly Chinese gentleman stared up at her. He was in his early seventies, at least that was my best guess given that he had that ageless look.



Mandy shook her head at something the gentleman said and turned her back on him. She headed into the lobby and had almost reached the bank of elevators before she spotted me, following her regal progress. She froze, taking in my stony expression. I considered my next move and came to the conclusion she'd not left me much of a choice. I stood and walked over to the duty manager's desk. Behind me, I heard the clicking of her heels on the hard floor as she hurried to catch up with me.
"Hi, my name is Alex James," I said to the Chinese woman sitting behind the desk. She nodded and smiled at me.
"I'm in the Harbor suite, and I have an open ticket on BA to London. Can you see if you can get me on tonight's flight?"
"Of course, Mr. James."
"No!" Mandy snapped from my side. She turned her wrist, so the tattoo was visible, and then launched into a torrent of Chinese at the hapless woman who blanched and muttered a single phrase, before deeply bowing her head.
I pulled Mandy around to face me. "Stop it, do you know what the time is?" I didn't wait for her to answer before adding, "It's well over two hours past the time you promised you'd be back. Do you think I want to spend my vacation sitting around waiting for you? If this is what I can expect from your promises, then there's no point in me staying. I'm going home, and it's up to you if you want to come with me."
"It won't happen again, I had to meet with the Sung clan patriarch, and he was in a meeting, so I had to wait."
"And what was to stop you leaving when you realized you'd be late?"
Behind me, I heard the manager draw in a quick breath, and Mandy gave her a sharp look, which made her cringe. Turning back to face me, she drew me away from the desk and out of the manager's hearing.
"You are talking about me insulting the head of one of the most powerful families in Hong Kong," she hissed. "I wouldn't just lose my job, I'd be lucky..." then her voice trailed off, and she looked scared.
"We can't talk here," she said and headed towards the elevators. We rode the elevator to our floor in silence; the only sound was her thumbs tapping as they flew over the screen of her phone.
Once we were in the suite, I took her phone from her and tossed it on the nearest chair. Just to look at her was painful; for over six years, she'd been everything I'd desired, and I'd been under the impression she felt the same about me. Now I was confused and unsure.
She saw my confusion, and with a worried look, she said. "I made you a lot of promises to convince you to come, and I'm not keeping them. I love you, and I don't want you to go."
"You are not leaving me much choice; I'm not going to waste my vacation like this. I was ready to book my flight home, and I'd like you to come with me." It wasn't a question; I already knew her answer.
"I can't, at least not for a few days."
I stood up and looked out of the window.
"Then what's the point, Mandy? You say you love me. You tell me a load of half-truths and stories, and I no longer know what's real or fantasy. You've got a second life here, one I'm not part of. You keep telling me you love me, so damn well prove it. Answer my questions; our future depends upon your answers to my questions." My words made her sit down and look extremely anxious.
"I do love you. I'll try, but don't forget..."
"Fuck your stupid loyalty to your bloody bank, I don't care anymore, I'm going to ask the questions, and you are going to answer. If you don't or I don't like the answers, I'll be on the flight home."
She looked shocked at the anger in my voice. She came over and kissed me. "I love you. Ask me your questions."
She tried to smile, but it looked like she was expecting the ax to fall any second. I lined up my thoughts; I decided to start small. Give her a question she should be able to answer without conflict.
I started, "Why am I here?" I gestured around me. "Why were you so insistent I should join you this time?"
There was desperation in her voice, "Because I was sure I am going to lose you if I didn't. I had no choice; I had to come here. If you'd gone to the Maldives without me, I don't think you would have let me back into your life. I had to make you come with me." She stared at me, eager to see if I understood. I kept my face expressionless.
She continued. "I should have agreed when you first asked. I've been keeping this part of my life isolated from you. I promised you all my heart, but I was keeping a little part for myself; no longer, now I'm all yours," she said with a pleading look.
I shrugged, "That doesn't answer my question, does it, and it's just a list of excuses. Let's try the next one: have I been sharing you with Alan for the past seven years? Because it sure feels like it."
She blanched and said, "Why would you think that?"
"I'm not stupid; you live with him, you've never discussed your relationship, and you've always found a reason for me not to meet him. I'm sick of being the only one in this relationship who's open. What are you trying to hide?"
"I told you my physical relationship with him ended as soon as we became lovers. Since then, I've not slept with him."
"But, you still live with him."
She sighed, "I don't live with him, I live in my apartment, and Alan stays away. Yes, it used to be part of his villa, but he gave it to me, and it's completely separate. He's only ever stepped foot in the place if I've invited him."
She studied my face and saw the disbelief in my expression. "I swear I'm telling you the truth. My physical relationship with Alan ended the moment I decided to sleep with you that first weekend."
I was about to ask my next question when something about the last thing she'd said made me stop.
"What do you mean by physical? What other types of relationship do you have with him?"
Now Mandy did go white. "I...I..." she stuttered. "He's, he's my mentor."
Now I was worried, my mind was working overtime, and I recalled several comments Roo made last night. "Roo said some odd things last night. She was surprised that we were engaged, suggesting you couldn't get engaged, and then there was her concern about her uncle finding out about our engagement. What's that all about?"
Mandy just sat there and wouldn't answer. Her phone pinged, announcing an incoming text, and she went to pick it up from where I'd tossed it earlier. I beat her to it, picked it up, and tried to read the message. There was nothing on the screen except a notification icon.
I held it out to her. "Open it," I demanded.
"No, I can't; it'll be work."
"I don't fucking care, open it so I can read it."
She entered the passcode, glanced at the message, and muttered, "Shit." She didn't resist as I turned the screen so I could read the message.
Alan: Ang Lee has agreed to met us tonight to discuss the project launch. Come alone, Alex is not invited. The car will pick you up at 7:30.
I thumbed a single word answer 'NO,' and tossed the phone back to her. She read my reply and sank to her knees.
"I'm done," I told her. "I'm on the next flight home."
Her phone rang as she was shaking her head, she sent the call to her voicemail without taking her eyes off me.
"I have to go, I always have to go when he calls me," she said, her voice barely audible. "You don't understand, my father owed a small fortune to the Sung clan, and I couldn't pay them after he killed himself. They took me in place of the debt. I was heading for one of the clan-run whorehouses when Roo found out and spoke to her uncle; he took me as his concubine until he got bored with me. He gave me to Alan. Alan insisted I marry him as part of the deal. That's the reason I couldn't say yes when you ask me to marry you; I was already married."

*******Well shit, not only had she been destined to star in one of the clan's brothels, she was married. Well, that explained so much. "Fuck, and you didn't think any of that was important enough to tell me?" I shouted.
Jesus Christ, what the hell had they done to this woman? She'd been used to pay off a debt. The worst I'd been considering was that she had never ended her relationship with Alan. The reality was she'd escaped a lifetime of sexual servitude, was married, and I was the other man. She was having an affair with me. The three of us intersecting like circles on a Venn diagram, and the center was labeled adultery. I hadn't known; no wonder Sian and Roo had been giving me funny looks last night.
I wasn't thinking straight. I was shaking in a mix of anger and betrayal and barely heard what Mandy was shouting at me.
"I've never really loved him; I love you. It was only ever a business arrangement between us. I asked him to give me a divorce within days of meeting you; I wanted you to ask me to marry you, to come and live with you. But the chicken-shit wouldn't consider it unless the patriarch approved. And of course, the patriarch wasn't happy because then the Sung clan stood to lose their financial advisor. I'm still paying off my fucking father's debt."
"Christ, how much did he owe them?"
"Millions, I'm not worth that much," she said bitterly. "If I agreed to accept the plans the Sung clan set up for me, then the debt was to be paid off after I worked for them for fifteen years. Going to university to study business finance and then marrying Alan was all part of their plan. They wanted someone they controlled and would never betray them, to oversee their accounts at the bank. The clan and their business partners are the bank's largest group of clients, and they get whatever they want. Fortunately, the patriarch still likes me, and he confirmed that I would be released from all my obligations after fifteen years."
She raised her head to look at me. "I have another year to go, Alan has to let me go at the same time, that was the agreement."
"I thought you used to love him?"
"I suppose I did in the beginning. He was a handsome man who'd looked after me when I needed help. I felt I owed him so much. I was young and naive, and I mistook gratitude for love. After we were married, he soon lost his polish, and it wasn't long before we were living fairly separate lives."
"I thought you described your relationship with him as 'friends with benefits.' It sounds like you were enjoying the benefits part, or are you still enjoying them?"
"Christ, no. The marriage was part of the deal he had arranged with the patriarch; I was a pawn; they could control me as they saw fit. I was naive enough to think I was in love with him, but it didn't take long to discover I was mistaken. I honestly thought he would let me go when I told him I'd met you, that he understood I was in love with you. He knew I hadn't been faithful to him; he'd let me have the odd lover previously. But he must have sensed how serious I was about you, and he got all high and mighty with me.
"I've been working on gaining my freedom. I'm their property," she turned her wrist over to show me her tattoo. "This is not a good luck charm; it's my Sung clan brand; it marks me as their property."
So that's what it was.
She continued, "I'll be 34 when I'm released from my obligations, I'd always thought I'd still be young enough to have a life, and it became so much more important after I met you."
"Why are you telling me this now if it's so secret? You've lied to me ever since we met."
"I never lied about loving you. The rest, how was I supposed to tell you I'd been bought and sold, that I'd been married off to a man as part of a business deal?"
She gave me an anguished glance. "I can just see how that conversation would have gone. "So Alex, there's something I need to tell you. As a teenager, I was sold into indentured slavery, and on top of that, you've been fucking a married woman."
She gave me a penetrating look, "Are you honestly going to tell me that after hearing that, you wouldn't have considered asking me to leave."
"Do you think that I'm that shallow, all I've ever wanted was to be married to you. It's the secrecy and lies that hurt. So now that I do know, what do you think of our chances we will survive this?"
"I don't know," she said honestly. "In a year or so, it would have all been over, the Sung's would have let me go. Alan would have to divorce me, we would have been free to marry, and you would never have known about my past. I'm breaking every promise I made to Alan and the Sung's, and I don't care if it means I still have a chance with you. "
"Yes, the Sung's," I said bitterly. "Your other lover, the patriarch, are you still seeing him?"
She shook her head, flinching at the anger in my voice and surprised that I'd worked out her other secret. "Not like that; he's the head of the clan, so I see him all the time. I was his lover only for a few months; now, it's more like I'm a daughter to him. Most of the time I see him, it's about the clan's finances."
I looked at the stranger cloaked in the body of the woman I loved. I had no idea what to say next. She must have sensed my confusion as she came over and hugged me.
"I love you so much, Alex; all I can say is that I've been completely faithful to you ever since we met. You are the only person I've slept with for over six years."
I shook my head slowly, "Physically maybe, but not mentally, for as long we've been together, you've had split loyalties."
She looked at me, her face expressionless. "Alex, I lied to you because I had to, but the one thing I've never lied about is how much I love you."
She paused and took the opportunity to use her finger to trace an unfelt tear as it rolled down my cheek.
Then she abruptly said, "Book your flight; you need to be away from this place as soon as possible, and I need to make a call."
She picked up her phone and punched in a number from memory. I sat down beside her and squeezed her hand. She spoke briefly in Chinese and then waited while she was put on hold, tinny music playing, watching me, as she held the phone to her ear like a drowning man clutching at a piece of driftwood.
The music stopped, and then I heard a strong male voice say, "Nǐ xiǎng yào shénme Amanda?"
When next she spoke, it was in English, and she spoke in a soft, deferential voice.
"Honored father, your humble daughter, regrets to inform you that she has broken her promise to you and has told the man she loves her true story. I love him too much to lie to him any longer. I will ensure that Alex leaves tonight, and I beg you to let him go unharmed. He knows nothing about the clan dealings, in that I have not broken my word to you."
There was a long pause, then"bù xíng."
Mandy stifled a sob, "Please don't hurt him, honored father."
He replied, now in accented English, "No, Amanda, you misunderstand me, Alex doesn't need to leave; I won't have him hurt. You are like a daughter to me, and I trust that you will keep the clan business secrets. But for the rest, we should have given you the freedom to tell him a long time ago. Now I need to talk to Alan about your situation."
What the fuck was going on? Mandy's free hand was squeezing mine so hard I was beginning to lose feeling in my fingers. I was so out of my depth and disassociated from the insanity surrounding me. I was done with it all.
I looked at Mandy and came to a conclusion. Sadly I whispered to her, "Do what you want. I'm going to the airport and find the first flight home. I don't want to be part of this. You need to make a decision, this world, or mine; you can't have both."
The hope that was beginning to settle on Mandy fell away, her face mirroring her feelings.
"Alex, you can't make me choose like that, please don't leave me." Her voice was strident, and she'd forgotten she was still holding her phone.
"Is Alex there, Amanda?" asked the voice from the phone.
Mandy looked surprised at the phone in her hand. "Shit...yes he is, and he's reached the end of his patience with me. He wants to go home, and I don't blame him."
"Explain that he doesn't need to go, he's safe." The voice was condescending, almost as though I was an insect beneath contempt, and it pissed me off.
I snatched the phone from Mandy's hand, "I don't give a flying fuck what you think," I snarled. Mandy gasped and tried to snatch it back.
"Yesterday I had a girlfriend, a fiancée. Now I find I'm the one thing I Despise the most, a cheating bastard. I fell in love with another man's wife, and she didn't consider that the fact she was already married was important enough to tell me. Jesus, you've manipulated her, me, bloody everyone as far as I can see. I hate everything about this fucking place."
I couldn't face her anymore; I threw the phone in her direction. I got up, grabbed my backpack and bag before walking out of the suite. In the lobby, I got the bell captain to check on the next available seat on a flight home. While I was waiting, I found a quiet corner in the lobby to sit. I was shocked to discover it was less than an hour since Mandy had arrived back at the hotel. An hour that had changed my perspective on the future. I'd envisioned fading into old age with Mandy. A future family, children, even pets, now all I could see was a void.
Having suffered the painful experience of an unfaithful fiancée in the past, I'd sworn I would never do to someone else what had been done to me. Yet now I felt like the villain in a poorly written book. Why in God's name hadn't she told me she was married?
I couldn't help the tears that trickled down my face. Mandy was all that I'd ever wanted. Even if she hadn't been in a relationship with Alan for as long as I had known her, that didn't hide the fact she'd been lying to me.
"Excuse me, sir, are you okay?" The bell captain asked as he came over to me.
I wiped my face and nodded, "I'm fine; I received some bad news earlier, that's why I need to fly home." Christ knows why I was explaining myself to him.
"I'm sorry to hear that, sir. Unfortunately, all the flights tonight are fully booked, but I was able to get you in first-class on tomorrow's BA flight, sir."
"There's no chance of a seat on any of tonight's flights at all?"
"I'm sorry, sir, none at all; there are only three flights, and they are all not only fully booked, but there's also a waiting list for any standby seats."
"Fuck," I muttered. I didn't want to spend another night here, but it was looking like I was stuck. I could get the hotel to forward my bag to the airport for me as there was no way I was going back up to the suite. I'd get a hotel near the airport for tonight. With that settled in my mind, I picked up my backpack and headed for the main entrance.
While I waited for a taxi to pull up, a Rolls Royce arrived, and Roo stepped out. I turned away, stepping behind a palm tree. She didn't spot me and rushed into the lobby. I guessed that Mandy was calling in reinforcements.
I stepped back in line and was just about to get into a taxi when I felt a hand on my arm. I turned, expecting to see Mandy, but it wasn't her. A tallish Chinese man in his late 60's stood with his arm still outstretched. He wore an immaculate light grey suit, and his lips were twisted into a tight smile.
"Alex, I believe?" he said. I knew the voice; I'd just heard it speaking to Mandy. He wasn't the man I'd expected; I'd assumed that the elderly man I'd seen in the limo earlier had been the so-called Sung clan patriarch. My confusion must have been evident as he introduced himself.
"I'm Ang Lee Sung; I think you know who I am, and I feel we need to talk."
He gave a flick of his hand at the doorman. I watched with a sour taste as my taxi was given to the couple waiting beside me. No other taxis moved to replace the one leaving. An invisible barrier appeared, and space formed around the pair of us. If I hadn't been previously aware of the undisguised menace in his presence, I quickly became aware. He gestured for me to follow him, and I followed him to a quiet corner. He settled down in an armchair, and I took the one opposite. A pair of what I guessed were his bodyguards stood a few meters away to deflect any visitors.



I looked at him, "I'm not sure what I'm going to gain by talking to you. All I know is that due to your clan's manipulation, I've become the thing I hate the most: a cheating adulterous bastard."
There was a lot more I wanted to say, but I didn't get the chance as Ang Lee stopped me with a brusk motion with his hand.
"Amanda has made me fully aware of her feelings about you and the way we have treated her, and I understand your feelings. I'm here to try and explain her actions to you." His eyes flashed in anger. "And the fact I came to you should tell you how seriously I am taking this situation. My daughter loves you."
His daughter, what the hell was he talking about? I'd heard her call him 'Honored father' earlier, but I'd thought she was just using an honorific.
"Your daughter. Did you adopt her?" Jesus, this was getting weirder by the second.
"Not formally, but in all other aspects, she is considered my daughter. She became my responsibility as part of the guardianship agreement."
"You took a woman you thought of as your daughter as a..." I spluttered, not able to complete my thoughts.
He held up his hand to stop me. "That wasn't the way of things, I took her into my care as a favor. That when I got to know her, and we became lovers. My formal announcement that I was taking responsibility for her didn't happen until we were no longer lovers. It was my way to give her a degree of security."
"But she still believes she is in debt to you," I pointed out.
"And she's right, she is: that's just business, and being a member of the Sung clan doesn't alter her obligation to the clan." He gave a wry smile, "I did agree to write off all her obligations after 15 years; I don't think I've ever made that offer to any other person."
"But you let her marry Alan."
He gave a small shrug, "I accept that in hindsight, that was not my best decision, but at the time, I was under the impression she liked him. For reasons I don't need to explain, I had to deflect unwanted attention away from her relationship with me. Choosing Alan as a second, more public, guardian seemed a good idea at the time."
I gave him a withering stare, which he ignored and continued. "He felt that marriage would be an even safer option. Amanda gave me the impression she believed that, as well. Her only request was that Alan would not contest a divorce after the 15 years were up and that at any time, she could request that they live separate lives if her circumstances changed. I think the Americans call it a prenup."
He gave me a considered look before adding, "And since she met you, that's what happened. She and Alan have been living separate lives."
"All this is interesting," I pointed out. "But it still doesn't change the fact that she's been lying to me ever since we met. Every year I've asked her to marry me, and she's fobbed me off with one excuse after another. But never once for the true reason: that she's already married."
"Do you think she's ever lied about being in love with you?"
I had to pause to think about his question. Was there any moment when I thought she didn't love me? I couldn't think of one, excluding the last few days. I needed more time to consider his points, but more questions occurred to me. It seemed to me that Mandy's acceptance of the situation after her father's death came from her gratitude to the man sitting across from me: gratitude that he'd saved her from a life in one of the whorehouses his clan owned.
"Mandy told me what was supposed to happen to her after her father died. Would you have sent her to work in a brothel?"
That got a reaction from him. He stared at me, his eyes hard. "We believe that all members of a family are collectively responsible for the family's debts or obligations. Her father stole from us, so when he died, she became responsible for restoring everything he stole. As she wasn't able to pay back the money, we expected her to work off her family's debt. At that time, she had no skills we could use, other than her body. So yes, we would have put her to work in one of our establishments."
"Did you?"
He shook his head, "No, before she was sent there, my niece managed to speak to me. To be honest, until she did, I had no idea who Amanda was, nor about her situation. It was something that was usually handled at a lower level of our organization."
So at least she hadn't been lying about her fate if the man opposite me hadn't stepped in to save her.
I had a thought, "You said her family was responsible. Why did you only hold Mandy responsible, and not her mother and her sisters?"
He gave me a dismissive wave. "We considered that, and then had to reject it. The ex-wife had married into a powerful American family, so she was protected, and so were the rest of Mandy's immediate family, which just left Mandy."
Ang Lee continued, "I knew my niece and nephew had school friends who were westerners, but I'd never met any of them. When they asked if they could discuss a problem one of their friends had, I was intrigued enough to agree. They pleaded Amanda's case, so I decided to look into it. I saw the potential in her that could be used to the organization's benefit. So, I decided to offer her an alternate option to working for us as an escort."
He glanced up at me, "My daughter has told me you are a good man, a doctor who looks after troubled children?"
I hadn't been expecting this complete change in the conversation's direction, and wondered why? "I'm a psychologist, not a medical doctor," I replied. "Why do you ask?"
"So, if I tell you about my feelings for my daughter, you won't inform her?"
I thought for a moment before replying, "That's not usually the way I work. I find that being able to explain to a child their parent's feelings about them often really helps. But as neither of you is my patient, the question is moot. All I can offer you is my promise to keep anything you tell me to myself. Is that acceptable to you?"
He gave me a nod in acknowledgment. "I think by now you've worked out that the Sung clan used to head one of the largest Triads in Hong Kong."
I hadn't used the word Triad in my thoughts, but I would have been stupid not to have come to that conclusion. Everything Mandy had been hinting at suggested she was heavily involved with a criminal clan.
I noted that he'd said "used to,' so that was my next question. "Used to?"
"We still have a few fingers in our old businesses, but in the twenty-five years I've been in charge, we've been steadily becoming a legitimate business empire. Amanda's father, Alan, and now Amanda have been responsible for reinvesting our funds in legitimate enterprises."
That made sense, and I said so. But not why Ang Lee had treated Mandy the way he had.
"Her father diverted a large sum of money from one of those investments into his pocket. We've never been able to recover it."
"How large a sum?"
"25 million, US dollars, not Hong Kong!"
Christ, she'd said it was a lot of money but not how much. "Shit, am I at risk because I know this?" I blurted out, self-preservation coming to the fore.
He shook his head, "If my daughter trusts you, I think it's time that I do as well. Anyway, it's old history. It may sound a lot to you, but it's just a drop in the ocean for us. It was never about the money; it was the principal. You just don't steal from us."
He paused as a waitress appeared with a tray with a Chinese tea service on it; she set it down on the low table before us. Then bowed low and backed away. Ang Lee poured two cups and handed one to me. The green tea was fragrant with a hint of jasmine and soothed my throat.
"But Mandy wasn't the one who stole money from you."
"I know she didn't, and that's why she didn't have a fatal accident at the same time as we arranged her father's demise."
"I thought he killed himself."
He gave the briefest of head shakes. "It was made to look that way, and Amanda still believes it was a suicide. My uncle was responsible for our finances at that time," he continued. "He took Gordon's betrayal to heart and decided to use her father's death and Amanda's situation as an example to anyone else who may have been considering stealing from us."
"What did he think when you took Mandy instead?"
A grim smile flickered briefly over his face before settling back into its unreadable state. "He wasn't amused. I told him I wanted to see the girl and she was everything my niece had told me about her and more. Amanda knew what we intended for her and was distraught. Even so, there was something about her that convinced me to keep her close."
"Yes, she told me." I couldn't keep the hint of bitterness out of my voice.
Now he did smile, and it wasn't pleasant, "She was a pretty girl, and she owed me. Of course, I took her to my bed, but I never hurt her, and she enjoyed it."
"So why give her to Alan?"
"Because I was starting to like her too much. I'm married; it's a dynastic marriage, so divorce is out of the question, not that I wanted to. It may have been an arranged marriage, but we quickly fell in love."
I'd been growing steadily more worried as the conversation carried on. I was sitting next to one of the most powerful men in Hong Kong, and he was in the process of telling me secrets. I was sure others had been killed for knowing, and there was no indication he was about to stop.
"Are you sure you want to tell me about this?" I asked.
"Who'd believe you, and officially I'm miles away from here."
I nodded in understanding, and it explained his question about professional confidentiality.
He took my nod as an indication to continue. "I'm a good thirty years older than Amanda, and I suppose I should have known better. She was a young woman and was becoming infatuated with me. That became a security issue my enemies could have exploited. I'll admit to having feelings for her, and that was making me vulnerable. My wife was the one who saw the issue. She met Amanda, and she could also see the potential in her. She was the one who showed me the error in my thinking. I didn't want a lover; I was looking for a woman I could trust. I treated her like a daughter, and she gave me her trust."
He paused to pour tea into our empty cups. He sipped from his as he considered his next words. "My wife was right, of course. Everything changed after that. We took her in, and she became the daughter we'd never had. But it wasn't something I could announce to the world. Alan became the public face of Mandy's guardianship, and we know how that turned out."
All of this was interesting, but it failed to resolve the issue I had with the whole situation. The woman I loved had been playing me for a fool for as long as I'd known her. I didn't doubt she was in love with me; she couldn't have faked her feelings for me all that time. But why lie to me? Why keep finding excuses? I felt like I'd wasted all those years.
"Nothing you've told me has explained why she lied to me for all these years. I thought her heart was mine, but I've been sharing it for the whole of our relationship."
"No, that's not true; she's been yours and yours alone ever since you first met. Why did she lie to you? That's because I told her to, she wanted to tell you the truth, but I told her she couldn't. She could live with you in England, but until she had fulfilled her commitment to the rest of the Sung clan and me, she was never to mention anything about her life in Hong Kong, and that included her marriage. She would have been young enough to start afresh once her commitment to us was ended."
He sighed, "I'm going to let her go as I promised next year. I've told our lawyers to start preparing the paperwork for her divorce. Alan found out what I was doing; he's still in love with her, and he was hoping he could make you break up with her. So he set up this whole situation, aiming to bring things to a head. It looks like he's winning, doesn't it? You no longer trust Mandy, and if I hadn't stopped you, you'd have been on a plane and out of her life."
I couldn't deny it; that had been my plan. I said nothing, and Ang Lee took my silence as agreement.
"You will break her heart if you do," he continued. "She's upstairs, and my niece is with her, keeping her from doing anything stupid. She's frantic to find you, but I needed to talk to you first. I need Alan to carry on working for the bank, but he knows that he's overstepped over the mark, and I'll no longer cut him any more slack."
"So, what happens now? I asked. "I just want to go home and then decide where I stand."
"And where does my daughter fit into your plans?"
"I don't know; she keeps saying she loves me. But she's been keeping an important part of her life hidden away from me. How am I supposed to trust that she won't do it again?"
He gave me a pitying look. "Are you that shallow?"
I bridled at his words. "I don't care who the hell you are. You have no right to tell me how I feel. Your world has created this situation." Yet the truth was that I was feeling shallow, and I couldn't help feeling I'd boxed myself into a corner. I needed time and a fresh perspective to think, and I desperately needed to get away from this place.
I stood up, ignoring the hard looks I got from his bodyguards. "If you want to do something for me, then let me walk away and keep Mandy from chasing after me until I decide what I'm going to do." I turned to go but found my exit blocked by the bodyguards.
"Where are you going to go?" Ang Lee asked.
"Home," I said simply, "Just home to think."
He paused for a moment, then gave a brief nod. "I'll make sure she stays in Hong Kong for the next few days; after that, you are on your own. I think you will find that a first-class seat has just opened up on tonight's flight." He gave the bodyguards a subtle gesture, and they stepped aside.

*********I walked back into the main lobby and retrieved my luggage from the porter's desk. This time, as I tried to join the line for the taxis, the doorman led me to one side and a waiting limousine.
As he opened the door, he gave me a deep bow of his head and said. "The limousine driver will take you to the airport; I hope you have enjoyed your stay with us."
I mumbled an insincere thanks and then slid into the limousine. The drive to the airport seemed endless. I was whisked through the check-in lines, and the airport security, a less-than-subtle display of how far Ang Lee's powers spread.
The plane reached its cruising altitude of 35,000 feet, and I tried to relax. It didn't take long for me to decide that the cottage was the last place I wanted to be as I waited for Mandy to make up her mind. The plane had a WiFi connection, so I logged on and started to search for an alternative. I kept coming back to the travel site I had used to book our canceled vacation.
My first choice was the resort in the Maldives, our original destination. It was fully booked, but an option for a small guest house in Mauritius caught my attention. It wasn't on the beach but nestled on a hillside looking down towards the Indian Ocean. The house was part of a working essential oil plantation, one that distilled ylang-ylang oil. It was, not unsurprisingly, called the Plantation, and the majority of the rooms were small cottages spread across the hillside. The photos showed them sheltering amongst trees heavy with yellow flowers.
There was a bonus; I knew someone on the island. I'd gone to university with Paul. We weren't close friends but kept in touch over the years on social media. He and his girlfriend had been members of the university's scuba diving club, and I'd met them when I signed up for a beginner's course. Now they ran a dive school and shop on the island, and according to the map, it was only a few miles down the coast from the guest house.
There was the choice of a flight leaving Heathrow a day after I got in. If Ang Lee kept his word, I had at least a couple of days of grace before I needed to worry about Mandy. That was an odd feeling; I couldn't make my mind up what would hurt more: that she would chase after me or if she didn't! After a couple of seconds of contemplation, I selected the extra options I wanted, clicked the buy button, and after entering my details, I pressed the purchase button. Done, I leaned back in my seat and wondered what Mandy was doing.
Everything went as smoothly as it could. I did a quick turnaround at my cottage and was back at the airport a day later. I kept my phone on airplane mode, isolating myself from the expected bombardment of calls and emails. Underlining my anxiety was the fear I'd turn it on, and there would be nothing. If our relationship was over, then I wanted it to be on my terms, not hers or her guardians. I was living my version of the Schrödinger's cat paradox: not switching the phone on meant our relationship was in limbo.
A car was waiting for me as I exited the airport late the next afternoon; the drive to the guest house took about twenty minutes. The track to the main building zigzagged up a hillside covered in small trees, heavy with yellow, star-shaped flowers. Through the car's open windows came a heady scent that tugged at my memory. It took me a while before recalling that it reminded me of my grandmother and the perfume she wore.
At the main house, I was welcomed by the owners, a middle-aged couple. "Your booking was so last minute that we only have your name and the dates. Are you on your own, or will someone be joining you?" The wife asked.
"I'm here on my own," I responded, and considered my situation. I was sure that given Ang Lee's resources, he'd be able to find me without much effort, and if he knew, Mandy would know, as well. That prompted my next comment, "Mind you, there is a possibility I may have a visitor in a few days."
"That isn't a problem; your cottage has a pull-out sofa bed. I'm Janice, and this is my husband, Terry; he will show you to your room, you can leave your luggage here, and I'll get someone to bring it over in a few minutes."
I thanked her and followed Terry along a winding path that led to a small wooden cottage with a broad veranda. The front of the cottage was an open plan lounge; the bedroom and bathroom were accessed through a broad arch. Terry pointed out all the features of the cottage and showed me where the controls for the hot tub on the veranda were placed.
"You have the option of breakfast in your room or the restaurant off the reception area. Either way, we start serving from seven-thirty," Terry said. "We also serve lunch and dinner, and our chef is one of the best on the island. And if you feel the need to work off your guilt, there is an exercise room and a pool behind the main house."
I smiled and murmured that it all sounded impressive, before asking, "Are you able to organize a hire car for me?"
"There is a local car company we suggest if guests are interested in hiring a car, though I'd suggest you consider a small SUV, and not a car. Our local roads can be a bit rough," Terry said.
"That would be best; I fancy doing a bit of island exploring."
"Do you want me to set it up for you? We can use the credit card you used to check-in. All I'll need to complete the paperwork is a copy of your driving license."
"Great, I'm going to need it for the whole of my stay," I said as I fished out my license from my wallet.
Terry nodded and added, "Will you be eating in the restaurant this evening?"
I nodded, "Yes, please, say eight o'clock."
"Then I'll leave the paperwork for the car at the reception desk with your driving license. You can pick them up then."
I thanked him and began unpacking. When I was finished, I got comfortable on the veranda. The sun had set, and the tropical night was highlighted by more stars than I'd seen in a long time. The wind rustled the leaves on the Cananga trees, and the local fauna made their presence known. I took the plunge and switched on my phone. I'd decided to disable the Find My Phone and GPS apps while I was on the plane. While I knew he could, I wasn't going to make it too easy for Ang Lee to pinpoint me. I groaned as the screen lit up with an endless stream of messages and missed call alerts.



As I expected, the majority were from Mandy. But amongst them was one text from Ang Lee. "I can only keep Amanda in HK for 72 hours. After that, you are on your own. If she asks, I will tell her where you are, as you both need to talk."
I knew it wouldn't take Mandy long to trace my credit card trail, and with Ang Lee helping her, I doubted there was anywhere I could hide. That wasn't my goal; I just wanted a few days to consider my options. There were different routes she could take that could bring her here in half the time it had taken me. Now that I'd had a couple of days to calm down, I felt it was time we talked. I had questions, and I wanted some answers.
I dialed her number and heard the call tone, it rang for a long time, and I was expecting it to go to voicemail. I was mentally preparing the message I would leave, but I was wrong; she picked up.
"Alex, is that you? Where are you?" Mandy's voice was soft and difficult to hear over the bass-heavy music playing in the background. A quick calculation told me it was 11:00 pm where she was. While I hadn't expected her to turn into a nun, the laughter, music, and loud conversations, I could hear indicated she wasn't pining for me, either. It seemed she was out partying with her friends. So much for the "I miss you" and "Please don't leave me" messages on my phone.
"Yeah, it's me. It sounds like you are doing okay," I replied, unable to keep the bitterness from my voice.
"It's not what you are thinking; I'm at a business thing, one I wasn't able to avoid," she replied hurriedly. In the background, I heard an Australian accented woman's voice say. "Is that Alex, Mandy?" I recognized Sian's voice.
A business thing or not, it sounded like her friends were there. "Couldn't, or didn't want to? It sounds like you have your girlfriends at your business do."
"Alex, please let me explain. Yes, Sian and Roo are here, but they are here because this is a reception for the launch of Roo's uncle's new business venture. I'm here as one of the bank's representatives."
"By uncle, I guess you mean the high and mighty Ang Lee," I interrupted. "And is your husband there as well?"
I could hear Mandy's sigh, "Yes, Alan's here, so is the chairman of the board and half of the bank's directors, it doesn't mean anything. Ang Lee is one of the bank's biggest clients. I'm his account manager, so I have to be here."
I was about to respond when I had a thought, and it was a disturbing one. When had Mandy known about this event? We should have been on vacation, yet if I understood what Mandy was saying, this was an event she couldn't miss.
"So, you're at a business meeting you had to attend?" It was hard to keep the sarcasm out of my words, and I'm not sure I was successful.
"Yes, I'm representing the bank as Ang Lee's financial advisor," and she paused before continuing, preempting my next question. "And it's only because I'm in Hong Kong. If we'd been on our vacation, I wouldn't be here."
"So tonight has nothing to do with the reason Alan insisted you to be in Hong Kong this week?" I asked, recalling what Ang Lee had said to me. "And if I were still there, would you have gone?"
"He mentioned it, but it wasn't the main reason," she admitted. "I'd have asked you to come with me." I realized that the background noise was much lower, and I was able to hear the suggestion of doubt in her voice. Mandy must have found a secluded spot to carry on this conversation.
"I could have, but as I'm not there, it's not an issue, is it? Just for interest, how many of the people there tonight know about you and me? If I'd been there, how would you have introduced me? I suspect only a select few know you are not living with Alan. Having the same address must be convenient to keep up the charade."
I could sense her anxiety as she understood she was fighting to keep her place in my heart. "Alex, I know I fucked up. You were my secret, and yes, only a few of my closest friends know about you. There were loads of occasions I could have come clean. I should have told you when we first met that I was in a relationship. Christ, I told Alan about you."
"Why didn't you tell me?" I wanted to know.
"I was scared you'd react the way you did," she replied. "I knew I wanted more than a casual relationship with you that first weekend. The guy who brought me to your party had told me about your last girlfriend. I thought saying I was single would be less complicated. Because as far as I was concerned, Alan and I were finished, we had been for some time. I thought I could resolve the problem before you ever found out, then the bastard went back on his word; he wouldn't give me the divorce he promised, and to make it worse, he got the Patriarch to back him, so I was screwed. One lie just led to another. I decided the safest thing was to keep my two lives apart until I could solve the problem."
"Safest for you," I pointed out. "I've been a part of your fantasy world ever since I met you. No wonder you kept your life over there separate, and how much fun was it to make a game out of my annual proposal of marriage? Let's let the poor sap offer you his heart on a chain and keep him hanging." Even I was surprised at how bitter I sounded.
I heard her sob. "I'm so sorry. I got no pleasure in it at all," she said. "I kept trying to tell myself that you were joking when you asked me because the truth was too painful. I thought because I loved you so much, it wouldn't matter that you'd always forgive me. I knew how deep the hole was I'd dug for myself. I pleaded with Ang Lee to force Alan to live up to his promise and let me go. All he said was once my fifteen years were up, I'd be free of all my obligations, but I had to wait."
"Do you even begin to understand how I feel at the moment? I bared my soul to you, kept nothing back, and in turn, you've been lying to me."
"I lied about one thing, and only one: my marriage. But I swear that when I met you, it was a marriage in name only. I told you that the first time I flew back here that you were the one. You were the only man for me, and I've kept that promise."
I looked out into the night; lights along the side of the paths led inward towards the glow of the main house. Mandy's voice echoed in my ear, but I was struggling to comprehend the enormity of the betrayal I was feeling. I'd given her my body and soul, kept no secrets, and it turned out I'd sinned by falling for a married woman—one who had kept me hanging on with half-truths and promises.
Yet, as I ignored the voice in my ear, I accepted that I still loved her. I knew that the margin between love and hate was as small as the distance between the two sides of a coin, and I was still unable to turn the coin over.
"Enough," I said. "I need time to think," and I ended the call. I was upset, and, I realized, hungry. I didn't want to be disturbed, so I left my phone on charge in my room. Then made my way along the path to the restaurant in the main building. The food was excellent, my choice of a bottle of wine not so much. As I left, I was able to collect the keys and documents for the hire car, a small SUV, as requested.
I asked Terry if he had a number for the Corals Dive School, the school that Paul ran with his girlfriend, now wife, Angie. He did, and I gave Paul a call.
Paul sounded happy to hear from me and told me that he had an advanced course starting the following day if I was interested in updating my dive certificate. I told him to sign me up, and I'd see him the next day. He wanted to know if Mandy was with me, so I was forced to give him the briefest of explanations, just saying we argued, and I was on my own.
Jet lag and the events of the past few days caught up with me, and I crashed as soon as my head hit the pillow. The bright sunlight streaming through the open shutters woke me in the morning.
I hadn't bothered to check my phone after I got back to my room last night. There were several messages, and I glanced through them. A couple was from Mandy saying she was sorry, and she still loved me. One was from Roo, warning me that her uncle had told Mandy where I was.
Then unexpectedly, there was a voicemail from Sian.
"Thought you'd be interested to know that Mandy had a standup row with Alan at the party last night. Told him that she was sick of him trying to manipulate her constantly. Roo's uncle had to calm things down as we thought she was going to physically hurt Alan, she was so mad at him. Roo and I took Mandy back to our place after he said he would deal with Alan. He also told Roo that he knew where you are. Mandy has to go and see Roo's uncle this morning, so don't be surprised if she turns up sometime soon."
I'd been expecting something like this; I was intrigued that Sian kept calling Ang Lee, Roo's uncle. Did this mean she didn't know of the relationship between him and Mandy? That was a question for another time. Given Ang Lee and Mandy's contacts, I wouldn't have been surprised if she'd turned up that evening, but that wasn't the case.

**********I was having a drink after the last dive of the day. It was the third day of the course, and I'd completed my re-certification as an advanced open water diver the day before. I felt I was living on borrowed time, and I intended to make the most of it before real life intruded.
There were six of us around the table in the bar next to the dive shop. There were Paul and Angie, and Sara, Angie's sister. The other two were students, Mike and Fiona, on their honeymoon. We were all tired but happy after two enjoyable dives that afternoon, content to relax and drink the local beer as we watched the sun dip below the horizon.
"Are you sure I can't interest you in taking the Divemaster course?" Paul was saying.
"I'll give it some thought," I replied. "But it's a bit more commitment than I'm interested in at the moment. I'm just happy to go out with you and get some quality dive time." I wasn't sure how much time I had before Mandy arrived, and things got complicated. I just wanted to enjoy myself in the time I had left.
"In that case, are you still considering buying a full-face mask? I asked around and can get hold of one for you tomorrow if you are."
I'd mentioned to Paul after my first dive that I found the standard dive mask a little uncomfortable, he'd let me try his full-face mask, and I'd been impressed with its comfort and ease of use. Paul had offered to see if he could get hold of one for me.
I gave him a grin and swallowed what was left of my beer. "Sure, can you get it in time for me to try it out tomorrow?"
"I'll give the guy a call; it'll be here in time."
Angie said, "That's enough business. My bottle is empty. Go get us a fresh round," she told her husband. She looked at the last curve of the red sun and said. "Wait for it, if we are lucky, any second now."
We all looked, and as the sun disappeared from view, there was a green flash; the sunset had come up trumps.
"Sundowner time," Sara said, and those of us still with any beer in our bottles saluted the death of the sun and the promise of rebirth tomorrow morning.
My phone chimed with an incoming message. It was from Ang Lee, "She's leaving HK tomorrow. Things have changed. You need to hear her out before you do anything rash. I've told her that she needs to tell you the truth."
I wasn't able to keep the concern from my face, and Sara gave me a questioning look. "Bad news?"
I shrugged, "Not really. It's what I've been expecting for a few days. It looks like real life is about to catch up to me."
As the only two "single" people on the boat, we had gravitated together. Sara was staying with Paul and Angie for an extended break after her boyfriend of several years had broken off their engagement without warning. She seemed to have sensed that I had issues, and I'd given her an abbreviated PG version of my problems. We'd both offered the other a bit of mutual support.
Sara hadn't understood why her fiancé had broken off their engagement without any warning. I'd put my professional hat on and spent an hour talking through her recollection of the last few months. It's difficult working with only one side of the situation. If her recollections of her ex-fiancé actions were accurate, it sounded to me that he'd been actively pulling away from Sara. Either he'd got cold feet or met another woman, but I didn't hear anything in Sara's story that indicated she was at fault, and that's what I told her. It didn't take her pain away, yet she seemed a bit more relaxed.
"Mandy's on her way?" Sara asked.
"Looks like it. It could be interesting. She has some news for me."
"Good or bad?"
"What's good for her doesn't necessarily mean it's good for me," I pointed out. "This is the same person who thought that concealing a marriage was in my best interest. In any case, have you decided what you're going to do?"
"I think I've got to go home. They won't hold my job forever, and I've been told that Scott hasn't moved out of my flat. I need to go and kick his ass into touch." She looked at her sister, "Plus, I think I've outstayed my welcome."
Her sister and brother-in-law were quick to assure Sara that she could never outstay her welcome.
"I know, but it's time to face up to Scott and get on with my life. I had a good talk with Alex, and he's made me see it wasn't my fault." She leaned over and gave me a brief kiss on my cheek. "Thanks, Alex. You have your problems but were willing to listen to mine. I'm going to check out flights home tomorrow."
I invited all of them back to the guest house, where I was able to get a table at the restaurant. We celebrated new marriages, resolution and resolve, and a successful business.
As they were about to leave, Sara pulled me to one side. "Thank you for everything. In another time and place, I'd be dragging you off to your room and making you fuck me until exhaustion made us both collapse. Unfortunately, this isn't that time or place, but if you and Mandy don't make it, look me up." She sealed her offer with a kiss.
I watched as they all climbed into a minivan. Mike and Fiona were flying out in the morning for the second part of their honeymoon, a game safari in Kenya. I'd see Paul at the dive shop, but I suspected that Angie and Sara wouldn't be there.

*********The morning proved me right; only Paul and his shop assistant were at the dive shop when I turned up.
"The girls have gone shopping in Port Louis," Paul said after he greeted me. "I'm not expecting them back until this afternoon. I've got a couple of novice divers coming in later, and your mask turned up a few minutes ago." He gestured towards a Pelican case on the counter with the logo of the manufacturer embossed on the lid.
"Nice," I said, then I gave him a grin, adding, "and it looks expensive."
"You wanted the best, and the best ain't cheap."
"Then it's a good thing the girlfriend's bank is paying for it," I replied. Well, Alan was, and he worked for the bank, so it was almost the same thing. I'd checked my bank account before I'd left, and the £10K Mandy had insisted he pay me as compensation for our canceled vacation had come through.
The mask was a great piece of kit, and Paul wasted no time in unboxing it and checking it out for me. He adjusted the mask and fitted it to my face. Once he'd finished, I happily paid the not-insignificant price.
The shop phone rang, and Paul answered it. From his side of the conversation, it sounded as though someone was looking to dive this afternoon. That was good news for me as it meant Paul would be more likely to take the second dive boat out.
"I've got Anton coming in this afternoon to look after the novice couple until Angie gets back," Paul told me after he finished the call. "The hotel says the guest asking for a dive has her open water qualification. I'll be taking her out to the inner reef. Are you interested in coming?"
"I've got my new toy to try out, so of course, I'm coming."
"Two o'clock on the dock. I'll rig your mask up so you can give it a proper test."
I agreed and then headed off. I took a drive up into the hills, stopping at a roadside bar for a bite to eat. The Black River Gorges National Park is a nature reserve, and the cafe's extensive terrace looked down the long rainforest-clad valley that gave the park its name. A troop of macaque monkeys congregated along the tree line, individuals making the occasional foray up to the multi-level terrace looking for easy pickings.
I found it amusing to watch. I'm not sure the American couple at the nearby table was of a like mind. Half their fruit platter was stolen while their attention was on a mother and her tiny baby.
I was waiting on the dock by the dive boat as Paul arrived on his own. He didn't look amused and was quick to vent his anger. "I hate when hotels muck me around," he snapped. "The taxi I sent to pick up the novice couple was also supposed to pick up that other customer at her hotel. The stupid receptionist sent it away, and it'll be another hour before I can arrange for another car. I can't pick her up as Angie has the car. The hotel's other cars are picking up guests from the airport."
Paul wasn't going to leave without the other person, and I wasn't keen on waiting, so I offered to collect the missing diver. The woman was staying at a hotel about twenty-five minutes up the coast.
Paul gave me a grateful look, "If you would, that would be bloody amazing. I'll give Anton a hand with the other two, and they can come out to the reef with us for their first dive."
"I should be back in an hour," I told him.
The hotel was one of those small ultra-expensive, all-inclusive resorts, and that should have given me my first clue. The all-inclusive part included its dive school, so why would this woman want to use Paul's school? In hindsight, I should have considered the guest was Mandy, but why would I? As far as I was concerned, Mandy knew where I was staying, and I'd fully expected her to head there as soon as she arrived on the island.
"I'm here to collect one of your guests who booked a lesson at the Coral Reef Dive School," I told the receptionist.
"The guest's name?" I was asked. I realized that in my hurry, I'd forgotten to ask Paul that useful piece of information.
I was fumbling for my phone to call him when from behind me, a very familiar voice said, "That's all right. I'm the guest he's come to collect."
"Mandy," it was both a question and a statement, and I fought my instinct to turn around.
"Yes." A short and concise answer.
I gave in and turned to face her. She looked the same, yet at the same time different, and I couldn't put my finger on what was changed. I just knew she was.
"You're staying here." An obvious statement. Yet I couldn't think of anything else at the moment. I was hurt that she'd decided to stay here and not seek me out at my hotel. Irrational thoughts, I accept: I was the one who'd walked away, but I had honestly thought she would have followed me to my hotel. Was this a statement of her intent?
I got my answer, at least the answer as to why she was staying here. "The place you are staying at is fully booked," she told me. "This hotel is part of a group owned by one of the Sung clan's corporations. Ang Lee booked my room for me and had me flown here in his private jet."
"Christ, don't tell me he's here as well?" I involuntarily asked. The implication of what she was saying hit me. The hotel management would know she was associated with the owner, and yet had been unable to find her a car after the taxi was sent away. Now I understood why Mandy wasn't using the resort's dive school; she'd known I was using Paul's, which meant she either spoken to him or...



I kept my thoughts to myself and said, "The car's parked in the driveway, have you got everything you need?" I tried to sound professional, but I wasn't succeeding. But then, I was sure she was manipulating me again.
Mandy held up a backpack and started towards the exit. I had to hurry to catch up with her.
We were both quiet for the first couple of minutes of the drive back along the coastal road. Mandy was seemingly fixated on the passing scenery while I was concentrating on driving. At least that was what I was trying to do, her presence, her closeness, was threatening to overwhelm my senses, and I was squeezing the steering wheel until my fingers were white. I should have hated her for all the lies and false promises, but I couldn't, and that hurt even more.
I broke the silence with a question that I was sure I already knew the answer to, "You've been tracking me through my credit card transactions?"
"I promised I'd never lie to you again, so yes. It's why I convinced you to take out that low-interest credit card from my bank years ago. I get charge alerts for copies of all your statements." She looked across to me, forestalling the question I was about to ask. "And do you want to know why?"
She didn't wait for me to respond and continued, "It was so that if you ever booked a flight to surprise me in Hong Kong, I'd know almost immediately. I had your card transactions flagged, so if ever there were any travel-related charges, I'd get an alert within minutes."
The more I heard, the less I knew about the woman I'd lived with for so many years. And on top of everything else, I was going to have to cancel my credit card.
"Jesus, Mandy, what else did you do to hide your second life from me?"
"I did everything to keep you from learning my secret. I had too much to lose." She gave me a sad look. "All I had to do was to keep a lid on everything for another year or so, everything would have worked out, and you wouldn't be any wiser. What's happening now is exactly what I feared would happen if you found out about my marriage to Alan and all the rest of my problems."
"How did you expect I'd react?" I risked a glance at her before looking back to the road.
She shrugged and took her time to repeat, "Like this, but I'd hoped you would understand why I did it. I haven't been a wife to Alan since that weekend we met, and I wasn't much of one for the year before that."
I drove in silence as I considered this. "How many people knew you and Alan had separated?"
"Only my closest friends knew..."
I snorted at that statement; for years, I'd thought we had been closer than the closest of friends.
Mandy had the decency to blush, yet carried on. "I promised Alan I would keep quiet about the fact we weren't living together. I agreed to keep on accompanying him to official and work-related social events, and I'd let him introduce me as his wife."
I'd lost my enthusiasm to go out on the dive boat, so I pulled over to the side of the road to call Paul. Mandy didn't question what I was doing; she just sat and watched me.
"Paul, something has come up; I'm going to pass on diving today. I'll drop off the diver I picked up, then I'll head off."
She grasped my arm and said quietly, "I don't want to stop talking. There are so many things we still have to discuss, and there are a couple of things you need to know."
I nodded and returned to my call with Paul. "Your client turned out to be Mandy; she and I have some things we need to work through. I'll pay for today's trip, and I'd like to come out with you tomorrow. I've still got my new mask I want to try out."
"So, it's Mandy. I thought I recognized the voice. Bring her with you tomorrow. I'd like to meet the woman who's gotten so far under your skin."
"I'll see how she feels about it," I told him and finished the call. Mandy was watching my face intently; hers was reflecting her nervousness.
"So we need to talk. Do you want to start?" I said.
"Okay, but not here," and to enforce her suggestion, the car shook as a lorry loaded with sugar cane thundered past. I agreed this was no place to have a serious talk.
"Any preference?" I asked.
"Not your hotel, nor mine. Somewhere relaxing," Trying to ease the tension, she added, "I'm going to need every advantage I can get."
I had no idea. Then I remembered the place I'd had lunch. That should do if we could get a table on the terrace.
The drive took us forty-five minutes, and we rode in silence. As luck would have it, there was an isolated table free on one of the lower levels of the bar's terrace. We ordered drinks and some of the local delicacies. We waited for the food and drink to arrive before getting down to business.
I started, "Ang Lee mentioned that you had some news for me. Things that I should be aware of before making any decisions. He also said you would tell me the truth."
Mandy didn't say anything, just slid the sleeve of her top, up her arm, and turned her wrist. The tattoo on her wrist had been transformed. The three original tiny Chinese characters, claiming her clan allegiance, had been transformed. They were now incorporated into the body of a miniature red and green dragon, no larger than a mouse. The dragon's scales were outlined in gold, and the tail wrapped around her wrist. The skin around the tattoo was still inflamed; the ink was new.
This must be of great importance to her, but it signified nothing to me. "This means what?" I wanted to know.
"That the debt I owe the Sung clan has been written off and that the clan has officially forgiven me. That dragon is Ang Lee's family crest."
Did that mean she'd shifted her allegiance from the clan to Ang Lee? I'd been upset when I'd learned the original tattoo was a visible sign she was owned by the clan. This new one seemed to confirm that she'd transferred her loyalty to Ang Lee, and I didn't know what was worse.
"I don't know what looks uglier, the original or the new one," I said matter of factly.
She gasped and gave me a shocked look. "What do you mean?"
"Both label you as belonging to someone else, and that person isn't me."
"But that's not what it means," she insisted.
"It's what it looks like to me."
"I thought you'd be pleased."
"Of course, I'm happy you don't owe them anymore. But not that you thought I'd be pleased to have to look at that."
"Ang Lee got the best tattooist to do it, it's a piece of art," she said defensively.
I looked at her arm, and it was a fantastic piece, but that wasn't the point; she hadn't done it for me. "It's good," I acknowledge. "But, I would have been happier if you had the original removed, not embellished."
She gave me a sad look. "It would have taken too long, I thought you would understand why I chose this to cover up the original."
Something Ang Lee had said to me in the hotel lobby surfaced. "When we talked, Ang Lee called you his daughter," I pointed out. "If that the case, why did you have this done now?"
"That's how he thought about me, but he and the clan never formalized the relationship. Now he, and it, have. I am now a member of his family."
"Where does that leave us then?"
"Nothing has changed..." she started to say.
"Like hell it hasn't, as far as I can see, all that's happened is that you've changed one master for another."
"You're wrong; it's good for both of us."
"How?
"For me, it is. The adoption comes with several bonuses. One of which is this." She pulled out a folder from her backpack and passed it over to me. The folder contained several sheets of paper; the top one was labeled, 'Petition to dissolve the marriage between Alan James Davis and Amanda Julia Davis.'
"Ang Lee and his wife didn't give Alan a choice. They sat the pair of us down and asked me if I wanted a divorce. When I said yes, Ang Lee produced that paperwork and told Alan to sign."
"Did he?"
She gave a brief nod, "After a few complaints, he has agreed to, but he wants his lawyers to check it. My lawyer says it'll take three months to be final once he signs." She looked at me, fear written across her face, and she played nervously with the engagement ring on her finger. "I know I've damaged our relationship. I just don't know if I've damaged it beyond repair. Do you want your ring back?"
She made to pull it off, but I placed my hand on hers, stopping her. "You can keep on wearing it for the moment," I told her. "But I'm not sure how this changes the fact you made me live a lie all these years."
"It wasn't a bad lie. It's not like I was having an affair with another man, and we had a lot of fun, didn't we?"
"But you were having an affair. You had one with me. Only, I was the poor sap who didn't know."
I could hear the anguish in her voice as she replied, "I can't help that I fell in love with you and would do anything to keep you."
"You could have told me the truth. I would have accepted it if you'd told me you were in a toxic relationship and were trying to get a divorce."
"I did think about it, but then I would have to tell you about my problems with the Sung clan and my massive debt. Do you understand how many oaths to the clan I would have broken if I had? And if I did, then I would have put both of our lives at risk. I don't care about me, but I couldn't let them hurt you, and they would have!"
I thought back to the implied threats from Ang Lee, and I could believe Mandy's fears. That raised another question, "Who do you work for? Is it the bank or the Sung's?"
"Officially, the bank; unofficially, I'm also the clan's financial representative."
"But, I thought that was what Alan did?"
"He does," and she glanced down at the tattoo on her wrist, "and so do I. But the big difference is they owned me. Alan's first loyalty was to the bank; they held mine in their hands. Even until recently, if I screwed up, my next stop would have been the whore house in Macau."
For a second, I thought she was joking, but one look at her face told me she was telling me the truth.
"So, what happens now?" she asked.
"We need to decide where we both would like to be in a few months," I suggested. "I don't want to throw everything we've achieved away. I still love you, my feelings haven't changed, but they've taken one hell of a battering."
Mandy said, "And I still love you, too. You are the most important thing to me. I want this damn divorce to be finished so we can start planning our wedding, and you?"
I looked her in the eyes and said, "I want a girlfriend who doesn't spend a third of the year away from me. One who isn't constantly keeping secrets from me."
"No more secrets," she promised. "But if you are asking me to give up my job, that's going to be impossible. Ang Lee won't let me."
I sighed; her job, and the hold Ang Lee had over her, was always going to be a stumbling block. "If we are to stay together, then I need to know that you would be willing to put me first. I keep remembering all those times I've had to change or cancel plans and realize they were the probable reason. Then there the countless invitations I've had to refuse or attend on my own because you wouldn't or couldn't change your travel plans. At this moment, I feel like I'm dragging up the rear, and surviving on the scraps from Ang Lee's and Alan's tables."
I looked across the table and saw the tears running down her cheeks and heard the quiet sobs. "I've always tried to put you first whenever I was able," she whispered. "You don't know how many times I spent the flight to Hong Kong in tears because I felt I was letting you down."
"Yet you still went," I pointed out.
"I had no choice."
I placed a finger on her tattoo. "Will you have one now, or will you always be at their beck and call?"
"That's what I need to sort out. Alex, you have to trust that I'm doing everything I can so that we can return to where we were."
I shook my head. "But that's the point I'm trying to make. I don't want to go back to where we were. Especially if that means you are going to carry on with the same travel schedule. I don't want to live with a part-time lover."
Worry flashed across Mandy's face, and I guessed what she'd say next, and I was right. "I'm going to have to travel for at least the next few months. I can't change that."
"Can't, or don't want to?" I asked. As I said that, images of the evening in the nightclub surfaced, and I found it hard to forget how popular Mandy had appeared.
"Remember, you promised to tell me the truth. So is it the job, or that you don't want to give up your friends and lifestyle in Hong Kong?"
She looked away, staring down the valley; she stayed frozen in place for several minutes.
"Mandy," I said, and she started, settling her gaze back on me.
"Sorry, I was trying to organize my thoughts. I have to be in Hong Kong for the divorce to go through without a hitch, but I don't need to be there full time. It's the same with my job. There will be times I have to be there."
She took my hand and squeezed it, saying, "I've lived in Hong Kong for half of my life. I love the place, and I've got some very close friends, but I don't love it or them anywhere as much as I do you and our cottage."
Our waiter walked over to us, and Mandy stopped talking. He inquired if we wanted anything else to eat or drink. I realized our glasses were empty and the plates clean, but I couldn't recall touching any of it. Mandy nodded, and I asked for some more drinks and snacks. We waited for the waiter to leave before continuing our conversation.
"I don't know what else I can tell you," she said as soon as the waiter was out of earshot. "I'll do everything I can to make things happen as quickly as possible. The bottom line is that it will take time.
"But you are not telling me what you intend to do in the long term?"
"I can't be much more succinct than I'm being. I love you, I don't love Alan, and I'm happy he's finally agreed to the divorce. But I don't want to give up my job. I've worked too hard to get where I am now."
"So, does that mean you still intend to travel?"
"I don't know. I don't want to anymore, now that I know how much it upsets you. But what do I do if the bank insists?"
I paused as the waiter returned with our drinks and then said, "I can't tell you what to do. But I can tell you my feelings if you don't cut back on your traveling. I'm not asking you to stop, I'd like you to, yet I'd be willing to accept an occasional business trip." At that, I saw a glimmer of a smile appear.
But it was gone just as quickly as I continued. "But I've had enough of the current situation, and if that's what you want, then I think we need to reconsider our relationship."
She sobbed, saying, "I keep trying to explain, it's not what I want, but I don't make the decision, they do!"
Now it was my turn to enjoy the view while I pondered my next course of action. I had boxed myself into a corner. If I persisted with my demands, there was a fair chance I'd lose her. But if I didn't take a stand, then Ang Lee and the bank would continue to demand that Mandy complied with their wishes, and I was far more concerned about Ang Lee's influence than the bank's. I kept going over our various options, not that there were many, and all seemed risky.
One thing I was sure of was that if I kept making demands of her, I'd be the one that was the loser. I kept circling one train of thought and decided to take the gamble.
"You asked me what I want. I know I'm not going to get everything. What I am going to propose is this: I'm going to give you the three months you say you need for the divorce to go through. But I want you to stay in Hong Kong for them, and I hope that you will be able to use the time to resolve any other issues."
Mandy's eyes were fixed on mine; if she blinked, I didn't see it. "Does that mean you want my ring back and for me to leave the cottage?"
I shook my head, "That's not it. I'll keep your stuff safe. What I'm suggesting is that you take a three-month time out and concentrate on fixing your problems. I want you to keep wearing the ring. It's just that I don't think I can cope with seeing you on a part-time basis, knowing what I know now."
"I'm still the same person you've been living with."
"I know, and I'm sure you still love me as much as I love you, but I can't help worrying about your second life, the one you've admitted wanting to keep hidden from me."
"It's because I love you, I felt I needed to keep it hidden. You were always in my thoughts, but I just couldn't risk you finding out about Alan and my other issues. After Ang Lee found out about my infatuation with you, I was warned that if I ever mentioned anything about the clan's finances or my situation, then both of our lives would be at risk."
Even though I knew that the threat no longer existed, her words sent an icy chill down my spine.
"I'm leaving the island on Friday," I told her. "How long are you going to be here?"
"Ang Lee's plane will be here on Friday; it will take us wherever we want to go."
"I'm going home, and you are going back to Hong Kong," I told her.
She shook her head, "I have to be in London next week. I've got meetings with the bank's executive board on Monday. I'm not going to fly to Hong Kong just to catch another plane to London. It's silly for us to take different flights. Please come with me."
It did seem silly, so I agreed; the idea of flying in a luxury private jet rather than a cramped commercial plane did influence my decision. As it was getting late, I offered to drive her back to her hotel.
"Thanks, I need to collect my things," she said and gave me her cutest smile.
"Ahh, I meant... oh, forget it." I sensed this was one battle I stood no chance of winning. Technically, we were still on holiday, so I'd give her this one and enjoy the next few days.

**********It was raining on the drive to Heathrow airport, a miserable overcast grey afternoon that matched both of our moods.
Mandy's meetings at the bank's head office had gone on for a couple of days, and now she was booked on the Wednesday evening flight to Hong Kong. She wouldn't discuss what the meetings had been about; the one on the first day had gone on into the evening, and she had come home in a foul mood.
She spent an hour at the kitchen table, hammering away on her laptop, interspersed with phone calls. Finally, after slamming down the lid in frustration, she looked at me.
"When you suggested I should take the next few months to sort out the issues, I thought you were overdramatic," Mandy said. "I couldn't see how difficult it would be for me to wrap things up, and now I don't think it will be long enough." Then she whispered, "and I'm not sure it's ever going to be long enough."
I let her work out her frustration, but her attitude was worrying; had she thought I was joking about my goals? I loved her, but if anything, these last few days had reinforced my desire to have an everyday life with her.
I parked the car in the terminal 5 short term car park. We both got out, and I found a cart for her luggage. When Mandy packed, she'd been meticulous in letting me see that she was leaving her favorite things behind. I knew it was a promise that she expected to be back shortly. She only packed a few clothes and a half a case of documents from her home office.
She checked her cases at the first-class check-in counter. We took a stroll to the security lines. Before Mandy entered the first-class priority line, she turned to face me and pulled me close for a kiss.
"I will spend every second fixing my problems," she said after our lips parted. "Expect me back before the three months are up!"
"I'll be waiting for you," I told her, and we kissed again, a mute promise of our love.



Tears welled up in her eyes, and she turned and slowly walked away. She handed over her documents at the desk and was waved through. At the last moment, before she disappeared from view, she turned to face me and raised her hand in a hesitant wave. I returned it, and then she was gone from sight; my last image was her back and her long red hair.
I turned away and walked back to the car, only pausing to pay the parking fee. I slid behind the wheel and let my head slump forward and rest on the cold plastic. Only time would tell if I'd made the right decision as I couldn't help feeling that the lure of Hong Kong would be hard for her to resist. After a moment, I started the engine and drove off.

***********One hundred and seven days later.
Mandy's three-month deadline had come and gone, and there was no sign of her.
Coming home had felt like a bit of a misnomer; the cottage was an empty shell without Mandy. And it was worse because, for the first few weeks, I kept coming across intimate reminders of her presence. So much so that I ended up packing them up and storing them in her office. My feelings about her hadn't changed; I was still desperately in love with my version of Mandy, the question that haunted me was how much of that Mandy still survived.
Mandy insisted on setting up a couple of things before she left, so I would know what she was doing and where she was. She gave me access to her agenda app and made sure I was aware she used it for all her appointments, business as well as personal. I wasn't interested in the countless daytime business meetings, the only ones I took a passing interest in were her out of hours personal commitments. She had also wanted to enable a GPS tracking app on her phone, overruling the bank's security team's objections. But I couldn't see the point, either I trusted her or I didn't— and in any case, it would only tell me where her phone was.
I'd gone back to work and buried myself in my caseload, not wanting to think about having to go back to the empty cottage. Several new patients had been admitted while I was away. Most were teenagers whose main issue was their antisocial response to overbearing parents, who believed that their precious angels needed some tender loving care. But one was a local kid who did need my help, and I was grateful to be able to concentrate on his issues.
In the beginning, Mandy was careful to call every day. She sounded upbeat, but as the days passed, I could sense the growing frustration in her voice. But for the life of me, I couldn't work out if the frustration was at the situation she found herself in, or me!
For the first few weeks, she was reasonably confident, feeling that she was making good headway in her negotiations with both the bank and with the Sung clan. The only fly in the ointment was Alan; after agreeing in principle to the divorce, he kept throwing up roadblocks.
"I've told Ang Lee what Alan's up to, and he said he will talk to him again," she told me one evening, the frustration evident in her voice. "Now he wants me to give back my apartment, and I don't see why I should. He gave it to me, and I don't see why he would expect me to give it back." She sounded equally hurt and pissed off.
"Does it matter?" I wondered. "I thought the plan was for you to move back to the UK full time, so why would you need it?"
"I know, but when I'm working out of the London office, I'll still need to come out here for a few days, every couple of months. And when that happens, we will both need somewhere to stay, as I'm never coming here again without you. Even if I don't need to, we can always sell it. I had it valued, and even though it small, because of its prime location, it's worth almost two million dollars. That's American dollars, not Hong Kong."
"That's probably the reason he wants it back," I pointed out. The money wasn't important, and I tried to get her to see that. If giving back the apartment to Alan was the key to resolving their divorce, then I was all for it. But she wasn't convinced.
It wasn't long after that, her calls began slipping to every other day, and I noticed that when I tried calling her, most of my calls would go to voicemail. After the third unanswered call in a row, I started to believe my suspicion that the lure of Hong Kong would be too great for her to resist was proving correct. Not that her lack of communication mattered, I was getting updates on her from other unsolicited sources.
I stopped calling her and resisted the urge to check her calendar. It was another week before she called, and this time I let it go to my voicemail. Before I returned her call, I checked on a few things, none of which surprised me.
I called her back, using a video call, as I wanted to see her face while we talked. She looked haggard, and there was a brittleness to her voice that I'd never heard before. "Alex, I'm so sorry. I keep meaning to call you, but I've been so busy."
"I know you've been busy," I replied. "The question is, at what? You stopped calling or answering the phone."
"I have been busy; nothing is turning out to be as simple as I thought it would be."
"So, is there any progress?"
"Some," she said. "Alan is listening to reason and signed the divorce papers last week."
"That would have been nice to know."
She gave me a guilty look, "Christ, I'm sorry, I should have called to let you know."
"That's alright, I'm getting used to being the last person to know anything important about you." I couldn't help the bitterness in my voice.
I saw her suck in a breath, then after a pause, she said, "That hurts, but I deserve it. How close am I to completely fucking everything up, Alex? I don't want to lose you."
"Only you can know that. Do you want to tell me what's been going on, why you haven't been keeping in touch?"
"I'm doing everything I can to fix things so I can come back to you. All I'm doing is going to work and sleeping."
"So, you haven't been going out in the evening?"
She blanched, "No, well, Sian and Roo made me go out with them a few times. But all we did was have a few drinks."
I shook my head slowly. "Is that so..." I paused, waiting to see if she'd add anything to her statement, which didn't gel with my other information.
Both Sian and Roo had found me on Twitter and insisted I follow them so I would be able to see their posts. Their idea was that I would be able to see what Mandy got up, or more importantly, didn't get up to when she went out with them. They keep tagging me in their tweets. Their tweets were usually innocuous, but it was the comments on them that revealed so much. Did you know that Twitter will translate Chinese into English? I hadn't, but I do now.
"You might want to review the comments on your girlfriend's tweets before you say anything else," I added after waiting for her to say anything about her nights out.
"Wait, what?"
"Your friends have been posting about your evenings out with them. Did you know that their friends call you the party girl?"
I recalled one of the comments on a photo of Mandy dancing with a Chinese man, and quoted it, "Great to see party girl out enjoying herself again. We missed her."
Mandy's expression froze, and only her eyes moved, and the image shook. She must have been checking her friends' Twitter feeds, and the look of horror told me when she started reading the comments.
Which after a few moments of silence, led me to ask, "Have you any intention to come back? Should I just pack your things up and send them to you?"
"Don't you dare. Of course, I'm coming back to you. I admit I did a bit more than have a few drinks with them, but nothing you would be worried about. I just wanted to let my hair down and burn off some of my frustration."
"So Party Girl means nothing then?"
"It's a stupid name that Sian gave me when we were at university because I was bouncy and enjoyed dancing, not for any other reason. She carried on using my nickname when she moved to Hong Kong. Roo and our Chinese friends picked up on it and started using it if we went out clubbing. I love you, Alex, and I haven't and will never betray you. I'm still wearing your ring, and I don't intend to take it off."
She waved her hand at the camera so I could see the ring.
"Good," was all I could think of to say.
Mandy smiled, then she looked serious. "Alex, this is going to sound I'm making excuses, but I promise you I'm not. Please don't panic if I don't call often. It's not that I don't love you, but I'm missing you so much, and it's so hard hearing your voice and know that I won't be able to see you until it's all sorted out."
I understood what she meant; hearing and seeing her, knowing she was half the world away was hard, very hard. "I understand, but I want you to keep in touch even if it's just a text each week."
"I'll try, only the next few weeks are going to be even more manic. On top of everything else, now I've been told I have to train a man from the clan to act as my assistant, and it's an upward slog. Intelligence was not the prime consideration when Ang Lee chose him, family loyalty was, and it is making my task even harder." She gave me a cautious look, hoping to see any hint of what I was thinking in my expression.
Failing to do so, she continued, "I'm going to tell the girls that I won't be going to any clubs with them, and yes," she said before I could point out the issue with that, "I know you are going to point out that as I know about the tweets, I could just tell them to stop. Well, I won't, I promise you nothing will happen.
I considered what she had said, "I'll take you at your word then. I'm not going to call again," I told her. "If you call or text me, I'll reply, but if you are going to be as busy as you say you will be, I see no point in me calling if I can't guarantee you are going to answer."

**********We had that conversation over a month ago, and she'd texted twice and called once. Her self-imposed three-month deadline came and went, and there was no sign of her. A week after the deadline, I broke my own rule and tried calling her. She didn't pick up, so I left a message.
"Mandy, I love you, but I don't know what's going on, and I'm running out of patience. You've had more than the three months you said you needed. I've no idea if you ever intend to come home. I can't carry on like this. I'm going to pack up all your stuff next week, and I'll put it in storage. When you have the time, call and let me where you want me to send it."
I thought for a couple of seconds and added, "There's no point calling unless you mean to come home. No more, just a few more days, no more, just one last thing to resolve. Only call if you have your flight booked; in fact, only call when you are about to board. If you are not here in ten days, I will know where I stand."
I hung up with mixed emotions. It felt good getting my frustration off my chest, but on the other hand, I wasn't leaving Mandy much wriggle room, and it could all backfire on me. And the bottom line was that I missed her, I wanted to believe I'd be fine if she never came back, but even I knew how big a lie that was.
If I was honest with myself, I was my own worst enemy. Ever since Mandy's past had come to light, I'd been trying to play the hard man. Trying to overcompensate for what I'd perceive as a betrayal of our relationship. But now I'd had time to consider the situation Mandy was in, I wasn't sure if I would have reacted any differently to the way she had.
How could I condemn a teenage girl who took the only way out of an intolerable situation and had been manipulated by the important men in her life? I wasn't happy that she'd kept so much of her life a secret from me, but I believe she had finally come clean—and I was convinced she had told me the truth when she said I was the only person she'd slept with since we first met.
Another week passed, and my phone didn't ring. I went through the cottage and reluctantly packed up the last of Mandy's belongings, and they joined the rest of her stuff in the office. I looked at all her stuff I'd packed away, but I couldn't take that last step and rent a storage unit for it.
After I placed her last box on the shelf, I sat at her desk, surrounded by all her stuff. I felt the tears rolling down my face as the harsh reality of the situation came crashing down on top of me. A situation that was as much my fault as it was hers. I couldn't help remembering all the good times we'd had. I wasn't sure if I could have survived been all the trials and tribulations Mandy had gone through since her father's death. A death she was still convinced was a suicide, but I knew it had been an execution. I can't imagine what she must have been thinking when Ang Lee's uncle was threatening to drag her off to the brothel. And then to find out the marriage to a man she had looked up to was nothing more than a business deal.
Then we'd met, and both of our lives changed. I could understand how she had felt, stuck in a world, and a marriage she had little or no control over, and then suddenly, she could see the light at the end of the tunnel. I was the same, a lonely, bitter man, and then this red-headed ray of sunshine appeared the world looked great again. All she had to do last out until the fifteen years of her servitude were over, and she could have the life she'd always wanted with me. And I'd fucked it up for her because I'd gotten on my high horse over a spoilt vacation
I had been going to wait one last weekend before calling the removal company. But now I decided her things could stay here for as long as it took for her to make up her mind.
That Friday, I was on call at the clinic, and a new patient was admitted halfway through the evening. A fifteen-year-old girl who'd tried to commit suicide was transferred from a private hospital in London. Her parents thought she was just attention-seeking, but as soon I spoke to her, I knew that her suicide had not been a cry for help but a serious attempt to end her life. I got no sleep that night as I attempted to understand her motivation.
Under normal circumstances, I would have allowed the girl to get a good night's sleep before starting any treatments. But she wanted to talk, and I wasn't going to stop her. She talked until exhaustion got the better of her, and she fell into a deep sleep to the sound of the dawn chorus. Her revelations had drawn my ire, and I struggled to maintain my professionalism.
She was still fast asleep when my replacement came on duty at eight o'clock, and my shift ended. I gave a shift report and my suspicions about the young girl to my colleague, and then with a sense of relief, I drove home. I was exhausted by the time I staggered upstairs, collapsing fully clothed on the bed, and I was asleep as soon as my head hit the pillow.
It was late afternoon when I finally woke up. I showered, and, feeling refreshed, headed downstairs. Nothing seemed to have changed. I took a container of cold cuts and a bottle of beer from the fridge. I went out onto the patio and sat down at the table.
The late afternoon sun was warm on my face, and leaning back to enjoy it, I looked up. The blue sky was dotted with fluffy white clouds, and bisecting it was the sharp white line of a jet's contrail.
The line brought me back to earth; it cut through the sky like the line I'd drawn in my relationship with Mandy. It was looking more and more like I'd wasted seven years of my life on a relationship that was probably doomed from the start. I thought back, only four months ago, I was content in a relationship that, while it had the odd flaw, was the best thing that had happened to me.
Now she was on the other side of the world, and I had no idea what her intentions were. For years I thought we were the perfect couple, only to find out she'd been married for as long as I'd known her.
I took a long swallow from the bottle of beer and savored the bitter, cold liquid as it slipped down my throat. Then I pinched the bridge of my nose at the sharp stabbing pain in my sinuses, damn it, bloody brain freeze.
"Shit, shit, that hurts."
"I was going to ask you if there were any more in the fridge," a familiar voice asked. "But seeing your reaction, I'm not sure I want one now."
"It's good, just too bloody cold," I gasped, wiping the tears from my eyes. Mandy stood in the open doorway. She looked tired, her face haggard, and she looked thinner than I ever remembered. But the smile on her face was the same. There was a bandage wrapped around her wrist that extended halfway up her forearm, the one she'd had tattooed. I thought it would be the first thing she mentioned, but I was wrong.
"You didn't call."
"I tried when I got to the airport, but your phone was off." She was right, I'd switched it off the previous evening, and I didn't think I had switched it back on. I wasn't sure where it was.
I nodded, "I had it off; I was busy with a patient last night," I explained.
Mandy stepped back into the kitchen, returning a few moments later with two fresh bottles of beer. She sat down beside me and took a cautious sip. "Cold, but nice," she said.
"When did you get in?" It seemed odd talking so casually after so long apart.
"A few hours ago. I saw your car, so I knew you were here. I checked, and you were fast asleep, so I lay down on the sofa. I must have dozed off; I woke up when you came downstairs."
How had I missed her? But then I recalled going straight to the kitchen after I came downstairs.
"I see most of my stuff has been packed up."
"Seeing it lying around was getting painful," I admitted. "I haven't got rid of it; it's all in your office. The question is, are you here to collect it, or unpack?"
"I'd like to unpack if you'll have me. This has been the hardest three months of my life."
I didn't move; I needed to know more before I let her get back under my skin.
"Are you going to tell me what happened, why I haven't heard from you for the past few weeks?"
She took a long pull from her bottle, finishing the contents, then placed the empty bottle on the table. "I want you to know how much I love you. I can't count the number of times these past months I've picked up the phone to call you or the emails I've written, but each time, I couldn't make the final move. I didn't keep in touch because that was the less painful option. Everything I was trying to fix just seemed to be hurting our relationship.
She looked at me, "I thought it would be easy. I had three things to sort out: the bank, my responsibilities to Ang Lee and the clan, and the divorce, and then I could come home. The bank was simple. After a couple of weeks of being difficult, I threatened to resign and pointed out that if I did, then it was highly likely that Ang Lee would move all the Clan's accounts. That would have been the tip of the iceberg; if he did, then hundreds of others would probably close their accounts. And if that happened, it would have taken years for the bank to recover, if it even could."
"But that would have made you even more dependent on Ang Lee."
"That was the lesser of two evils. The bank had offered me a promotion to senior manager of foreign investments based in London, with minimal travel. I only had to make one concession and agree to attend the bi-monthly management meeting in Hong Kong."
That explained why she wanted to keep the apartment. "So, one down and...?"
"Alan," she said bitterly. "I underestimated how angry he would be at the divorce. When we first separated, I had agreed to keep up the impression that we were still together. I'd go out to dinner, and social events with him, things like that. Living next door to him made it easier for him to maintain the facade. The problem is that because I was willing to keep up the facade, Alan began to believe there was still hope for us."



This was something I'd been concerned about ever since I'd learned that she was married. That she and Alan still had feelings for each other, and if hadn't been Alan, from what I'd observed, she didn't lack in eligible companions to keep her occupied the weeks she was in Hong Kong.
She gave me a nervous smile, "I had to have all the locks changed after he started dropping in uninvited, and I had a security system installed, and that didn't amuse him."
"How far did you have to go to keep up the appearance of being married?" I asked.
She gave me an intense look. "I told you that from the day we first met, I've been faithful to you, and that hasn't changed. There have been numerous opportunities to stray, but I was never tempted."
She reached across and clasped my hand. "You have been the most important person in my life for the past seven years. Please don't throw all that away because I've been such an idiot."
I squeezed her hand back, and a look of relief flashed across her face.
"The main reason I had never wanted you to join me in Hong Kong," she admitted. "Was because of the stupid promise I'd made to Alan, that I keep up the pretense that he and I were still happily married. I was convinced that the first time you came with me, someone would tell you I was married. I thought Roo was going to tell you that evening at the club. A few of my closest friends knew the truth, and only Sian and Roo knew about you. As far as the bank and our casual acquaintances were concerned, we were a happily married couple. The result was that on several occasions, I've had to share a room and even a bed with him when we were on business trips together."
"What does that mean?"
"Just what I said. If Alan and I were to be at the same place on a business trip, the bank would only book one room for us. Fortunately, they'd usually book a suite, so there would be two beds. But occasionally, there was only one, and we'd have to share. But that's all we ever did."
"Okay, but why didn't one of you get another room?"
"Because of our stupid agreement, I had to pretend I was his loving wife. So getting a second room was never an option."
I wasn't convinced, but I decided to leave it. "So what was the issue with the divorce? I was under the impression you and he had agreed to it, at least that's what you told me."
"I hurt his ego; he knew I've been talking about a divorce for years, but he'd convinced himself I didn't mean it. We had an agreement when we got married that I could ask him for a divorce if I met someone else, but when I asked after meeting you, he wouldn't talk to me about it. Then Ang Lee told me I should wait until my fifteen years were up."
Yes, those damn fifteen years kept rearing their ugly heads.
Mandy had continued, "I've been telling him he should start preparing our friends for the inevitable, but when I wasn't around, he kept insisting that we were fine. Christ, earlier this year, the silly bastard was telling our friends that I was going to move back to Hong Kong full-time as we were trying for a family."
A suspicion tickled the back of my neck. "When earlier this year?" I wanted to know.
"Oh, maybe six months ago," she replied.
About the time she was asked to extend some of her trips, I realized. Ang Lee had mentioned that Alan was the reason we'd had to cancel our vacation and triggered all this. The bastard had been manipulated her for months.
"So that's what he was up to," I mused
"Who was up to what?" Mandy wanted to know.
"Alan, he's been doing his damnedest to split us up for most of the past year."
"Are you sure?"
"Why else would he have done what he did."
"It doesn't matter anymore. When I went back there after our holiday, the first thing I did was make sure I told everybody about my relationship with you, and that he and I had been living separate lives for years. He went completely off his head over that, telling everyone that I was delusional and refused to talk to me to discuss anything about divorce. He demanded I move back in with him and started legal action to force me to give him my apartment. He claimed he'd never given it to me. I had to get Ang Lee to speak to him."
Christ, how many favors did she owe that man? "What happened?"
"Ang Lee invited both of us to a meeting with him to try and resolve our issues. Alan couldn't stop making ridiculous demands and kept insisting that I still loved him. That stopped when Ang Lee simply pointed out that if he was dead, then I'd be free to marry whoever I wanted, and I'd inherit everything."
"Would he have done it?"
"Of course, he would have; my father committed suicide rather than face Ang Lee's wrath. He would have arranged Alan's death without breaking a sweat, and Alan knew it. That's when he signed the documents."
If I need any more proof of how much power and fear Ang Lee wielded, I'd just heard it. He could have casually arranged for Alan's death with a snap of his fingers. Hell, he had arranged her fathers. What had the cost to Mandy been?
I looked at the woman sitting beside me, who was nervously twisting the engagement ring around her finger.
"And last but not least, Ang Lee, what's happening with him?" I asked. "Has he released you from your servitude?"
"Yes and no, as he told you he would, he formally wiped out the debt my father created. But he asked me to stay on as his financial advisor, his and the clan's."
"And do you want to do it?"
"It was fun being on both sides of the camp. The bank knew I had Ang Lee's trust, that's why they put me in charge of his accounts. But they weren't aware I was the one in his organization they were dealing with. But I'll give it up in an instant if it causes any problems between us. I don't think you trust Ang Lee."
She was right; I didn't trust his motives when it came to Mandy. Worse, he scared the living daylights out of me. He reminded me of a used car salesman I'd known, smiling as he screwed you out of your savings. And if you complained, then he was quite happy to have the problem permanently removed.
"What would happen if I said I'd prefer you don't take up his offer. Weren't you training up a replacement?"
She shrugged, "I was. Then that's what I will tell him. I'll offer to mentor the clan's replacement for the next few months and let Ang Lee know I'll carry on keeping an eye on their bank and investment accounts." She fell silent, and without looking, I knew she was intently watching me for any indication of my decision about her future.
The silence stretched out until she broke it. "I feel that I'm in a good place, Alex. I know you are still upset with me, and I wish to God that I'd told you the truth from day one. I knew after our first weekend together that I was in love with you. Despite everything that's happened since my feelings for you haven't changed."
"And what's happened to your wrist?"
She glanced down at her bandaged arm. "There wasn't enough time to have the tattoo removed. The best I could do was change it." She started to remove the bandage, "He only finished it yesterday, so it'll look a bit raw and inflamed."
The last of the bandage came away, and all was left was the transparent plastic film that covered the changed artwork. Now the dragon sported a collar and chain. The chain was held by a man who looked a lot like me. The dragon had been subtlety changed to look like it was cowering. The whole thing was only six inches in length.
"You own my tattoo, you are its master," she said. "Can I come home Alex, can I unpack my things?"
"I'll give you a hand," I said as I stood up.

***********************The end.
Thank you for reading this story. Should you feel so inclined please leave a comment and vote.
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*********

I'd spotted an old friend and he had invited me to sit and have an after lunch drink with him. So I sat at his table on the golf club terrace. I was about to ask my friend a question when from behind me, a hesitant female voice spoke my name. Glancing over, I saw an attractive middle-aged woman sitting at a nearby table.
The woman called my name again, and I walked over to her. She looked familiar.
"Hi," she said. "I don't know if you remember me; I'm Lucy Thijs. We met a couple of years ago at your ex-wife's gallery, at that exhibition of Carlo Ribeiro's paintings."
Funnily enough, I did recall her. I'd spent an enjoyable couple of hours talking to her and her husband while Sara had been busy dealing with the artist.
Carlo Ribeiro had been everything I'd disliked about a person; arrogant, Spanish, believing the world worshipped at his feet. In his early days, he'd been an incredibly gifted artist, but he'd gotten sloppy in recent years. His only redeeming feature was that he was dead. Sara was his British agent, and he, her best client, had to spend a lot of time dealing with his ego. She'd quickly learned that it was best not to discuss anything about the man or his paintings in my presence.
He'd died in a private plane crash a few weeks ago. Not a significant loss to the art world, in my humble opinion, but Sara had been upset.
"How is she holding up?" Lucy asked. "His untimely death must have been such a shock for her."
I heard her words and started to say yes, but something she'd said earlier finally registered with me. She'd called Sara my ex-wife, yet Sara hadn't mentioned anything about divorce at breakfast this morning.
I was about to correct Lucy when she added. "They seemed such a loving couple when I last saw them."
"And when was that?" I asked, more than a little confused by the turn in the conversation and concerned by the implications.
She paused to think, "Oh, it must have been a couple of months ago. James and I stayed at the Baumgartens, and they were as well."
"Who, Sara and Carlo?"
She gave me a puzzled look, "Yes, of course. Who else?"
The only time Sara had been away recently was a short trip to Malta with her sister. She'd gone to negotiate with a promising artist she'd heard about to host an exhibition of her work later this year. Afterwards, I got the impression from Sara that Tina had been a bit of a handful, and she regretted inviting her.
"Where was this?" I'd never heard of the Baumgartens, nor where they lived.
"We were spending the summer at our place in Italy, but they invited us to spend a few days with them in Malta. They were holding a big party for their thirtieth wedding anniversary, and as we were old friends of theirs, they put us up."
I struggled to understand the convoluted conversation, but I couldn't ignore the point the party had been in Malta and she was convinced that Sara and I were divorced.
"Why do you think that Sara and I are divorced?" I asked.
"Well, you are, aren't you? Carlo told me that they have been together for a few years."
My mouth was dry; there was a jug of water on the table, and I poured myself a glass and drank half. I racked my brains, trying to recall any indication that Sara had been unfaithful, but none came.
"You don't look well; sit down before you collapse." She pulled a chair out, and I sat down, trying to make sense of everything.
"I'm sorry if bringing up your divorce has upset you." Although she didn't sound that upset.
"It's finding out that I'm divorced. Only this morning, I was under the impression I was happily married."
"You mean she's not divorced but been having an affair?"
"Sounds like it," I replied bitterly.
"Well, I saw Sara earlier. I'm going to give her a piece of my mind."
She stood up and walked swiftly around the corner of the terrace before I could stop her. I followed; this wasn't something I wanted to be aired in public. I heard the raised voices before I saw them. Lucy was shouting at a very familiar person who looked shocked. I hurried over, and Lucy wasn't the one who wanted an explanation.
"So, Tina, just what the fuck have you been up to?"

*********
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Kim:Part 1.
I'd been waiting for Kim to come to her senses ever since we met. Like many men, I found it hard to understand what the woman I loved saw in me--constantly feeling that I didn't deserve her. Over the years, I'd come up with many stupid reasons why she would divorce me. Whenever I came up with a new one, I'd add it to my mental list.
We'd arrived home earlier that Friday afternoon; we had been travelling for work over the past week. Kimberly worked for one of the big international auction houses. She had been in Zurich for the last part of her trip, authenticating and documenting paintings and sketches for their next fine art auction. I'd been in the north of England negotiating with English heritage for a client on the best practical way to restore a medieval manor house.
I'd driven, so I had timed my return to allow me to pick Kim up from the airport mid-afternoon. She'd been reticent as we drove the 30 miles to our cottage. She took a shower and joined me on the patio to enjoy the last sunshine.
She sat there in silence, toying with a glass of wine. A sure indication that something was playing on her mind. When she was ready, I knew she'd broach whatever worried her.
Finally, in a voice barely above a whisper, she said. "I'm pregnant."
Two words that should make any husband's chest swell with manly pride.
"But I'm not sure it's yours."
And a further six more words destined to tear the heart from that same chest. I wasn't sure what I'd expected, but not those fatal words that threatened to explode our comfortable world. I sat in stunned silence before standing and walking over to the far side of the patio, staring out across the fields. I struggled to get my head around her last statement, hoping beyond hope that I'd misheard her.
"What are you saying?" I managed to say.
She involuntarily placed a hand over her belly. "I'm trying to say that I slept with another man around the time this baby was conceived."
I hadn't miss-heard her, my legs felt weak, and I managed to make my way back to my chair and collapsed, bowing my head, unwilling to look at her.
She carried on toying with her half-empty glass. I was frozen, trying to take in what she had just told me. Sadly I'd been expecting something like this for years, ever since the first time Kim had agreed to go on a date with me. That she'd realise her mistake and find someone better, but I'd always believed that her honesty would compel her to tell me if her feelings for me had changed as soon as they occurred. That she wouldn't hide the evidence of an affair, how wrong I'd been!
The silence between us dragged out until she finally said, "Say something, anything, Ben."
"What is there to say?" I said sadly. "You've just taken what was supposed to be one of the happiest moments of my life and fucking killed it." I should have been shouting, but I wasn't. I spoke softly, resigned to my fate.
I finally raised my head and looked at the beautiful woman sitting across from me. Blonde, almost white hair framing a face you'd expect to see on the pages of a fashion magazine. Her cornflower-blue eyes stared back at me, tears welling up in the corners.
"I've been expecting something like this for years," I mused. "I reckoned I've imagined numerous ways you could leave me, but I never thought you'd be this callous," I continued. "I'd always feared you'd come to your senses and trade up, but to tell me you were pregnant with your lover's child this way wasn't something I'd ever expected."
"I'm not trading up, and he's not my lover, and most likely, the baby is yours, not his. I love you too much..."
I interrupted, "But you fucked another man when we were trying for a child. It's a funny way to show you love me. Christ, why did you even bother to tell me? Why didn't you just leave and save me the anguish of knowing another man has succeeded where I've failed."
She gave a soft sob, "I didn't say I knew it was his, but there is a chance it could be, and if it is, you would have known as soon as it's born."
I glanced down at my hand, immediately understanding her. My skin is a soft coffee colour, the legacy of an Anglo-Caribbean father.
"He's white?"
She gave me one slight nod before turning away and staring down the garden. "He's your polar opposite, blonde, pale skin and blue-eyed."
Without turning back, she said, "If I knew for certain it was his, I'd have arranged a discrete abortion and prayed for the rest of my life that you'd never find out." Her voice was emotionless, disturbingly so. "But if there is any chance, it could be yours; that's not an option. I want your baby so much."
That in itself said so much about the situation. Kim had been brought up a Catholic, and while she described herself as lapsed, she retained many of her religious beliefs about the sanctity of marriage and that of an unborn baby. For her to suggest she had considered abortion was staggering. This whole situation made no sense,
"And if it turns out to be his. Where does that leave us?"
"With me begging your forgiveness as I will be doing every day from now until the child is born."
I felt my features harden as I said, "I thought myself the luckiest man alive when you said yes to me. I've always believed I was unworthy of you, but one thing I'm sure of is that I will not, can not, bring up another man's child. Who is this fucking snake in the grass anyway?"
"He's a nobody."
"Well, Mr Nobody was good enough to fuck you," I snapped. "What are you going to do if it is his?"
She held her hand out, but I ignored it. "I will not bring up another man's child," I repeated. "And you need to tell me who he is?"
Kim didn't move or say anything. I waited for a while before I left her to her thoughts. I went inside, into the home we'd created together and found a quiet corner to lick my wounds. I needed to decide on my next steps. Lashing out at her seemed pointless; what was done was done, and we both had to decide how we would live with the consequences of her actions. But getting even with the bastard who'd caused all of this was high on my list of things to consider.

******She'd been that girl, the one that every school or university seemed to have. In this case, Kimberly Smythson, the heiress to her family business, is the undisputed queen bee. A goddess seemingly so far above my social standing that I never understood why she had ever sought out lowly Benjamin Anders.
As queen bee, she was never alone. Like drones in a hive, there was always one or another student elite at her side. Lumped in with the rest of the worker bees, I could only admire her from afar. I wouldn't have described myself as a geek or a loser, and I'd been told I was pretty good-looking. But I have a flaw; I lack self-confidence, an unfortunate consequence of a dominating mother and self-entitled sister. So I couldn't accept that a girl like Kim might ever be interested in me.
We were both humanity majors, Kim studying art history, and I, a mix of medieval history and architecture. At the beginning of the spring term of my second year, we both attended a course, the History of medieval art, and it's where I got to know her.
I'd arrived early for the first lecture. Something I like to do, so I could claim that one perfect seat that every lecture theatre contains. It's the one with a good view, yet so perfectly placed that the occupant was all but invisible to the lecturer. I found the spot, and it was mine; the small room began to fill up; it could hold about thirty students. When the lecturer arrived and began to hand out course material, every seat bar beside me was occupied.
She walked into the small lecture theatre just as the lecturer started. She gave him a broad apologetic smile that had left him speechless while she hurried over to take that last seat, the one beside me.
"Hi, I'm Kimberly, and you are?" She whispered.
"Ben," I muttered, blushing. My attempt to stay anonymous was in tatters as the lecturer glared at us. I opened my notebook and fiddled with a pen.
The lecturer began droning on about the importance of religion in the Middle Ages and how that was reflected in the period's art. All I knew was the scent of the beautiful woman sitting beside me. At the lecture's end, she said goodbye to me and was gone, only pausing briefly by the lecturer to collect her copy of the course material.
The same scene was repeated for the following two lectures. Kimberly would arrive as the lecturer was starting and slid into the seat beside me. I would breathe in her beautiful scent and imagine I was holding her in my arms.
This was one of the older lecture theatres, and the space between the seats was almost nonexistent. The first time we sat together, we carefully respected each other's personal space. The second time I felt her leg press up against mine. I managed to ignore it; the last thing I wanted was for her to accuse me of touching her.
I thought about moving seats the next time, but hell, if she wanted to rub her fantastic leg against mine, I would enjoy every last moment. That day there was no way I could write off what she was doing as an accident.
She wore a short shirt that rode up her thigh as she sat down, and immediately her leg was pressed against mine. It was a hot day, and I was wearing shorts, and I could feel every inch of her silky soft skin where it touched mine. Throughout the lecture, her leg moved gently against mine. By now, she'd told me to call her Kim.
"My friends call me Kim, and I like to think we could be friends," she had said.
In the days since we'd first met, she'd given me the odd wave and greeting as we passed in the corridors. One afternoon, we'd enjoyed a pleasant hour in the coffee shop, then one of her alpha drones had called to her, and she was off, my cheeks red after she'd given me a goodbye kiss.
Today's lecture was different. It had been raining, and we both wore jeans, but my leg still felt warm from where hers had pressed against mine. The lecture ended, and I closed my notebook. I had expected Kimberly to rush off as usual and wanted to forestall her, and I was summoning up the courage to ask Kim if she'd like to go for a drink that evening. But she didn't move, and when I started to speak, she put her hand on my arm.
"Can you wait for a moment for the others to leave? I need to ask you something," she said, and I settled down in my seat again.
A few minutes later and we were alone. She pushed back in her seat and looked at me like a farmer assessing his stock. Then she did something rather odd; she asked me to stand up and turn a complete circle slowly. After getting over my surprise, I complied. When I was facing her again, she gave me a big smile.
"I require your body," she announced.
I spluttered and started forward before gasping out, "What, How?" Not very original, I know, but I bet you couldn't have come up with anything more eloquent in the same situation.
She laughed softly, "Sorry, I could have phrased that so much better."
I gave her what I hoped was an encouraging smile and sat down beside her again.
She started again. "Ben, I've been earning some extra cash as a life model for the art department. None of the crowd I hang out with know about it, and I'd like to keep it that way. Last week I was supposed to pose with another model, a man. But the guy the art department booked turned out to be a creep. He kept touching me, and I ended up slapping him. We had to pose separately after that, which wasn't what the class assignment required. I thought I'd blown the gig, but the teacher was great about the situation. She told me to find someone I would feel comfortable working with, and in close contact... and naked." She gave me a slightly embarrassed but hopeful look.
"Okay, I said softly, desperately trying to coral my wild thoughts. "And you want me to suggest someone to you?"
She gave me a brief smile as she shook her head. "No, I want you to do it with me. You've got the perfect body for this, and the students will love how we contrast."
She placed her pale arm next to my light brown arm. "Yin and yang," and she smiled. I froze in surprise. Was she asking me to pose naked with her in front of a group of graduate art students? She was and was patiently waiting for me to respond.
"When?" I finally managed to croak, shivering in fear at the thought of being naked in front of her and a bunch of strangers and the anticipation of seeing Kim naked.
"Tomorrow evening, from seven to nine-thirty in the art building. Does that work for you?"
I nodded, not willing to trust my voice.
"Good, I was hoping you would," she said, looking somewhat relieved. "I tell you, why don't we meet in the student bar at six-thirty, and we can walk over together? We get paid twenty pounds an hour for barring our all, so you can afford to take me out for a bite to eat and a drink afterwards."
I don't think I ever honestly had a choice in the matter. Kim was the perfect irresistible force, and I wasn't an immovable object. Six o'clock the following evening, I walked into the student bar, and while I nervously waited for Kim to appear, I nursed a pint of liquid courage. As per her instructions, I was wearing loose sweatpants and a baggy tee shirt with no underwear, and I felt incredibly self-conscious
"They prefer that we don't have lines from our underwear on our bodies," she'd explained when she had told me what I had to wear.
"But you better bring something much nicer to change into for later. A girl's got to have her standards, you know. I don't let just anybody take me out."
She'd walked away, and my mind refused to process what had occurred. I was going to see the most beautiful girl I'd ever met naked, and I was taking her out afterwards. That was when I started laughing, the irony of the situation hitting home. Trust me to do the date thing in reverse. Aren't you supposed to wine and dine the girl before you get naked with her?
Kim walked through the door to the bar fifteen minutes later, and I swear the bar fell silent in admiration. She wore a wrap-around long skirt that flowed around her long legs and a loose peasant-style blouse. She came over to me, and I stood to greet her. She surprised me by stepping close and hugging me. I could feel her nipples press against me, proving she wasn't wearing a bra.
She smiled at me, and her hand drifted across my ass. "Good, you've gone commando," she said in her musical voice.
I nodded, and then she took my hand and placed it briefly on the curve of her ass. Through the soft cotton of the skirt, I could feel the curves of her buttocks; unless she was wearing the tiniest of thongs, she was naked under the skirt
A moment later, she confirmed my thoughts, "So am I, come on, let's go."
I swallowed the last mouthful of my drink, and we walked to the Art building. I had no idea what to expect; I followed Kim to an office on the ground floor, where we both signed in. The woman behind the desk gave me an appraising look that made me blush and caused Kim to smile.
"We will need to sign out again at the end to get paid," Kim said. "Come on, stud; there's a room next to the studio where we get undressed."
She took my hand, and we went to the second floor; she showed me the empty studio. A dozen easels were set up in a broad arc around most of the room. In the centre was a raised dais set with a broad padded bench.
"Our throne," I quipped, trying desperately to still the butterflies in my stomach. Kim laughed and said, "A throne for the emperor and his new clothes."
It took me a second to get the reference, and I grinned to show I understood. She pointed out the changing room, and I offered to let her go first.
She laughed again. "In a few minutes, we will both be naked and lying in each other's arms on that bench. I don't think it matters if you see me getting undressed." She gave me a gentle shove and followed me into the changing room. Kim closed the door
For a few moments, all I could do was stand frozen in the middle of the room. There were a couple of armchairs and a table to one side, and a row of four lockers. On a clothes rail beside a full-length mirror hung half a dozen towelling robes
"Shall I go first," Kim said, and without waiting for a response, she turned away and untucked her blouse and pulled it off over her head. She placed her blouse on the arm of one of the chairs and turned back to face me.
For a long moment, I was unable to breathe, I'd had dreams about those breasts, and now I am looking at them. Pert beautiful breasts, with large pink areola that were creased in the chill of the room, with long, dark pink nipples. She cupped her hands underneath them, supporting their weight, and gave them a studied perusal in the mirror.
"Do you think this one is higher than the other?" There was an earnest tone to her question.
I coughed softly, and I knew I was blushing. "I... I don't think so."
She turned to look at herself again and slowly nodded at her reflection. "I think you're right, but you know how it is; you always see imperfections in yourself." Later I understood she'd staged this little scene to get me to relax, and it worked.
She let go of her breasts and fumbled at the waistband of her skirt and unwrapped the skirt, and placed it next to the blouse. She turned and faced me, and I was surprised to see a faint blush at her throat.
"So, what do you think?" And she gestured down at her body.
I mentioned earlier that Kim was beautiful, and I was probably doing her a grand injustice. Her beautiful breasts didn't take away from the rest of her amazing body. She was a tall, willowy blonde, her long hair so blonde it was almost white. An oval face set with the bluest of eyes and the cutest nose. Her mons rose from the flat plane of her belly in a smooth slope; for a second, I thought her mons was hairless, but a second glance showed a line of ultra-fine blonde hair that was almost invisible.
I wanted to kneel in front of her and worship at the altar of her womanhood, but all I could say was, "You're beautiful." Kim blushed.
"Your turn," she said, and my breath froze. For a horrible moment, I wasn't sure I could do this, and she must have sensed my discomfort.
She stepped close and took my hand, and placed it on her breast. "I don't bite, I promise." She took the hem of my tee shirt and pulled it over my head. I regretted letting go of her breast, and it didn't seem right to replace my hand.
She ran the back of a finger down my chest, "You know you are quite beautiful; your problem is you're shy."



She indicated my sweatpants, "Those have to go, I'm afraid."
She nodded her head in the direction of the closed door. The faint sound of people moving about in the studio could be heard. "We have about five minutes before the class starts, and I need to tell you what's going to happen."
I tugged my sweatpants down, even more self-conscious that my cock was growing. "Sorry," I said.
"I'm not," She kissed her fingers and briefly touched my unruly flesh before stepping away.
She moved over to the rack of robes and wrapped herself in one, then handed a second to me. We sat down and waited to be called.
"The teacher's name is India," Kim said. "She's the one who will be positioning us for the class; no one else is allowed to touch us. Usually, I hold two poses for each class. The first is for over an hour, and then there's a fifteen-minute break. Afterwards, it's on to the second pose."
A new thought raised its ugly head, and I asked with a hint of panic, "Will I know any of the students?"
"I doubt it," she replied reassuringly. "They are all graduate art majors. Don't worry; they are all serious artists and very professional about the whole thing."
There was a knock on the door, and a plump grey-haired woman in her fifties entered the room. We stood up, and Kim hugged her and then pointed at me.
"India, this is Ben. Isn't he perfect?"
India pursed her lips and tucked a strand of loose hair behind her ear. She walked around me and then asked if I could take off the robe. I glanced at Kim, who nodded encouragingly. I handed the robe to Kim, and India continued to walk around me.
"Stand next to him, please, Kim," India finally said.
Kim removed her robe before moving over to me. She put her arm around my waist and rested her head on my shoulder.
"You were right, Kim; it's a beautiful contrast. Will you be able to hold the pose for the students?"
I paused before I realised she was talking to me and nodded.
"Okay, let's start then."
Kim picked up our robes, and we put them on for the short walk to the dais. India was talking to her class while she positioned Kim and me on the bench. She'd found several cushions, which she used to help support us. She made us look like a pair of lovers recovering after making love. I was on my back, very slightly turned towards Kim. Who was on her side facing me, one leg draped across my thighs and her head on my shoulder. Kim's long hair was artful draped to frame her exposed breast. Where we touched, it felt like my skin was burning, and I had to struggle not to embarrass myself. Even so, when India adjusted Kim's leg so my dark cock was highlighted against the white of Kim's leg, I couldn't help the involuntary twitch.
"Don't worry," Kim whispered. "I like the feel of you against me; now, don't move."
We lay there; the only sounds were those of pencil on paper and the whispered conversations between India and the students. My head was propped up just enough that I could see Kim's body as it stretched out alongside mine. Her breast gently rose and fell in time with her breaths. Under my fingers that India had positioned on the curve of Kim's hip, I felt her skin give gentle twitches.
Sometime later, I heard Kim whisper, "Are you falling asleep? It's alright, you can speak, only don't move your head."
"No, I was just wondering why you asked me to do this?" I whispered back.
"As silly as it seems, I feel comfortable around you. There were a couple of others I could have asked. But they would have expected something more in return, and I wasn't happy with that."
"But you're okay with going out with me later?"
"If I hadn't asked you, I don't think you'd have screwed up the courage to ask me." She paused, then added, "I've been hoping you would for some time."
"I thought you had several boyfriends." I felt her head give the faintest of twitches.
"Not really; there's a lot who'd like to think they were. I haven't been looking for anything serious, so I stay friendly with a few of them, and we go out as a group. There's a couple who think that I should be grateful they are interested."
That didn't sound promising, but I had to ask. "So what are my chances if I were to ask you out?"
Her body gave a series of tiny shakes, and I realised she was trying not to laugh out loud. Finally, she stopped and whispered, "Dummy, what do you think we are doing after this? You are taking me out for a meal after we are done here, and in my books, that's a date."
Now it was my turn to try and not move as I silently laughed. "So we are doing the naked in bed bit first, then going on a date."
She couldn't hide the laugh and had to apologise to the students. India checked the clock and suggested we take our break now. She asked us to stay where we were for a moment, and I heard the click and whir of an instant camera. I felt Kim tense, and I looked around to see India waving a Polaroid film to speed up its development.
"Please keep still for a moment and don't worry," India said. "I'm only going to use this to repose you after the break. This is such a great pose, and the students want to carry on drawing you like this."
The camera whirred a couple more times. India said, "I'll give you the photos when we are finished," she told Kim.
Kim eased herself off me and stretched as she stood. She slipped on her robe and passed me mine as I sat up. I followed her into the changing room, where she passed me a water bottle.
"Don't drink too much, and I suggest you go to the bathroom before we go back in there." She took her advice; she swallowed a couple of mouthfuls and then opened a door on the far side of the room. She left the door open a crack, and I heard the tinkle of water hitting the water. A toilet flushed, and water splashed in a sink. Kim appeared, and I took her place.
Returning to the bench, we settled back into our positions. India made minor adjustments, referring to the photos in her hand. When she was happy, she picked up our robes, and she made sure that we saw her place the photos in the pocket of Kim's.
The studio grew quiet as the students settled back, and I whispered, "I can't believe how comfortable you are with all these people looking at us; I'm still quaking."
She whispered back, "I've always been comfortable with my body. When I was younger, my Mum was always chasing after me, trying to get me to put my clothes on."
I could sense she was trying not to smile at her memories. "To be honest, I'm still just as bad," she whispered. "It's one of the reasons I do this, and I'm a part-time model. It's how I earn extra pocket money for things Daddy would disapprove of."
"What type of modelling do you do?"
"Anything that pays, usually it's for catalogues, clothes, lingerie, swimwear, that sort of thing. But I've done a bit of seminude modelling for professional photographers as well. Nothing too risqué, though."
"I don't think I heard anyone mentioning that."
"You wouldn't have. I keep reticent about that side of my life around here, a few of my close girlfriends know about the life modelling, but that's all. The crowd I usually hang out with wouldn't be seen dead in an art class."
"But you're telling me?"
"I'm lying naked in your arms; I think that means I can trust you!"
I felt a little glow at her words. "What's said in the art studio stays in the studio," I whispered back.
"You're an idiot, but thanks," she replied with a hint of laughter.
We both relaxed, and I think I dozed for a while. Kim's breathing slowed, and I thought she'd drifted off.
I know we both started as India clapped her hands together and announced the end of the session to her students. The room was suddenly full of noise; we stretched and left to get dressed.
Kim grinned at me as she pulled on a denim miniskirt over a black thong. The same blouse from earlier completed her outfit. Again she wasn't wearing a bra. I had a clean pair of black dress jeans and a dark blue Oxford shirt in my bag. I gave Kim a grin back as I got dressed.
"I see you're staying with the commando option."
"I forgot to pack a pair of clean boxers," I admitted, blushing, and she burst out laughing.
India did her knock on the door and walked right in, trick a second time. "Good, I caught you before you left. I'd like you to see some of the student's work; I think you'll be impressed."
About half the class were still in the studio, and they'd left their work on their easels. I was impressed, and I finally understood Kim's conviction about how good the contrast between the colour of our skin would look. The drawings ran across the spectrum of stylised to ultra-detailed. Yet, in each, there was a deep sense of connection between the two intertwined subjects.
I heard Kim murmur, "Wow," and all I could do was echo her.
"I'm glad you like them," India said. "Ben, I know you only did this as a favour for Kim, but I hope I can convince you to come back for the next few classes. The students have expressed interest in pairing you for a series of paintings."
She gave me a hopeful look, and I glanced at Kim, who was smiling.
"Sure," I told her. I wasn't sure how the rest of the evening would go, and India's request gave me a reason to see Kim again.
Kim took my hand and said we needed to go and sign out in the office if we wanted to get paid.
Kim decided that she fancied going to a popular wine bar and restaurant in the town centre. It wasn't my usual haunt, but anywhere with this beauty was perfect. We caught a bus and walked the last part. She was greeted by name and a hug from the waitress. We were shown to a table set off to the side, away from the bustle. She gave us the menus and took our drinks order, then left.
Now that I was sitting at a table with the most attractive girl in our year, my anxiety returned. Suddenly the situation felt too real, and I wasn't sure what I was doing there. I was one of the also runs, a face in the crowd. I felt sure the only reason Kim was aware I existed had been because the seat beside mine in the lecture theatre had been the only free one. I was waiting for her to start the 'let's just be friends talk when she leaned over and pulled my head close, and kissed me on the lips. Not a little peck but a full-blown kiss.
I froze, then melted into the kiss. After what seemed like ages, our lips parted, and she gave a soft sigh. "I wanted to do that all evening."
I looked at her cautiously; this was what I wanted as well, but, and it was such a big but--was she toying with me? I was nothing like the men I usually saw her with. The ones I guessed she usually invited to enjoy her favours.
She looked at me over the menu. "You are not the usual type I go out with," she said, confirming my suspicions.
"What's your usual type then?"
She opened her mouth to respond, then closed it as she considered her answer. She toyed with her glass and said, "I was going to give you my usual crass answer, but you deserve more."
I raised my eyebrows, and she grinned as she saw. "I know you think I'm shallow, but I've been one of the popular girls since secondary school. I've never had to look for a boyfriend; I could pick and choose from the best of them. But there's not one of them I would have asked to model with me."
"I don't believe you are shallow; it's just that you always seemed to have what my gran used to describe as a 'full dance card.' I don't think I've ever seen you on your own."
She frowned at me and said. "My gran also had a saying. 'You are never more alone, especially when you are in a crowd'. It wasn't until I started here that I understood what she was trying to tell me."
The waitress returned, and we gave her our orders. After she'd gone, I struggled to put my scattered thoughts into a coherent approach.
"Kim, I'm struggling to understand why you would be interested in me. Compared to the crowd you hang out with, I'm a nobody. Don't get me wrong; I love the fact I'm here with you."
"And I'm happy to be here with you. Do you think it was an accident I was sitting beside you in class? I was hiding in the doorway, warning everyone going in to leave the seat beside you empty. I think I'm the lucky one."
I didn't know what to say; for the past year, I'd admired from afar the woman sitting opposite me. She had seemed an unobtainable goddess. I'd thought tonight had just been a lucky consequence of skin colour and availability. Now I wasn't so sure; it sounded like this resulted from careful planning.
Kim took hold of my hand and said. "Of all the men I know in this place, there's only one I feel comfortable enough to pose naked with, and that's you. I don't think you understand how many women here would be happy to go out with you. I want to stake my claim."
The food came, and we ate and talked about nothing. I think both of us had said our fill and wanted time to evaluate where we stood. We caught the last bus back to the residence halls, and I walked with her to the entrance to her building.
We stood in the hallway, and I wasn't sure what Kim expected me to do. She didn't wait for me to summon up my courage. She closed the last few inches and wrapped her arms around my waist. She drew me into a kiss that lasted longer than any other kiss I'd received earlier that evening.
She pulled back a couple of inches, and her blue eyes locked on my brown ones. "On one of my usual dates, this is the point in the evening," she said. "I'd be coming up with an excuse for why they couldn't come to my room. In your case, I'm hoping you will ask so I can say yes." It seemed she was quivering in suppressed eagerness.
"Why?" I asked, unsure where she was going with all of this.
"Can we go upstairs, and I'll try to explain."
I nodded, and she led me to her room. Her's was almost identical in size and shape to mine, and neither wouldn't have been out of place in an economy hotel. A short corridor opened out into a room, the bathroom door was half open, but the room behind was in darkness. The central part of the room was similar to mine, a desk and chair, a chest of drawers, a freestanding wardrobe and a queen-sized bed.
That's where the similarities ended. Kim had stamped her personality onto the room. Feminine soft furnishing softened the hard edges, and the walls were covered with photographs, sketches and paintings. Many were of Kim and amongst them were a small number of nudes. In the corner, under the window, sat something I hadn't seen in years, a real-life beanbag chair with a pile of books stacked beside it. Memories of a childhood curled up on one, reading a book, brought a smile to my face.
Evidence that Kim hadn't been expecting a visitor was scattered about. She self-consciously gathered up a pile of dirty laundry and pushed it into a basket before sitting down on the edge of the bed. I was going to sit on the desk chair, but she patted the bed to her side.
After I sat down, she said. "You asked, why you? I'm not very lucky with my relationships. My first boyfriend was like the guys I dated here; he was the first one my father approved. He was handsome, athletic and came from a rich family."
"Everything I'm not," I pointed out.
"He was a total asshole, everything you're not." She replied and then shook her head, "No, you are so much more. Ever since I was old enough to date, I needed my father's approval before I was allowed to go out. Handsome, athletic, from the right families, arrogant and boring, that's the only type of boy I was allowed to date."
I gave her a surprised look, "But your father is not here, so why do you still date the same type?"
"Because he still checks up on me every few days," and she gave me an apologetic shrug. "And he's friends with the parents of a number of the boys I've been dating."
"How do you explain your other activities?" I looked at the photos and artwork on her walls.
"I don't, he's not aware that I model for the art department. My mother knows about the life modelling, not the other stuff."
"He's never seen your room?"
"What, visit his daughter! No, he likes to control his family from afar. My mother visits me every couple of weeks, and she tells him what he wants to hear. So to answer your original question, I've been dating the type of man he approves of to keep him happy."
"But where does that leave me? As you pointed out, I'm everything your father is not looking for."
"I've had enough of doing what he wants. I told my mother about you on her last visit. That I was going to find a way to ask you out." She gave me a big smile, "and guess what, I found a way."
She lay back down on the bed and drew me down beside her. I stared at her beautiful face, unsure what she expected of me. She slid a hand behind my head and pulled me close, drawing me into the deep kiss I'd been hoping for all evening.
We didn't go much further than a bit of heavy petting before falling asleep. I understood that if I'd asked, she would have willingly taken that final step. But I was still so confused; was Kim seeking a relationship with me, or was she trying to ensure I finished the life modelling assignment?
I admitted to her that I was unsure, and she smiled and said. "I like you a lot, but I'm not going to be pushy. You don't need to leave; I'd be happy if we held each other as we slept. So, I spent the night in her bed; she undressed and then slipped on a tee-shirt and a pair of cotton panties and curled up draped over me.
Kim slept the sleep of the innocent, and I struggled to maintain my composure. I'd been falling in love with the woman now resting so innocently on me from the start of the term. My mind raced; was I just a diversion? Or was this Kim rebelling against her father?
The clock radio woke me in the morning. I started, unaware I'd fallen asleep. A cheery voice was trying to sell car insurance, and then Paul Simon's '50 ways to leave your lover' started to play, and the words resonated, echoing my fears.

"The problem is all inside your head," she said to me"The answer is easy if you take it logically
I'd like to help you in your struggle to be free
There must be fifty ways to leave your lover."
She said, "it's really not my habit to intrude
Furthermore, I hope my meaning won't be lost or misconstrued
But I'll repeat myself at the risk of being crude
There must be fifty ways to leave your lover
Fifty ways to leave your lover"
It wasn't that I wanted to leave Kim, but I was convinced that it wouldn't be long before she came up with reasons why this was all a big mistake. The song was coming to an end and the final words reverberated in my head.

Slip out the back, JackMake a new plan, Stan
You don't need to be coy, Roy
Just listen to me
Hop on the bus, Gus
You don't need to discuss much
Just drop off the key, Lee
And get yourself free.

***But Kim didn't slip out the back, nor did she make a new plan. For the rest of the term, we grew closer, enjoying life and the pleasures of each other's bodies, until we weren't!
It was the last week of term, and I had been booked to model for one of India's advanced classes. It was just me, as Kim was modelling for a sculpture class at the same time. That class was using the studio on the floor below. We were supposed to meet up afterwards and go for a drink with some of our classmates.
India's class ran late, and it was gone 9:30 by the time it wrapped up. By the time I managed to get down to the office to sign out, it had appeared that Kim had already signed out and was nowhere in sight
"Did Kim leave me a message?" I asked the secretary.
She shook her head, "No, her old boyfriend was waiting for her, and they left together a few moments ago."
Boyfriend, what boyfriend, what the hell was she talking about?



I hurried out of the building and saw Kim in the distance, walking away from the building with a man. As they passed under a street light, I recognised him as one of her regular alpha drones, one who'd been around a lot the last term. That's when I recalled that I hadn't seen him recently. With a sickening thought, I wondered if his absence had been the only reason Kim spent as much time with me.
I hesitated at the top of the steps, indecision and fear causing me to pause. Kim and her companion continued to walk away, forced my hand. I needed to know what was going on. I followed the pair, keeping into the shadows, and they headed towards the visitor car park. They stopped by the entrance, and I moved close enough to overhear what they were saying.
Kim's companion said, "I understand what you are saying, but I'm only telling you what your father told mine. He's heard a rumour that you've been going out with that coloured guy. I told him what you told me, that he was just helping you out with your art project. But from what I've heard earlier, I'm not so sure that's the truth anymore."
"You can believe me or not; that's your choice, Martin. Ben is just someone who's been helping me out on an art project, nothing more than that."
"So we are good for tonight?"
"I'm here, aren't I, and yes, I'm looking forward to it."
Her words sent cold chills down my spine. This was just what I'd been expecting ever since our first date. A line from that damn song that haunted me came to mind.

Slip out the back, JackMake a new plan, Stan.
It looked like all my fears had been justified. I was just a way station in Kim's relationships. It seemed that Kim had made a new plan. I must have made a noise as Kim looked over in my direction. She was in time to see my ashen face before I turned away and hurried off.
I briefly returned to my room; I'd packed up most of my belongings and put them into storage, as I needed to vacate the room for the summer break. It took me a few minutes to finish packing the last of my stuff into my rucksack. I locked the door behind me, shouldered the rucksack and left. I made it to the station in time to catch the last train. My phone chimed, announcing an incoming text from Kim. I deleted it and switched off the phone.
My parents had expected me to spend the first week of the summer break at home, something I'd not been looking forward to, given my painful relationship with my overbearing mother. She has always been the powerhouse in our family, a reflection of the power she wielded as the head of a major financial think tank. I've been a disappointment to her for most of my life.
My father used to be a mid-level manager for one of the big commercial banks but was one of the casualties of the banking collapse of 2008. He took refuge in his workshop, licking his wounds and only making brief forays into the real world. My mother had become the family's breadwinner and never let my father forget. I once heard her telling him that the only good thing he'd ever done was donate the sperm that gave them their daughter.
"What about Ben," he'd retorted.
"Christ, he's no better than you; he'll never account for anything, not like Olivia."
That summed up my family life: a dominant mother, an arrogant, self-entitled sister, and a father who'd given up.
When she heard about my family, Kim had taken pity on me and suggested we go away up for a couple of days before we headed off to our respective summer internships. Kim's father had got her a position at an art museum, while I was supposed to be going to Devon to be part of the team working on restoring a sixteenth-century manor house. An internship I'd managed to sort out for myself, with no help from my mother.
Under the circumstances, I decided to call the head of the restoration company and offer to start as soon as possible; in reality, offer wasn't the right word; beg was a better one. He was willing to let me start immediately if I agreed to go to a project in Ireland. I said yes, and two days later, I was helping the stone mason clean and repair a set of limestone lintels.
The estate was set deep in a valley, with a small hamlet close by. Most of the residents were employed on the estate and estate farm. The restoration team was a mix of professional craftsmen and volunteers like myself. The owner had inherited his father's title and the run-down estate. He was halfway through a five-year restoration project of the sprawling fortified Manor House.
As a canny businessman, he'd come up with several schemes to reduce the cost of restoration, and internships like mine was one of them. Interns got room and board, pocket money, and, most importantly, course credit. Work at the manor house for the next few weeks followed the same pattern--lessons from the master artisans in the morning and hard labour for six hours in the afternoon.
In the evening, the six interns, or the 'indentured serfs', as we called ourselves, would walk down to the pub in the hamlet. The beer was brewed locally and was good and, more importantly, cheap. There were two women in the group, but any thought of a summer romance was quickly crushed as it turned out they were a couple.
Cell phone coverage was spotty at best and non-existent most of the time. Because of this, I'd not bothered to switch my phone back on, and it was quickly consigned to my backpack. I had no idea if Kim had been trying to get in touch, and I'd convinced myself that I'd only ever been a fad for her. So I'd mentally washed my hands of her, not that it didn't hurt; I had begun to think that Kim was that special person.
A month later, I started feeling a lot better about myself. Watching sections of the building transform under my hands was highly satisfying--understanding how the fabric of the building had been created and changed over the centuries. And my companions were no longer six individuals; we had become a close-knit group. Kim had become a distant, if somewhat bitter, memory. So I wasn't expecting what went down that evening in the pub.
Dave looked over my shoulder and gave a low whistle of appreciation.
"Christ, will you look at that. I hope she's on her own," he whispered. I started to turn around to see as he'd suggested, but Dave hissed, "Don't turn around; she's looking over here." He sat up straighter, physically a handsome, powerful man and the self-proclaimed alpha male in our group. He was used to using his presence to attract a woman.
He preened and raised a hand and then grinned. "She's coming over, looks like I've still got it." He started to rise, then stopped with a shocked expression as a hand rested on my shoulder, and a soft pair of lips brushed my cheek. A familiar scent tickled my nose.
"Hi Kim," I managed to say without my voice breaking. I didn't need to see her; there was only one woman I knew that could create that degree of interest in a man.
Kim slid into the hastily vacated chair beside me. She casually greeted the rest of my companions before turning her attention back to me. I was frozen in place, both hands wrapped around my pint glass.
She put a phone down on the table. "Do you recognise this? I know you've got one, it's called a phone. So why is yours switched off? I had to wait for your mother to get back from her vacation before I could find out where you'd disappeared to."
What the hell was she up to? "Why are you here, Kim," I asked. "I heard what you told your boyfriend that evening, that I was just a friend, and that's all I'd ever be. I assume I was just a fill-in while he was away. I wish you'd been honest with me from the start."
"You are an idiot. You were never a substitute, all you had to do was wait, and I would have explained everything."
I gave her a sceptical look. "You were making plans for your date with him. What makes you think I would want to hear about that?"
"The so-called date was dinner with him and his parents. I didn't even know Martin would be there as he'd left the term before. He just turned up as I was leaving my class and was waiting for me outside the office. His parents were in town, and I was expected to join them. I couldn't say no as Martin's parents are good friends of my parents, and they always used to ask me out to dinner when they visited Martin."
"So why didn't you wait for me after the class? I was only one floor above you; the least you could have done was leave me a message."
"Martin wouldn't leave me alone, and I couldn't let him know about us! He would have told his parents, and my father would have known the next day. The best I could do was quietly ask the secretary to tell you I'd been called away while I signed out."
I was about to reply when I noticed we were the centre of attention. The five sitting with me were silently watching the pair of us, hanging on every word. Hell, half the pub was straining their ears trying to hear.
"Let's talk outside," I said as I stood up. Kim was instantly on her feet and followed me as I headed out to the pub's garden.
"Ben," she said as soon as we were outside. "I never meant you to hear what I said to Martin. He turned up unexpectedly, and I told him what he wanted to hear to keep my relationship with you under wraps. I didn't want Daddy to know about you until I was ready. Martin had been my first boyfriend, and Daddy still thought we were very close and the perfect couple for his ambition."
"What's changed? Why are you here?"
"The simple answer is that I love you. When I looked up and saw you standing on the steps, the expression on your face made me want to curl up and die. The secretary was supposed to tell you that I'd been called away due to a family problem and that I'd see you later that evening. She decided to screw with me and tell you my boyfriend had picked me up."
"So why didn't you come after me?"
"I wanted to, but I couldn't; Martin's parent's car pulled up just then."
I shrugged; I wasn't sure what to say. I still couldn't forget how convincing the secretary sounded when she told me Kim had left with her boyfriend, not a friend, but her boyfriend.
Kim pulled me over to a bench, and we sat down. Then she took my hand and drew it up and kissed it. "It got bizarre after that," she said.
"Weird, how?"
"When we got to the restaurant, my parents were waiting for us at the table. That was the first time I'd seen the pair of them together at the University; usually, it's only my mother."
"And that weird?"
"Not that, well, not really. I could sense that something was going on that everyone at the table knew about except me. It was what happened at the end that freaked me out." She gave a shiver and shook her head. "I still can't believe what they were up to."
"The food and service were good, almost like the restaurant had been told it was a celebration, but only I wasn't in the loop. Both sets of parents seemed intent on enjoying themselves, but Martin was on edge, and it looked like something was on his mind. I found out the reason at the end of the meal. The dishes were cleared away, and a magnum of champagne was brought to the table. Then Martin got down on his knee, and as our parents softly applauded, he proposed to me."
"What the fuck!" I looked at her hand, but there was no ring on her finger.
"I couldn't believe it; the whole evening was a setup. I'd never given my parents any indication that Martin was anything more than a good friend. I discovered afterwards that my marriage to him would be the final part of a business deal. Our fathers wanted to merge their respective businesses. The marriage was supposed to seal the deal. I was expected to be the dutiful daughter, smile, say yes and be happy."
"Did you say yes?"
"Christ, you can be an idiot. Of course, I didn't; I stood up, poured my glass of champagne over my father's head, slapped my mother, told them what I thought of all of them and left. The stupid bastards were so sure I would agree that they'd already sent an engagement notice to The Times. It was printed in the paper the next morning. I thought you had seen it or someone had told you, and that was why your phone was switched off."
"I switched it off because I didn't want to talk to anyone. Not that it makes much of a difference, this valley is a cell phone black spot."
Kim glanced down at her phone and saw the no connection symbol. "Oh."
"But that still doesn't explain why you are here?"
"I came here to tell you I wasn't engaged because I was scared that's what you thought had happened to me. That I'm so sorry you had to hear what I said to Martin and that I'm in love with you."

"The problem is all inside your head," she said to me.And the song was right; all my fears were in my head. Kim was sitting next to me, professing her love. She was the girl of my dreams, and I was in love with her. But she was so much more than me.
Kim retook my hand and squeezed it, "Say something, Ben, say you still love me."
"I do," I managed to get out.
"Thank god, I thought I'd lost you. You will never regret that for the rest of your life."

***I didn't, well, not for another eight years. When we told our families we would get married; we had to fight both sets of parents, mine less so than Kim's. I think my mother was honestly surprised at Kim's intelligence and beauty, and for the first time in my life, she saw potential in me. Kim's father's business suffered as Martin's father pulled out of their deal. Ultimately my mother came to his rescue; she found him an alternative business partner who transformed the business. But the result of the transformation was that Roger's standing in the company was slowly marginalised, and as he watched his influence fade away, his resentment towards me grew.
After university, we both got our ideal jobs. Kim was part of the acquisition team for an international art auction house. I was a junior partner at an architectural firm that specialised in restoring listed buildings.
A year later, we bought our first home in a tiny village in the Sussex Weald. A small three-bedroom cottage that needed a lot of remodelling. We thought about children but decided to hold off for a few years until we were financially stable. A few months ago, we decided that it was time, and Kim stopped taking her birth control pills.
Kim was constantly telling me how happy she was with me. But I couldn't help feeling that I was always waiting for Kim to come to her senses, which leads us back to where we came in, with her presenting me with evidence that she had finally found someone better.

*********To be continued.
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Kim:Recap:
She sat there in silence, toying with a glass of wine. A sure indication that something was playing on her mind. When she was ready, I knew she'd broach whatever worried her. Finally, in a voice barely above a whisper, she said. "I'm pregnant."
Two words that should make any husband's chest swell with manly pride.
"But I'm not sure it's yours."
And six more words were destined to tear the heart from that chest. I wasn't sure what I'd expected, but not those fatal words that threatened to explode our comfortable world. I sat in stunned silence before standing and walking over to the far side of the patio, staring out across the fields. I struggled to get my head around her last statement, hoping beyond hope that I'd misheard her.

*********Kim: Part 2.
The atmosphere between us was tense for the rest of the evening; Kim desperately wanted to talk. I couldn't face her; just knowing she'd slept with another man desperately hurt. The thought that she was carrying a child who could be another man's was soul-destroying. I ended up staying in the spare bedroom that evening; any sleep I got was fitful and broken. I heard Kim open the door several times, but I feigned sleep on each occasion.
When I came down in the morning, Kim was sitting at the kitchen table, and it looked like she hadn't slept. Her eyes were red-rimmed, and her cheeks tear-stained.
I made a fresh pot of coffee, aware that she was following my every move. When it was ready, I poured us each a mug. I sat facing her and took a first sip of the bitter brew. The only thing I'd resolved since I'd learned the truth yesterday was that I needed more time to think, and that wouldn't happen if we were living in the same house.
"So, how do we do this," I asked. "Shall I be the one to move out, or are you going to?"
"Neither, but if it has to be someone, then it should be me," Kim said.
"Good," I said as though that settled it. "Are you ready to explain how this happened and who he is?"
"No, let's just say it was a big mistake on my part, and it won't help if I tell you who he is."
I slammed my hand down on the table hard enough for my mug to shake and a splash of coffee land on the surface. "So I'm supposed to sit here and just accept you could be pregnant with another man's child, and I'm not supposed to ask questions."
Kim shrank back in her chair and cowered as I growled, "I don't fucking think so." Then I continued in a normal voice, "You don't get to make that decision for me, Kim. For years you've been telling me that our marriage was a partnership, that we have no secrets, and now you drop this ton of shit on me."
"I know I did, but this is different. It won't help you to know who it was or why."
I shook my head in disbelief, "Are you living in a fantasy world? How stupid do you think I am? It might not help, but I fucking well want to know, and you will tell me, or pack your bags and go." I sat back in my chair and stared at her.
Her anguish was written deep across her face, "I can't tell you who or why," she whispered.
"Yet I'm supposed to live with the consequences," I replied. "Grin and accept it, Ben. Is that what you want?"
She didn't say anything. She just sat there with tears rolling down her face.
"I meant what I said yesterday," I reminded her. "I will not bring up another man's child, don't even ask. There has to be some way we can find out if this baby is mine or your mysterious lover."
She gave me the briefest of nods. "I checked; there's a way I could find out if the baby is yours," she said. "There is a simple test that can be done in a few weeks; it just needs a blood sample from me and a cheek swab from the father." She glanced towards the kitchen counter, and I saw a padded envelope that I guessed contained the test kit. "But the problem is that by the time I would have been able to get the results, you would have known I was pregnant."
And that explains why she'd felt the need to tell me about her pregnancy yesterday. She wouldn't have been able to keep the pregnancy hidden from me much longer. The window for a safe abortion was closing, and she didn't know who the father was, so she had run out of options.
"We will do the test as soon as possible, but what will you do if it turns out I'm not the father?"
"We'll deal with that after we get the results."
"Like fuck we will. I need to know what you intend to do now."
"I can't tell you what I don't know, and in any case, it's academic until we know."
"No, it's not; if it's not mine and you decide to keep it, I can't see how we'll make it. So you need to make your mind up now."
Kim looked like a rabbit caught in the headlights. She sat there twisting a strand of her blonde hair around her fingers
"So, are you willing to tell me who he is and why you decided to fuck the bastard, or are you planning on leaving?"
She swallowed several, then said, "His name is Michael...Schmidt. But that's a common surname where he comes from."
Well, I had a name, and it didn't matter how common it was; I'd find him. Only I'd noticed the slight hesitation when she'd said his surname. I was under the impression that Schmidt was the German equivalent of Smith. Either she was using the first name that she thought of, or it was his real name. But what I needed to know was why?
"And are you going to tell me why, or is it just what I've always suspected, you are trading up."
She didn't speak, but she didn't need to. All the insecurities I'd thought I'd managed to work past came flooding back, echoing my fear, pain and certainty that Kim had moved on.
It was a good few minutes before she broke the silence. "That would be trading down, not trading up. I told you years ago that you were the only man I would ever love."
"So what changed," I said without thinking.
She took a sharp breath. "Nothing has changed; I made a mistake that I regret. I trusted someone I thought was a good friend and ended up in a situation that got out of control."
"And Michael Schmidt is this friend?"
She looked down at her empty coffee mug and shook her head. "No, the friend was the person who arranged for me to meet Michael one weekend."
That meant I could narrow down the time and place; she'd only been away for one weekend over the past couple of months. She'd been tasked with assessing and valuing an art collection in Liechtenstein that the owner was considering sending to the auction. That weekend was the only time that all the relevant people were available. Next, I needed to know the name of the friend.
"What type of friend would do that?" I wanted to know.
"Someone who is no longer a friend," she said bitterly.
"Who is he?"
She hesitated before saying, "I never said it was a male friend, and it doesn't matter who it was; I will never have anything to do with them again. The sad thing is I thought she was a good friend at..." She stopped speaking with an edgy look.
"I'm sorry that doesn't wash," I snapped. But I noticed how careful she'd been to hide any details of the friend and how she'd cut off her last statement. The apparent next word would have been either at university or work, which made me consider that this so-called friend had some degree of influence over Kim.
"You want me to live with the consequences of your actions," and I shook my head. "Which isn't going to happen. If this marriage can survive, you need to pinpoint the people I can blame."
Her face went white, and she struggled to say anything. I wasn't willing to let it go, nor had I come to any decision about our long-term chances, so I continued. "While thinking about that, you must consider what you will do if the baby isn't mine."
She instinctively placed a protective hand over her lower abdomen, and with that simple gesture, I knew our chances of staying together were low. She was committed to having this baby regardless of who the father was. And as much as I loved her, the thought of watching her body grow if the child wasn't mine was more than I could consider.
I stood up and used the time I took to refill my empty mug with coffee from the pot to consider what I'd say next. But Kim broke into my thoughts.
"I don't know what I'll do other than pray that this baby is ours."
"And what are the chances it is?"
"It's all I've been thinking about since I found out I was pregnant. I think the odds are stacked in our favour. We'd made love every night that week before I had to travel and again when I got back. Based on my dates, my doctor believes I was probably pregnant before I went away, but she can't guarantee it."
"And how many times while you were away?"
She turned her head away, seemingly unable to look at me. "Twice," she said in a voice barely above a whisper. "I made sure he used a condom the first time; it's the second time I'm not sure about."
"Why did you do it? I thought you still loved me."
"I did, I do. It was nothing you did, and it's all my fault."
"So, you say you still love me, yet you went away for a weekend with another man."
"I didn't go away with him. It was supposed to be a business trip with a colleague from our restoration team. I didn't know who we would meet, and before you ask, it was the only time I'd ever met him. I was told that an owner representative would be there while I selected the pieces best suited for auction and valued them. At the same time, my colleague would assess their condition and decide if any restoration was required. Michael introduced himself as the owner's representative, but that turned out to be a lie; the painting belonged to him and his family."
"So, how did you manage to end up fucking him."
It was her turn to stand up and walk around the room. She opened the door to the garden and stood there for several long minutes, looking out, seemingly focused on the dark shadows of the South Downs in the distance. Then her stance firmed, and she appeared to be taller.
"Would you pour me another coffee?" She asked in a manner that compelled compliance. "Then can we sit on the patio, and I'll try and explain what happened. I'm fighting for us, so I'll tell you everything I know." She stepped outside, leaving me sitting at the kitchen table. It was a wise move on her behalf, my temper had been steadily rising, and the pause gave me time to get it under control.
I made a fresh pot of coffee and found a half-opened packet of digestive biscuits in the cupboard, and added them to the tray. I was performing the actions automatically as I pondered my options. Kim now seemed desperate to explain her actions, as if baring her soul to me would prevent me from acting on my threats. And they weren't idle threats, I was not inclined to bring up someone else's child, yet I was willing to listen to her.
I joined Kim on the garden bench in the far corner of the patio and placed the tray on a low table. Kim filled our mugs and nibbled on a biscuit before looking at me. "It's a long and embarrassing story, so hopefully, you'll let me finish before you throw me out."
She took a long breath and dived right in. "It all began in my first year at university before I met you. I was experimenting with my sexuality, it was the first time I was living away from home, and I guess I rebelled against my strict upbringing."
"How is this relevant to the situation we find ourselves in?" I wanted to know, at a loss, why she felt the need to begin her explanation so far in the past.
"It is; just give me a chance to explain," she insisted. Then she continued, "I decided I wanted to see what it would be like to be a lesbian," she gave me the briefest of smiles, which I ignored. "It was the ultimate fuck you to my father; he despises lesbians, calling them 'Rug Munchers.' I was going to rub it in his face."
"And did you?" I asked, trying to recall if I'd heard my father-in-law talking about lesbians. And I was also trying to understand how this was supposed to relate to her infidelity.
"What do you mean, tell him, or become one?"
"Both, I guess."
"I never got up the courage to tell him that I was considering sleeping with women. But yes, I had a couple of affairs with women that year. The first was a girl on my course, but the person I spent most of my time with was Simone, a French artist I met when she hired me to pose for her. I'd told her I was interested in women, and she took me under her wing, and I fell in love with her."
I tried to remember if I'd ever met Simone, but I came up blank. Kim must have recognised my expression and added, "She was one of the artists in that first class we modelled for, the beautiful brunette who left after the first semester. But by then, our relationship had run its course, and we were just good friends."
Now a possible face appeared in my memory, "Was she the one I thought looked like an elfin warrior woman from the Lord of the Rings."
It was her turn to nod. "That was her."
"I would never have guessed that she and you were lovers," I said. "I would have sworn you were exclusively dating men at uni."
"That was my plan; I wasn't sure if being a lesbian would be long-term. I enjoyed women lovers, but I was still happy to date men, so I was hedging my bets, using dates with the group I hung out with as camouflage, especially Martin. I was sure that anything I said or did with him was ultimately relayed to my father, and I used that. Unfortunately, staying close to Martin came back to bite me. Martin believed my feelings for him were real; that's why my parents thought I would agree to his proposal."
We both paused; that event had been the turning point in our relationship that led to cementing our relationship and marriage. Just as this event looked like it was overseeing its demise, I'd agreed to hear her out, so I sat back and nursed my coffee, waiting to see what she said next.
"By then, I'd met you and knew that you were the one I wanted to spend the rest of my life with, but I had the same problem with my father over you. I couldn't tell him how I felt, or he would have done his damnedest to destroy you. That's why I kept telling everyone that you were only helping me out with an art project. It was only when you left that I understood how stupid I'd been."
"I know all this; what's the point of rehashing it?"
"What I never told you was that the day after that damn meal, I told my parents that I had been lesbian all the last year. Then I told them I had met a man I felt comfortable with, and I was falling in love with him. If they tried to come between us, I'd disown them and tell our family and all their friends I was gay."
I'd never know that; after Kim had dug me out of my summer funk, she'd taken me to meet her family, and while I wasn't received like the prodigal son, they had been pleasant enough; now I understood why. But it also raised another question.
"And are you still trying to find your feminine side?"
Kim sat stone-still and looked at me. "Not in that way; I suppose I'm still interested in women," she told me. "Honestly, I guess if I had ever wanted to have an affair, it probably been with a woman."
"It looks like you got over that. So I guess you had been thinking about cheating for some time."
"Damn it, no, that's not what I meant; you are putting words into my mouth. I'm saying that a woman would have had a better chance of seducing me. Sleeping with other men never interested me. But I didn't set out to cheat on you, and the whole thing was one big fucking mistake," she stressed.
"So, where is all this going?"
"Occasionally, I'd meet a woman who ticked most of my boxes, and I'd get that warm fuzzy feeling again, not that I acted on it," she insisted.
No, you just fucked a man! I thought. "In what way is this relevant to our situation?"
"A year ago, a woman started working at our Zurich office, and she had already ticked all of my boxes a long time ago."
I interrupted, "Are you trying to tell me that you've been having an affair with a woman."
"No, no," she said animatedly. "That's not what I'm saying; it was Simone, my girlfriend from university. She'd returned to France after university and took a position as an art restorer at a museum while painting in her spare time. She's now in charge of our Zurich restoration department. I was happy to see her again; we'd kept in touch over the years, emails and such, but we hadn't seen each other for over six years."
I was struggling with how this related to the pregnancy. "And?"
"She was happy to see me and as friendly as ever; she's in a serious relationship and introduced me to her girlfriend, Helen. The three of us would go out for dinner and drinks whenever I had to stay in Zurich. I considered both of them to be good friends. I was thinking about inviting them over for a weekend so that you could meet them, that is, until the trip to Lichtenstein."
"What happened?" I repeated.
"The client had contacted the auction house about selling several selected pieces of his art collection. He'd also requested that Simone should be part of the evaluation team. She was the one that asked my boss for me to be included. My role was to research the provenance of the painting, their authenticity, and because of the location, ensure that none were on the database of Nazi stolen or looted artwork, then come up with a reserve valuation. Simone was to evaluate the physical state of the pieces, as if any restoration was needed, it would affect my valuation."
"I thought she was being helpful--so when she'd said she'd organised a weekend for us to check over the pieces, we would drive to the site on a Friday afternoon and spend the Saturday evaluating the artwork. If we needed more time, we could use Sunday morning and return to Zurich in the afternoon. I was fine with the idea, and everything sounded above board. I was told that the contact we would meet was called Michael--yes, the same Michael. It turned out that the pair of them were old friends, very close old friends."
"Simone suggested we use her car. Usually, I don't like to depend on someone else when I'm travelling, but that time I did, and that became part of the problem. It's not a long journey, only a couple of hours by road. The art was at an isolated estate, and it looks a bit like a fairytale castle," she glanced over at me and added softly. "I think you would find the architecture interesting."
I gave her a grunt, not appreciating her attempt to deflect me.



Kim flinched and then continued. "On the drive, Simone was eager to talk about our time together at university. I knew she'd told her girlfriend that we'd once been lovers, but I'd never discussed my relationship with her; mostly, we talked about mutual friends and, of course, you."
Kim paused to take a sip from her coffee mug. "It was an unusual conversation; she kept steering it back to our relationship and how much she'd enjoyed our time together. It wasn't until later that I began thinking she'd been sounding me out. It had been interesting talking about mutual friends and who was still with who from the group we hung out with at university. She wanted to know if I missed female company; I had to keep reminding her that I was happily married. Then she started reminiscing about the time she and I had gone away for a long weekend to Cornwall. We'd been joined by a German student called Kurt, who she'd known from school."
"When was that?" I wanted to know.
"It was before I got to know you. Simone and I hadn't been together for long, and she was trying to convince me to come out. I wasn't sure I was ready, which restricted what we could do in public. The weekend was supposed to be to see how deep our connection was and if I was ready to commit to the relationship."
"So, why was he there if it was supposed to be a weekend for the girls?"
"Because Simone was keen for our relationship to grow, she wanted me to accept that you could be in a lesbian relationship and still enjoy sex with men, which was one of my issues. I hadn't been aware she was bi until then. We all ended up sleeping together last night, and I'll admit it was a lot of fun."
"What happened to Kurt?" I asked instinctively before realising it was irrelevant; he wasn't the man she'd betrayed me.
"Oh, he went back to Germany after the weekend, and although the sex was fun, he was a bit of an arrogant arsehole, convinced that he was gods gift to women. I only knew him as Kurt; I never knew his surname."
I wasn't sure how much more of this bullshit I could take. I only wanted to know why Kim had decided it was okay to sleep with this Michael character and hammer a fucking great nail through the heart of our marriage. Instead, I was getting a fairytale porn story set in a fairy book castle.
"Where is all this going?" I asked. "Because I've just about had enough of this, and you carry on like this. I think you will need to decide where you are going to stay.
"Ben, please let me finish and then, if you still insist, I'll find somewhere to stay for tonight."
I shrugged, unsure of what I wanted. I just knew that there was a vast void in my chest, and other than lashing out at the woman sitting beside me, I knew no way to fill it. And I couldn't imagine ever physically hurting her
Kim took my shrug as acquiescence and continued. "After that weekend, Simone wanted to find another man for us to have fun with, and I wasn't against the idea. But I told her I wouldn't consider any of the guys I hung around with. None of them would have been able to resist the temptation to brag, and my father would have heard. After I rejected her suggestions, she told me to think of someone. You were the only one I would even consider."
I was shocked. "I don't understand. You never once suggested a threesome to me; Christ, I didn't even know you were interested in women."
"That's because it was more Simone's idea than mine, and we were no longer a couple by the time I'd found an excuse to get you to go out with me. Then after our first date, I wasn't going to share you with anyone."
"Yet it didn't seem to take her long to convince you to have a threesome with her again."
"No," she almost shouted. "That's not what happened."
"So what happened then? How did you end up sleeping with this Michael character?"
"I don't know; it just seemed to happen!"
I sighed exasperated, "That's not an answer, is it."
"Just before we got to the estate, Simone told me that the person we would be meeting was an old friend of hers called Michael and that I'd met his brother. I asked her who, and she told me he was Kurt's older brother. She went on about how she'd slept with both of them. That Michael was the most amazing lover and that she and Helen had shared several enjoyable weekends with him."
"So you decided to try him out for yourself," understanding blooming.
She adamantly shook her head, "I know it looks like that, but that was never my intention."
"But that's what happened, or we'd never be having this conversation."
She fell silent at that, obviously considering her following words. "It happened," she repeated. "And yes, that doesn't explain why. I assumed she was warning me about her relationship with Michael, so I wouldn't think she betrayed Helen if I saw her with him. When the trip was first discussed, Simone mentioned staying at a nearby hotel, but she'd accepted an offer for us to stay at the estate."
I could see where this was going. Suddenly I wasn't sure I wanted to hear chapter and verse on why our marriage had become so fucked up. The compulsion I'd been feeling to know what made her sleep with Michael now seemed so pointless, she'd done it, and we would have to live with the consequences.
"Does any of this matter," I said bitterly. "You're pregnant and unsure if it's mine. You decided to reenact your threesome weekend with Simone and Kurt's brother."
Again she raised her voice and said, "No, that was never what was supposed to happen. I thought Simone was a good friend. Yes, one I had a history with, but that was all. When we got to the estate, it was like she had become another person. She greeted Michael with a lover's hug and kiss and then introduced me as the auction house's art expert and, in the same breath, her old girlfriend."

*******Kim. Two months earlier.
Simone jumped out of her car and hurried across to the tall man who waited at the bottom of the steps leading down from the open front door to the building. She laughed happily and hugged the man before giving him a long kiss. "Michael, it's good to see you again; it's been too long." She looked over to Kim, standing by the car, and called her over.
"Kim, I'd like you to meet my dear friend Michael Schmidt; this is his family's home. Michael, this is Kimberly. An old and very close friend, and also one of the best art experts I know."
Michael greeted Kim with a two-cheek kiss and said to Simone. "So this is the famous Kimberly my brother has fond memories of." He spoke perfect English with a hint of a Teutonic accent.
Then he turned back to Kim and said with a smile that she was sure was only paper thin. "I'm pleased to meet you," his voice deepened, "but I'm afraid you will have to settle for me, as Kurt's away in America on business."
Kim felt an icy shiver run down her spine; what had Simone gotten her into? The weekend with Kurt wasn't something she wanted to rehash, especially with his hunk of an older brother. She gave Simone a sharp look and then spoke sharply to Michael. "I'm only here to advise you which of your paintings you should put up for sale. What happened with Kurt is ancient history, and I'm not interested in discussing it."
She turned to Simone, anger evident in her words, "What the hell have you been telling him about me?"
Michael interrupted, putting up his hands in a consolatory gesture, "Nothing that I didn't already know; my brother described that weekend with you as one of the most enjoyable moments in his life. When Simone said she was bringing an expert to check out the paintings, and mentioned your name. I asked her if you were the same Kimberly Kurt had met; when she said yes, I was so pleased, I'd get to meet the woman who stole Kurt's heart."
Kim angrily responded; the concerns that had been growing during the drive felt vindicated. "Well, it was nowhere near as memorable for me. Your brother was an arsehole, so are you if you think you will get a weekend threesome."
Then Kim turned to Simone and hissed, "I don't know what you were thinking, but this isn't going to work. I don't mix business with pleasure."
Simone clutched at Kim's arm, attempting to hold her in place. "Please, Kim, give me a moment to explain. Michael made a stupid assumption; I told him you were happily married." She glared at Michael, who took a couple of steps back.
Kim pulled away from Simone. "Is this why you insisted we take your car? Trap me here with your boyfriend. You know I can't stay here."
Michael interrupted, "It's not Simone's fault. It's the peak of the tourist season, and the local hotels are fully booked. I suggested to Simone that you use the guest house." He pointed in the direction of a small two-story building set off to the side of the main building.
He continued, "I'm sorry I gave you the wrong impression. I was just pleased to finally get the chance to meet the woman who'd made such an impression on my brother."
Kim considered her actions and came to the conclusion she'd overreacted. Plus, if she walked away now, she could be putting the sale of the painting at risk and doubted the auction house would be pleased. "No, it's my fault; Kurt didn't leave the best of impressions and hearing that he'd been talking about me was upsetting."
Michael and Simone smiled at her, and Michael replied. "No, I understand what it must have sounded like to you. Let's get the pair of you settled into your rooms, and then we can meet to discuss the paintings."
He gestured, and a formally dressed manservant appeared from the building and spoke brusquely to him. "Emil, würden Sie den Damen ihre Zimmer zeigen?"
Then without waiting for an acknowledgement, he turned to the women and said, "Emil will show you to your quarters. Shall we meet in an hour in the library? Simone knows where it is."
The women agreed, and after Emil had removed the women's bags, Simone locked her car, and they followed him to the guest house.
The guest house was elegantly furnished, and the women were shown their respective rooms. Kim paused in the entrance lobby and examined the displayed artwork. The majority were good quality but nothing special, the one exception being a landscape prominently displayed on the staircase landing. She recognised the artist Richard Wilson, an early British landscape artist. But not the subject, and she thought it was one of his earlier works. The two women's rooms were beside each other and shared a bathroom. Kim settled into her room and then sat on the bed, waiting for Simone to come and collect her.

***While she waited, she couldn't help thinking back to the fun weekend she'd spent with Simone in a rented cottage. The one that Michael's brother Kurt had gatecrashed. She'd been captivated by the older French woman and anticipated some time together without anyone looking over her shoulder. She recalled how annoyed she'd been when Simone had casually mentioned that the brother of an old college friend of hers would be joining them.
When Kurt arrived a few hours later, Simone greeted him enthusiastically, but Kim initially gave him the cold shoulder. The man was a six-foot blonde-haired Germanic god, and it hadn't taken long for him to pile on the charm, and she'd begun warming to him.
After a pleasant evening in the local pub, Kim and Simone shared the bedroom and each other, not getting much sleep. Kurt had been relegated to the sofa, which Kim was sure wasn't what the man had anticipated. The dynamics changed the next day; she'd had one more drink than was prudent at lunch and had gone for a walk to clear her head, leaving Simone and Kurt to tidy up while they talked. Kurt had a habit of speaking in his native German when talking to Simone, a language Kim didn't understand, and it left her feeling like the odd one out.
She must have walked longer than expected, as it was growing dark when she returned. She'd followed the sound of two people enjoying themselves upstairs and discovered Simone and Kurt naked and enjoying themselves in the bedroom; Kurt's head was nestled between her girlfriend's thighs, and the woman's fingers were intertwined in his long blonde hair. The woman was moaning, her breath coming in short sharp gasps that culminated in a long, drawn cry as she orgasmed and her legs convulsed, squeezing the man's head.
Kim had watched the pair of them through the half-open door. She'd quickly gotten over her surprise, she had known Simone had a history with the man, and her girlfriend's obvious enjoyment of the man's actions was infectious. She pushed the door open and took a hesitant step forward. The floorboards had creaked underfoot and had attracted the couple's attention.
Kurt had rolled over onto his back when he'd heard Kim enter the room, his perfect cock rising to stand proudly erect from the dark blonde hair at the junction of his legs. It was the largest she'd seen, and her inner slut immediately came to the fore. She felt herself grow wet as she imagined it ravishing her and the pleasure it would give her.
Simone had opened her eyes and smiled at her. She held a hand to Kim and said languidly, "Come and join us, love. Isn't he perfect?"
Kim hadn't needed a second invitation. Her dress and panties pooled at her feet, and she crawled up the bed beside Kurt. She hadn't been able to resist the almost hypnotic motion of Kurt's cock, and she took the bulbous head into her eager mouth. His salty tang, mingling with the sweet spice of her girlfriend, told her that Kurt had already plundered Simone's pussy.
Kim couldn't help; Kurt's cock was addictive, as were Simone's lips when she joined her in teasing and licking the erect throbbing flesh. The women alternated kissing each other and the man's hard cock. Kim felt Kurt's hand move down her body, and she opened her legs to encourage him to play with her, and he did.
She gasped as his fingers caressed her sensitive nub and lost herself to the sensations he drew from her. Simone added to them as she grasped the opportunity to suckle on Kim's nipples. Kim struggled to catch her breath, but she knew she wanted more. Rising onto her knees, she swung one leg across Kurt and descended, absorbing his cock into her.
Supporting herself against Simone, the girl rose and fell, meeting the man's thrusts. Seeking her ultimate absolution from the cock that filled her perfectly. She let the waves of pleasure centred between her legs grow, peek and then grow again until she felt the impaling cock, swell, pulsate, and the warmth of his essence fill her. Kim shuddered, and her pleasure boosted as Simone pinched and tugged on her nipples, swamped her, passing anything she'd ever experienced.
Kim collapsed on Kurt and let him roll her onto her side, his cock sliding from her. She was sandwiched between the other two. She was slick with sweat, and she was still buzzing from her last orgasm. A faint trickle of his cum worked its way down her upper thigh, and she felt Simone collecting some on her finger, then saw her bring the finger to her mouth.
Simone grinned at Kim and licked her lips. "I love this. Kurt's as good as his brother."
Kurt challenged her, "Not better. Can he keep two women satisfied like this?"
Simone laughed. "You are only the icing on the cake." She kissed Kim, then said, "My girlfriend is our main course."
Kim wasn't sure how that made her feel. She'd enjoyed the sex with Kurt and wondered who the brother was, but it was the other woman's attention that she craved. Kurt was fun, but she felt no emotional attachment to him. She pulled away from the man, drawing closer to the woman.
Simone must have sensed the other woman's disquiet and wrapped her arms around the younger woman. "I'm here for you; Kurt's just a plaything for us to enjoy and enhance our pleasure."
Kurt took his plaything role to heart. The three of them fucked again, the women pleasuring each other while Kurt joined in when one or the other wanted his cock, or mouth to add to their pleasure. After a couple of hours, hunger drove them to the local village pub for a meal. That's where, away from the erotically charged bedroom, Kim's first impression of Kurt resurfaced.
The man's condescending attitude to the pub staff and his assumption he expected to spend the rest of the night sharing their bed grated on her nerves. Kim had never enjoyed public demonstrations of affection, and Kurt couldn't and wouldn't keep his hands to himself.
After removing Kurt's hand from her thigh for the umpteenth time, Kim had enough. She forced Simone to join her in the ladies'. "I'm sorry, but either he goes, or I'm off. This was supposed to be our weekend," she told her girlfriend.
"It is ours; I just thought you would enjoy the extra fun a man would bring it."
"I did," Kim admitted, "and I'd be tempted to try it again, but not with him!"
"I agree he's a bit of an arsehole. It's a pity his brother wasn't available," Simone said. "He's so much nicer. He was my first lover. Maybe we could find someone we both like back at the university?"
Kim gave a hesitant nod of her head, "That's fine, but it's not solving this problem. He's your friend, so what are you going to do?"
"I'll tell him he's sleeping on the sofa, and if he's not happy, he can fuck off. I've had my fun with him; now it's time for us again," Simone responded. She followed up her words with a long sensual kiss that left the other woman all hot and bothered.
When the night sleeping arraignments were explained to him, Kurt took umbrage and drove off in a huff. The women spent their last night languidly making love until both were sated and slept until the morning.

***A knock on her door roused Kim from her reflections. Kim got off the bed feeling flustered and flushed, and her panties were damp. The memories of fucking Kurt and Simone had aroused her. She took a couple of deep breaths and called, "One moment, please."
She went into the bathroom and used cold water to refresh herself. She removed her wet panties and pulled a clean pair from her overnight bag.
Feeling less flustered, she called out, "Come in." The door opened, and Simone stepped in.
"Are you ready," the woman asked.
Kim nodded and walked over to her. "Why didn't you tell me who Michael was before we got here?"
"I told you he was a good friend."
"But not that he was Kurt's brother."
Simone studied the other woman, "I know you two didn't get on, but I thought you had a good time that weekend?"
"The sex was fun initially, but he was arrogant, and it soon lost its appeal. I honestly thought he expected us to worship his cock."
Simone laughed and said. "True, but he did know how to use it." She hugged Kim, and Kim was surprised at how comfortable it felt.
"Why do I think that you are going to tell me that Michael taught him everything," Kim said a faint smile on her lips.
"I don't know, but Helen and I have enjoyed a few great nights with him."
"You still enjoy sharing your girlfriends with men?"
"Well, it does bring an extra zing to the sex, as you should remember."
Kim did, but she also recalled the last couple of times she'd spent an evening with Simone and Helen. Simone had been full of the joys of life, but Helen had been subdued. She'd thought it was because the woman was jealous of the relationship Kim and Simone had once shared.
Now she wondered if Simone's habit of introducing men into her relationships had been the issue. That weekend in Cornwall had ultimately soured her relationship with Simone. She mentally shook herself; she needed to get this weekend over, complete the assessment of the paintings, and get home to Ben.
"Shall we get on with what we are here for," Kim told Simone? "I just want to check out these paintings and then get the hell out of here."



Simone looked a tad put out at the change the conversation direction had taken. She grunted and led the way across to the main building and the Library, where Michael was waiting for them.
He greeted the women, then turned to Kim. "Kim, I feel I need to apologise to you. I may have given you the wrong impression earlier. I can't say I was displeased when Simone mentioned you would be the art assessor. I'd finally meet the woman who'd left such a lasting impression on the brother. But I gather the feeling wasn't mutual."
"Mr Schmitt, I'm here for one reason and only one reason. To assess the paintings you want us to sell for you." Kim's tone was level and studied, and she felt Simone's fingers tighten around her arm.
"It's Von Schmitt if we are going to be formal," Michael replied stiffly.
"That's fine; in that case, I'm Mrs Anders."
Michael turned to Simone with a slight expression of surprise on his face. "You didn't mention that she was married."
"I didn't think it mattered," she responded. "Kim is only here to help you decide the best paintings to put into the sale. Not to warm your bed."
Michael put his hands up in an appeasement gesture. "Ladies, I think we are getting way off track here." He directed his following words to Kim. "I apologise if I gave you the impression that I thought there was more to this weekend than you anticipated. All I need is for you to do what you do best and help me decide which of our artwork we should send for sale and what we might expect to get for them."
Simone added, "And I need to apologise as well. I shouldn't have mentioned the weekend we had with Kurt to Michael. I wasn't aware that Kurt had told him years ago. I'll admit that I was happy to spend an enjoyable weekend with Michael, but I had no intention of involving you in our activities."
Kim felt her anger begin to subside, and her professionalism came to the fore. She allowed Michael to lead Simone and her to a long gallery on the first floor that seemingly stretched the width of the building.
Windows along one of the long walls let in natural daylight. Mirrors of the facing wall enhanced the light. Fifty to sixty paintings were mounted in the gaps between the windows on one side and framed mirrors on the facing wall. Running down the centre were several antique tables on which several bronzes and marble sculptures were displayed. Lining the walls below the paintings was a row of eighteenth-century dining chairs. Kim guessed that in the past, the room had been used as a formal dining room.
Michael gestured at the walls, "I don't know how much Simone has told you, but the family needs to generate a minimum of thirty-five million euros from the sale, ideally fifty if possible."
Kim cast an expert eye over the half dozen painting she could see clearly from where she stood. They were good, but nothing stood out, and she couldn't see anything she thought would achieve more than a couple of hundred-thousand euros at auction. She slowly walked deeper into the gallery, and the quality began improving.
She inspected several minor works from recognised artists; the paintings ranged from old masters to impressionists. But nothing later than the 1920s. She'd only reached a quarter of the way along when Michael interrupted her, wanting to know what her first impression was.
"You will need better pieces than these if you are going to reach your goal."
"These are no good?"
"There are some good pieces, but I've seen nothing special yet," Kim admitted. "But what I've seen so far isn't good enough to raise the sum you want." She gestured back at the dozen or so paintings she'd checked. "On a good day, those might make three million at auction. If the rest are similar, then twelve to fifteen million tops."
Michael pursed his lips, "I'd hoped there might be something special amongst these."
Kim shrugged, and Simone joined her as she inspected the remaining paintings. She took her time, and as a collection, they were impressive, and any art gallery would be happy to display them. But other than a pair of lovely portraits of an austere husband and wife by the Dutch artist Jan Verkolje, that she thought could reach two million each, the rest were on par with the others she'd assessed earlier.
The two women conferred, then called Michael over. Kim said, "Even if you were to put every painting in this room up for auction, I doubt you would raise much more than fifteen after auction fees."
Michael addressed Simone, "And you agree with her assessment?" She nodded.
Michael didn't look happy, "I'd hoped they would be worth a lot more. It's getting late. Let's eat while I think about my options."
After the meal, Kim returned to her room, leaving Simone and Michael to talk. Several hours later, when she went to use the bathroom, the sounds she heard coming from Simone's room confirmed that the woman was enthusiastically enjoying Michael's company.
In the morning, the two women were served breakfast in the guesthouse dining room. Simone looked like she had been ridden long and hard. She was wearing a low-cut top, and the visible swell of her breasts was marred with finger and teeth marks.
"What are you going to tell Helen about last night? I don't want her to think it was me," Kim said.
"Don't worry; she knows I'll end up fucking Michael whenever I see him," Simone responded. "So she won't be surprised. But he was a man possessed last night, and I lost count of the number of times I came." She couldn't help giving the other woman a self-satisfied grin.
"Michal had hoped that the artwork in the gallery would be worth more than you told him it was worth."
Kim sighed, "I could be wrong, but I didn't see anything spectacular. I even checked the sculptures, he might get another couple of million on a good day, but that's all."
"I thought so. Look, Michael will show us more of his family's art collection today. He couldn't yesterday as he had to get his father's permission first."
"Why?"
"Because the ownership on some of the pieces is disputed."
Kim knew that usually meant only one thing and gave her a shocked look. "If it's Nazi-looted art, there is no way we can touch it. Let's leave."
"The pieces have nothing to do with the Nazis," Simone reassured her. "Michael says they've been in his family for over a hundred years. It's just that a distant branch of his family claims they own several of the pieces."
At that, Kim relaxed, but only slightly. She knew she had the most up-to-date database of stolen and looted artwork on her computer. She had been negligent yesterday and hadn't checked any paintings against the list. Then again, she had a good memory and had seen nothing in the gallery that had caused her concern, but that wouldn't stop her from double-checking later.
"You know we can't handle items with a disputed ownership."
"Michael said he would explain later, but it was something to do with a disputed inheritance after First World War. The courts ruled in his family's favour, but several appeals have arisen. His family would prefer not to rack over the coals if they don't have to."
"Well, let's go and see what he's got to show us then."
It turned out that Michael wasn't available until the afternoon and wasn't willing to let the women view the pieces independently. So rather than waste the morning, Kim and Simone returned to the gallery, and the women confirmed Kim's earlier thoughts. Kim did her due diligence and checked the stolen and looted database and found nothing to worry her.
There were a few paintings Kim saw on the walls of the corridors that interested her, but again nothing that valuable. Over lunch, she queried several of the art websites she subscribed to and looked for any mention of disputed ownership of paintings that the Von Schmitt family owned, but nothing popped up.
Six paintings were displayed in the small room Michael brought the women to later that afternoon. It was an intimate drawing room, obviously kept for the family's private use. On a desk in the corner were displayed family photographs. Kim saw several of Michael and Kurt, but her attention was focused on the paintings. She drew a sharp breath in response to the paintings when they were fully revealed as Michael switched on the display lights.
Kim immediately recognised three of them as being painted by Pierre-Auguste Renoir. She'd seen old black and white photos of them in his catalogue raisonné. All three were listed as being in private collections, location unknown.
The other paintings were good, several classes above those she'd seen the day before, but nowhere near the quality of the Renoir's. All three appeared to be from the Flemish school.
Kim felt her knees weaken as she tried to take in the quality and immenseness of the three Renoir paintings she was looking at and had to hold on to a table to stop collapsing. Just being so close to such great works was like experiencing a fantastic orgasm, and she felt the familiar warm glow growing in the pit of her stomach and the ache as her nipples hardened.
"Have you seen these before?" Kim asked Simone and gestured at the paintings. The woman shook her head.
Kim reluctantly curbed her enthusiasm and turned her back on the Renoirs. She moved closer to the other paintings, and Simone followed her. None of them was signed, but the artists' skill was evident in the quality of the paintings. Using a bright light, the women inspected the paintings. Finally, they stepped back and conferred.
Simone started, " I think those two," and she gestured at two portraits, one of an elderly couple, the other of a woman and a child, "are by the same hand.".
"I think you are right, but I don't recognise the artist. They could be from Rembrandt's studio but not by the master. They are extremely well painted, but they need cleaning and some restoration."
"They do; what about the other one?"
The third showed a group of men around a table in a tavern, eating and drinking. "It's also Dutch, possibly by Dirck Hals. It's the type of subject he is known for."
Michael interrupted their musings, "What sort of value could we expect?"
"Any one of the Renoirs would easily reach your top target even after the auction fees. I assume you have full provenience for all of these?"
"We have for the Renoirs and that one," and Michael pointed at the one Kim thought was possibly a Hals."
"My great, great, grandfather bought them from a gallery in Paris sometime in the 1890s. Our lawyers have all the paperwork."
"And the other two?"
"Ahh, the Rembrandts, those are the ones we may have an issue with. My great, great, grandfather's elder brother married the daughter of a prominent Dutch family, and the paintings were part of her dowery. Unfortunately, they both died in a tragic accident six months after they were married. Her family claimed as there were no children, the paintings were still their property and should be returned to them. His younger brother, who inherited his brother's lands and titles, disagreed. It went to court, and they found in our favour."
"Unfortunately, I don't believe those are Rembrandts. They might be from his studio, but I doubt he painted them. So what's the issue with them?"
"We were always told they were by the man himself." Michael protested.
"I'm afraid not," Simone said. "The brushwork isn't good enough. I'm sure it's by one of his assistants."
"Ahh," Michael turned his back on the faux Rembrandt. "Which of the others is the most valuable?"
Kim pointed unerringly at a two-by-one-metre painting of a family picnicking on the bank of a stream; it was the largest of the three. "That one, I'd put a reserve of forty million on it and expect it to reach at least double that."
She walked over and stood in front of the painting. It was one of the most exquisite pieces she'd seen. Tentatively stretching out a hand, she lightly rested a finger on the face of a young girl. It was as though she could feel the features of the face under her fingertip. Again she felt herself grow flushed as the beauty of the painting affected her. Her nipples tingled, and when Simone rested her hand on her shoulder, it felt so natural.
"That one, then," Michael said. "Does it need any restoration?"
"A light clean as most," Simone replied. "The smoke from the fireplace has slightly discoloured the varnish."
Even though Michael had decided on the painting he would send to auction, he was willing to let the two women continue to examine the artwork. He sent for Emil and had him bring a bottle of champagne for them to enjoy.
Kim couldn't believe her luck. Michael had given her permission to take the three Renoirs down from the wall and examine them for as long as she wanted. She had Emil help her and place them on a table.
She briefly acknowledged Michael as he gave her a full glass and sipped the excellent champagne. Every few moments, she broke away from her perusal of the paintings and took another sip to moisten her dry mouth from the seemingly always full glass. Her emotions grew as she realised that, most likely, she was the first person to examine the three paintings since Michael's ancestor had bought them in Paris all those years ago.
Seemingly moments, evident from the stiffness of her back, probably a couple of hours later, Kim stood up straight and stretched her cramped muscles with a soft groan. She was grateful that Michael supported her as her head spun.
"Welcome back," he said. "You were lost in your own world for a while."
Kim groaned again as her body protested as she took a step. She'd done this before, losing herself in the skill and imagination of the artist, but never to this extent. Simone took her over to the sofa, and they sat down. Simone began massaging the other woman's shoulders, feeling the knots in the muscles. Kim relaxed back, resting against the woman, subconsciously revelling in the familiarity of Simone's touch.
Michael pressed a fresh glass of champagne into Kim's hand, and she swallowed it in one go. The wine, the warm touch of her ex-lover's hands, and the presence of the artwork all enveloped her, and she felt aroused in a way she hadn't felt in years. She'd missed the soft touch of a woman's body pressed against hers for far too long.
Kim's whole body buzzed, and she didn't register the other hands that deftly unbuttoned her blouse and then eased her skirt down her legs. Simone reached down, and Kim groaned as a soft feminine hand slipped under the waistband of her panties and a finger pressed down on her eager clit.
Kim lost herself to the moment, only focused on seeking more and greater satisfaction; she was a passenger to her body's needs. Simone took the lead, striping the rest of Kim's clothes from her. Then as Michael buried his face between Kim's thighs occupying the woman's full attention, Simone took the opportunity to slip the last of her clothes off. Michael was only wearing his boxers
Kim was focused on her gratification; she floated above her physical self. The two people with her moved in sync, and her body eagerly responded. Pleasure peaked, faded and peaked again. She was vaguely aware that Michael had picked her up and carried her to another room. She was gently placed on a bed, and Simone took her in her arms. Michael's heavier musky smelling body pressed up against her other side, he'd lost his boxers, and his hard cock was trapped between them. Kim wanted Simone to continue making love to her; Michael was just a tool for her pleasure. Michael raised her leg, eager to bury himself in the woman.
Kim was vaguely aware of Simone hissing "No," at the man. "You need to use a condom." Which she thought was a bit odd, but then as Simone renewed her attention to her nipples, she let the pleasure overwhelm her thoughts.
Hard flesh invaded Kim's body, an assault she happily welcomed until her body and mind was overloaded and shut down.
Much later, Kim began to become aware of her surroundings again. She felt a mix of contentment and exhaustion and found that she was sandwiched between two naked bodies, Simone asleep in front and Michael behind her. Michael's hands caressed her breasts, and his hips moved in a rhythm as old as time.
Kim pressed back, enjoying the feeling of the hard cock as it moved inside of her. Both of them moved slowly but with purpose, and Michael's purpose was achieved as he shuddered and spent himself inside the woman's eager flesh. Kim drifted back to sleep with a warm glow in her pussy.
Sometime later, a slanted beam of sunlight moved across Kim's face, waking her. She was alone in an ornate bedroom she didn't recognise. As she tried to recollect why she was in this bed and not the one in her room, she realised she was naked under the covers, and her body felt like it had been well used. Her nipples and pussy ached and throbbed what had happened. She scrambled out of bed and hurried into the attached bathroom. She inspected herself; there was no way she could deny the evidence. She'd been well and truly fucked and fucked hard. If it had just been Simone, she could have lived with it, but Michael had used her. The horror of the situation hit her hard, and she collapsed on the floor and started sobbing.
She was still sobbing when Simone returned.
"Love, what's the matter?"
"Look at me," Kim sobbed and gestured at the streak of dried cum on her thigh. "Your boyfriend fucked me. We've been trying for a baby, so I stopped taking the pill a couple of months ago. What am I going to tell Ben?"
"I told Michael he had to use a condom."
"Does it look like he did? And why did you let him?"
Simone gave the other woman an embarrassed look. "I admit I wanted the chance to make love to you again. Michael was keen to discover why Kurt couldn't stop talking about that weekend. I helped him plan your seduction, and I wanted to share him with you. I told him how you get lost in the art, and all Michael would have to do was keep your glass full." Simone placed a hand on Kim and helped her to her feet.
"Well, it worked, didn't it," Kim snarled. "I hope you are proud of yourself. You knew my weaknesses, and you may have fucked up my marriage. I trusted you."
Kim shrugged off the other woman's hand and stepped into the shower turning on the water. "If you want to help, get my bag from my room and tell that bastard to keep away from me. I won't stay here a minute longer than I have to."
Simone nodded and left. Kim ran the water as hot as she could stand and scrubbed every inch of herself that she could reach. She was drying herself by the time Simone returned with her overnight bag.
"I can't stay here another minute," she told Simone angrily. "I'm not sure I wouldn't take a knife to his precious paintings if I did!"
Simone took her in her arms, "I understand; I've already told him we are leaving and to keep out of your way."
Kim quickly got dressed and let Simone lead her to her car that someone had left in the driveway at the bottom of the steps, the doors and the boot open. Kim saw as she placed her overnight bag in the boot that all her equipment had already been packed away. Kim got in and sat silently as Simone started the engine, and they began the drive back to Zurich.
"Why did you let him do that to me?" Kim finally asked. "You knew I didn't want that to happen."
"I know, but I got swept up at the moment, just like you. I should have stopped him from topping up your glass. Christ, you drank the better part of three bottles on your own, but you kept holding your glass out."
"You know how I get lost in the moment when I'm studying paintings by the masters. You two could have been fucking on the table beside me, and I wouldn't have noticed." She turned her head to look at Simone and saw the other woman blushing.
"Christ, don't tell me you were?"



Simone coughed in embarrassment. "It was the sofa, not the table. I was sucking his cock, and he had his hand down my panties; I'm surprised you didn't hear us."
"So, because you wanted to fuck him, you decided I should as well? What the fuck am I going to tell Ben?"
"Why would you want to tell him anything?"
"Because the bastard didn't use a condom the last time, and I'm not on the pill, you stupid bitch."
"I'll get you a morning-after pill if you are worried."
"I can't; I could be pregnant with Ben's child. We've been trying for a baby, and there's no way I could get rid of his."
"And if Michael has succeeded, what then?"
"I'm fucked if I know."
"When did Ben last make love to you?"
"Thursday night, I caught the Friday morning flight to join you."
"Look, I know Michael used a condom the first time; then he fucked me a couple of times while I ate you out. There was no Cum in you then, and I'd have noticed. So if you are pregnant, it will be Ben's."
"He was fucking me when I woke up this morning, and I'm pretty sure he was bareback then."
"Why the fuck didn't you stop him?"
"Christ, Simone, I was barely conscious, and I thought it was Ben. It wasn't until afterwards, when I saw you asleep beside me, I realised my mistake."
They both fell silent; the only sound was the car speeding along the road.
"Even if he was bareback that last time," Simone mused. "He can't have had much left in him. We'd had a long, long session the night before, and I'd sucked him dry before he fucked you. Then he came in me at least twice while I was enjoying you. I sucked him off again after you fell asleep, and while he came, it was just a couple of drops of pre-cum. Did you wash yourself out?"
"Of course I did."
"Well, then you should be okay."

*****Present day:
"So you expect me to accept, Simone and Michael set out to seduce you, and you were unable to resist," I said.
"No, I wanted you to hear why I broke every promise I had ever made to you. I'm not trying to excuse my actions; I should have known better. I never set out to betray you, and it will never happen again."
"Fine, it'll never happen again," I said sarcastically. "But you are ignoring the fact you are pregnant, and it could be his."
"Don't you think I know that? I'll take the test as soon as possible. If this baby is yours, then I hope you will accept I never intended to sleep with them; what happened was a drunken mistake, and you will forgive me."
"And if it's not, then what?"
Kim said nothing for a long time. I could see her twisting both hands together. Something I'd seen her do when she was under extreme stress. Then she placed one hand on her abdomen while reaching the other out to me. The look in her eyes made me take the proffered hand.
"I'll call the clinic on Monday and book the paternity test as soon as possible," she said. "You will need to book an appointment for your sample."
"Are you getting one from him?"
She sighed, "I don't need one from him; if it's not yours, then it would have to be his. He's the only person I've slept with since I met you. I've no intention of talking to him ever again."
"How can you not talk to him? Won't you have to deal with the sale of his paintings?"
Kim gave me a wry smile and squeezed my hand. "The auction house has decided not to act for Michael's family after someone hinted that possibly several pieces in the Schmitt art collection were on the Nazi art register. And the provenience of the Renoirs is suspect; at the time his family bought the paintings, the gallery was known to handle forgeries and stolen art. Michael's business desperately needed a cash injection to survive, and the delay will cause their business to suffer immensely."
I allowed myself the briefest of grins; even the suggestion that a painting might be Nazi-looted art was enough that no auction house would touch it. And one suspect painting would taint a complete collection.
I refocus my anger back on the woman sitting next to me. I stood up, "Kim, we are just going around in circles and getting nowhere. I will pack a bag and get a hotel room for the next few days to give you some time to decide what you want to do. I'll take your test, but remember, I will not help you bring up someone else's child."
"If it's yours, then what?"
"Then we will have the child we always wanted, but then the question is, will we have a marriage?
"I made one mistake, Ben. Is there any chance you could forgive me?"
I paused to consider, and it didn't take long to understand that, given the circumstances, I could. Ever since I'd first met Kim, I'd expected something like this would happen. Only I'd assumed it would have been at her instigation, not the callus seduction of her by two cynical operators. The stumbling block for me was the parentage of the child. If it wasn't mine and Kim insisted on keeping it, I saw no hope for us. And yes, you can call me shallow, but that's how I felt.
Kim continued to watch me, finally breaking the silence. "What are you going to do?"
"That depends on what you decide." I hesitated and added, "I need some time to think; there's a project in Ireland that has been after me to sort out a few issues. I was supposed to visit the site next month, but this seems the opportune time to go."
"You can't just run away; we need to sort this out."
"You've had a couple of months to come to terms with this. Don't you get it that I need some time as well?"
"How long would you be away for?"
"A week, maybe two, that should give you long enough to get your test done; I'll leave you my sample before I go."
With that, I went upstairs to pack and make arrangements for my trip. The contractor was ecstatic to hear that I could be there next week. I was booked on a flight the following afternoon, and the atmosphere in the house was extremely uncomfortable. Kim cooked, but we both barely tasted the meal. When I went to bed, I saw that Kim had left the door to our bedroom open, but I bypassed the invitation to sleep in the guest bedroom for a second night.
When I got up the following day, Kim had gone out. There was a note on the kitchen table that said she'd gone to see her parents. Beside the note was the DNA test kit in a plastic bag. I took the hint and swabbed the inside of my cheek, and placed the kit back on the table.
Kim hadn't returned by the time I needed to leave. I scribbled my hotel address on the bottom of her note and left.

*******To be continued
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Almost eight years ago, I dipped my toes into the LW pond for the first time and posted The Woodworker's Wife. Over the years, it's garnered a love-hate relationship with readers. It was those comments that helped me improve later stories. Since then, I keep spotting errors and plot holes in the original I'd missed or ignored, and I couldn't help feeling it would benefit from a rewrite. Whenever I hit the dreaded writer's block on another story, I'd come and spend a few minutes attempting to improve an old friend. This is what I believe that story should have been. It's a complete rewrite, hence the new title, but it follows the same core premise. Only I couldn't help feeling the original was posted in the wrong category, I've always thought the story was a Romance, hence why this version will be posted there. It is longer, by almost 8K words (the best part of three lit pages).. Hopefully, you will enjoy reading this new version as much as I did writing it.

------------------------

The Carpenter's Dilemma.
Prologue:
Wood: A simple four-letter word for such a complex gift given to us by Mother Earth. I've been enamoured with it for as long as I can remember. Wood is warm to the touch, and no two pieces are alike. The aroma of freshly sawn timber is so sensual and evocative; it's up there with the best fragrances. It can be textured or smooth and exists in a symphony of hues.
My grandfather began my love affair with this beautiful material. He had the same passion, working as an ecclesiastical carpenter, repairing and replacing the decorative wooden furniture and fittings of churches. He gave me my first carving when I was four; to most others, it was a naïvely carved wooden horse toy. But even at that young age, I could see how he'd teased the horse's soul from the core of that scrap of oak. I have it; still, it sits on my desk, a rough, stylised, quickly carved horse he created in a few minutes, now stained and worn smooth from my hands.
By the time I was a teenager, I'd absorbed all that he could teach me, and when squeezed dry, he introduced me to other masters in the art of manipulating wood. I sat at their feet and learnt my trade.
Wood is my passion, yet it pales significantly compared to my feelings for my wife and daughter. Only there comes a time in a relationship when enough is enough, and I have finally reached that point.
What could I be thinking about? Well, it's straightforward, well, simple to me. After ten years of what I thought was a happy marriage, life had just dropped the proverbial bombshell. My wife is on the cusp of an affair with another man

------------------------
1.
I'm David Peters, Dave to my friends, and I've been married to Zoe for the past ten years. We live in a converted barn in South England with our young daughter and her pets. The barn sits nestled in the shadow of the South Downs, surrounded by farmland and close to an archetypical Sussex village.
Zoe and I met twelve years earlier while studying at the Brighton Art College. I was there adding an academic stamp to the woodworking skills I'd acquired as a teenager. A formal qualification was the compromise I'd made with my parents; they gave me both the moral and financial support enabling me to follow my chosen career, and after a pleasant three years, I left with a degree in interior design with an emphasis on furniture.
Zoe was an artist studying art techniques under the tutelage of a renowned artist, and she was the star of her class. Since graduating, she has steadily gained a deserved reputation as one of the South of England's foremost female portrait artists. Several years ago, she was the featured artist at the influential artists' exhibition in a small but highly regarded gallery in Brighton. Her pieces were primarily portraits, nudes and semi-nude studies. The local and national press reviews were positive, with several art critics labelling her as an artist to watch. She was able to sell the majority of the exhibited paintings. Since then, several other galleries nationwide have expressed an interest in displaying her work. While at home, she's been offered more and more commissions.
Like every besotted husband, my wife is the most beautiful woman I know. She's a year younger than me, with long light brown hair that always seemed permanently flecked with paint. Hair that frames an oval but not a classically beautiful face, with blue eyes and a cute little button nose. She's five foot six and has a ballerina's willowy stature; I'm madly in love with her, and she's given me the impression that the feeling is mutual. She has a happy and friendly nature; if she has one fault, she's too trusting of people. She tends to see the best in them--more than once, I've had to extricate her from situations that had gotten away from her. At a party, a friend described us as the perfect couple. I suppose, in a way, she's right; I'd always considered we were perfect for each other, warts and all!
I'm thirty-two, with no standout features. I'm average height, five foot eleven. I'm reasonably fit, and my arms and shoulders are well developed, a benefit of the physical nature of my work. I've dark brown hair and steel blue eyes set in an angular face.
I've turned my skill working with wood into a bespoke furniture business, making commissioned pieces from native timber and ethically sourced exotic woods. As my order book confirms, I have a healthy two-year backlog of orders. In a good year, I can produce upwards of twenty pieces, finished to a standard I feel comfortable with. Fortunately, I could demand a premium price, although it wasn't always like that. If you are rude enough to want to know how much I make a year. Well, it varies; pieces can sell for as much as £25,000, depending on the size, the material, and the complexity. You do the maths.
Selling the furniture paid the bills, but my passion was releasing the hidden soul from within the core of the unique pieces of wood I stumbled across. In my mind, creatures and figures were concealed within the grain and fibres, waiting for me to nurture them into existence.
When I was younger, my grandfather gave me an exquisite wooden box carved by an artist called John Fox; it's small and fits in the palm of your hand. It depicts a stylised cat sleeping on a pillow. It's a beautiful, simple piece that's also a functional trinket box, the curled-up cat, the lid. Recently, I came across an article written by one of his students, in which he described how John had explained that the chosen piece of timber would speak to him, telling him what is hidden in its depths, waiting to be revealed. Now and again, I have the same feeling when I handle a piece of wood.
Since I began, I've released several objects hidden inside the timber. Creating pieces that hopefully would give others as much pleasure and satisfaction as the cat box still gives me. They aren't something I'd ever consider selling commercially; they sit on a shelf in the office, patiently waiting until the right person spots them. There was another set of figures that I'd released over the years, but those were personal to me, and I would never part with them.
On one occasion, we enjoyed a drink at our local pub; tucked in my pocket was a tiny carved hedgehog I'd finished months earlier. I'm unsure why I'd picked it up that evening, but I had. A woman in her late forties walked in with her daughter and sat at a table near us. I'd seen them before and knew they lived in the village. I swear I felt the hedgehog struggle to get out of my pocket. I knew what to do; stepping over to them, I placed the hedgehog in the older woman's hand.
"I believe that this should be yours," I said.
She looked at it for a long time as it sat on her upturned palm. I'm convinced it twitched and then settled down. She looked up and smiled at me with tears in her eyes. "Thank you; today would have been our 25th anniversary, and my husband and I loved watching the hedgehogs that lived in our garden.
Occasionally, I'd come across a piece of wood that, in its depth, hid something incredibly unique and personal to me. What would emerge from the depths I've kept hidden away? The first to appear was an image of a sleeping Zoe; several more came over the years, morphing to include our daughter after she was born. They were an extension of my love. I've never shown them to anyone, not even Zoe. Twelve sat in the back of a locked cupboard in my workshop.
I wasn't the only one in our family passionate about their art. I could stand and watch Zoe work for hours when she loses herself to her art--lost in concentrating on the model and the evolving image slowly appearing on the canvas. I love how she chews on the end of her brush as she concentrates. Her flicking the hair back behind her ear sings to my heart. She became one with her art; the model was positioned, and Zoe would enter a separate plane. More than once, after a long, all-day session, I've had to take the brush from her tightly bent fingers and give the poor model their freedom.
Not that I'm alone in watching the other. I've seen her sneaking glances at me while I was working, smiling as she frantically drew in her ever-present notebook. I found her notebook on her bench one afternoon. It was full of charcoal sketches of me. The one large oil painting of me she's completed hangs in our bedroom. I'm shown bent over my bench, concentrating on the complex joint I'm creating. It's the only authentic signed painting she's finished of me; the others were small informal studies.
She tells me that I'm her most challenging subject. She's never been satisfied that any of her paintings or sketches do me justice. She doesn't feel she can capture the essence of me in paint. She tells me that one is the closest she's ever come to capturing the depth of my emotion for the wood I'm working on.

------------------------
We met one sunny afternoon in May of my final year at college. At that time, I was sharing a house on the outskirts of Brighton with a couple of other final-year students and an established artist. That year, the house was included in the Brighton Artist's open house scheme, as Donald, the artist, had gained a reputation as an up-and-coming sculptor.
If you've never heard of the Brighton open house scheme, you have missed a fantastic opportunity to meet artists in their homes and view their work. The scheme runs for a couple of months each year, and local artists turn their homes into temporary art galleries.
Our house was a popular stop on the tour due to Donald's growing reputation. He, in turn, was magnanimous in allowing his housemates to display a few of their pieces alongside his. I took advantage of his generosity and displayed a couple of my carvings and a desk and chair.
The pieces I carve are visual and tactile; they beg you to pick them up and feel their sinuous curves. To a lesser extent, my furniture follows the same rules. I'd placed a piece close to my heart in the desk's middle. I told anyone who showed interest that if they could work out what it represented and, more importantly, what it meant to me, then they were the person who deserved to own it. Before this piece, my carvings were predominantly of animals. This one was different; it had been born from a family tragedy. Since I'd set it reverently in the centre of the table, several people had offered their opinions, but none had been correct. A few visitors realised it was a stylised person, but none recognised or understood the emotion it represented and the reason behind its creation.
I saw a young woman pick up the piece. She held it reverently as she slowly turned it over and over in her hands, and tears formed in the corner of her eyes.
Approaching her, I gestured at the carving and asked, "What do you see?"
She looked up at me from the piece cradled in her hands. "A woman," she said immediately. Then, after looking back down, she added, "A beautiful woman twisted in grief for the loss of a loved one."
She held my gaze. "This is your work." It wasn't a question. And you knew the woman." Again, it wasn't a question.
I nodded, the memory still painful, and tried to explain, "The woman is my cousin; she and her partner had lost their six-month-old daughter in an unexpected cot death."
I had poured all the family's grief into that piece, adding my own. I'd tried giving it to Gina, but she couldn't take it. 'It's too powerful," she told me. 'The emotions are so raw; I'd cry every time I saw it." So it had been sitting on a shelf in my room, waiting for someone who deserved to own it.
And that was our first interaction. I tried to give her the piece, but she refused. She shook her head and said, "It's part of you; you should never give it up." I knew she was right, and the piece had found its owner, only I'd been too close to it to understand I had been its intended owner all along. Many of my future pieces were carved with a specific person in mind, but a fair percentage
As a conciliation, I offered to take her out to dinner. She'd accepted with a gracious smile. Over dinner that evening, we exchanged our life stories, and by the end of the meal, I knew I was in love with the woman sitting opposite me. Our first tentative kiss as I walked her home sent shockwaves coursing through my body. Zoe gasped and pushed herself against me, her lips seeking mine for a second, longer, deeper kiss.
We did something neither of us had done on a first date: She returned to my room, and we made love. We enjoyed many more dates over the next few weeks until Zoe moved in with me for my last few months of college. A year later, just after she graduated, we got married.

------------------------
We live in a converted barn in Southeast England, situated on the outskirts of a village in East Sussex, not too far from Brighton. Soon after I graduated, my favourite spinster aunt sold me a property she had inherited for a pittance. That was the perfect price, as I could afford a pittance. The property consisted of a dilapidated farm cottage, a separate barn, and a stable block, all sitting on several acres. I sold the cottage and an acre of land to a developer and used the proceeds to convert the barn into a home.
After we moved into our new home, I drew up plans to convert the long stable block into a workplace. I intended to create a workshop for me at one end and a studio for Zoe at the other. The section in between would become our office and display area.
Working closely with a local builder, it took several months to make the building watertight, then a further six to transform it into a studio for Zoe and a workshop for me; I knew what each of us wanted from our working space. I trusted no one else to add the finishing touches. The building became a temple for our creativity. At the insistence of the insurance company, we installed a security system. We later added security cameras to the outside, office and workshop. Zoe refused to have any in her studio, citing her model's right to privacy, which I would later rue.
The summer after Zoe graduated, we got married. It was a low-key event, just family and close friends. It took us several years to establish our chosen careers, build our confidence, and attract the clientele we needed to survive. During the early days, we'd often anxiously wait for the post to deliver a cheque so we could pay the outstanding bills and buy food for that week. We survived on cycles of feast and famine.
Hopefully, that was past us, as we had both established a reputation in our respective fields, and the bank balance had benefited. No more waiting for a cheque to clear. Life was comfortable, and now we could afford the better things and send Siobhan to the private school in the village.
We immersed ourselves in the village's social life. The restaurant at the local pub was child-friendly, and when the village cricket team was short a player, I'd play the odd match. We'd been invited to join our local golf and sports club. Neither of us was inclined to chase a golf ball around the course, but we enjoyed tennis and badminton. There was a sauna and a decent-sized pool, which Siobhan loved. Outside the club, we enjoyed hiking; the South Downs that overshadowed the village gave us many trails to explore. Zoe was an excellent cook, and in the summer months, alfresco dinner parties in the garden became a staple of our social life.
Like all married couples, we had our little arguments and disagreements. But we never let them fester; we could always discuss our problems. In hindsight, Zoe's reluctance to discuss the situation we were to find ourselves in should have been a strong hint that there was a snake in our garden.
I'm not overtly jealous; I'd always trusted Zoe, but then again, I'll not stand idly by if a man comes on too strongly to Zoe. I had to temper any jealousy, especially around the studio when you consider the constant stream of attractive men and women vying for her attention, many of whom posed naked or semi-nude for their portraits. We had developed a set of professional rules that worked for us. If the sitter wanted a nude picture of themselves, I'd ensure I was within earshot. I'd seen Adonis's sitting for her, that even I could find attractive. She was always calm and collected. She would see me watching, and she would grin and blow me a kiss before returning to her palette of colours.
Early on, that rule only applied to male patrons, but after a couple of female sitters acted up, it was changed to all. Nor would she take a commission that required her to paint away from her studio. The only exception to her chaperone rule was the small group of professional models that Zoe hired for her projects--those we both trusted and, over the years, most had become friends.
Getting back to the current problem, a few weeks previously, she told me about a potential lucrative commission in the offing. A close friend had recommended her to a business college who was looking for someone to paint a portrait of himself. We had been sitting at the kitchen table; Zoe had just dropped our daughter off at the kindergarten and, on the way back, had picked up a batch of freshly baked croissants from our local baker.
As we sat buttering the still-warm croissants, she said, "I had a bit of an odd call yesterday from Linda. It seems she'd shown her new finance director, Marcus Forde, that painting of Paul I did, and he liked it so much he's keen for me to paint something similar for him."

***
This needs a bit of back history: Linda was Zoe's flatmate when we met, and we have stayed close friends with her and her husband ever since. She has been, and still is, my source of information on all things Zoe.



I knew the painting she mentioned and was surprised that Linda had let the guy see it. It was a nude study of him. It was one of a pair that Zoe had painted as a gift for Linda and Paul's tenth anniversary the previous year. The second was a naked study of Linda, and they both hung in their bedroom.
Zoe wanted to paint the pair together. When she mentioned her idea to Linda, she suggested two separate paintings and did not mention them to Paul. Linda wanted both paintings to be a complete surprise. Linda had modelled for Zoe in the past, and an early semi-nude painting of her was one of Zoe's favourites. Linda was keen to have her own slightly more risqué version. The original was on display in a prestigious gallery in London.
To keep the secret of Paul's painting, it was one of the rare occasions Zoe agreed to paint from a set of photographs provided by Linda. It was only possible because, as she said, "I've seen him in those brief swimming trunks of his, so often I'm sure I can fill in the missing parts using Linda's photos."
Both paintings displayed the couple tastefully naked, the skill of the artist creating a sense of eroticism without revealing more than was necessary. Zoe had refused to accept any payment from either of them when she unveiled them to the happy couple, and I'd helped Paul hang them in their bedroom.
Now, this person wanted a painting of himself, and as Zoe had mentioned Paul's painting, I guessed he wanted his to be in a similar style.

***
I expressed my surprise that they would let anyone see the painting of him.
Zoe shook her head. "Oh, I doubt he's seen the originals. Linda said he saw a photo of Paul's on her phone when she showed him photos of their house."
"Oh," I replied, "A nude study of himself he wants, is it?" I said, channelling my best Yoda impression, which, to be honest, was pathetic and made her grin.
She rolled her eyes at me.
"Well, he is presumptuous, isn't he?" I pointed out.
She smirked in agreement and nodded, "I gather he's a bit full of himself. Linda says he's convinced the sun shines out of his arse, and if you get on his wrong side, he can make life miserable for you. She asked me to consider taking the commission as a favour to her, to keep him off her back. She's worried that if I say no, he could make life difficult for her."
It sounded like she didn't have a good working relationship with the man and was passing on the potential problem to Zoe. I didn't think that was a good enough reason for her to take the commission, so I asked Linda about the man.
"The painting of Paul is one of a pair." I pointed out. "Is Marcus interested in a similar pair of paintings?" I asked.
"I don't know; I'll ask him if he does call."
That call came a few days later while I was out delivering a desk to a local businessman. Zoe gave me the details after I returned.
"He only wants one of himself, so I guess he's not in a relationship," she told me as we sat at the kitchen table. She hesitated momentarily, "He gave me an odd vibe, and I'm not sure I want to take the commission. He was pushing me to say yes there and then. I told him I always meet potential clients before considering their commission and that even a face-to-face meeting wasn't a guarantee I'd agree."
She took a sip of her coffee and came around the table. She stood behind me and draped her arms across my chest. She nuzzled the back of my neck. She murmured, "One day, I will do you justice and replace the one in our bedroom with a perfect version."
I turned in my chair and pulled her onto my lap. "Why would you want a painting of me when you can have the original?" I asked her with a broad grin.
She laughed, and our lips met, hers sweet from the apricot jam she'd used, "Because, then, I can have my cake and eat it, dummy." She wriggled in my lap and smiled when she felt me respond.
"You are a wicked woman," I said, "Don't start something you're not willing to follow through with."
"Who says I'm not willing to follow through?" Zoe murmured as she wriggled again.
She turned to face me, sitting astride my lap, the hem of her skirt sliding up her thighs. The sheer fabric of her panties peeping out moulded like a second skin to her body. She rolled her hips further, exposing more of her panties, then pushed herself against the bulge in my jeans. She wrapped her arms around my neck, her lips urgently seeking mine in a crushing kiss. She grasped the bottom of my tee shirt, pulling it over my head and throwing it on the floor behind me. She bent her head forward and sucked one of my nipples into her mouth.
I picked her up, and my eagerness was evident in my continuing actions. She locked her legs and arms around me to hold me close. I carried her to the lounge, and we collapsed on the sofa, and nature took its course.
Afterwards, I looked at her flushed features. She'd lost her blouse, and her bra was around her neck. Her skirt looked like a belt around her waist, and her panties were a scrap of torn fabric hanging off one ankle. She had never looked more beautiful to me.
"Holy Christ, where did that come from, Dave?" She gasped.
"You inspired me; you always do."
As her breath returned to normal, she whispered, "I love you." I kissed her in reply.
"Have you got time for a shower?" I asked.
She nodded, "Geraldine isn't due for her sitting until two."
I picked her up, carried her upstairs to our bathroom and stood her down. She removed her battered skirt and bra as I ran the water.
She held her skirt up for me to see. "I think it's died a happy death; you owe me a new one, lover boy."
I smiled and said, "A price well worth paying." She laughed and pulled me into the shower.

------------------------
We were hurrying across the courtyard when Geraldine arrived. She's an old friend of my family, a barrister who had recently taken her silk and been appointed Queen's Counsel. Her chambers wanted a portrait for their boardroom to celebrate the selection, and Geraldine insisted that Zoe be given the commission.
I've known Geraldine since I was a young boy. Our parents are close friends, and for many years, the two families would spend the summer holidays together in Cornwall. She's a few years older than me, and as a thirteen-year-old, she had been my first unrequited love. I gave her a dolphin I'd carved from a piece of driftwood found on the beach as a token of my love. She'd accepted it and then let me down without bruising my fragile ego. Even now, that dolphin carved by a besotted thirteen-year-old sits on her mantelpiece.
We greeted her with hugs and kisses, and she smiled as she gave our wet hair a knowing look. Zoe led her to her studio, and I headed to my workshop. I was supposed to apply the finishing touches to a sideboard, but it held no attraction that day. Instead, I retrieved an off-cut of zebra wood that I'd saved from a commission earlier that year. It had been sitting on a shelf for months. I'd known that there was something important hiding inside of it. At the time, I wasn't sure what it was; I knew it was important to me, but now I know what it was.
Twice, I had to put it to one side when Zoe came into my workroom. I'm unsure why I needed to hide it from her, but I knew I should. It was mid-afternoon before I was satisfied with my handy work. On the bench before me lay a ten-inch long stylised reclining nude. It was (at least to me) a representation of a pregnant Zoe in a post-orgasmic state. The head, a featureless oval, was stretched back, resting on a pillow, her hair cascading waves. One hand rose to reach for her lover, the other resting protectively across her bulging abdomen. One leg was straight, and the other had the knee slightly raised and falling to the side, open and welcoming. The curves and the grain flowed, one into another, negating the need for fine details. The wood seemingly glowed with an inner depth. I would seal it with my favourite beeswax polish and buff it to highlight the striking contrasts within the wood grain.
I straightened, my back creaking in protest, highlighting the time spent hunched over. I picked it up, turned it over and over, unlocked the cupboard, and placed it on the shelf with the other pieces I had yet to share with anyone. They were a testimony of my love of the two people closest to me, a gallery of love and devotion.
An hour later, I stroked the top of the sideboard I should have been working on all day. I'd given it its final coat of polish, and the piece was ready for the client. It was beautiful, a masterpiece of my craft, lovingly created, yet it seemed dull and lifeless compared to the gems hiding in the locked cupboard. Zoe's studio was dark; I set the alarm, locked the building, and strolled to the house.
The kitchen was warm and welcoming, as were my two ladies sitting at the table. Wonderful baking aromas were coming from the Aga. I kissed Zoe and picked up my daughter. She laughed and wriggled in my arms as I pressed my face into her tummy and blew a raspberry.
"Isn't Daddy silly?" Zoe said, happiness suffusing her voice.
My daughter giggled as she looked down at me as I held her out. "I'm a big girl," she cried out.
"That you are, beautiful." I held her close; she tucked her head on my shoulder, and I could smell the hint of cinnamon in her hair.
"Have you been helping mummy with the baking?" I asked.
She looked at Zoe, who nodded, "It's a surprise for you, spidy... spicy buns. Is that right, mummy?"
"Oh, how did you guess they were my favourites?"
She whispered in my ear, "Mummy told me."
Zoe came over and took Siobhan from me. "Daddy must wash and change while we check on the buns."
I took the hint, quickly showered, and changed into clean clothes. As I stood on the landing, looking down at Zoe and Siobhan, I saw that it had been an enjoyable day.

------------------------
A week later, we had our first meeting with Marcus, his arrival epitomising his character. A bright red Porsche 911 convertible sped up our drive, scattering gravel in its wake. The driver blatantly ignored the sign, requesting visitors to drive slowly. He screeched to a halt in the courtyard. He unfolded himself from the car's interior and stood, surveying his surroundings as he ran his fingers through his windswept hair.
His noisy entrance drew us to the kitchen door, and we greeted him. He was just over six feet tall, an intelligent, good-looking man in a tailored suit. His face was thin, brown eyes and a sharp nose, and he was capped with expensively styled light brown hair. He was an elegant, handsome man who appeared to be fully aware of the picture he presented. I guessed he was in his mid-thirties.
He stood watching us approach; I could sense him coolly accessing us. He gave Zoe a long, penetrating smile at Zoe, while at the same time seemingly dismissing me.
"Hi, you must be the gorgeous Zoe I've heard so much about," he said. "I'm Marcus," and he held his hand to her.
She shook it, "Nice to meet you," she replied. Then she gestured in my direction, "This is my husband, Dave."
I offered my hand, and he took it and tried the macho man squeeze. I responded in kind and added a bit. A brief grimace slid across his expression just before I released his hand. Tucking his hand behind his back, he said dismissively, concentrating on Zoe, "Oh right, Linda mentioned you were married to a carpenter." Then, ignoring me, he stepped closer to Zoe. I flashed her a surprised look, and she gave me a confused shrug.
"Shall we sort out the schedule and payment details?" Marcus said.
Zoe looked surprised, confirming my understanding she hadn't agreed to the commission. I unlocked the entrance to the studios and switched off the bleeping alarm. The entrance opened into the space we used as a reception, office and gallery. At the rear was a large toilet and shower room with a bench and several lockers, doubling as a changing room for Zoe's models. Zoe showed Marcus to a group of chairs set around an occasional table, all prices I'd created. She asked him to sit and offered him a coffee while I opened the double doors leading into her studio and switched on the lights. Then, I opened up my workshop. It took me a few minutes to prepare everything for the day, and I rejoined them in the office.
I could sense the tension in the air as I entered. Zoe shook her head as I poured myself a coffee and sat on the old sofa in the corner, not wanting to intrude but interested in hearing what was said.
"I'm sorry, but it's a rule we have." She was saying. "After an awkward situation in the past, I don't work outside my studio. Even here, I only allow sitters to pose nude if my husband chaperones me. I'm sure Linda must have told you."
"She may have mentioned it, but I'm sure you can make an exception in my case," he said. "I'm a busy man, and I have access to a flat near my office we could use. This place, as nice as it is," he added dismissively, "is over an hour's drive each way." His voice was soft and pleasant, yet there was a hint of strength and arrogance in the background.
Zoe looked flustered, "I'm sorry, but I don't need your commission; I've enough work on the books to keep me busy for the next year. If you want me to paint you, you must accept that it will be here and under my rules." She glanced in my direction for support.
Marcus saw and turned to appeal to me, "You understand my position, don't you?"
I shook my head, "I'm sorry, I agree with Zoe; we made those rules for everyone's safety."
He argued for another ten minutes, but we were not inclined to change our position. He kept offering more money as though that was the solution. "Compensation for your extra time and effort," he said as he tried to convince her.
Finally, with a sour expression, he accepted that he wouldn't change her mind and that Zoe's studio was the only option. I thought she'd had enough of the man and was likely to refuse the commission, but she surprised me by agreeing after proposing a price that was almost double her usual fee. Marcus didn't even flinch as he agreed.
They arranged for her to start in a month. She added the date and time of his first sitting to her appointment diary and wrote the details on one of her business cards. Then, she reminded him that she would need several images of his bed as a reference for the background. They shook hands again as he left; he held on to her hand for several seconds longer than I thought was necessary.
As I heard his car race down the drive, I commented, "He seriously wants a painting of himself naked on his bed! What an egotistical arsehole; why did you agree, for Christ's sake?" And why, I wondered, did he want a nude of himself?
"Because he's going to end up paying me an obscene amount of money, that's why. Although I agree he's an arsehole," then added in a whisper to herself that I could barely hear. "But an intriguing one."

------------------------
Over the next couple of weeks, life followed its regular pattern. Yet deep down, there was something about Marcus's and Zoe's reaction to him that kept niggling at me. Zoe was keen to give me the impression she wasn't concerned about the commission. I couldn't help wondering why, given Linda's seeming dislike of the man, she would provide Zoe's details to Marcus and apply pressure to get Zoe to accept Marcus as a client.
Finally, concern and curiosity got the better of me. On a Saturday, when Zoe was going to Brighton, and I knew Linda would be home alone, I gave her a call. I had a few hours; Zoe would show her favourite gallery owner several landscapes she hoped he would display in his gallery. They were in a looser, slightly abstract style she was experimenting with. She was happy with the results and wanted a second, informed opinion.
When I mentioned that I was calling to get an insight into Marcus, Linda fell silent before saying she needed to go shopping. She offered to meet for lunch, suggesting a pub on the Downs. When I arrived, she was already seated at a dark corner table. She was sipping a glass of red wine and had ordered a couple of rounds of sandwiches for us to share. I ordered a pint of best bitter and joined her.
I said hello and kissed her on the cheek. She greeted me and toyed with her drink before giving me a considered look and asked, "Have you met him?"
"Once, a couple of weeks ago. It was when he came to confirm the commission."
"Has Zoe met him other than that time?"
I shook my head, "Not yet; she's supposed to start next week," I told her. Linda looked relieved to hear that. I continued, "There's something about him that makes me uneasy. You were the one who recommended him to Zoe; what's going on?"
She gave me a guilty look. "Because he could have made my life intolerable if I hadn't."
Her guilty look transformed into one of concern. "It would be best if you kept an eye on him; I wouldn't leave him alone with her," she said.
Now, my spider senses were on full alert.
"He's got the gift of the gab," she added. "He could charm a bird from a tree. I've learnt how easily he can get under your skin."
I gave her a concerned look, "What do you mean?" I asked.
She hesitated and swallowed, "He's got a reputation as a womaniser, and his target of preference is married women. He's had at least three affairs with married women from our offices in the past six months, and he doesn't seem to care if he gets caught; in fact, he seems to enjoy it. One is getting divorced; the others are hanging on to their marriages by fingernails."
I looked at her in surprise, wondering why he still worked there, and she answered my unspoken question. "He gets away with it because his uncle is the board's chairman."
"Shit... how the hell did he ever hear about Zoe in the first place?"
She didn't answer immediately; she sat there twisting the corner of a paper napkin around her fingers. Finally, she breathed in and said, "That's my fault." She wouldn't meet my eyes. "Please, you need to promise me you'll never breathe a word of what I'm about to tell you. If you do, it could end my marriage. And I don't want you to discuss it with Zoe."
This sounded so unlike her that I sat back in my seat and carefully checked her expression. I had known Linda almost as long as I had Zoe, and they were like sisters. I couldn't recall when she'd wanted to keep a secret from Zoe.
I took a few moments to consider, sensed I needed her information, and didn't like my options. "That's not fair on me; I'll only agree to say nothing if it's something that doesn't directly affect my marriage. If it does, then all bets are off."
"But you won't mention what I tell you with Paul?" She repeated.
"If it turns out there's no reason, I'll stay quiet," I reluctantly agreed, giving her a straw to hold on to. Reluctantly because I needed to know, but accepting her request would tie my hands as I don't believe in breaking confidences. But I would if I had to, and she knew.
She looked at me, "You promise?" I heard the quiver in her voice and gave a brief nod.
She took a deep breath in and then let it out. "He knows about Zoe because he saw several photographs of her and the paintings she did of us when he was fucking me! I was one of his three affairs."
Of all the things she could have told me, this was the last I'd expected. I could see tears in the corner of her eyes, and she couldn't look at me.
"I know I sound like a bad cheating wife story, but I couldn't resist him; he was a whirlwind. I love Paul; I'd never contemplated having an affair. It was like my mind was saying one thing and my body another."
"How the hell did it happen?" I asked, not sure I wanted to know.
She sighed, "About three months ago, he asked me for support at a meeting with important American customers. It turned into an all-day meeting, and he decided to take them to dinner afterwards and insisted I join them. I guessed it would end late, as the company offered to book me a hotel room.



Paul was okay with it as he didn't want me to travel back here late at night. God, I wish I had now. Marcus talked me into spending the night with him, a combination of too much to drink and his forceful personality. I couldn't get enough of him, and in hindsight, I don't understand why; he's only a slightly better-than-average lover; Paul's miles better. I guess it was a case of forbidden fruit."
She looked at me to see how I was taking her revelation. I gestured for her to continue. She carried on in a monotone as if describing something that had happened to someone else.
"After that first time, I told him to leave me alone, and I meant it, but a week later, when I was working late, he walked into my office, and within a few moments, I was bent over my desk as he fucked me. I hated myself for being weak, but the forbidden raw sex was intoxicating. After that, he only had to get me on my own, and I wouldn't be able to resist. We continued like that for a torrid month; half the office knew something was happening between us."
I interrupted her monologue, not interested in the details of her sordid affair. All I wanted was to discover Marcus's current goal. "Linda, how is Zoe part of this?"
She held her hand up in a waiting gesture, "I'm getting to that. Remember a month ago; Paul was up north on that golfing weekend?" I nodded; she'd given him a golfing package for his 30th birthday, a weekend at St Andrews. He'd wanted me to go with him, but I couldn't think of anything less appealing. He went with his brother Tony, a jolly boys trip organised by both wives.
"Marcus turned up out of the blue at the house on Saturday night; I'd kept him clear of my family. I didn't know he knew where I lived, so I wasn't expecting him. Fortunately, the children were having a sleepover at my sister's, but I'm not sure their presence would have stopped him. He walked in like he owned the place and led me into the kitchen. Somehow, he'd learned that Paul was away, and the next moment, I'm sat on the kitchen counter, my panties pulled to one side, and he's thrusting into me like a mad man."
She'd begun squirming in her seat as she'd recounted the event, and realising, she gave me an embarrassed look. She whispered, "It felt fucking amazing, being taken like that. When he finished, he demanded I clean him up with my mouth."
"Jesus Christ, Linda," I snapped, sensing that she wasn't as upset about the affair as she was making out. "I don't want to hear the fucking details."
She gave me a hang-dog look and muttered, "Sorry." She drained her glass.
"He wanted to use the bedroom and saw those photos of Zoe and me on the landing wall--the ones Paul took on holiday last year. Marcus wanted to know who she was, so I showed him the paintings. The next thing I remember, he was fucking me on our bed."
"After we'd finished, I was lying on the bed and got a reality check. I looked around the room, and all I could see were things that reminded me of Paul and our children. I couldn't believe I'd been so stupid; it wasn't even great sex. I felt used and sick to my stomach. I threw up all over the carpet, screaming at Marcus to fuck off."
I still didn't understand, "Why, in God's name, after all that he did to you, would you point him in Zoe's direction?"
She looked at me with anguish written across her face, "Because he agreed to leave me alone and not tell Paul if I were to put in a good word for him and convince her to take his commission."
She held her hands out to me, tears in her eyes, and I took hold of them, resisting the temptation to grab her shoulders and give her a violent, satisfying shake, well gratifying for me.
She continued, "He tried to convince me that he was only interested in Zoe doing a painting for him, but I didn't believe him. The painting is a means to an end; he'll pile on the charm. I know how trusting Zoe can be, and I'm sorry, but I don't think she'll be able to resist him."
Fuck, this sounded serious. "I won't leave her alone with him, that I can promise you," I said. I meant that I agreed with Linda's assessment of Zoe. She was too trusting; there was a good chance she might not be aware of what he was doing until too late.
"I've got to get back," she said. "I didn't intend to give you all the gory details, but you needed to know how easily he can get to her." She gestured to herself. "I'm the prime example of how charming he can be. I guess he's already tried to get her on his own?"
"He did, but she shot him down. When she first started, there were a couple of awkward situations. Now, she'll only use the studio if she's working with a model, and even then, only if I'm close by."
"Good; if she can keep him at arm's length long enough, he'll get bored and look for easier prey. He's got the attention span of an insect. Just let me know when he's coming. I don't want to be around in case he takes it in his mind to try and see me again."
By now, I was seriously concerned. "Jesus, Linda, I don't see how to keep this from Zoe. She needs to know what an asshole he is!"
She looked at me, terrified. "Dave, you can't; if you tell her, Paul will find out. I know he will. I'll lose him, and it'll destroy our family. Please say you'll keep quiet." She waited for me to say something, anything.
I knew what she wanted to hear, so with false reluctance, I said, "I'll keep quiet for the moment, but only if you agree to talk to Zoe if the needs arise. You don't have to go into details about your affair, but you'll need to tell her what he's like. If you have to, you can say one of the other women confided in you."
Finally, she nodded her head and stood to leave. I rose, and she sobbed as she hugged me and then left. I sat back down and finished my pint, leaving the sandwiches uneaten, having lost my appetite. I tried to work out my options; frustratingly, there weren't many, and none auspicious. The obvious one was to tell Zoe about Linda's affair and accept the fallout, something I prefer not to have on my conscience. Yet if I had to, I would; my marriage trumped her hands down.
In the short term, I will do my best to convince Zoe to drop the commission, and if that option doesn't work, I will watch him like a hawk.
I set about implementing option two that evening, only to fall foul of another of her traits, which, fortunately for me, rarely raised its ugly head. Occasionally, she can be as stubborn as a mule if she thought she was in the right. Sadly, this turned out to be one of those times when she'd convinced herself she could handle Marcus and was doing this to help Linda. Nor did it help my case; as she pointed out, this was her most lucrative commission.
"We don't need his money," I said, "and in any case, I've been hearing some odd things about him."
I tried my best to give her a much-edited version of Linda's tale, and as I'd suggested to Linda, I made it sound like Marcus' affair had been with one of her work colleagues.
Zoe gave me a long, studied look. Then she said, "I'll be fine; just stay in earshot while he's around." She paused, "I'll try to cut his sittings down to the bare minimum; I can probably get away with half a dozen, maybe only five if I'm fortunate."
I nodded; that was probably the best I could hope for.

------------------------
Marcus turned on the charm the next time he met Zoe. I'd hoped I would only need to be vigilant during his time in the studio, and I intended to be present for each. Unfortunately, fate decided to rear its ugly head and decreed life wouldn't be that simple.
The following weekend was the Golf club's summer dance. As was usual, we'd gone as a foursome with Linda and Paul. Zoe looked beautiful and wore a flowing dark green cocktail dress; it was simple yet elegant, the hem falling to her knees. Underneath it, she was happy to tantalise me by wearing expensive French-designed skimpy lingerie in dark blue. Sheer black stay-up stockings add the final touch.
We'd arrived at the golf club in a good mood, having met up with our friends for an early dinner at a local restaurant. Bitter experience had taught us that the food served at the dance would be scanty and indifferent at best. As we ate, we discussed our plans for a joint skiing vacation for the following year. Siobhan and their two children were now old enough that we thought they would enjoy the experience.
This was the first time I'd seen Linda since we'd met at the pub; she was nervous around me, and I was cool to her. It was enough that Zoe pulled me aside as we left and wanted to know if Linda and I had an issue. I passed it off, saying I was still miffed at Linda over her involvement in the Marcus situation.
"I still think she should have checked with you before giving Marcus your details."
"She thought she was doing me a favour."
"One that could come back to bite us!" I pointed out.
"It's not her fault," Zoe insisted. "You need to apologise to her. I'm sure he will be a gentleman."
"He better be. If he isn't, I don't care how much he's paying you; he will be out on his ear. You saw how he treated me; remember, I'm just a carpenter," I retorted bitterly.
She gave me a sympathetic smile. "He did manage to wind you up. I'll ensure he understands that if he doesn't behave, I'll cancel the commission."
At the Golf club, we claimed a table off to the side of the stage where a local swing band played classic dance tunes. I enjoy dancing, especially with Zoe, but I'll admit, I'm not very good, and neither is Linda. I felt an achievement every time we completed a circuit of the floor without stepping on Zoe's feet. Zoe and Paul, on the other hand, were both excellent dancers, having taken dancing lessons as teenagers. There would usually come a point in the evening when Linda and I would step back and watch as we allowed our partners to demonstrate their skills. Zoe and Paul were in their element, floating gracefully across the floor.
We'd been there for a couple of hours when the situation changed. Linda and I were enjoying a drink as we watched Paul and Zoe circulating the dance floor, beginning to get into their rhythm. The tension between us had eased.
Then, my ongoing problem smacked me in the face. Linda casually glanced around the room, then started, going as pale as a ghost and beginning to shake. "No, no, no, he can't be here." Her eyes were fixed on the people standing by the bar over to the left of us.
I looked in the direction she was staring, and I couldn't see what was worrying her. Then the group shifted, and Marcus came into view, conversing with a blonde woman and another couple I thought I knew from somewhere. Marcus was casually resting one hand on the shoulder of the woman, and the other held a glass. She looked in her mid-thirties, a head shorter than her companion. Her blonde hair was cut in a pageboy bob with an expensive casual look. She wore a semi-formal gown that showed her curves, with a low neckline that barely constrained her ample breasts.
"What's he doing here?" I asked.
"I've no idea," she said anxiously. "He's not a member, so he must be a guest of the Paterson's."
Ahh, that's who the other couple were, and I mentally kicked myself; I should have recognised them. Roger and Lydia Paterson had bought one of my very early pieces, a sideboard.
"Who's the woman with him? Is it his wife?"
"No, he's not married. I've seen her here with the Paterson's before; she's Lydia's sister." She moved, easing herself behind me. "Look, can you get Paul for me? I can't stay here; I don't trust him. He's so arrogant he's likely to come over here to rub Paul up, and he will know something happened between us."
"Step behind that column," I told her, thinking quickly. "Marcus won't be able to see you from where he's standing. I'll tell Paul that you're feeling sick and need to go. The way you look at the moment, he'll believe it!"
We both kept an eye on Marcus while we talked. Linda stepped back behind the column, confirming Marcus couldn't see her. I move around the tables, intending to intercept the dancing couple while continuing to watch Marcus. He was casually looking around as he listened to his companion.
I could tell from the smile the moment he spotted Zoe dancing with Paul. It wasn't a casual smile, more the sort a hunter gave his prey. He took several steps in their direction but stopped when he saw me moving towards them. Carefully sidestepping the other dancers, I tapped Paul on the shoulder.
He looked surprised; it was unusual for me to interrupt them when they were in full flow. "Are you cutting in, Dave?" he wanted to know.
I shook my head, "No, it's not that. Not that I wouldn't want to dance with my lovely wife," I hastened to add as I saw her frown. "Linda needs you; she's not feeling well and wants to leave." They both turned to look at her.
"Christ, she looks rough," Paul said, and we returned to her.
It didn't take much for Linda to convince Paul they should leave. I would have been happy to go with them, but Zoe had other ideas. There were a couple of our friends she wanted to speak to before we left.
"I just need fifteen minutes, half an hour at the most," she explained, "I promised to have a quick word with Sarah and Geraldine. Can you get me a glass of wine?"
"I haven't seen Sarah, but I think I saw Geraldine on the terrace a little earlier," I offered.
"Thanks," she said as she headed toward Sarah.
The bar was busy, so ordering our drinks took me a few minutes. Then an old college mate waylaid me as I started to look for her. It took me ten minutes to escape him and resume my search for Zoe. I looked around the room and saw Sarah but not Zoe. The Patersons sat at a nearby table. Lydia's sister was with them, but I couldn't see Marcus. Linda's words rattled around my head. "Don't let him be alone with her."
She's probably on the terrace, I thought and headed outside. The evening was still warm with a gentle cooling breeze. The terrace was dotted with groups of tables and chairs, lit by strings of fairy lights and flickering oil lamps. It took my eyes a moment to adapt. At first, I couldn't see her, but finally, I spotted her sitting with Geraldine at a table in the far corner of the terrace, half hidden by a bush in a pot.
There was no sight of Marcus, and I began to relax as I walked over, only to tense up as he came into view, sitting on a chair on the far side of Zoe, hidden behind the bush. His hand was casually resting on Zoe's forearm, and she laughed at something he'd just said.
He must have sensed me approaching as his hand unhurriedly fell to his side, and he eased his chair away from Zoe. I suspect he would have liked to make his excuses and leave before I finished weaving around the intervening tables. Unfortunately for him, he'd managed to box himself into a corner and couldn't extricate himself fast enough.
I placed Zoe's drink before her and pulled a chair from a nearby table. I squeezed in between Zoe and Geraldine. It put me opposite Marcus, and he shuffled in his chair to move even further from Zoe and face Geraldine.
I said hi, kissed Geraldine on the cheek, and Zoe squeezed my hand. One of those awkward silences settled on us as I stared at Marcus.
The pregnant pause continued until Marcus decided to break the silence. He looked in my direction and said, "I was looking for you, but I found these two beautiful women first." I was slightly surprised, and Geraldine's expression must have mirrored mine.
"Oh," I said. It was not my most intelligent response, but I was intrigued to see where this was going.
"Yes ... Well, I was over at the Patersons's for drinks earlier this evening," he said. "I'm a good friend of Lydia's sister, Silvia," he added and continued. "I saw their amazing sideboard. Lydia was telling me you made it."
I nodded; it's one of my first pieces," adding, "Not bad for a carpenter," remembering what he'd called me.
Marcus appeared to ignore my comment, but I saw Zoe looking embarrassed and Geraldine confused. "I'd be interested in commissioning something similar," he said. "An entertainment cabinet for my place in town. What would the damage be?"
I gave him a predatory smile; I wasn't interested in taking a commission from him, which is probably why I said what I said next.
"I'm afraid not; my order book is full for at least another two years; I'm only accepting commissions from previous clients. Mind you, if I even considered it, it'd set you back north of thirty-five grand, with a ten grand non-refundable deposit."
Not that I was ever going to make him anything. As soon as the first question a potential customer asks is 'how much', I'm usually not interested in producing anything for them.
In hindsight, (isn't that such a marvellous thing!) I now regret saying that, as I suspect that's when the situation turned from being a bit of fun for Marcus and became a serious game, with Zoe as the prize. If he couldn't get me to do what he wanted, then he'd try and take something precious to me. I know I regretted being as blunt as I was.
"That's a lot of money for furniture," he commented dryly. Then, shifting to face Zoe, he said, "I'm looking forward to starting with you next week. I do so admire your work."
Zoe blushed, making her look even cuter. She tried to defend me, saying, "Dave doesn't make 'just' furniture. His are physical representations of art."
Marcus held up his hands in mock surrender. "I wasn't trying to trivialise David's skill, but compared to your work, I know which I prefer."
Zoe is humble when it comes to her work. She still finds it difficult to accept people like it as much as they do, making her vulnerable to praise. I watched her glow in the praise as Marcus carried on commenting on the various pieces of hers he'd seen. I'll say one thing for him: he'd done his homework, and he said just the right things. She went from embarrassed to happy with a hint of adoration in a few minutes. Watching her bask in his phoney admiration confirmed I had a fight on my hands.
Geraldine came to my rescue, announcing that she needed to 'powder her nose' and taking a slightly reluctant Zoe. I'm a man; can someone tell me why women don't seem to be able to go to the bathroom on their own when they are out in public? I didn't care this time, as it got Zoe away from Marcus. Reading the expression on Geraldine's face, I saw that she was about to have a quiet word with Zoe.
I could sense that Marcus wanted to carry on, but I had decided that he'd done enough damage for the evening. I turned my back on him and headed indoors to intercept Zoe on her return.
I found her and Geraldine near the corridor to the restrooms. Zoe looked somewhat embarrassed as Geraldine gestured animatedly as she spoke to her. Geraldine fell silent as I approached; Zoe hugged her and then came over and hugged me.
"Can we leave, please?" she asked. She turned to Geraldine, "Come see me on Monday, please." Geraldine agreed, and we left.
I glanced back and glimpsed Marcus by the entrance to the terrace, watching us leave. I resisted the temptation to give him the finger and, instead, wrapped my arm around Zoe, resting my hand on her bottom, ensuring he saw me. She moved in closer and put her arm around my waist.
"I love you," I whispered into her ear.
"I know, I don't deserve you." She whispered back.
We'd reached the car, and I turned her to face me. "I've loved you from the first day we met. You are everything to me. Every night, I fall asleep grateful for another day with you and Siobhan."
She buried her face into my chest, and I heard her whisper, "I love you so much it hurts."
We drove back home in silence, her hand delicately caressing my thigh. Jane, the babysitter, told us our daughter had been a little angel. She's the eighteen-year-old daughter of our next-door neighbours. I paid her and, as per usual, gave her a lift home. Although she lived next door, in her case, next door was a farm a good half a mile down a dark and lonely road.



By the time I got back, Zoe had checked on Siobhan and changed out of her dress into her comfy clothes. She had poured me a glass of my favourite single malt and a glass of wine for herself. I hung my jacket over the back of a chair and tossed my tie on the table. We took our drinks to the patio, as the evening was still warm. She sat next to me on the bench and curled up against me.
I sat there for a few moments trying to decide the best way to broach the question of Marcus's behaviour, but Zoe was the first to break the silence.
"Geraldine is worried about Marcus's intentions; she feels he has an ulterior motive. I told her she was being silly; he was just being pleasant."
"She's not the only one who thinks that!"
"Don't tell me you are jealous of him, too."
My voice went cold, "Why the hell would I be jealous? I don't trust him," I retorted. "I told you what Linda said about him last week, that he's got a bit of a reputation as a womaniser around her office and has been hitting on some of her colleagues. Now she's discovered he's already had a couple of office affairs this year, and one of the women is now in the middle of a nasty divorce."
"You didn't tell me that before; when did you learn about that?"
"Linda saw him this evening and mentioned it in passing. She only found out about the divorce a couple of days ago." I was making it up on the fly. I didn't care if Zoe checked my story with Linda; that was her problem. But if it made Zoe question Marcus, I'd be happy with the outcome.
Zoe shook her head, "Dave, I'm happy. No, make that; I'm very happily married. There are only two people I love, and they are both here with me now. You've got nothing to worry about." She stroked my arm, which was wrapped around her.
She raised her head, and her lips sought mine, working their way up my neck and trailing little kisses until they found my waiting mouth.
I surrendered to her passion as she swung a leg over my lap and sat facing me. She held my head in both hands, stared deeply into my eyes, and whispered, "There has only been, and there will only be one man in my life, and that's you."
I replied the only way I could. I picked her up, and she wrapped her arms and legs around me. I carried her upstairs to our bed and made love to her until the wee hours of the morning.

------------------------
The rest of the weekend passed without any incidents. Zoe spoke to both Linda and Geraldine. I wasn't privy to those conversations, but afterwards, Geraldine and I talked.
Zoe had to go to Brighton Monday afternoon for a meeting with her gallery owner. She'd decided to take Siobhan with her to get new shoes.
I was in my workshop starting work on my next commission: a large piece in three parts, a glass-fronted display cabinet to be set between two matching bookcases. The three pieces were for the office of the chairman of a private bank in Switzerland. It would be a lot of work and take me at least four weeks to finish. I selected the pieces of wood I was going to need.
The bell in the workroom rang. I'd fitted a sensor at the entrance of our drive that rang a series of bells in the studio block and the house. It wasn't a security measure, per se, but a heads-up that someone was visiting. It had saved Zoe and me from several embarrassing situations in the past. Geraldine pulled up and got out of her car.
"Geraldine, how is 'my learned friend'," I asked with a smile.
She grinned at me, "I think you should beg the court for mercy and offer a cup of coffee as a bribe."
I kissed her on the cheek, and we headed into the office. I poured us both a cup of coffee, and we sat down.
"This is an unexpected pleasure," I told her. "What did I do to deserve this visit?"
She gave me a darkly piercing stare that looked deep inside my soul. It made me understand why she was so feared in court. She may be one of the country's youngest female QC, but that hasn't stopped her from already gaining a fearsome reputation.
"What's going on with Zoe and this Marcus chap?" She asked bluntly.
"I'm not sure," I replied. I held my hand up to forestall the follow-up question on her lips. "Nothing from Zoe's side, I'm sure, but I think it's pretty obvious Marcus's got more on his mind than just a painting."
I gave her chapter and verse on all I'd been told about Marcus without giving up my source.
"Summing it all up," she said, "He's a womaniser, a player, and you think Zoe is his next game."
I nodded.
She nodded sagely, "Well, that explains what I saw on Saturday night. He first mentioned he'd been looking for you when you sat down. Before that, he had laid it on Zoe thickly, and she lapped it up. Why, in god's name, haven't you put your foot down and told her to drop him?"
I gave her a surprised look. Did she think I was that naive? "Don't you think I haven't tried," I said exasperatedly. "Unfortunately, as you know, it's not that simple. We've never interfered in each other's careers; if I start now, she'll go all defensive. At least this way, I stand a chance of controlling the situation. If I try to make her block his access, I'm sure he will create other opportunities to meet her outside my control." I shrugged my shoulders. "In any case, I've already tried, and she shot me down. She's convinced that she's on top of the situation."
She sighed, "I suppose you are right, but it's a risky option. It's clear that he's intelligent and charming. Look how he made it seem like he was only talking to her while he waited to speak to you. And he was very smooth with his compliments; Zoe was lapping them up," she pointed out.
"I noticed," I replied bitterly. "He was only made aware of her a few weeks ago. But he must have studied up on her, as it seemed he knew a lot about her on Saturday. She's always been vulnerable to compliments because she doesn't completely believe in her abilities."
I gestured at a couple of her paintings in the office's gallery half. "Christ knows why; I mean, look at these. She's outstanding!"
"So it's a 'Catch 22' situation for you."
Not exactly how I would have described my situation, but I could see why she thought that. "True, but remember, I've got a secret weapon in Siobhan. From what I've gathered, he's not interested in long-term relationships. For him, it's all about the hunt and that first kill. I need to make it, so it's not worth his time and effort."
"You're not going to do anything stupid, are you?"
I shook my head, "He doesn't scare me, at least not physically. He's all show and bluff, and we are financially sound. But if he hurts her or my daughter, there's a chance I might need your professional services."
Geraldine hesitated momentarily, then gave me a brief smile, "Give me a tenner," she insisted.
I handed her a ten-pound note from the cash box, wondering why she wanted it.
"Good, you've hired me to act for you; I'll get the Clerk of my chambers to write a contract. Let's be prepared, just in case." Then she asked, "When is his first sitting?"
"It's supposed to be on Thursday."
"Okay, keep me updated, but I have to go. I've got a court case tomorrow I need to prepare for."
We stood up, and I escorted her back to her car.
As she got into the car, she kissed and hugged me. She said, "Don't forget that I love the three of you, and you need to give my goddaughter a kiss from me."
I smiled as I watched her drive away. Then, I grew serious as I walked back to my workshop. I continued selecting the lengths of wood I needed for my next project, but my heart wasn't in it. I pondered the situation I'd found myself in. I believed our relationship was solid, but I also had no idea how far Marcus would be willing to go. I realised I needed to have to have another talk with Linda. I needed her first-hand knowledge of Marcus to counter his seduction technique.
Zoe knew I was tense and preoccupied over the next few days. My next talk with Linda did little to ease my fears. She hadn't wanted to meet, but I insisted. We met in the same pub on Tuesday; I'd been to my suppliers and called in on my way back. I knew how much she loved Paul and their children, and I was concerned at how easily Marcus had managed to seduce her. I needed to know how he did it. The trouble was that she couldn't identify any single thing he did
"He seems to know exactly what to say and when to say it," she said in exasperation. "He ticked all my boxes, and I was in bed with him before I knew it. He made me question my love for Paul, so I will never forgive him."
She was close to tears, and she had to take several deep breaths before she could continue. "He's an absolute master at making you feel important, making you feel that he's got your best interests in mind. We'd had a couple of pleasant conversations before that evening in London, but nothing out of the ordinary. That evening, he was his usual self, charming and a perfect gentleman when we wined and dined with the Americans. He made me feel important; he kept deferring to me when they asked us a question. It seemed so natural to agree when he suggested we visit his room for a nightcap to evaluate the meeting. He was a force of nature; he kissed me, and I was lost."
She squeezed my hand. "You won't want to hear this, Dave, but for those few hours, he made my world rock. I couldn't have stopped myself more than I could stop the tide coming in."
"Shit," was all I could say in response.
"There is a silver lining to this, but it won't help you now."
I was willing to grasp at any straw. "What is it?" I asked.
"Once you finally see what lies beneath the veneer and you find the real Marcus, he loses his charm and never gets it back. All three of us say the same thing about him."
"So I just need him to show her the real Marcus before anything happens; any ideas on achieving that?"
Sadly, she shook her head.

------------------------
The sun dawned on Thursday, and I girded my loins in preparation for meeting my nemesis. Ultimately, it was anticlimactic. He arrived on time, driving sedately along the drive. He sat for Zoe, and I watched and listened to them through the office's open door. Apart from some artist-to-model-appropriate comments, nothing much was said. He thanked her as he left and waved to me through the open door.
I felt like a complete fraud, and I guess that was his plan. Zoe said nothing, but she'd known I'd not been working for the three hours he sat for her. I'd never done that before; I'd always been around, but I hadn't stopped working.
At breakfast, on the day of his next appointment, I got the 'I want to know that you're around if I need you, but you know you don't have to stop working' speech.
I compromised by working quietly and keeping the power tools switched off. The doors between the studio and the workshop stayed open. I could hear snatches of their conversation, and while most were seemingly innocuous, he was constantly complimenting her.
After he had left, I saw her scribbling in her appointment diary. I recalled she'd hoped it would only take four or possibly five sittings to complete the structure of the painting. She'd pencilled in an additional six sittings; he would be here every Monday, Wednesday and Friday for the next three weeks. This wasn't good, and if he was such an influential businessman, how was he managing to free up all this extra time?
"Why do you need all these extra sessions?" I wanted to know.
"He wants the canvas to be a much more involved piece than we originally discussed, and he's pushing for it to be finished for the first of next month."
Damn, that was convenient. Suddenly, he had a deadline, one that would ensure additional one-on-one time with my wife.
"You don't like working to a deadline," I said pointedly. "It's not what you agreed to, and I hope you are increasing the price accordingly."
"When I accepted the commission, I wasn't aware there was a deadline. He has to travel most of next month and wants it finished before he leaves."
"And you are happy with that?"
"Not totally, but he was so sweet when he asked. I found I couldn't say no."
"And you've increased the price to reflect the extra work?"
"I didn't consider that."
"Well, you should have!" I snapped back.
She must have seen my face when I said that and realising I wasn't happy she came and hugged me. "I'll send him a message that given the changes he is requesting and the extra time it will take, the fee will have to increase. Darling, you know nothing's going to happen. I love you too much to think about another man." Then she laughed, "And you've got a better body than his."
She pushed me back, and I fell onto the sofa. She clambered on top of me and started to unbutton my shirt. She ran her fingers across my chest and kissed and sucked on my nipples.
"This body is all I ever want," she murmured. She held her arms up, and I pulled her top off and unclasped her bra. She shrugged it off and lay back down on me. Her hard nipples pressed against my chest, and our lips tangled.
It seemed like a magic trick, but seconds later, we were both naked and giving the poor springs of our venerable old sofa a hearty bashing.
A phone call to Linda the following morning confirmed my suspicions about his new timeline. Checking with Marcus's assistant, she discovered he had lied to Zoe. The only thing in his diary was a two-day trip planned for the following month. His deadline was just a ruse for more time with Zoe, and the desire for a more elaborate painting had been for the same reason.

------------------------
I sat in the garden later that afternoon; it had been my day to collect our daughter from school, so I'd packed up early and picked her up. Siobhan was currently redecorating the kitchen with the help of her mother. Discretion is one of my wiser traits; I'd taken myself to the patio to nurse a beer.
After several bottles of a locally brewed strong ale, I concocted a cunning plan as Baldrick would propose to Blackadder. The next day I would casually drop a hint that as I may have been mistaken about Marcus, I might as well see if he was serious about the piece of furniture he'd mentioned. Then, I intended to contact his assistant and make an appointment to see him while he was supposedly travelling. And just like that, I would have proved he was a liar.
A couple of more beers and my plan was in tatters. Of course, Zoe would know why I'd tried to make an appointment. For Christ's sake, all I had to do was ask him face-to-face on his next visit. I mentally got Blackadder to hit me.
Then there was the flip side: maybe I was becoming paranoid and obsessed over Zoe's reaction to Marcus. I'd seen no changes in the Zoe I knew. She was still just as loving as she'd ever been. There were no secret phone calls or any other evidence she was taking an unhealthy interest in Marcus, and I think she was getting worried about me.
She brought me out of my musing with a kiss on my neck. She looked at the row of beer bottles before me, an unusual sight for me, and said, "Are we okay, love? You seem worried."
I should have been honest with her, but I wasn't. I took the coward's way out, hugging her and telling her everything was fine.

------------------------
Monday was the first of Marcus's additional sessions, and I worked quietly with the connecting doors open. Snatches of conversation and the odd laugh drifted through the doors. I was packing up when he left, as it was my turn to collect our daughter. I followed him down the drive; he turned left, and I turned the other way. When I collected Siobhan, her teacher reminded me that I had agreed to help erect a climbing frame and play set with several other fathers on Wednesday afternoon.
Damn, damn, that was Marcus's next appointment, and there was no way I could back out of my commitment.
When we got back, I told Zoe the news: "There is a problem with his next appointment. I'd completely forgotten I had agreed to help at the kindergarten. "I can't get out of it, as it was my bloody idea in the first place. You are going to need to reschedule Marcus."
"I can't see that being a problem," she replied. "He's been very charming and understanding so far." She tried calling him, but he wasn't picking up. Then she called his office and spoke to his assistant. I heard Zoe tell her that she was cancelling Marcus's appointment on Wednesday due to a scheduling issue, but she'd see him at his next planned appointment on Friday, and then she rang off.
"That's sorted," she said. "I can use the time to put the finishing touches to Geraldine's portrait."
That Wednesday morning, I loaded a toolbox in the back of our old Land Rover and headed into the village. Four other parents had volunteered, and we spent the next few hours demolishing the old, dilapidated climbing frame and replacing it with a new wooden play set that meet the council regulations.
I could have offered to make a replacement for the school, but another parent had bought it from a commercial source. Only the installation fee the supplier wanted was ridiculous, so it had been suggested we do it ourselves. We were finished by three, and as Siobhan finished at half past, I waited to collect her from her teacher. I admired the painting she showed me of the parents working on the play set, and we headed home.
As we passed our neighbour's farm, I saw what looked like Marcus's Porsche turning out of our drive in the distance. He drove off in the other direction, and I churned over the implications. I checked my phone, and it was switched on. There were no missed calls or texts. Had he only just arrived, and she'd sent him away, or had he turned up for his cancelled appointment? In which case, what had they been doing for the past two hours?
I pulled up in the courtyard, and Zoe appeared from the studio door. I unbuckled Siobhan from her car seat, and as soon as I put her down, she ran over to her mother, clasping the painting she'd done in class.
"Mummy, look at my painting!" she cried, holding it. Zoe picked her up and considered the painting.
"It's very nice, pumpkin," she said. "I love the tree in the background, blue bark and the yellow leaves, and is that daddy and his friends?"
"Daddy built the playground, and I can't wait to play on it."
"Isn't daddy wonderful?" She turned to me and asked, "Can you lock up? We will go and start supper."
"Sure," I told her, and she took Siobhan into the house. Not a word about her visitor; did I imagine the car? No, I sighed, exasperated; I'm sure it was his 911. I walked into her studio and checked out checked his canvas. There were a few wet paint patches, evidence that she'd been working on it that afternoon. Geraldine's painting didn't look like it had been touched. I sat down on the sofa in the office and shut my eyes. It was obvious that Marcus had been there; Zoe only ever painted the details of a portrait from life. I guess he'd made his move. The unanswered question was, how big a move, and what ground had I lost?
I entered the kitchen, and Zoe put a casserole into the oven. Siobhan was standing on her step stool at the kitchen table.
"I helped mummy cut the carrots," my daughter proudly told me.
"That's clever of you." Then, watching Zoe, I casually asked. "Was that Marcus's car I saw coming out of our drive earlier?"
She stiffened and said softly, "Umm, yes, it was. He said his assistant didn't pass on my message, so he arrived at about two o'clock. I was working on Geraldine's portrait and told him he needed to go as you weren't around. He was rather upset, so in the end, I spent some time working on his face. That way, he didn't need to get undressed." That was rather odd, as well as work on the facial area; some of the wet paint I'd seen had been around the lower torso. She could have just been working from memory, or was she lying to me?



I felt my resentment growing, but I managed to maintain my temper. I acknowledged her comments, returned to the workshop and confirmed my earlier impressions. Zoe had just lied to me; there was no evidence she'd even looked at Geraldine's painting.
I worked until I was called for supper, and my anger was evident in my shoddy work. I'd have to start that piece all over again. Our conversation was stilted and somewhat low-key over supper as Siobhan ate with us. I cleared up afterwards and washed the dishes as Zoe read Siobhan her bedtime story.
I was sitting on the terrace nursing a beer when she came and sat beside me. I could see she looked upset, but so was I, and I couldn't help myself.
"Damn it, Zoe, It was at your request we decided you would never be on your own with any model, and he knew the rules. You should have just sent him away." I kept my voice low as I didn't want to wake Siobhan, but I was upset, and she knew it from my tone. "And why didn't you tell me he'd been here earlier? I shouldn't have had to ask you."
"But nothing happened, Dave. I called his office and cancelled; you were with me when I made the call. He just turned up and wasn't keen to go when I asked him. Given his travel plans, he was upset it would be a wasted trip. Ultimately, it was simpler to do a bit on the portrait and keep him happy."
"I still don't understand why you didn't call me. You know how I feel about him." Again, he was going on about his upcoming travel, yet if Linda was to be believed, he had no extensive travel plans. Had he not gotten the message? Or was that another lie?
Zoe looked distressed, "I don't understand why you are so upset, and he's just a client. Nothing happened; he was charming, a perfect gentleman. I think you'd like him if you got to know him."
Linda's words from the last time we spoke came rushing back to me. 'He's a master at making you feel important, that he's got your best interests in mind'.
I held out my hand, and she took it timidly. I whispered, "Zoe, if you love us, please don't do anything you regret."
"I have no intention of doing anything I would regret," she said. "You need to trust me, and I'd never put you or Siobhan in any harm."
We left it there and sat silently until it was late enough that neither of us felt guilty going to bed. Zoe curled up with her back to me, but I don't think she fell asleep for a long time. I know I didn't.
We were quiet at breakfast, and Siobhan sensed something wasn't right; for a five-year-old, she was very perceptive. I dropped her off at school that morning as Zoe had a client sitting at nine, a young woman whose grandparents wanted a portrait of her for their anniversary. I puttered around the workshop, using a bandsaw to divide a thick plank of windfall Elm lengthways, ending up with two pairs, each with a mirror of the beautiful grain on their inner face. I ran them through the planner and then sanded the surface. I intended to use them on a future project for a series of cupboard doors.
I was humming to myself; working with the wood had greatly improved my discomfort. Zoe came into my workshop after her client had left, stood on the far side of the bench I was working at, and handed me a mug of tea.
"What will you do tomorrow when he's here?" she asked, her tone suggesting she was tired of my attitude.
I put down the plane I'd been using and brushed the shavings from my overalls, playing for time. Her mention of his name raised the hairs on the back of my neck. "Whatever is necessary," I said pointedly.
Zoe gave me an exasperated look.
"I'm sorry," I said with a degree of anger. "The guy pisses me off, and it's a pity you can't seem to see beneath his smarmy manner. Does he need to be here? Can't you work from photos this time?"
She shook her head. "If I thought I could, I would, but you know that's not how I work."
"I wish you'd never taken this commission. I don't trust him."
"I'm sorry, but I don't think you're being rational about this. Marcus's been the perfect gentleman every time we've met."
I groaned, "And that's the problem; from what Linda tells me, all the women who have had affairs with him say that he's the perfect gentleman, all the while he's leading them to his bed."
"It's always Linda's friend who says this or that," she said tensely. "But how can she honestly tell? It's not like she's the one that's had the alleged affair."
I had to look away; this was the crux of my problem. I knew Linda was describing her own first-hand experience of Marcus's technique, but I'd told her I wouldn't mention her involvement unless I had to. Although it was close, I wasn't convinced we'd reached that point where I was willing to destroy her marriage. I'd ask her again if she would like to talk to Zoe. If she weren't willing, I'd take the initiative myself.
"I trust you, love, and I won't get in the way tomorrow. Just don't take everything he says or does at face value." I said.
"I'll be careful," she replied, and she came around my bench and hugged me. I suppose the unasked question was, did she intend to be careful around Marcus or me?

------------------------
I had been experimenting with a reasonably new woodworking technique that was gaining popularity. This technique allowed you to use pieces of timber previously deemed unsuitable for creating large-sized desks or countertops. It involved using a specialised epoxy resin to fill the voids. Metaphorically, I saw the similarity between that and the situation I found myself in. I needed to prevent Marcus from creating voids in my marriage and find my version of the epoxy to ensure we stayed bonded.
Marcus reverted to form on his next visit, announcing his arrival in his usual flamboyant style, scattering gravel, which didn't help my attitude. He strolled through the door and greeted Zoe with a kiss on her cheek before glancing in my direction.
"I'd expect an educated man like you to be able to read," I commented sarcastically. Marcus gave me a confused look.
"Only," I continued, "I'd swear there's a fucking great big sign on the gate warning visitors of the presence of children and animals and requesting them to drive slowly. If you find that difficult to understand, I will need you to park in the lay-by at the entrance."
Marcus's expression turned angry, and I don't think he appreciated the criticism. "It's a powerful car..."
I interrupted, "And you've got a heavy right foot. I don't want to see that again."
Zoe looked anxious and hurriedly escorted Marcus in the direction of the studio. At the doorway, she looked in my direction and gave me a worried smile. I gave her a shrug, and they entered the studio and saw Marcus reach out and close the door behind them. I was getting up to open it when the door opened again.
Zoe stood in the doorway and gave me an embarrassed smile. "Sorry."
She propped the door open with the doorstop and said, "Marcus, the door stays open."
"Oh, okay, it's only the last time I got a cold draft from the open door."
"I've got a fan heater I can use should you get cold,"
She gave me an apologetic glance before turning around and stepping back into her studio. I sat down again and returned to my search. Thirty minutes and several calls later, I'd found a supplier with what I was looking for, plus he had some other rare timber with the required import documentation. Those I knew I'd be able to use on upcoming projects. There was a background murmur of voices from the studio all the time. My head had swivelled in their direction when she laughed briefly at something he'd said.
A slightly longer laugh came from the studio, and I glanced up in annoyance. That's when what he had complained about earlier finally registered. If, as Zoe had said, she'd only painted his face on Wednesday, why had he been going on about the draft? Given the suit he usually wore, he could only have felt a draft if he had been undressed. The trouble was that it left me with two scenarios: either Zoe was lying to me, or Marcus had been trying to use it to get Zoe to work behind a closed door.
I spent the next few minutes finalising the orders until my growing sense of unease caused me to stop. I did something I only rarely do while she was with a client. I stepped into the office to a point where I could observe her and Marcus. I surveyed the scene in front of me. At least Marcus wasn't naked, but given the minuscule size of the well-filled posing pouch he wore, he might as well have been.
He was enthroned on a wide padded bench, standing in for a bed. Positioned such that his head faced away from the doorway, so I wasn't in his line of sight. Zoe was bent over her palette, her back to me, as she added paint from a tube, blending a colour to use.
Marcus was halfway through a conversation, "... good opportunity for you. I mean it; the owner of that gallery is a friend, and I guarantee he'll be happy to show your work. From what I've seen of your other pieces, you have great talent and deserve to be seen by a wider audience."
Her cheeks blushed as she responded, "I keep telling you I don't have that level of talent, and several local galleries already represent me, but thank you." She gestured with her free hand toward my workshop without looking away from the palette she held in the other. "If you want to see true talent, then when you leave, look at the piece Dave's just finished; that shows how talented he is."
"Oh, come on," he said softly, never taking his eyes off her face. "You're being modest again. There's no comparison; you have much more talent than a furniture maker. He makes stuff you could buy from a store in the mall. He's not an outstanding artist like you."
"That's not true. He's much better than that, and I doubt I'm as good as you think."
He briefly shook his head, refuting her statement, and then, seeing her smile, said, "That's better. You look beautiful when you smile."
She giggled and then sighed as she put down her brush. "And now you are being silly. You've moved again slightly."
She stepped over to him, gently tilted his head a couple of inches, and ran a finger along his cheek. He turned his face and kissed her fingers; she giggled and moved his head back to its original position. His hand reached out to stroke the back of her leg.
My anger rose to breaking point, and I heard myself growl. That was far, far more than was acceptable. I stepped into her studio, heading straight toward them. Zoe started at the sound and my movement; she turned in my direction and went white as she saw the expression on my face. His head swung round, and a hint of a grin flickered across his face that quickly vanished as he took in my clenched fists.
Zoe's mouth opened and closed several times before she said, "Dave, I err.."
I looked at Zoe, holding her eyes, silencing her with an unspoken command. I stepped around her and moved closer to Marcus.
"Get dressed and go," I said in an icy monotone, my face rigid in anger.
He made no move to get up, ignoring me and returning his gaze to Zoe, "I don't think so; that's up to Zoe. Our time is not over. There's still another hour to go," he complained.
"That wasn't a request! You are done for today," I said icily, stepping closer, and was pleased to see him flinch as I scooped his clothes from the nearby chair and tossed them in his direction, not caring that they fell to the floor directly on a patch of spilt paint.
Zoe didn't take her eyes off me, and then, without looking in his direction, she said softly, "Dave is right, Marcus. You better go."
He hesitated, and then, in one languid motion, he stood. Moving to place the couch between us, he pulled on his clothes. All the time, nobody spoke.
He approached her as he was walking out of the studio. She turned away from him, moving closer to me. He shrugged and stepped towards the door, I said in a level voice as he reached it. "Don't bother coming back until we contact you."
At Zoe's anguished look, I compromised and added, "We will call you next week to inform you of the date of your next appointment."
Anger made his face flush. "If you say so," he growled. "But Zoe, please don't forget the deadline. I will hold you to it."
"Marcus," I said with as much contempt as I could squeeze into that one word.
He paused in mid-stride.
"Our customer contacts have never allowed a client to impose a deadline," I said. "We don't work to them, and you don't just get to impose one because it suits you. I'm this close," I said as I held my hand up for him to see my finger and thumb almost touching. "To insist she drops the bloody commission and trashes the damn painting," I concluded.
He glared at me and shrugged, "Fine, Zoe, I will call on Monday to check." With that, he left.
I stepped to the doorway to see him enter his car and drive off, scattering more gravel in his wake. I found Zoe slumped on the sofa in the office.
She looked up at me with a fearful expression; I think she expected me to be full of rage and anger. I was, but mainly at the arrogant bastard, not her. A master manipulator was playing her. This was a game, one he was very good at and seemingly enjoyed playing. Nor did he care how many people he hurt pursuing his targets. I'd knocked him back, but I knew that wouldn't stop him from attempting to achieve his goal.
When I looked at her, disappointment was my driving emotion. How many times did I need to warn her?
"Dave, nothing happened, believe me," she whispered.
I sat beside her, and she rested her head on my arm. "That's not what I saw. If I hadn't come in, how far would you have gone? You feel something for him, don't you?" I said.
She whimpered and started to shake her head. Then she stopped and looked at me through red-rimmed eyes, "I don't know. Honestly, it was just a bit of harmless flirting. He's fun and interesting to talk to. So many of my clients sit there saying nothing. He wants to know all about me... us."
"He doesn't seem to think much of me, does he? I'm just a furniture maker." I couldn't keep the irritation from my voice. Knowing what they had been discussing, I told her I'd listened to them for a while.
"David," she only ever called me by my full name when upset with me. "You are one of the most talented furniture makers in the country."
She held one of my hands between hers, "You have more skill in this hand than I have in both of mine."
I ignored her comment, asking, "But what will you do?"
She squeezed my hand. "I want to finish the painting. Please, don't insist I stop. I can feel it's going to be one of my best pieces. I know he's arrogant and condescending to you, but he's also charming, and those emotions are coming through in the painting." She paused and added casually, "And he's agreed that I could submit it to the Royal Academy."
My anger spiked. Shit, I'd been trying to convince her to submit one of her paintings to the Academy for years. The only piece she'd ever considered had been depicting me working at my bench, and she'd continually refused to submit it.
"Well, isn't that fucking wonderful," I snapped. "How often have I tried to get you to submit a piece? Yet one word from him, and it's 'yes sir, three bags fucking full sir'." A rising temptation to tear the canvas from the easel and smash it to the floor was a siren call to my anger, and I started to get to my feet.
Zoe clutched at my arm, tears appearing as she pulled me back beside her. "I ... I, it's not what it seems. I've no idea if I will submit it. He mentioned it in passing, and I thought, why not? Until it's finished, I won't know if it's good enough."
"You need to think carefully about where this could lead. We don't need that damn man's money."
She looked at me sadly. "Please, I don't care about the money; I've already invested too much in it. Even you can see it's too good to leave unfinished," she begged, forcing me to give the piece a second more critical evaluation. And she was right; the canvas oozed power and emotion even in its current unfinished state.
Fuck it, I thought bitterly, it would destroy her if I forced her to stop, and I hated to consider how that decision would affect our marriage.
With anger still evident, I said, "Call him and ensure he understands that he's not to turn up on Monday. There will not be a repeat of last Wednesday's conveniently lost message."
She nodded, "I understand. I'll ensure he understands he's not to turn up until he's told. Can we discuss what will happen later when you've calmed down?"
I agreed, hoping the extra time would allow me to devise a solution. Glancing at the clock and eager to change the subject, I asked, "Do you want me to pick up Siobhan?"
I saw her shoulders begin to relax, grateful for the change of topic. She shook her head, picking up the car keys from the desk. "No, it's my turn." She paused in the doorway and suggested, "Why don't we all go to Brighton, let Siobhan enjoy the pier, and get something to eat?"
"Sounds like a good idea," I thought for a moment; something about her attitude made me remind her of one of our upcoming responsibilities. "Don't forget that Siobhan's half term is the week after next, and we agreed to close the studios."
She stopped what she was doing and looked at me; the implication hit her. The upcoming half-term would mean she'd effectively lost another week from Marcus's newly imposed deadline. From the look on her face, she hadn't considered that. She knew that after today's debacle, it would be at least several days before I'd consider relenting, and she'd be able to continue working on the painting. At best, she might get one more session before the vacation.
As work-from-home parents, we'd got used to having our daughter around all the time, sharing her care around our work. When Siobhan reached school age, the void in our days had been a bit of a wrench for us. To compensate, we'd both agreed to keep our work diaries clear during the shorter school holidays so we could concentrate on having fun with our daughter. Over the extended holidays, we would either look after Siobhan on alternate days or close the workshops and take off on a vacation.
"Ahh, yes." She said, continuing to walk to the car.
"Do you want me to call him and confirm he understands Monday is cancelled," I called out. I wasn't going to let this go.
"No, it's my problem; I should do it," she called back. Then she drove off.
After, we parked on the seafront, finding a convenient spot on Madeira Drive near the Volk's Railway. Siobhan insisted we walk to the end of the famous west pier so she could ride the roller coaster. She skipped along the wooden boards between us, holding our hands. We returned along the pier after Siobhan rode the 'Mighty Mouse' several times. We stopped at the penny arcade, and I spent a small fortune on the claw machine to win a stuffed toy for my daughter. I could have brought her a dozen from a store for how much I had to feed that machine. But I couldn't resist the hopeful look on her cotton candy-smeared face every time the tantalising claw settled on the object of her desire. The squeal of joy when the pink unicorn finally dropped into the chute made it all worthwhile.
We finished up by buying fish and chips from our favourite chippy. It's tucked away in one of the arches beneath the Esplanade. We sat on the beach's pebbles, eating them from the paper, savouring the crispy batter and the salt and vinegar-soaked chips. Siobhan picked at our meals, helping herself to the odd chip.
The lights on the pier reflected off the water, and gentle waves splashed against the sand and shingle, lulling us into a false sense of security. We didn't talk about the elephant in the room; we just told Siobhan the fun things we would do over her half-term.



I drove us home, and Siobhan fell asleep in her car seat. Zoe stared out into the darkness behind her window, preoccupied with her thoughts. As we pulled into the driveway, she stirred.
"I'll put her to bed, but then can we talk?" Zoe asked.
I agreed and parked by the back door. I watched as she picked up our daughter and carried her to her bedroom. I poured a glass of wine on each of us. The evening turned chilly, so I settled on the sofa in the lounge and waited for Zoe to come down to talk, as we had agreed.
I waited an hour and went upstairs to see what was keeping her. She was asleep atop Siobhan's bed, curled around our sleeping daughter. The night light by the bed highlighted tear streaks on her face. I hadn't the heart to wake her, so I unbuttoned her jeans and covered her with a blanket from the airing cupboard.
I locked up and briefly tidied up downstairs before going upstairs and showering. I climbed into our empty bed and wondered if this was how my life would pan out.

------------------
My daughter climbed into our bed and woke me early the following morning. I could hear the shower running in the background. Siobhan curled into the crook of my arm and fell asleep again. A few minutes later, Zoe said, wistfully from the doorway, "Is there room for me, as well?" She stood wrapped in a towel, fresh from the shower.
I pulled the covers open, and she climbed in beside me. She curled up on the other side of my daughter and stretched out her hand to rest on my chest. Hints of Peach wafted up from her damp.
"I'm sorry, I know you wanted to talk last night," She whispered, "I must have fallen asleep cuddling this one. Thank you for covering me up."
"You'd been crying," I mentioned.
She gave me a sad look. "I know I was. I'm conflicted. I understand your concerns, but I still want to finish the painting. I don't know why it had managed to get under my skin so much. Please don't make me stop." She looked at me hopefully. "I will if you insist, but I think it will be one of my best; I can feel it."
The knot in my stomach tightened, yet I knew it would be difficult to refuse her. But would the cost be too high?
"I'll think about it. If I do agree, there will need to be some conditions."
"Anything, Christ, I'll paint in a chastity belt if you want me to." I thought she was joking, but the look on her face dispelled that impression.
"I wasn't thinking about anything that drastic ... but now that you mention it," I said, hoping to lighten the mood.
She punched me gently on the arm. "What then?"
"You need to maintain your professional integrity. No more letting him touch you or you him."
"I won't," she interrupted. "But he has a nasty habit of shifting from the pose."
"Which he's probably doing on purpose, to make you interact with him. Well, warn him that if he does it again, then the session is over." She nodded mutely.
"He's going to believe he's got one over me should I agree you can continue. You have a full set of reference photos, so use them." I was getting up a full head of steam and continued. "We are not going to have another situation like last Wednesday; he needs to remember he's not allowed to turn up uninvited. If he does, that's the end, and he can take the unfinished canvas away with him."
Zoe murmured her agreement
"One last point, and then I'll drop the subject. I don't think you understand how insulting it was to hear you wanted your first submission to the RA to be a painting of a man I despise."
Her head drooped, and her cheeks reddened, "I'm sorry," she whispered. "It's my fault; he told me he'd attended one of the Friends of the Academy events last year. I mentioned that I'd never submitted a piece for the show. He knew that one of the year's themes for submissions is 'Powerful', and when he suggested I should consider submitting his painting, I thought, why not."
I stared at her, bitterly disappointed. Why was I not surprised? Of course, he would push the 'powerful' part of the theme; alluding that he was powerful would be a great seduction ploy. "Does that mean you don't think any of your paintings of me are powerful?" I asked, unable to keep the resentment from my voice.
"No," she said defensively. "I never thought that. It's just .... " She hesitated, attempting to soften the blow. "It's just that I've never felt I have been able to capture your true essence."
"Why, what's wrong with the one of me at my workbench? I've always thought that's one of your best. Or is it the subject you don't like?"
She shook her head earnestly. "Not true; you are my muse. I love you; that's why any painting I do of you needs to be perfect, and I struggle to do it. My efforts have been a poor imitation of the reality."
Her negativity annoyed me: "You're wrong; it's better than the one you're doing for him. And that you see the flaws; they tell me how much you love me."
She looked like a rabbit caught in the beam of a headlight. She'd allowed herself to be convinced that Marcus's painting was the one to submit, not anticipating the pain and anger the decision would cause me. She realised that she'd just admitted that she believed her painting of me wasn't good enough and that what she could achieve with Marcus's panting, she hadn't been able to do for mine.
I turned to look at the top of my sleeping daughter's head; she was important, and keeping her safe and happy was the priority.
Zoe's fingers traced feather-light kisses along the line of my chin. "Okay," she said with a hint of desperation. "Why don't we let the academy choose? If I feel his is good enough, I'll apply to submit both pieces in January next year. Will you help me take the photos for me?"
I shrugged, "At least you remember the selection process; I'll help."
She shivered slightly in my arms, and between us, Siobhan stirred. She had that sweet child smell that makes you want to bury your face in their soft hair and inhale it until your lungs burst.
"I'm hungry," came her sweet voice.
"Then let's go, beautiful girl, and get breakfast for Daddy," Zoe said.
She stood and quickly pulled a pair of panties on before unwrapping the towel from her body. She slipped a bra, jeans and a top on before she picked up her pyjama-clad daughter and tucked her on her hip.
I washed, shaved, and got dressed before heading downstairs, where the pleasing aromas of frying bacon met me.
I sat at the kitchen table, and my daughter carefully brought me a half-full mug of coffee.
We talked quietly as we ate breakfast; afterwards, Siobhan hurried off to the lounge and settled in front of the television for her Saturday morning treat of cartoons.
I stacked the dishwasher while Zoe finished off her tea.
"I called him last night to confirm we'd cancelled Monday," she said, indicating her mobile phone on the table. "He sounded sad. He thinks you're blowing everything out of proportion, and you don't want me to carry on because you're jealous of my possible success."
And in a second, I went from happy to pissed off. Were last night's tears for me or him? Why did it seem she was constantly taking his side?
"So the arsehole can read my mind. Is that what you think?" I asked bitterly.
"No, don't ever think that, Dave. I'm just telling you what he said. Which reminds me, what did you mean when you said 'his timetable' yesterday?"
"I just thought it was convenient that suddenly he needs to travel a lot next month. He didn't mention such plans when you agreed to the commission."
"He's an important person in his company; he's required to travel. Ask Linda; she works there."
"Christ, he's only a bean counter," I said contemptuously. "Next time I see her, I will ask." Zoe looked a bit put out that I was willing to question her statement.
We puttered about in silence again, skirting the elephant in the room for the rest of the morning, doing the chores we'd been putting off until the weekend.
"Do we need to go to the supermarket today?" I asked.
"I suppose we should; we can go after we drop Siobhan off at Wendy's birthday party. It starts at three."
I'd forgotten the birthday party invite with all that was going on. Oh yes, the joy of children's birthday parties and the sugar-loaded, hyperactive daemon child that's gleefully returned to you. This was the first year that Siobhan didn't want one of us to stay with her. She'd run into that year's first party saying, "I'll see you later, Daddy."
Siobhan looked like a picture in her party dress, and Zoe snapped a few quick photos on her phone. I reminded myself to download them later from her cloud account, edit them, and then email the best to the Wi-Fi-connected digital photo frames we had given both sets of grandparents last Christmas.
At five-thirty, after enjoying a childless visit to the supermarket and a relaxing coffee at the local Starbucks, we collected our hyperactive daughter and sympathised with Wendy's fraught parents.
"It's bloody McDonald's next year, I tell you," her mother exclaimed. Oh hell, it's our turn in two months, and the McDonald's option sounded promising.
While Zoe dealt with Siobhan, I unpacked the car and put the shopping away.
Zoe came up to me and put her arms around me, resting her head on my chest. "She's exhausted, the poor little tyke. I've put her to bed; she's stuffed full of cake. I'm sure she will sleep through the night."
"Do you want to cook?"
"No, let's just order in."
I called our local Chinese and ordered our usual selection. When it arrived, we took our plates and a bottle of wine into the lounge and sat on the sofa. The television was on, and we half-watched a film that was on while we ate.
We finished eating, and Zoe curled up against me and sighed contentedly. "You know that I love you," she whispered."
"I know you do, only in that case, why is Marcus so important to you?'" She stiffened under my fingers.
She wriggled round to face me and said anxiously, "I don't love him if that's what you mean. It's just that I enjoy his company, that's all. He makes what could be a boring session enjoyable. I know I let the situation get away from me on Friday, but I promise you that was as far as I would have gone. I would have told him to stop and let me paint, which would have ended it."
I wished I could believe her and hoped she meant what she said.
She paused to kiss me. "It's no different to my friendship with Paul. You let me dance with him, and nothing improper happens. I'm the artist and Marcus the subject; that's all there is."
"No, it's not the same," I argued. "Dancing with Paul is a case of mutual respect for the other's skill. That's not the case with Marcus; he's just using you."
"I'm not foolish; I can sense his attraction, but I am better than that!"
She settled against me, and I again wondered if I had overreacted. She sounded so sure of her ability to control the situation, but was it a case of overconfidence? What had I seen? An artist repositioning her model or a would-be lover's caress. I'd seen her touch many a male model, and I had never let my instincts take over and reacted the way I had. Would I have even worried if Linda hadn't mentioned her concerns? No, I knew what I'd seen, and Geraldine had seen how Zoe reacted to Marcus.
"Take me to bed; let me prove to you that I'm yours," Zoe whispered.
I picked her up and took her upstairs. Setting her down, I went to take off my shirt, but she stopped me.
"I need to do this; you're mine, and I will prove it." She pushed me up against the wall undoing the buttons and bestowed feather-light kisses across my chest before sucking my nipples, causing me to moan.
"You are all mine," she whispered, "and I'm all yours, and I will prove it until you beg me to stop."
She fumbled at my belt, undoing it, and pulled my jeans down over my hips, groaning happily as she saw the bulge in my boxers. Sliding the waistband down freed my eager cock from his confines. Her mouth swooped and swallowed the head, sucking hard and running her hands along the shaft. I leaned back against the wall, moaning as her head bobbed faster as she swallowed more of me each time.
"Shit, Zoe, I'm going to cum."
She grinned up at me and sucked harder. I came with a shudder, filling her mouth, and she swallowed, licking me clean. I pulled her up, and she kissed me savagely, sharing my taste.
"My turn to pleasure you," I whispered, quickly stripping her clothes from her as she lay back on the bed, letting her thighs fall open. I kissed my way slowly up the inside of her thighs until my lips hovered above the centre of her sex. Glistening beads on her puffy labia attested to her arousal. The little sighs of pleasure became loud moans as my tongue slid along the length of her slit.
"Please, just there," she whimpered as the tip of my tongue circled her clit.
She rolled her hips, pushing up against me as my mouth and fingers moved tirelessly, teasing, first one, then a second orgasm from her soul.
"Fuck... me... now," she gasped out.
Her fingers trapped in my hair pulled, urging me to cover her. I pushed in deep and hard. Her legs wrapped around the back of my thighs. Her fingers clenched and unclenched, tight against the skin on my back as I thrust hard and fast into her silky soft tunnel of love.
I kept up the pace, changing the rhythm of the strokes in tune with her needs and the rolling of her hips. Her body stiffened as she came. She babbled out my name repeatedly. I kept moving; she was mine, and I would prove it to her.
She whimpered and cried out again as another orgasm washed over her until finally, I surrendered to my body's need, coming with a rasping gasp, pumping my hot cum deep inside of her.
Her fingertips were dug deep into the muscles on my back, and the walls of her vagina clenched tightly around me, milking the last drop from me.
Her eyes fluttered open, and she looked up at me with a familiar look of love and desire. I rolled to the side, but Zoe refused to let me pull out. Her finger traced a line of sweat running down my chest. She kept squeezing my shaft with rippling motions of the walls of her pussy.
She kissed my nipple, "I love you so much," she whispered, "I am yours; please don't ever stop loving me."
"I won't. I couldn't. You're part of me, love."
She gave a little sob of happiness and relaxed in my arms.
We woke early the following day in virtually the same positions. My cock nestled at the entrance of her pussy, and my morning woody was making its presence felt. I rolled onto my back, and she slid down my throbbing shaft. We moved in harmony until we both came in a mutual wave of pleasure.
We had just settled back in each other's arms when our bouncing daughter interrupted our post-coital bliss.
"I think we might have to consider putting a lock on our door," Zoe said from beneath a wriggling daughter.
"And miss our morning cuddles!"
She laughed, and we rolled together, trapping Siobhan between us.
"Come on, beautiful, let go and make Mummy breakfast," I said. I slipped a pair of boxers under the cover before getting out of bed. Siobhan took my hand, and we headed downstairs to the kitchen. It didn't take long to warm up some of the croissants we picked up yesterday. I put them on a tray for Siobhan to carry. I put the rest of the breakfast and a pot of coffee on a second tray.
Siobhan carefully carried her tray upstairs, walking in front of me. Zoe put her phone down as we entered and clapped her hands in appreciation. We made short shrift of the food. I sat in bed, sipping a second cup of coffee while the two women quickly showered.
Zoe said the shower was free, and I was happy to get clean. As I was getting dressed, Zoe called from the hall to remind me the Southdown rambling group was meeting today, and she'd like to go. I thought getting out amongst friends would do us a huge favour.
We live close to one of the more beautiful stretches of the English countryside: the South Downs and the Sussex Weald. At least once a month, we meet up with our local Ramblers group for a walk along the South Downs. In the summer, we try to go more often when we can.
We would meet up and stroll along the path and bridleways that wound along the slopes of the Downs, some of the tracks dating back to the Stone Age. When Siobhan was a baby, she'd be strapped to one of us in a baby carrier. Now that she was older, she was happy to walk with the other children. The numerous children set the pace, usually a gentle amble, hence the term Ramble. We started at one country pub and two to three hours later finished back there.
I checked the rambler's newsletter pinned to the kitchen noticeboard and found the time and starting place of the ramble.
"It's an afternoon one, starting at two, beginning and finishing at the Punchbowl," I said.
"Sounds nice. Shall we get lunch there?"
"If we get there early enough, it shouldn't be packed."
We arrived midday, and several couples and their children from the Rambler's group were already enjoying a meal and drink in the pub's garden.
We settled near them, and Siobhan was off playing with her friends. It was such a pleasant day that I completely forgot all about the issues of the past couple of weeks.

------------
Later in the day, my life took a downward step. We returned tired and happy, and Zoe was in the house preparing supper. Siobhan was pleased to sit beside me in the office drawing while I searched the web for a replacement fine-detail router and several chisels I didn't need but coveted. She was happily talking to me about all her favourite Disney characters.
Looking at my daughter, crayon in hand, concentrating on the drawing of a Disney princess on the paper in front of her, reminded me of the photos Zoe had taken of her in her party dress. The images would have been automatically backed up to the cloud. We both have the same type of phone on a family plan, and I'd set them up the same way. I didn't check the cloud accounts very often; this was the first time I'd bothered for a couple of months. I found the folder with the photos I was looking for, and after editing them with Photoshop, I saved them to the hard drive and back to the cloud.
Any new data on our devices and cloud accounts would automatically be backed up to a joint account. Following a computer meltdown a few years earlier, I've become somewhat paranoid about lost data and backups. It caused us a lot of heartache, several lost orders, and disgruntled customers.
It took a local IT geek (aka Linda's sixteen-year-old nephew) almost a month to recover most of the lost data. Then, he insisted on setting up what he described as a triple redundant network; everything from our personal computers, work computers, and phones was backed up daily to a separate cloud server. I wasn't aware if Zoe was conversant with this backup feature; it was just something in the background.
You hear about betrayed partners in a relationship spending a small fortune hiring private investigators or buying covert surveillance equipment and hacking their partner's computers and emails. I needed none of that; evidence of Zoe's behaviour fell into my lap. While looking at the family's cloud file directory, I noticed a pair of folders I'd never seen before. The first was a copy of a file I could locate in my personal backup account; the other had come from hers. Intrigued, I opened mine and was surprised to find copies of my texts, attachments, chats, and phone logs from the past three months.
I didn't understand how the files could exist until I spotted the date of the first entry. It matched the date the latest software update auto-installed on our phones. I could only assume it must be a new default date storage setting on the phone, which I wasn't aware of. Zoe's phone must have been doing the same, as there were two folders.



I had a moral dilemma: should I open her folder? Was it an invasion of her privacy? Well, of course, it was, but as someone famous once said, 'Everything is fair in love and war.' I paused for what seemed to be a long moment. The mouse pointer hovered over her folder while I debated whether I wanted to learn if my fears were justified. With a nervous twitch of my finger, it opened.
I began scanning her texts, looking for anything out of the ordinary. I ignored the routine family, friends, and run-of-the-mill business texts, looking for anything that mentioned Marcus. I scanned a few recent exchanges between her and Linda but saw no mention of Marcus. I quickly discovered it was possible to filter by date or number. Doing so, I found a series of texts between Marcus and her. The first was from Marcus; the date and time stamp indicated he'd sent it a few hours after their first meeting.
It was innocuous, but the unsettling thing was that he'd sent it to her private mobile phone. We have kept our business and personal lives separate and don't give our mobile numbers to clients; too many late-night calls in the past have stopped that. I recall Zoe handing him her business card, but it only contained her business number (a landline phone connecting to the office), email, and website address. This raised the question of how he had gotten her private mobile number. A question I'd have to find an opportune moment to raise with her.
Following the chronological sequence, I saw good and bad news. Since that first session, Marcus had sent her at least one text after every session, often more. She'd seemingly ignored most of the early ones, as I could find only a few bland responses.
As he ramped up the number of texts, her replies increased. I found the text where he mentioned he thought I was jealous of her. If I hadn't been so annoyed, I would have been quite impressed with the delicate, subtle way he had suggested it.
She responded with, ►UR mistaken. He doesn't have a jealous bone in his body.
►U sure? It looked like it to me.
Again, she'd replied that he was mistaken and ignored his other texts for the rest of that day. It had been that morning she'd told me that he thought I was jealous of her success.
She must have mentioned my comments about his affairs because there was a series of texts from him about the subject. His first text said a married woman in his office had a crush on him. She had fantasised about a love affair and spread rumours about the office. He was the innocent party. Right, I believed that.
Her reply was disturbing; for the first time, she discussed her attraction to him. ►I can understand her fantasising about an affair with you. You have a beautiful body. It's a pleasure to be painting your portrait.
That was not what I wanted to see her write.
After that admission, the tone of his messages became increasingly complimentary while continuing to take subtle digs at me. You almost had to admire his technique, but not quite. Her return texts became more frequent, light-hearted and friendly.
The tone of his texts progressively changed; If you read them individually, they seemed pretty innocent. Reading them together in sequence, it was evident that Marcus was playing to her insecurities while subtly attacking my commitment to her art and our marriage.
The early ones went on about how it would be such a shame if Hubby's irrational jealousies prevented her from finishing her masterpiece. After he had got the message I'd agreed to her completing it, his tone changed again. Just as I'd anticipated, there was a 'see, I was right, and he knows it'.
After each sitting, there would always be a long text from him where he would attempt to consolidate all his little gains with her. He picked up on her confusion at my seemingly irrational dislike of him and was twisting it as a by-product of my jealousy of her potential success.
Her replies, if any, were mainly nonspecific, but now and again, you'd see the spark of happiness in her reply. She liked him; she saw his fun, charming side and enjoyed the attention he lavished on her.
On the previous Wednesday, the day of the mistake session, there was one that she sent that disturbed me: ►Please don't try to kiss me again. I shouldn't have let you stay, and I should have called Dave.
His reply came almost immediately. ►I'm sorry about the kiss, but don't regret it. My assistant apologises for the confusion over the dates. But u must admit it was so nice not to have hubby hanging around all the time. U sure u can't convince him to let u paint me in London away from him.
She replied, ►Please don't do it again, and yes, it was nice to talk in private, but London will not happen.
Shit, what was she thinking about? She was lapping up the garbage he was feeding her. I read the texts between them after the events on Friday with interest.
His was full of resentment, bemoaning my so-called irrational behaviour. One said, ►WTF did hubby think we were doing. If he behaves like that in the future, I will have to insist you finish the painting in London.
Oh, hell no, she wasn't!
Her reply went some way to reassure me. ►He misunderstood what he thought he saw, that's why he was so pissed off. I'm not even sure he will let me finish it, and there is no way he would agree to me working in London, not that I would.
I couldn't find a specific response to that message, and only a couple more following a similar vein over the next day. I logged off the cloud account and leaned back in my chair. Siobhan looked up at me from her drawing and smiled at me. I smiled back, but inside, I wasn't smiling.
Zoe called us for supper, and after picking her up, I carried Siobhan indoors. Siobhan showed her mother the drawing, which joined her other latest efforts on the front of the fridge. I ate in silence, and I couldn't help but look at Zoe and wonder what I would have to do to ensure the survival of my marriage. I knew I wouldn't give up without a fight. I had too much to lose.
Zoe and I curled up on the sofa after Siobhan had gone to bed.
"We are alright, aren't we?" she asked.
"I guess that depends on you," I said. I don't think that was the answer she expected as she wriggled around to see my face.
"What does that mean?"
"I don't know; I think I've lost you to Marcus. "
"What? No, I love you. Why would you think that?"
"Well, for some time, it's seemed to me that he and the painting have become more important to you than your family."
Her voice quivered, "That's not true; you and Siobhan are the most important things in my life."
"So if I asked you to stop, you would?"
She whispered, "Please, Dave, don't ask that."
"Fuck," I groaned, "I have lost you haven't I?"
"No, you're not. Please don't give up on me. I'm still here, but it's important to us that I finish the canvas.
"Which us," I wanted to know. "You and me, or is it you and him? Tell me, honestly, do you two talk outside the studio?"
She clutched my arm tightly, "Us, you idiot." She hesitated, "He texts occasionally, but they're unimportant; I mostly ignore or delete them before I read them."
Crap, she saw my face, and she knew I didn't believe her. Well, why would I? I'd just read the damn things.
"Please, Dave, believe me, I haven't done anything I shouldn't have with him. There's been a little playful flirting to relieve the boredom, but that's all."
Maybe that was how she saw it, but based on his actions and the tone of his texts, I was sure he had an ulterior motive.
My silence disconcerted her, and she reiterated, "Please, Dave, don't turn away from me. Hold me tight."
She had always needed to be held when upset, or she sensed I was annoyed with her. She moved and sat astride my lap, facing me, her hands holding my head so I couldn't turn away from her kisses. Her denim skirt rode up her thighs, exposing the sheer fabric of her panties moulded to her pussy. She ground her pussy into the growing bulge in my jeans.
She unbuttoned my shirt and ran her hands over my chest. Then she leaned forward and caressed my nipples with her soft lips.
"You are my man," she murmured, "and I'm your woman."
She pulled her top off and unfastened her bra. Her breasts swayed as she rocked against me, little moans of pleasure escaping her lips.
"Oh, Zoe," I groaned, "I love you." I slid my hands up her thighs and cupped her pantie-covered buttocks, pulling her in close to me.
She fumbled with the belt of my jeans, and I raised my hips to help her pull them down. She stood up and pulled them off me completely. She undid the zip on her skirt and, hooking her fingers in the waistband, slid it and her panties down her legs. She paused momentarily for me to admire her lithe body, the faintest stretch marks across her abdomen the only evidence of her motherhood.
She knelt between my legs and gave my cock a long slow lick from the base to the tip. She swallowed the crown, running her tongue around the grove. I pulsed and grew even harder as her soft mouth drew a long gasp from me.
She stood up and sat astride me again. Grasping my cock, she ran the head back and forth along her slit, my pre-cum mixing with her juices. She moaned as my thumb found the hard nub of her clit, guarded by the clitoral hood.
She fed me between her swollen pussy lips and into the sweet haven of her warm tight, velvety soft passage.
"Ohh, fuck," she gasped as I filled her up. "That feels so good."
She started riding me with a fast, sharp motion, grinding her hips when the base of my cock pressed hard against her clit. Her breath came in short, sharp gasps, working hard for her orgasm. I pushed up into her, meeting her down strokes. She had one hand on my shoulder; the other was pinching her nipple.
She shuddered and cried out, her motion faltering as she came. Her heat clutched at my shaft. Her head fell forward to rest on my chest as she struggled to regain her breath.
"Fill.. me," she gasped.
I pull out of her, "Get up," I commanded. She moved immediately, knowing exactly what I wanted. She knelt, knees on the cushions, her forearms nestling her head as it pressed into the back of the sofa. Her thighs shook as they parted to receive my offering.
The sinuous curve of her back stretched out in front of me, and her cute buttocks framed the glistening puffy red, tinged lips guarding her pussy. I moved, and with one glorious motion, I filled her, thrusting deep until my balls slapped against her arse and my cock rubbed against her cervix.
I was thrusting hard, and she was pushing back against me. We were both panting with the effort. One of her hands reached back between her legs, and she rubbed at her clit, moaning at the growing sensations centred on her pussy.
The ache in my balls grew, signalling my impending orgasm. "I'm going to cum," I gasped.
"Fuck, fill me," she demanded, no longer the supplicant.
The last few thrusts and cum surged through my cock, filling her, coating her cervix, and triggering her second orgasm of the night.
We stayed joined, my cock throbbing as she squeezed her muscles and milked the last drop of cum from me.
We curled up on the sofa, gently caressing each other, but I couldn't help feeling that there had been an underlying hint of desperation in her lovemaking had
until a chill forced us to retreat to our bed.
We made love again in the morning, but I again sensed a vein of desperation in Zoe's actions, as though she was attempting to prove there was no problem with our marriage.

------------
Marcus wisely didn't turn up on Monday, and the tension between us seemed to ease. We relaxed as a family on Monday evening, and it felt almost normal.
It stayed that way until late Tuesday afternoon. We'd spent the day in our studios, stopping when it was time to collect Siobhan from school. Now we were all in the kitchen when Zoe's mobile phone rang. She looked up from the table where she was attempting to knead bread dough while simultaneously trying and failing to keep Siobhan from spreading the small ball of dough she was playing with all over the kitchen surfaces. She held up her messy hands, "Could you get that? It'll be Mum; she said she would call."
I put down my book on antique furniture techniques and picked up her phone. I didn't bother checking the caller ID; I just swiped and went to say hi. I hadn't said a word before Marcus's voice echoed in my ear.
"Zoe, darling, have you convinced hubby to let you finish the painting."
What The Fuck. "Hubby," I replied sarcastically, "hasn't made his fucking mind up, and this call isn't improving your chances."
"Sorry, Dave, I thought I was talking to Zoe; I didn't mean anything by that."
Zoe looked up, startled at the anger in my voice.
'It's not your mother. It's that fucking dickhead Marcus,' I snapped at her, not worrying if he heard me. I hoped he did.
"Shit," she washed her hands and took the phone from me. She started to leave the room but saw my face and abruptly sat at the table. Siobhan looked up curiously from the piece of dough she was playing with. I smiled at her and said she could go and watch cartoons while Mommy was on the phone. She jumped down from the stool and headed into the lounge. It amazed me that a child who struggled to put shoes on the correct feet could master the TV remote in the blink of an eye.
This was the opportunity I'd been looking for. I turned to Zoe and, taking hold of her arm, moved the phone away from her head. "How the fuck did he get your private mobile number?" I snapped.
She gave me an apprehensive glance, "Can we talk about that later; let me deal with this first," and eased her arm free.
She put the phone to her ear "Marcus," she said warily. "What can I do for you?"
She glanced at me, "No, I'm not alone; Dave is standing beside me."
Zoe saw the anger in my eyes as I reached out for her phone. She quickly said, "Marcus, I'm putting you on speaker. I think that's safer for all of us." She pressed the speaker icon and placed the phone between us.
"Ahh, okay, look, I need to know if I should bother to come down tomorrow," came his tinny voice from the phone.
She looked at me hopefully, and I started to shake my head.
"Give me a moment, Marcus," she said, pressing the phone's mute button.
She looked pleadingly at me, "Please, Dave, I know you think he's an asshole, and I know he can be arrogant, but so far, he's been a gentleman. Any lapses have been my fault. But something about this painting makes me want to finish; no, it's more than that; I need to finish it. You don't have to trust him. I'll agree to any restrictions you want, but I have to finish. It's some of the best work I've done in ages."
I'd seen what her lapse looked like, and I was convinced he'd been a willing participant. I wasn't inclined to give him a chance to create a further one. I began to shake my head again. Zoe took hold of my hand and said, "Please," in such an anguished voice that I agreed against my better judgment, but it was plain that I wasn't happy.
She took a couple of deep breaths before unmuting the phone.
"Marcus, are you still there?" She asked. I hoped he'd lost interest and ended the call, but no such luck.
"Yes."
"Dave and I have discussed the situation, and he's reluctantly agreed that I can finish the painting, but any repeat of Friday's behaviour and it's over, and I'll be the one to throw the canvas on the fire."
His voice was toneless as he replied, "That's fine. I'll be there at the usual time then."
Before he could end the call, I interrupted, "Marcus, all future calls will go through the office phone. Do you understand?"
"I thought this was her business phone."
Yeah, and pigs might fly, I thought. "It's not; don't call it again, or I'll have to insist Zoe blocks your number."
"Fine, fine." and he rang off.
I sat beside her, "Zoe, what's going on? It sounded like you've been discussing this with him for some time."
"He called briefly on Sunday to check if he should come down Monday. I said no, and we'd contact him if you agreed I could continue. I haven't spoken to him since."
"Which reminds me, how did he get your mobile number? We don't give our private numbers to customers, and it's not on your business card!"
She stared at me like a rabbit caught in the headlights. "I guess Linda must have given him my mobile number," she hesitantly suggested. "I did tell him at the beginning to use the office phone, but he insists on using this one."
I understood the reason; the office phone was shared and either of us could answer a call, nor could it send or receive texts. Then, there was the familiar way he had spoken, indicating that this was not an isolated incident. But for the moment, I decided to let it go.
Zoe sensed my concern as she pushed her phone into my hands, "You can check if you want, Dave."
That was pointless; I'd already seen what I needed to see. If I lowered myself to check, it would suggest to her that I didn't trust her, and her trust was something I wanted to maintain. And then, if she was that willing for me to check it, I doubted she had left anything incriminating on it. I passed it back with a shrug. Then I gave her a kiss I hoped she deserved, and she leant into it with a desperate shiver encompassing her whole body.
"I'm so sorry," she whispered. Please give me a chance to finish the painting, and then I promise we never have to see him again. We can get over this, my love, and return to where we used to be." She hugged me, and I briefly hugged her back.
She added, "I don't deserve you, and you're so good to me. Can you fetch Siobhan, please; supper's almost ready?"
After we put Siobhan to bed that evening, we sat silently reading. Neither of us knew what to say. The silence continued even after we had gone to bed. We cuddled together for comfort, but it did little to ease the tension.

------------
The following morning, the atmosphere between us was still strained. We busied ourselves in our respective studios. Midday, Zoe insisted we break for lunch and that she would make it. While she was in the kitchen, I decided to take a closer look at the painting of Marcus.
As much as I hated it, I had to admit she was right; I could see the potential in the unfinished canvas. It could be one of her better pieces, and I could understand why she wanted to complete it.
She'd perfectly captured Marcus's arrogance while imbuing the painting with a sense of empowerment. Zoe had placed Marcus in a pose she had used previously, but never with this degree of suppressed power. Marcus was depicted lying semi-recumbent on a roughed-in outline of a bed, a pose reminiscent of a Roman emperor.
In the few areas close to finished, the oil paints glowed with an inner depth reminiscent of the old masters. In my opinion, in its current state, it would need another half-dozen or so sittings to reach a point where she would no longer need Marcus's presence to complete the canvas.
Marcus arrived after lunch with an uncharacteristic lack of fanfare. After a brief nod in my direction, he headed into Zoe's studio. Marcus was careful to let me see that he did not attempt to close the door to the point of being obsequious in his action. I had to trust Zoe, and I did, so I kept working for the duration of his sitting. Zoe came into my workshop after he had left.
"Thank you for giving me the space. He was a perfect gentleman and asked me to tell you he's sorry about last Friday."
"When's he due back next?" I asked, unable to keep the resignation from my voice.
She tried to keep a neutral expression, yet she couldn't hide a degree of anxiety, "Tomorrow morning."



That's worrying, I thought. "That's sooner than I expected," I mentioned.
Zoe shuffled uncomfortably, then said. "He's staying with the Patersons tonight as Lydia's sister is visiting, and they are all going out for dinner. So it was convenient for us to organise another sitting before he returns to London tomorrow."
Annoyingly, I could understand the logic of the decision, but I didn't need to like it. "I suppose so," I conceded.
Zoe fidgeted for a few moments; she obviously wanted to say something else. Finally, she said, "The Patersons have a table booked at the Hungry Monk tonight and have invited us to join them."
And, of course, it wouldn't only be the Patersons if he stayed with them. "You've got to be joking," I spat. "When was this arranged? I barely know the Patersons," I pointed out. "So why would they want us to join them, or is this another of his games?"
"Nothing like that. Lydia called him earlier to remind him they were eating out this evening. He mentioned he was at the studio and would come to their place after we finished; she asked to talk to me and invited us. It's the Hungry Monk; you know how much you like the place."
True, I thought; only if I agreed, she would be as safe as Eve had been with the serpent. I had no intention of going and racked my brain to think of an excuse that didn't sound like I was being petulant.
I said, "We will not get a babysitter on this short notice."
"Already organised," Zoe countered. "I called Jane's parents, and she's happy to watch Siobhan. She's willing to stay in the spare room overnight, so we don't need to hurry back."
Damn, talk about being ambushed.
"Please, Dave, the Patersons are a nice couple," she said. "They've always admired your work. Lydia's Sister has known Marcus for years and has a lot of nice things to say about him. If you got to know Marcus, you wouldn't be so worried about him."
"You're not giving me much of a choice, are you?" I retorted, wondering when she made the time to discuss Marcus with the Patersons.
Zoe looked anxious and held up her hands in an appeasing gesture. "Of course I am; if you don't want to go, I won't. But please don't say no; he's not a threat, and I think it would help you understand if you got to know him socially!"
"Christ, be honest, you are not giving me an option, are you?"
"Please, Dave, I want to finish the canvas, but I won't if it hurts us. I need you to understand he's not a threat; let's take this opportunity for you to see for yourself."
Shit, shit, if I disagreed, it would look like I was being petty. "What time are we supposed to be there?" I said resentfully.
"The table's booked for eight. Jane will be here by seven to help me put terror to bed."
I looked at her, and a thought flitted across my mind. "I wonder," I said, thinking out loud. What would you have done if I'd said no?"
She hesitated for several long seconds before answering. "Then I would have called the Patersons to cancel," she said firmly, which was a bit of a Freudian slip. She wouldn't be calling to accept, only to cancel, which meant she'd already accepted the invite for both of us.
I turned away, disgusted with myself, but I could not help but add, "Zoe, I warn you, if there's any funny business from either of you, I'm walking out!" What I didn't say, yet was implied by my tone, was, should I go and she didn't follow me, our marriage would be on life support.

------------
The Hungry Monk was one of those 'off-the-beaten-track' restaurants serving excellent locally sourced produce. Locals love the place and unashamedly keep quiet so the tourists don't take over and push us out. It is nestled in a fold in the Downs and was originally an old Friary. It's about half an hour's drive away, down twisty country lanes. I was ready just before seven and let Jane, the babysitter, in when she arrived.
Zoe came downstairs ten minutes later. She looked amazing in a short red cocktail dress that was form-fitted to her top, had a deep cutaway back and flared at the skirt. It was less than a year old, and she'd bought it to wear at last year's New Year's party. This was only the second time I'd seen her in it. She wore four-inch heels and black stockings to complete the mind-blowing package. My immediate concern was she was dressed like this for Marcus or me.
My expression must have clued her into my concerns; she pirouetted and said. "This is for you and you only. I want you to be proud of me, love." She held her arms out as she stepped close to me. She hugged me tightly, and I gave in to the temptation of her lips,
Jane clapped her hands in appreciation. "You look gorgeous, Mrs Peters."
My anxiety grew the closer we drew to the restaurant. I had a sense of foreboding that matched the dark thunderclouds rolling in from the west, obscuring the sunset. As Marcus was involved, I was convinced there had to be an ulterior motive for this invitation. If the Patersons were complicit, we would soon find out. Zoe sensed my discomfort, tried to distract me, and chatted about inconsequential items. When we arrived, I didn't immediately switch off the engine, and we sat for a few moments. She turned in her seat to face me, took my hand, and placed it under her dress at the top of her thigh, at the junction of silky stocking and soft skin.
"This is my promise to you," she whispered, "My body is for you and only you. When you want to leave, we will, do you understand?"
I nodded and reminded her that if Marcus had an agenda, we would not be staying.
We were the last of the party to arrive; the restaurant's tiny bar and lounge were already full, so the others had already been seated at a table. As soon as I saw the table, it was evident that Marcus, or someone else in the party, had organised the seating to allow him to press his pursuit of Zoe.
The rectangular table was laid for six, three on each side. Marcus sat in the middle seat on the far side, with the woman from the golf club on his left; this must be Lydia's sister Sylvia. Lydia sat opposite him and Roger to her left, leaving only the two opposite corners for Zoe and myself.
Marcus obviously wanted Zoe to sit next to him. As soon as he saw us, he smiled broadly and announced, "I'm glad both of you could make it." He gestured at the place beside him and added, "If you sit here, Zoe, we can keep the boy-girl sequence going."
Zoe started to move towards the seat he indicated. My grip tightened, halting her motion. Under no circumstances would I let him isolate us, allowing him to monopolise her for the entire evening.
"Damn it, Zoe, that's not happening," I muttered under my breath.
Zoe gave me a concerned glance and tried to pull me forward. I gave her a brief shake of my head, "I warned you." I said, holding her still. "This is a game I'm unwilling to play; if you decide to stay, I'm gone! I didn't want to be here in the first place," I spoke softly but firmly so only she could hear me, my face stiff with repressed anger. I began to turn away. I knew where I stood if Zoe hadn't come with me.
Zoe stood motionless, turning her head to examine the seating arrangement. "Dave, I'm sure he doesn't mean anything by it," she whispered, clutching my arm to prevent me from going.
Lydia came to my rescue. She saw the look of thunder on my face and that I was turning away. She stepped in quickly. "Marcus, you can't do that; you're separating our happy couple. Marcus, if you take this seat," she patted the vacant seat beside her. David can take yours and Zoe, the one beside him, and then everything is sorted."
Marcus had no choice; staying where he was would have made him look churlish. His lips tightened briefly, and then he stood gracefully and moved around to take the indicated place. Zoe looked relieved at me, and we took our seats. Though Lydia's quick response to the situation made me believe she knew I was a reluctant dinner companion, was she aware of the reason?
Lydia introduced Marcus's companion to us. "This is my sister Sylvia; I don't think you've ever met. She and Marcus are old friends; they were both at Cambridge at the same time." I knew their friendship, as he'd said so at the golf club, and Zoe had mentioned it earlier.
Sylvia said, "Zoe, Marcus's been telling us all about the amazing painting you're doing of him. I'd love to get the chance to see it?"
Zoe quickly shook her head, "Not until I'm satisfied it's finished; even the sitter doesn't see it until I'm done." She glanced at me, "I only let Dave see works in progress."
"You must be so proud of your wife, David," Sylvia said.
"It's Dave," I told her with a brief smile that belied my emotions, "And yes, I'm immensely proud of Zoe's achievements. She's an amazing artist and mother."
Zoe squeezed my hand and looked at me gratefully. She said, "Dave is the real genius here; I wish I had his skill."
Lydia said, "Sylvia, you've seen our lovely sideboard. Well, Dave designed and made it."
I smiled gratefully at her, "I should thank you, Lydia. It was one of the first large pieces I ever sold. It has a couple of flaws I'd love to get the opportunity to fix."
"Never," she said emphatically, "those little flaws make it such a perfect piece."
The evening passed reasonably smoothly from that point, with me ignoring Marcus as much as possible. The saving grace was that the food was up to its usual standards. The revised seating plan prevented Marcus from having any private conversation with Zoe.
The table was just the right size, and no one needed to raise their voices to be heard. I enjoyed getting reacquainted with Lydia and Roger, who tried convincing me to make a companion piece for their sideboard. I was satisfied, knowing Marcus could hear me when I said I would. Marcus seemed to take care that he spoke directly to Zoe no more than he did to anyone else at the table. He even tried to include me in his conversations. He was still hoping he could convince me to take up his commission as if I would!
Before the desserts were served, Zoe asked if I'd swap seats with her so she could talk with Sylvia without speaking over me. Both of them were interested in the local art scene, and she'd discovered they had several mutual acquaintances. She rubbed her thigh against mine and dragged her fingertips along my inner thigh as she and Sylvia talked. She discussed animatedly her plans to submit her work for next year's summer show at the Royal Academy. Her lips curled into a smile as she felt my fingers work up her stocking-clad thigh.
After the meal, we withdrew to the lounge for coffee and liquor and were lucky to find space by the inglenook fireplace. With one eye on me, Zoe waited until Marcus chose his seat. He sat down on one of a pair of cosy old sofas. Then she seated herself on the other, next to Lydia, leaving enough space for me to sit on her other side. Sylvia sat beside Marcus, and Roger was comfortably enthroned in an armchair.
I was right that the Patersons had an ulterior motive for our invite to join them, only not the one I was expecting. It turned out that Roger and Lydia's eldest daughter was due to attend the Brighton College of Art in the autumn, and they were keen to discuss her options with the pair of us. Zoe offered to speak to her and, if interested, would take her on as an assistant over the summer. The relief on their faces confirmed my suspicion, which was why they had extended the invite to include us. They were seemingly unaware that Marcus had decided to hijack the occasion for his reasons, although Lydia's reaction when we had first arrived made me wonder.
This was confirmed when Lydia confided that she and Roger had been worried about their daughter's education choices. When Marcus mentioned that he was seeing Zoe, they suggested that he invite us to the meal.
"Adding two more to the reservation wasn't a problem," Lydia enthused. "We are old friends with the owners; in any case, we've wanted to talk to Dave for some time. It's such a happy coincidence that Zoe was working with Marcus."
Yes, it was, I thought sarcastically, but I managed to smile at her.
On the other sofa, Marcus and Sylvia appeared as thick as thieves, murmuring to each other. I wondered what they were discussing as Marcus kept glancing in our direction. A few minutes later, I got my opportunity after returning from a bathroom trip.
They had moved away from the sofa and stood in a corner by the bar. My route back to the group meant I passed close by, hidden behind a half wall and a thick ancient Oak post beam. I paused to eavesdrop on their conversation. I hadn't considered taking my phone to the bathroom, which was a pity; recording them would have been nice.
Marcus was telling Sylvia about a business deal he was involved with in Eastern Europe, which sounded dubious at best but more likely highly illegal.
When he finished, Sylvia, her head bent close to his, said in a low voice that I had to strain to hear. "Now tell me more about her; from your description last night, I was under the impression she was a stunning beauty, eager to fall into your bed. She's cute but not your normal style, and she doesn't seem that infatuated with you."
I froze, not wanting to breathe in case I couldn't hear his reply.
"Oh, she's pretty enough. I'm going to enjoy her soon enough. Don't let her act tonight fool you; I can guarantee her interest. I'll admit I wasn't interested in her body to start with. It was her skill at painting I wanted, " he said, keeping his voice low.
"That's what I still don't understand. Since when were you interested in art?"
"Since I saw a couple of her canvases, portraits of a nude husband and wife, I was shocked by how good they were."
"Just came across," Sylvia mocked.
"They were on the wall in a bedroom," Marcus dryly conceded. "I was fucking the wife, and when I paused to get my breath back, I realised how good they were."
Sylvia laughed, "In what way?" She asked.
"There was such a sense of raw power in them. One of the women with me oozed with sexual promise, and it made me want to dominate and ravish her all over again. Yet it was the one of her husband that got to me. Christ, I'm not that way inclined, but if he'd been there in person, I'd have let him have me."
"Jesus Christ, it was that good?"
"Christ, yes. She can bring out the raw sensuality of the subject, but I don't think she understands how potentially powerful her paintings could be. I want my painting to possess those same qualities. With something like that hanging on my wall, I shouldn't have any problems getting women into my bed, if only to see if reality matches the artist's viewpoint."
"You sly old dog, but you said she's not your type to start with, yet you seemed to have changed your mind. Do tell."
"She's sweet and fun to be with, and she has that 'grows on you' type of personality. She's so trusting and easy to manipulate. She won't even know what I'm doing until I'm cock deep in her."
Sylvia giggled a little at his comment, "And it's such a great cock, I should know. You had me screaming last night."
"And again tonight," he growled. The bonus will be when that arrogant little shit of a husband finds out I've fucked her. I can't wait to see his face when he learns I've succeeded."
"Have you?"
"It's close, but not yet; she's ripe for the taking."
Sylvia didn't sound as confident as she responded. "I'm not so sure; it looks like he's not as naive as you hope based on what I've seen tonight."
"Maybe, maybe not." He conceded, then continued, "It shouldn't be a problem. I'm very close to convincing her that his negative attitude toward her success is why he's so jealous. As more people hear about that jealousy, it will soon stop people from wanting to commission paintings from her."
"And it's working?"
"Hell yes, you know how good I am at the subtle dig, and I've been giving her my A game. I even got an old girlfriend of mine to contact her inquiring about a commission. Then, a week later, she called back and said she'd heard some disturbing stories about how her husband treats her and that she didn't feel comfortable being painted at a shared studio."
That was disturbing; Zoe hadn't mentioned anything about this to me, which worried me. I cursed inwardly that I'd left my phone in my jacket pocket; a recording of this conversation would have gone a long way to upset his game.
Marcus added, "It won't be long before I will have convinced her that his irrational dislike of me reflects his jealousy of her. It's a win-win for me."
"Ohh, you sneaky bastard, Marcus," Sylvia said admiringly.
I'd heard more than enough, any more, and I doubted I'd be able to control my temper and hit the arrogant son of a bitch, which would only benefit him in the long term as Zoe abhorred violence. I backed away and approached the group from the other side. A few moments later, Marcus and Silvia reappeared and took their seats.
I was surprised to see that it was gone eleven by the time we rose to leave. Roger and Lydia tried to invite us to join them at their place for a nightcap. Sylvia and Marcus were staying the night at their place, and I could see Zoe was interested, but I wasn't, especially after what I'd overheard. I caught Marcus's expression of hope as he heard the Patersons trying to change my mind, which firmed my resolve to refuse their offer.
Since I was driving, I'd limited myself to a couple of glasses of wine with the meal and a small brandy afterwards. Zoe had drunk considerably more and was in a happy mood, seeming pleased at the way the evening had gone, totally unaware of the swirling undercurrents.
In the car, Zoe reclined her seat back and slowly ran her hands along her stocking-clad thighs, idly caressing herself. She stood by the car and straightened her dress when we arrived home. She looked at me with her loving eyes. "I told you that this was just for you," she said, running her hands down her body.
Jane was half asleep on the sofa when we walked in, so Zoe showed her to the spare bedroom next to Siobhan's room and quickly checked on our sleeping daughter. In our bedroom on the other side of the house, I stripped her naked except for her garter belt and stockings. Worked up from her playtime on the drive home, Zoe was eager for me to ravish her, and we ravished until we were ravished out.

------------
I dropped the babysitter home on my way to take Siobhan to kindergarten the following day. When I returned, I tried to talk to Zoe about the situation with Marcus and tell her that she needed to be careful around him, but I couldn't get her to understand my concern. She wasn't interested and got upset that I kept bringing it up.
"I'm sorry, Dave, but that's not the Marcus I see," she insisted. "He was the perfect gentleman last night, and he's far more interested in Sylvia than me."
He damn well not, I thought. He will charm you until you've finished the painting and seduce you, just another notch on his bedpost. I cursed that I'd been unable to record his conversation with Silvia last night. He'd have condemned himself. But I had no proof, and continuing to harp on about him was playing into his hands.
"Just be damn careful, you step over the line, and there will be hell to pay," I snapped. I left before I said anything else I'd regret. I drove down to the village post office to collect a parcel. On my return, I went straight to my workshop, not wanting to listen to her defending the arsehole actions further. I delayed starting to work on the bookcase and switched on the computer. I wanted to see if there were any more messages between them. I was hoping that there wouldn't be any, that Marcus had taken my threat to block him if he called her phone to heart. But no such luck and that put me in the horns of a dilemma. I would have to admit I was able to read her messages to force her to block him.



The message Marcus sent soon after we left the restaurant was predictable. She must have had her phone on silent, as I hadn't heard an incoming message alert.
►Hubby was extra boorish tonight, wasn't he? I told you he's jealous of you.
Her reply was time-stamped this morning when I took Siobhan to kindergarten. ►He wasn't jealous, just bloody annoyed with you. Do you blame him? What were you thinking?
►What do you mean?
►I warned you he wouldn't be happy about the invite. I had to work hard to get him to agree. Then you went and played that stupid game with the seating arrangements. It was such an obvious setup. He would have walked out if Lydia hadn't stepped in to defuse the situation.
►And would you have gone with him?
►I wouldn't have had a choice.
There were no more messages between them after that. I logged off and started working, barely conscious of what my hands were doing, as my mind raced. I struggled to understand how everything had gone so wrong in such a short time. It felt like I was fighting a losing battle in a war of attrition.
I was busy when Marcus arrived. He looked somewhat worse for wear; they must have carried on drinking well past the wee hours after they had got to the Patersons. Zoe kept both sets of doors propped open, and it took me a moment to realise she'd adjusted the position of the couch, so now it sat in line-of-sight from the doorway, ensuring I had a clear view of them. Her actions confused me; she seemed to give with one hand while taking away with the other.
I retreated into the depths of the workshop; I had so much to do to prepare for my latest project if I was going to deliver it on schedule. I was nervous after what I'd overheard the night before and read this morning, so I tried to keep the noise down to try and hear what they were saying. I glanced in several times, but I heard or saw nothing untoward. There seemed to be very little interaction between them, possibly due to the hangover from which I was sure he was suffering.
I wasn't aware of him leaving. The first I knew was when Zoe tapped me on the shoulder. I switched off the router, and she brushed the sawdust from my hair.
"He's gone," she said.
"Did he give you any problems," I asked.
She shook her head. "Nope. Other than being worried that we won't finish on time, I've slotted another appointment for tomorrow afternoon."
"Don't forget the plans we have for next week."
"Umm, yes. I'm going to prepare lunch. We can discuss our plans for next week then. Fifteen minutes, okay?"
I nodded, and she left, but her response worried me. Why would we need to discuss our plans? They were already set up, mostly centred on indulging Siobhan. I checked her appointment diary; she was still old school, and hers was a leather-bound day planner.
The afternoon session the following day she'd mentioned earlier was there, but turning to the following week caused my anger to spike. She had sittings booked every afternoon for the week, but that couldn't be right! We were going to be away most of the week.
Since Siobhan started at the school last year, we had agreed to keep the half-term-week free so that we could indulge her. I took her diary with me when I went indoors for lunch. Marcus and the painting had become an obsession with her; he was working his charms on her.
When I placed the diary on the table, I didn't need to say anything.
She looked up from the salad she was mixing and saw the book on the table. Her hands stopped moving, "Dave, I know what you will say, but I had to put the extra sessions in for next week. I've only got ten days to finish it. I must get it done, and I did promise Marcus it would be finished on time."
"So neither your daughter nor I am important?"
"That's not fair; you know the pair of you are important to me. Please, Dave, you could keep Siobhan occupied, and I'll join you later in the day."
I said, "It is fair, and you damn well know it. You've known for weeks that it's half term next week, and we'd made plans. I've kept my schedule clear, and I'm closing the workshop for the week as we agreed."
I was seething; there was just no way I was letting him be with her on his own. I could kiss my marriage goodbye as if left to his own devices. Marcus would surely be successful, and infidelity was the one thing I couldn't accept.
"I need to finish the painting; I'm sure she will understand." Zoe gave me a beseeching look, praying I would understand.
I shook my head, "She won't, and you know it. She's been talking about it for weeks. The hotel in London and the Euro Disney stay is booked and paid for. So just how the fuck do you think you are going to join us? Look, if you don't tell him, I will. Our contracts have no penalty clauses, so it doesn't matter if you take next week off."
"But can't you see it from my point of view? I've promised to finish it on time, and I don't want to let him down," she said.
The anger that I'd barely holding a lid on burst out. I slammed her diary down on the table, and she shrank back. "For fuck's sake, Zoe, so it's okay to let your family down, but not him. What's more important, your family, that bloody painting, or is it something else?"
I'd had enough; the scale of this latest betrayal pushed me over the edge. I walked out of the kitchen, pausing in the doorway to say. "I'll be in the workshop. Let me know what you decide to do. But I will take next week off to be with Siobhan, with or without you. If you decide to stay here and prioritise him over us, I think it would be better off all-round if you weren't here when we return."
She moaned in disbelief when she heard what I was saying.
I wasn't sure I'd done the right thing by giving her that ultimatum, but I knew I needed to give her a good stiff dose of reality. I honestly didn't know what else I could do. I sat in the office and found the bottle of whisky I kept tucked away in the filing cabinet. Alcohol and sharp tools don't mix, but this was one time I needed a stiff drink. I poured a decent measure into a glass and sat on the sofa, sipping at it. The stupid thing was that I was sure she loved me, but the combination of that damned painting and Marcus seemed to have mesmerised her, and she couldn't see past them.
It must have been a good hour and a half before Zoe's tear-stained face appeared in the doorway.
"Can we talk, please?" she said. I nodded, and she came and sat down beside me.
"Dave, I love you; please tell me that you love me," she said, holding her hand out. I took it and squeezed it, but I couldn't say the words. She wrapped her arms around me, and we kissed.
After we had pulled apart, she said, "I don't know what's wrong with me. I know what I should be doing, yet I make the wrong decision whenever I talk to him."
"So, did you come to a decision?"
She whispered, "Yes."
"Did you talk to him?"
Again, she whispered, "Yes."
I sat there twisting my wedding ring around my finger. Her eyes were drawn to my motion, and she went white. "And?" I said softly.
"I told him I'm sorry, but we have plans for next week and won't be here." I felt the breath I didn't know I'd been holding escape my lips in relief. Then she said, "He wanted to know where we would be..."
"It's none of his damn business where we will be," I retorted.
She gave me an embarrassed look, "Sorry, I didn't think it mattered if he knew."
"So what did you tell him?"
"I'm not going to change our family plans for next week. I explained that we would be staying in London from Sunday, taking the Eurostar to France on Wednesday, staying at Euro Disney, and returning on Sunday."
I knew her so well that I instinctively knew that there was something more she wasn't telling me, and she didn't know how to broach it.
"Zoe, there's more, isn't there?"
"Please, Dave, don't get mad, but he called back a little while ago with a proposal. A suggestion, really," She stammered.
Which is?"
"He wanted to know what our plans are for London."
I had a sinking feeling, and I knew where this was going. "What's his suggestion then?"
"He says he has access to a studio in London I could use. He suggested I could spend a couple of hours each afternoon while we were in London working on the painting and maybe one evening after she's gone to bed."
"Oh, for Christ's sake, Zoe!" My anger was unmistakable.
"I told him it wasn't a good idea; I didn't say yes. I said I'd ask you." She looked at me with a hint of desperation.
I counted to ten in my mind; I needed to because I was so close to telling her to fuck off.
I could almost hear what he'd been saying to her. If he loves you, then, of course, he'll agree. If he doesn't, it just proves he's jealous of you. Fuck, I was damned if I did and damned if I didn't. He proved a master manipulator, and I needed to fight fire with fire.
"Christ, is this damn painting that important to you that you want to risk our family, our marriage? I don't understand why this week is so important to Marcus. Sure, I understand you want to finish it, but there's no reason other than his made-up timetable for you to work next week."
I paused and made her look me in the eye. "Or is it more than the painting, Zoe?" I asked coldly.
"No," she almost screamed, "Nothing is more important to me than you and Siobhan."
"Then prove it! I don't know why you are asking me. This is your decision; I've told you mine." As far as I could see, this was my only option. I needed her to make the decision.
Her face fell, and she took several deep breaths. "Then I'll tell him no."
"If that's your decision." My voice was full of sarcasm.
"It is."
I looked at her and said in a clipped tone, "Thank you."
She threw herself into my arms, kissing me. "I love you so much it hurts."

------------
The following day, after the school run, Zoe was doing the laundry. I took the opportunity to check the backup folder to see if there was any new activity. Her call log showed that she had called him soon after I had walked out, and the call had lasted less than two minutes. He phoned her back an hour later, which lasted ten minutes. In between those calls, Zoe called Geraldine's office and her mother.
Before his second call, he texted: ►Please answer my call. I have a compromise that should work for both of us. I will call in a few minutes to explain.
A shortcoming of the backup data was that it only registered connected calls. A missed or unanswered call failed to show up. Regardless, it was interesting to be able to fill in some of that conversation.
She replied: ►What part of I'm not risking my marriage for a painting do you not understand? Dave is adamant that it's over for us if I don't go with them.
►It's a solution that will work for both of us
►Fine, I'll answer, but I make no promises.
After the call from him, he texted again: ►I don't understand why you won't ask him; it's the perfect solution. How can arranging for you to spend a couple of hours each day working on the painting while hubby looks after your daughter be risking your marriage? Or is it that shaky?
►It wasn't until I met you. You're nice, but I'm not interested in you like that. I hadn't realised how much you and the painting intrude into my marriage. Stop texting me; it won't happen. I love Dave.
►At least ask him, or I will.
►No, that could make the situation worse. He won't change his mind, but I'll talk to him if you insist.
Her reply after our heated discussion was brief and to the point: ►I asked, and he said hell no. Please don't bother to ask me again.
His unwillingness to accept her answer was evident after he turned up early Friday afternoon. He arrived, arrogance epitomised, interrupting our lunch of soup and grilled sandwiches in the office.
As he walked in, he said without an apology for interrupting us, "It's all arraigned, Zoe. Let me give you the address. It's a flat that belongs to a good friend; she's an amateur artist and converted one room into a studio. She's in the States now and let me have a set of keys. I've arranged for a van to come later this afternoon to collect the canvas and whatever else you need and pick up and deliver everything to my friend's studio."
And how convenient it was for him to have a studio with an attached bedroom! I looked at her, and I saw her glance at me. She saw my expression, shook her head, and squeezed my hand.
She said almost too dismissively, "I told you I wouldn't do that. You need to cancel the van."
Marcus gave me a sly smile, and I clenched my hands. "But of course, you will. It's the best option for all of us," he said. She hadn't seen his expression.
"Not for me or my family, it isn't," she said with a shake of her head, but I noticed a wistful look that she hid quickly. "I won't ruin next week for Siobhan."
"Wh...." then he added smoothly. "Oh yes, your delightful daughter."
Zoe gave him an odd look, "Yes, my daughter, who, as I explained, Dave and I are going to take away on vacation next week."
Marcus looked carefully at both of us, "Do I take that to mean you couldn't make Dave here see the advantages of my proposal."
"I think that's a fair assessment of the situation, "she replied, shrugging. "And you're far too early for our session. You can either wait here or go and come back at the correct time."
Marcus looked put out. "I'll wait. If that's OK with your husband," he added with a hint of sarcasm.
Zoe picked up our plates and left. Marcus stood contemplating me, and I could almost see his mind working overtime to devise a way to overturn this apparent change to his plans. It was frustrating watching him, understanding that he was a master manipulator skilled in his seduction methods.
I knew Marcus would spend the next few hours manipulating Zoe, and how impotent I felt led to a sinking feeling. Under Marcus's steely gaze, I racked my mind, desperately trying to come up with a solid counter to the full-court press that I could imagine he would put her under.
Then I had one of those cartoon lightbulb moments. I would need to show tangible evidence of what she was risking, and I might have exactly that! I'd constantly told her I loved her, but I wondered if she understood my deep feelings. Tucked away in the back of a locked cupboard, I had physical representations of how I felt about her and Siobhan. Once before, she'd been among the few people to understand how I translated my emotions into a physical form. I was sure as an artist, she would appreciate the symbolism.
Leaving Marcus glaring at me, I entered my workshop and, without hesitation, retrieved a single cloth-wrapped object from the cupboard. Then, I hesitated and picked up a second bundle. I placed the still-covered objects on top of her box of paints. There was something else I wanted to do, but I needed the computer for that.
Marcus was still waiting in the office. When I reappeared, he said, "I can't believe that you are as narrow-minded as this; I can help her career in a way you never could."
"Help her career," I said sarcastically, "or is the reality that you want to help her into your bed."
"Now you are being narrow-minded and ridiculous!"
"I don't think so; do please correct me if I misheard what you said to Sylvia. I believe what you said was, 'She won't even know what I'm doing until I'm cock deep in her'. I do hope I'm not misquoting you."
His expression froze before his face flushing as he worked out when I must have overheard the pair and recalled what else I probably heard him and Silvia discussing. He turned on his heels and entered Zoe's studio to wait for her, and I switched the computer on.
His arrogance got the better of him as he returned to the door of her studio. Standing upright, he said harshly, "You stupid little man, what do you know about how the real world works; she deserves better than you, and I can give it to her."
He looked up at a crunch of gravel on the path outside and froze; a fresh-looking Zoe had just appeared at the entrance, and he couldn't be sure she hadn't heard his exchange. She hesitated, sensing the tension in the air, and looked from Marcus to me, and for one of the first times, I could not read her expression. Then, she ushered Marcus into her studio. I lost myself to the intricacies of the web as I quickly searched for what I was looking for.
Minutes later, I smiled in satisfaction at the last page displayed on the screen, and in the corner of the office, the printer chattered into life. Looking up, I saw Zoe standing in the doorway. Tears streaming down her face, she clutched the pair of objects I'd left on her paint box to her chest.
She walked around the desk and spun the chair I was sitting on to face her. She couldn't speak through the sobs. A tear fell from her face and landed on the surface of one of the objects in her hands. It trickled slowly down the polished surface.
"They're... beautiful... when... did... you... do... them..." She said between sniffles.
I took the first from her, "This one, a few weeks ago, I could see the shape hiding in the wood."
Of course, it was the zebra-wood carving of Zoe when she was pregnant. I've always sensed that the person my carving was destined for would immediately know what it represents, and Zoe had just proved me right yet again. Others would most likely see it as a simple stylised outline.
Her fingers delicately traced the curves of the second piece as she fought to control her emotions. "And this one?"
"One of the first I did after Siobhan was born." It was a mother with a baby at her breast caught in mid-feed; it was one of my more abstract pieces.
"Are these the only ones?"
"There are a few more," I admitted.
"Show me!" She demanded.
"Wait here," I told her. I placed the rest carefully into a convenient box and brought them to her.
I sat down again, and she sat beside me, reverently lifted each piece, and freed it from its cloth shroud. She managed to unerringly line them up in a chronological representation of our relationship that the pieces recalled and I'd carved them. She delicately stroked the surface of the pieces; some were smooth, and others showed evidence of the tools I'd used. I had highly polished a number; the others were waxed or oiled--the sinuous curves highlighting the grain.
"Me," and she pointed at the first one. "Me again, me, me, a pregnant me, another pregnant me. Oh, that's where this one goes." She placed the second of the two I'd set out for her in its rightful place." She continued describing each piece until she set the last in its place.
I suddenly realised I hadn't seen Marcus leave, "What have you done with Marcus?"
"Oh, he's in there, probably sulking, hopefully getting dressed. There didn't seem to be any reason to carry on today. I told him I'd finish the damn thing from the photos I've already taken when we get back."
Marcus appeared at the door and saw Zoe sitting on my lap. He said, "Zoe, can we talk about this next week? Maybe we could all meet up for lunch one of the days you're in London."
"Sorry, that won't be possible," I said. "We won't be there. I've just cancelled everything."
Zoe stiffened, "Dave, what have you done?" She looked at me with fear in her eyes. Had she stepped over the line? Was I walking away from her? Had I decided that enough was enough?
Marcus gave me a puzzled but slightly hopeful look. Not a chance, asshole, I thought. I'm not going to make it easy for you. I collected the printed page from the printer and gave it to her. The sheet was headed a summary of trip details, and across the bottom in large letters were the words 'payment confirmed'.
"What have you done? She repeated tentatively as she tried to scan the document.



"Booked the three of us into Disney Florida for a week. Our flight is on Sunday."
Marcus's face was like a picture; Zoe froze and threw her arms around me.
"Thank you. It will be a perfect holiday; Siobhan will love it," she sobbed into my neck. Her lips sought mine, and we descended into a long, passionate kiss that seemed to go on forever. Her expression went from scared to elated.
Marcus was forgotten by the doorway until he coughed, and we both turned to look at him.
He said, "Zoe, I'll call when you return to reschedule."
"No need," she said, "I'm sure I have all I need to finish it. I will call your office when it's ready to be collected."
She stood up and went over to him. He started to bend his head to kiss her, but she shook her head and held out her hand.
"It's been interesting working with you, but not an experience I wish to repeat," she said.
I recalled something else that Linda had said about Marcus. Once you see the real Marcus, he loses his charm and never gets it back. It appeared that, at last, Zoe had seen that side of Marcus.
He looked startled at her words. "Zoe, are you sure this is what you want? I thought you wanted to submit the paintings to the Academy?"
"I do, and I will, just not yours," she said. "I know there's a much better one coming soon," and she looked back at me with a content smile.
Marcus turned on his heels and walked out of our lives. He left with an excessive flourish of scattering gravel.
Zoe sat on my lap and held on tight to me, sobbing. Occasionally, one of her fingers would reach out and gently caress the physical evidence of years of my love. We sat for over an hour until she struggled off my lap.
She kissed me and said. "I'm just going to pack my paints away; then we can go and collect our daughter and tell her the great news."
As she cleared up, I opened her cloud folder on the computer, intending to delete the contents and change the settings. As I did so, a new text from him appeared in the folder. Looking up, I could see her in her studio, picking up her phone and frowning as she read the message. I opened it, curious to see what it was about. ►Zoe, I can't go a whole week without seeing you. I think I've fallen in love with you. You deserve so much better than him.
Her reply appeared a few moments later. ►Marcus, what are you talking about? I liked you, but you could never have been more than a friend. I love Dave, and that's not going to change; he's my soul mate and the father of my child. I think it's best if you stop trying to contact me. If Dave knew you were still texting me, he'd go ballistic. I'll contact your office when the painting is ready for collection.
I watched her look at her phone, delete the texts, put it down with a sigh, and head out. Half an hour later, she was back; she must have told Siobhan about our plans as the little girl bounced all over the place singing songs from her favourite Disney films. It took us a long time to settle her down enough that she'd eat, and then it took an extra story to get her to sleep.
Zoe was in the lounge when I came in, half watching something on the television. She looked up, saw me, and shuffled over to give me space to sit beside her.
"I've been a fool, haven't I," she said. "He was after me all the time, wasn't he?"
I nodded, "That's what I think; the painting always was a means to an end for him."
"Pity, I thought he was nice. I guess that was all part of his act."
"My best guess is that everything he did was calculated to get you into bed with him."
She pulled a chair up and sat down on the other side of our daughter. "I've just blocked his number. If I'd had any sense, I should have done it earlier."
I nodded, but I was glad she hadn't. The side with the best intelligence usually wins the battle. She sat thinking