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Slippery Shower Time

Kate

My new hick town policeman lover slept soundly beside me. His bed was so comfy and there was no place on earth I would have preferred to be right then but I was kidding myself dreaming that this was real.

The man was perfect. But what kind of life would it be here in his tiny country cottage when the first requirement of a wife around here was to make babies? Which was something I simply wasn’t equipped to do. So best keep it casual and sneak out of bed and back up the hill to my own bed.

I slipped from the covers and found my dress and bra but couldn’t find my panties in the dark. I decided they were surplus to requirements and left without them. I tiptoed down the footpath to the road carrying my sandals.

I put them on at the gate and hurried quite frightened up the hill through the middle of town in the dead of night. Fortunately I didn’t encounter anyone and no cars passed. The town really was asleep. It was eerily silent and too cold for what I was wearing.

I snuck into Bobby’s house and pulled the covers up in bed. Now that my escape mission was accomplished I was able to relax and smile to myself over what had happened tonight.

I reached into my bag on the floor and found my vibrator. The country cop had given me a couple of nice orgasms but who knew when my next ‘love-making’ session would be, so best make the most of this one.

I rubbed the head of the vibrator through my slit. It was tacky at first but there was plenty of man-made lubricant inside. “Mmm definitely man-made,” I giggled to myself as my pussy quickly became slick with it. I brought my vibrator to my mouth and tasted the end of it.

“Mmm yummy.” It tasted strongly of semen, and why wouldn’t it after the guy had cum inside me twice and so forcefully each time.

I worked the vibrator in and out, fucking myself without even turning it on. It was more about the penetration and remembering how deeply Ben had been inside me. It wasn’t even about having another orgasm, and I withdrew the length of the vibrator and brought it back to my mouth.

I licked and sucked the taste of semen from it, licking the full length and all around from the base to the head then sucking it into my mouth and imagining I might do this for Ben next chance I get.

I inserted the big dong back into my pussy and arched my hips up off the bed to fuck myself with it and bring on an orgasm anyway.

My climax exploded through my body and had me curled on my side with my legs tucked up and the huge vibrator still fully imbedded in my throbbing pussy.

I licked my sticky lips and could taste my new lover’s cum. I smiled to myself and dared to imagine if things were different and I could have this man for keeps.

She Was a Secret

Bobby lay staring at the ceiling. The figure in the doorway beckoned. She had no face. She was a white, shimmering light full of sadness. He wanted to go with her.

His fear had subsided but his heart was aching with the pain she was feeling. He lifted his head. It was so heavy. He moved his leg and lifted his back. He sat for a moment looking at the floor. She moved closer. She wanted him to hurry but he was so tired. He could barely lift his shoulders, and when he did she moved back to the door.

He remembered leaving the light on but behind her was only darkness. He tried to stand but fell to his knees. She was leaving and he crawled after her. He reached the door frame and lifted his body against it. She was at the bottom of the stairs waiting for him. He took a step. It was easier that time. He willed himself to follow and he was moving freely, the weight of his body fading.

He reached the front door and saw her at the road, and suddenly he was there but she was gone. He searched into the distance. The forest was black but he could see the trees. They frightened him. Their arms were long and angry. They were lashing out with spiny black hands.

She was there amongst them. She was crying and calling to him but the trees hated him. “I can’t. I can’t help you,” Bobby cried out. She was fading and he was dying inside.

Bobby sat up in bed. “It’s okay, it’s okay. It was just a nightmare.” Kate was there. She stroked his face. “It was just a bad dream. It’s okay.”

“Katie the forest was alive and it hated me!”

“It’s okay sweetie. It wasn’t real.”

Bobby thought of the light girl. She was a secret. He knew she was a secret. “It was just the trees Katie. They were trying to get me.”

“I know.  I have dreams like that too.” Kate soothed his brow as he lay back down. “They’re just scary monster dreams.”

“I know Katie. I’m okay. What time is it?”

“It’s only midnight. Go back to sleep.”

“What happened to you?” Bobby asked. “Your hair is all mussed up.”

“Oh that’s nothing. It was windy in the car.”

“But what happened to your face? It’s all red Katie.”

“What? I don’t know, nothing. Just go back to sleep.”


Gold Coast Bound

Kate

I left Bobby and checked in my mirror. My hair was a tangled mess and my chin was reddened with a pending bruise. Now that I’d cooled off my breasts were sore from being mauled and my neck was blotchy. My skin was sticky with my new lover’s scent.

I got back into my bed and cuddled myself in the leather jacket I had stolen for the walk home and just put back on to see to Bobby. Internally I was still simmering, and in my dream that night I was a hick town bride, happily married and shelling peas.

I had no recollection of having dreamt anything when I awoke the next morning. I found myself dancing around the house with a broom for a partner. I never got to the painting I had planned to do. I had woken late and spent an hour in the bath. By the time I had tidied up after breakfast it was eleven. I packed my car and followed the directions to the farm where Bobby worked.

The farmer was a weathered little man with grey overalls and a dusty hat. He was a dwarf beside Bobby, who he had sorting peaches into boxes ready for shipment to market. Beneath the farmer’s hat was a kindly face with a welcoming grin. I was invited for tea and spent half an hour chatting with a plump, silver-haired woman who blinked as she spoke. Both the farmer and his wife promised to keep an eye on Bobby.

“He’s a wonderful young fellow,” the woman enthused. “So polite and such lovely manner. He reminds me of Ronny, doesn’t he Neil? Ronny’s our youngest. He’s down in Sydney with a family of his own nowadays.”

I couldn’t believe my luck as I drove out of Goran Vale. I had been worried for months about Bobby’s move and couldn’t have hoped for a better situation to leave him with. I got to thinking of my plans as I skirted the bluff and wound my way down to the expressway. I was to pick up Leanne, and together we were taking a flight up the coast to Surfers Paradise. I had brochures of the hotel that showed the ocean view from the balcony. Everything was booked and organised, including dinner cruises and stage shows.

I thought of Ben as I passed the roadhouse. I remembered his kiss and the feel of his hands all over my body and his lovely cock inside me. Last night in bed I had promised to return for another visit at the end of my holiday, and he had promised to come into the city often to visit me. He also promised to call in a few days to say hello and report on Bobby, and I hoped he would.

I found myself quite conflicted over the prospect of the next few weeks on the loose in Surfers Paradise with my best friend versus the idea of just doing a U-turn.

Well, as long as he does call, I concluded, and I shook off the thought of going back and sitting on his doorstep.

There was traffic through the inner-city suburbs. I found my friend waiting and we hurried to the airport, checked my car into long-term parking and arrived at the terminal just as our flight was boarding.

“So what’s with the gravel rash?” Leanne asked. The plane had taken off and we were on our way.

“Oh that.” I checked my reflection in the window. The graze on my chin was quite pronounced. “I had a run in with the local law enforcement. Hey you’d like him Lea. He’s a real romantic, all soppy and sappy. I had to tell him to cut it out.”

“Oh you did? He doesn’t appear to have listened.”

“No I know. Have you got anything in here? I’ll have to get some cream or something.”

“There’s some antiseptic cream in there somewhere. It’s not too bad though.”

I rifled through Leanne’s handbag and found a tube of all-purpose ointment. “He was cute anyway. He took me waltzing.”

“Waltzing? You can’t waltz.”

“Can now. Although I didn’t have to do much, just hang on.”

Leanne eyed me curiously. “So he’s a cop?”

“Yep! A hick town copper.”

“And he can dance, and he’s obviously a passionate kind of guy, judging by the look of your mug. What else?”

“I don’t know, he’s excitable!”

“Excitable? You didn’t, did you? God Kate! You’ve only been gone a few days.”

“Five days! Thank you very much. And it wasn’t on the first date.”

Leanne edged around in her seat. She was squeezing my hand. “So?”

“What?” I asked feigning innocence.

“You know, details?”

“Well, we were dancing, waltzing! Which is um, kind of sexy.”

“Sexy? How so?”

“Well you know, you kind of get cuddled, and his thingy’s right there rubbing against you, and his leg’s kind of in between yours. You’ve got to try it Lea. It’s more fun than it looks.”

Leanne kept smiling. “And then? After the dancing what happened?”

“Oh, he’s got a Mercedes by the way, a convertible, and when we got back to it he forced himself on me. What can I say?”

“What, you did it right there?”

“No! Jesus Lea!”

“Well, come on Kate. Feed me. I’m starving!”

“Hey get this. Do you know what he said? He said, like, after I said we should get a room he said he wanted to make love to me.”

“Yeah. Duh!”

“No, he meant he didn’t want to have sex, that he would rather wait and make love.”

“To you? Hahaha,” Leanne giggled.

“Yes, to me! It was really sweet.”

Leanne shook her head incredulously. “And he’s got a Mercedes convertible and he can waltz?”

“Ah huh.”

“And you’re here. Why? Is he married?”

“No.”

“Is he fat and ugly?”

“No. He’s gorgeous.”

“But he’s old, right? How old, fifty?”

“No, he’s not old. He’s about our age, maybe thirty. I didn’t ask.”

“So why weren’t you raving about him as soon as you got out of the car? What’s the problem?”

“There’s no problem. I’m going to see him again when we get back. It’s just that he’s, I don’t know, he’s from Hicksville! God, I was climbing the walls to get out of there.”

“Oh. A country boy. Now there’s a real turn off.” Leanne was withholding her giggle.

“Shut up bitch! What about that guy you were going out with until you found out he liked fishing? And you think I’m picky.”

“Yeah but it was on his hands, and it stank. And I hate fishy smells!”

There was a light snack of cake and tea served, and by the time we had finished eating the plane was descending into the Gold Coast. We cleared the baggage claim quickly and stepped from the airport terminal into a sultry afternoon and a waiting cab.

I was cramped and in need of some exercise by the time we reached our hotel. After checking in and tossing my bags I went straight down to the gym and had a light workout.

I walked back into the hotel room to find Leanne hovering over a bunch of red roses. “I didn’t look,” she said excitedly handing me the card.

“Are they for me?” I opened the card. It was a thank you from Ben for a lovely evening. It was signed with a kiss.

“Are they from the country boy?” Leanne asked peering over my shoulder. “I’ll see if there’s a vase.”

I held the flowers to my nose. My heart was fluttering a little but I quickly brushed it off. For the past month I had been waiting in anticipation of my Gold Coast holiday and the opportunity to meet some new and exciting men. The last thing I needed was to be distracted by feelings for someone from a rundown little village in the hills.


Keep it Real

Ben

I took the expressway into the heart of Sydney. I had left Goran Vale at nine and missed the early rush hour traffic. I had taken my own car rather than a police vehicle so I would be able to stay and do some sightseeing. There was an attaché to deliver and some paperwork associated with it to complete. I walked out of Police Headquarters free of any further commitments at two in the afternoon.

It was only a short stroll down to Circular Quay, where I was soon wandering around gazing at the ferries lumbering into port and the water taxies zipping around between them. I bought some hot chips and attracted a gathering of seagulls that squabbled and screamed at each other over the rights to each half chip I tossed for them.

There was a choir of school children singing and I stood watching them for a while then meandered around to the Opera House where I sat staring up at the buildings around the foreshore, wondering which one Kate worked in.

I felt I had no illusions of what might develop between me and Kate. Sitting there in the dreamy haze of the afternoon I remembered what she had pointed out so plainly though. There was no point going back. My life at home had ended the instant Sylvia was killed. There was nothing there I had ever imagined without her. She was the meaning of that life and without her there would be no meaning.

My sister would be flying through Sydney later in the month and I would be meeting her at the airport for lunch. She was my closest friend. I would wait to see her in person, but a decision had been taken. It was done.

I strode back toward the ferry terminal and decided I had time for a quick run across to the north side of the harbour. I had never been to Manly before and after Kate had raved about it so much I decided I had to go have a look.

The ferry was waiting. I quickly bought my ticket and took an outdoor seat with the other tourists. The bulky old vessel slowly backed out of dock and cruised into the harbour with the deep-sea swell regularly crashing into the bow and sending sheets of salty mist into the air.

It was a twenty-minute jaunt out through the heads and around to Manly cove, where the ocean settled and the ferry lumbered steadily along past the yacht clubs and towering apartment buildings.

Stepping from the wharf I walked into a party atmosphere, very different from the almost sleepy nonchalance of the mid-afternoon sightseers at the Quay. The street was crowded with tiny boutiques overflowing with racks of clothing and sizzling eateries with tables and chairs spilling out onto the walkway.

I stopped by the window of a real estate agent to check the price of apartments, reminding myself again that my thinking was purely hypothetical. I looked at the first advertisement: Absolute waterfront at only 2.8 million dollars. I scanned the other dozen or so apartments displayed and found that to be the cheapest by far. I had about a hundred thousand equity in my house and close to fifty in savings. Maybe timeshare, I reasoned, realising I would never have a hope of outright ownership of anything in that window.  

I strolled along to the beach and sat for a while looking out at the horizon. I was eighteen years old the first time I had seen the ocean and it gave me the same comforting sense of insignificance I felt when gazing out at the desert from the veranda at home.

I lost an hour staring at the waves, and by the time I got back to my car the traffic had crawled out of the gutters and filled the narrow city streets.


Not Settling for Anything Less

Kate

I checked my hair once again. I had decided to take a few inches off and have it curled at my shoulders. I liked it. I left my new dress on the bed and returned to where Leanne was reading on the balcony. I poured a fresh glass of wine and stood gazing out at the ocean for a while.

“So how tall is he?” Leanne asked suddenly.

“How tall is who?”

“You know who.”

“You mean Tex? I don’t know, six foot? And I wasn’t thinking about him.”

“No? So how come you moved the flowers into your room? And right next to your bed. You’ve been thinking about him.”

“Well it’s so dull in there,” I argued, but my friend had a knowing smile.

“Dull, huh? And what colour are his eyes?”

“God they’re so intense Lea. They’re kind of green, but you can’t look at them because he just sort of digs right into you with them.”

“Digs huh? Don’t you like being dug into? I do.”

“Ha! Now who’s the tart?”

Leanne closed her book. “So why don’t you call him and say thanks for the flowers? I bet he’s waiting.”

“Because I don’t like shelling peas.”

“Peas? What are you going on about?”

“Nothing. But tonight I’m going to meet a nice, non-dickhead, rich, gorgeous hunk of a man and I’m not settling for anything less.”

“Rich hey? Are we still on about that?”

“No we’re not on about it. But it would be nicer than not rich.”

“Not usually if you asked me. The nice ones usually have to spend their beer budget if they want to buy you flowers. Especially a dozen long stems from interstate and delivered to your hotel room.”

“Hmm. Sounds like someone’s impressed! You can have them in your room tonight if you like. We can share.”

Leanne smiled confidently. “No thanks. I’ll have some of my own by the weekend.”

“Really? But you’re not allowed to buy them yourself.”

“No. They’ll be sent with a sweet little card just like yours were. I’m very confident.”

“Are you going to sleep with him? That’ll work.”

We had spent our first night at a dance-club and Leanne had met a guy.

“No, I’m not going to sleep with him I don’t think… Actually I might but only because we’re on holidays.”

I laughed. “Oh it’s different on holidays is it? Sounds like a double standard to me.”

“Well he’s leaving on Sunday and I won’t see him again until we get home. Otherwise I’d make him wait. You know I would.”

“So how is that any different from me doing it with Ben? I was on holidays and only there for a few days. Isn’t that exactly the same thing?”

“Oh it’s Ben now, is it? Is Tex making progress?”

“Shut up! He made plenty of progress but that’s as far as he’s going. I’m not ending up a housewife in suburbia, or Hicksville for chrissakes.”

“A housewife hey? He has made some progress.”

“Fuck off Lea. You really piss me off sometimes.”

“Hey I’m only teasing.”

“Yeah well stop it now okay?”

I was suddenly choking up and getting teary. Leanne approached and stroked my hair. “What’s the matter sweetie?”

“I don’t know. Nothing.”

There were times when a wave of emptiness would strike me from nowhere. I had felt it as I stood gazing out at the ocean a few minutes earlier, and the conversation temporarily warded it off but now it suddenly swamped me.

I sniffled and felt my strength returning. I smiled at Leanne. “I’m okay. This has been going on for months. Every now and then I just… uggh! It’s awful.”

“Don’t we all,” Leanne consoled. “I think we’re starting to grow out of this crap, don’t you?”

“Well we’re not growing out of it yet. We’ve booked three weeks and I’m making the most of it.” After the wave washed over me I always felt defiant and more determined than ever. “Come on. I want to try on my new dress.”

Two hours were spent in preparation, and emerging from the elevator that evening I was tingling all over with anticipation. We had booked a table in one of the hotel restaurants and we ate and chatted, mostly about the man Leanne had met the night before. He would be meeting us in the piano bar after dinner.

“There’s nothing wrong with driving a forklift,” Leanne argued at one point. “If it wasn’t for forklift drivers the pallets would never be put on the trucks and the trucks would never get to the shops. We’d all be walking around naked and starving. So he’s actually saving society when you think about it.”

“Hmm. Well I think you’re stretching it a bit there but you seem pretty happy with him, it’s good.”

The atmosphere of the piano bar was thick with sensual luxury carved in mahogany and trimmed with chrome. The piano music itself filled the air with subtle romance. The lounges were deep soft leather, and the heavily tinted plate-glass set the lights of the esplanade back one dimension and captured a hint of moonlight riding silent waves.

Leanne’s new friend Simon was waiting and stood rubbing his palms on his trousers. His smile was broad and his eyes were set upon Leanne. I immediately liked him. He wore faded black jeans and had on a charcoal sports coat over a white V-neck t-shirt.

He looked outclassed amongst the leather and mahogany, but when he took Leanne into his arms I felt very alone. I accepted his handshake and enthusiastic greeting. I leaned to him and offered my cheek and when his lips brushed I thought of Ben and wished for an instant he was there.

Simon had an easy laugh. He blushed a lot and clung to Leanne’s hand. He asked me about myself and I found no need to embellish the bland truth of my situation. “I live alone. I haven’t got a boyfriend and I hate my job. Leanne thinks I’m a tart but I’m really just a gold digger and a bitch.”

Simon chuckled. “All that hey? Haha.”

“And then some,” I went on giggling. “But you still love me don’t you Lea?”

There was a small dance floor where several couples could be seen swaying together. I was eventually left alone and watched Leanne’s face, as alive as I had ever seen it, as she cuddled to her new man’s shoulder.

Most of the lounges were occupied but the bar was quite sparse. I had noticed several men obviously unaccompanied. There was one with curly red hair at an adjacent party who was continually looking over but I had been avoiding his eyes because I didn’t like the way he spoke over the top of his friends. There was another man regularly looking over from the bar, and although his suit was immaculate and obviously Italian, I didn’t like the way he was checking out every woman that walked by.

At the far end of the bar was a man in a dark suit whom I had noticed chatting with the barman whenever he wasn’t busy. His face was chiselled perfection and his smile flashed. His eyes were dark and I had met them several times but quickly looked away. I had been caught staring, I admitted to myself, and summoning up some courage decided to go sit at the bar and see whether he would acknowledge me.

I didn’t look at him as I approached although I could feel his eyes. I took a seat on a stool four places along and asked the barman for champagne. I glanced and smiled. The man was looking at me.

“I saw you working out the other day. Impressive,” he started casually.

“Thanks. It had been weeks and I really needed it.”

He stood and approached, taking another stool but still leaving one vacant between us. “You know, you inspired my wife. She was the dark-haired lady, kind of tall. I don’t know if you noticed her. After watching you she has really stepped it up.”

“Oh, I think we said hi. Umm Jas, wasn’t it?” I was laughing at myself. Go on, pick the married one. He’s probably the only married guy in the whole place.

“Yes. Jasmine.” The guy checked his watch. “Oh here she is now.”

I forced a smile and said hello. The woman slipped into her husband’s arms and I hoped my eyes didn’t roll too obviously as I turned back to the bar. The guy introduced himself and I collected my drink and bade them goodbye. I slumped back into my lounge, temporarily defeated.

Leanne returned with her forklift driver and the night went on without reaching any great heights for me. The red-haired guy approached and introduced himself at one point. He seemed pleasant enough at the time and I danced with him, but I didn’t like the feel of his soft clingy hands and politely declined the drink he offered afterward.

It was eleven when Leanne’s forklift guy took her for a walk on the beach and I returned to my room and flopped on my bed. I lay for a while staring at the ceiling and my gaze settled on the roses on the nightstand.

I mulled it over for a while and finally grabbed my purse and found the piece of paper with Ben’s number. I got as far as typing the number in my phone before changing my mind. It was eleven-thirty on a work night and he would probably be asleep I reasoned, although I didn’t quite know what I wanted to say to him anyway. I could see a tiny Leanne sitting on the nightstand saying ‘just call and say thanks for the flowers, he won’t mind if you wake him up’.

Well he might not mind, but how desperate would I seem if I called him at midnight? I’ll call him tomorrow, I reasoned with myself. I’ll call at lunchtime and just ask how Bobby’s going or something.      

The next morning I jogged on the beach and spent an hour in the gym. Leanne was just waking when I got back to the room, and after a fruit salad breakfast we went to sunbathe at the beach. The plan for the evening was a dinner cruise, to which Leanne had invited her new boyfriend. I wasn’t interested in hunting for a guy amongst a crowd of drunken louts on a boat so I was pleased to receive a call from my friend Paul. He was arriving that afternoon and would do fine for a dinner date, I decided.

I had been thinking all morning about calling Ben. I mentioned it to Leanne, expecting her to be excited and supportive.

“You can’t,” Leanne said simply. “It’s too late to thank him for the flowers. You had to do that immediately. Two days later you’d have to apologise and that would sound like you weren’t interested. Now you’ll have to let him assume you loved them and wait for him to mention it, and then you’ll have to gush to make up for it!”

I was out of my element and trusted Leanne entirely. “So I should wait for him to call me?”

“It depends how you feel sweetie, and what you want. If you want him then get on the phone right now but if you’re not sure and you want to think about it it wouldn’t hurt to make him wait and see.”

“Well I’m not sure what I want.” I poked at the sand. “I think I’m just feeling lonely because you’ve got a boyfriend all of a sudden.”

“Yes I have, haven’t I?” Leanne rolled over and glowed. “What did you think? He’s cute isn’t he?”

“Yeah he’s cute. So what happened last night? Did you do it?”

“No! He can wait a bit longer.”

“Yeah but can you? I saw the look on your face when you were dancing. I don’t think you’d put up much resistance if he started dragging you toward the bedroom.”

“Maybe, but last night was perfect. We just walked and talked. It was getting light when he took me home. And god can he kiss!”

“Ben can kiss too,” I blurted out embarrassing myself a little at how teenage I sounded.

My friend adopted her knowing smile and her eyebrows lifted which usually meant ‘well, there you have it’.

“You know, if he is really that keen he should find an excuse to call you pretty soon. I mean, flowers are wonderful but they’re also kind of, you know, low risk. When getting up the courage to make a phone call you really have to put yourself out there don’t you? And hey, that’s a guy’s job!”

“Oh?” I was confused. “So what happened to calling him right now if I know I want him?”

“I don’t know Kate. See? That’s what I’d do, but look at me. I’m better at scaring them off than you are. Maybe playing it cool is the way to go. I really don’t know.”

“Well I think I’ll just wait and see what happens. I’m going to see him again in a few weeks anyway, and if he calls before then—”

“If he calls before then you’ll gush over the flowers, right?”

“Oh right. Lots of gushing.”

I laid my head back down and after a few minutes of silence Leanne spoke again. “I had a call from Stephen last night.” She seemed hesitant and I turned to meet her eyes. Leanne took a breath and continued tentatively. “They’re going to have a baby.”

I spun around. “Andrea’s pregnant?”

For the past two years I had been steeling myself for the inevitable but the thought of another woman giving Stephen a child struck deeply, and all at once, painfully.

“I’m sorry. I didn’t know whether to say anything.”

“It’s okay,” I offered, pulling on a defensive pretence. “I’m over him now. You know that.”

Leanne squeezed my hand. “My brother is an arsehole. A little bit of me hates him.”

I sniffled. There was a knot in my throat and I couldn’t quite hold back tears as my pretence quickly surrendered. “I pushed him away Lea. You can’t hate him.”

“He should have held on to you.” She offered a tissue from her beach bag. She always seemed to come prepared with ointments or tissues or headache tablets or the like. "But you're better off without him anyway. What you need is a real man not a shallow, prissy little daddy’s boy like my brother.” Leanne was giggling and I giggled too, a little painfully.

Like the sudden bursts of emptiness I had been feeling of late the pain from that little stab in the heart quickly abated. “I’d been waiting for that to happen anyway Lea. And it’s actually wonderful news for Andrea. She’s been going on about having babies since school, hasn’t she?”

Leanne stroked hair from my face. “She has, but are you sure you’re okay?”

“And now she’s going to get fat,” I went on sniffling and half giggling at the same time. “And then she’ll have stretch marks.”

“Big ugly ones,” Leanne agreed and I giggled outright but that only aggravated the ache in my heart and I started crying.

My tears flowed and I leaned into my friend’s arms and remembered all the phone calls, all the ridiculous ideas I had suffered through when Stephen had been innocently detained with his business meetings. I had driven him away with my insecurity and in hindsight I could see that blatantly.

He had loved me and had been completely faithful to me and to our plans to marry, and I had sat home at night and agonised over the picture of him laughing and flirting with every woman I had met through his work functions. I had obsessed over his fidelity until he had finally surrendered and given me what I seemed to want.

“You really mustn’t hate him Lea. Not for me.”

My friend nodded and smiled. We moved on from that horrible topic and got to chatting happily about how beautiful a day it was as we sunbathed.

I was feeling no pain now and the surge of defiance I always rebounded with made me want to do something, so I lifted to my elbows whilst facing a nice-looking older gentleman sitting right in front of me.

The woman that was with him had gone for a swim. He had on dark sunglasses but his head was angled my way and I was sure his gaze dropped a little when I first lifted my upper body.

I had my bikini top undone and left it lying on the towel beneath me. I was pretending to read my book but absently turned a page every few minutes whilst too distracted to actually read.

I was keeping my shoulders up and thrusting my boobs to make sure the man could see them.

Leanne was lying on her back. She glanced and challenged me with a knowing glare. I glared defiantly right back at her.

I was getting looks from any men passing by too and when another one stopped and sat on the sand nearby I rewarded him and the other one by getting up on my knees and brushing sand from my towel and straightening it.

My tits have a good amount of movement when I’m on my hands and knees and they were wobbling about and knocking together, the way Paul Rissman has mentioned liking more than once.

I put on a show for a while until satisfied I’d done something to defy my horrible luck these past few days.

That afternoon Leanne left me alone and Paul turned up knocking on the hotel room door right when I needed him to.

I pulled him right into the bedroom and he claimed me from behind and felt my tits.

I really didn’t even like the guy that much but he was useful as a living sex toy, and fortunately that’s exactly the way he liked it.

I crawled onto the bed on my hands and knees. I wanted it the way I imagined with the men on the beach.

Paul pushed my dress up my back and stretched my panties down to my knees. He knew me and understood I didn’t want to talk about it.

He pushed his pants to his knees and shuffled close behind me. He wiped the head of his cock through my slit and I felt beneath and helped him position it.

He thrust part way in until my pussy lips gripped his shaft. He surged in and out a few times, drawing my juices, then he surged all the way in and pushed my dress over my head to bare my tits.

My male friend held my hips and fucked me, making my tits wobble and knock together.

“Fuck yeah baby, you need the Rissman don’t you! Say it!”

“Ah huh I need the Rissman,” I echoed obediently. The guy’s such a dick but was always there for me and I needed someone right now.

I had no idea why I was feeling so desperate lately but I was, and men always seemed to pick up on that so easily and either take me to bed or bend me over something.

I orgasmed just as Paul slammed hard against my butt and roared his own pleasure.

I reached beneath again and cupped his balls, cradling them as they throbbed and emptied into my belly.

Oh I so wanted a belly full of sperm right now as I thought again about the woman who had taken my place with Stephen being pregnant.

I would have given anything to be her right now!


What a Fool

Ben

I handed over a letter formally declining the offer of a transfer back home. My sergeant accepted it and shook my hand. “Good move son. Glad you’ve decided to stay.”

I left the station house with that done and after changing out of my uniform I called into the pub to celebrate. I found my good friend Phil Green having a quiet beer, and after a second round we decided to play some pool.

Phil’s world consisted of his furniture restoration business, his wife and his four children. I had enough carpentry skills to hold a conversation about furniture restoration and had Phil working on an antique dresser I had picked up at a farm clearing sale. We chatted about it and our conversation touched on Phil’s sister, who was apparently looking forward to seeing me at the wedding.

“Sure we talk. She can’t wait to get hold of you buddy.”

“Yeah well, it’ll be good to see her again.”

“Jeez mate, a bit of enthusiasm! I’ll tell her we were talking about her and you couldn’t stop yawning, will I?”

“No it’s not that. I’ve actually been thinking about someone else.”

Phil lined up a shot on the pink ball. “You mean that cute little dark-haired piece? What’s her name, Kate?”

“Yeah Kate. How’d you know?”

“The missus told me. The women were talking about you at the P&C last night.” Phil slapped my back and jostled me with a playful shove. “So did you score? She looks hot.”

“I did okay, but it’s more than that.”

“So you did score! See, that’s what I’m talking about. Got it wet on the first date! Proud of ya buddy! And it’s serious is it? She that good?”

I took my shot at the pink without responding but I couldn’t contain my grin. And over another game of pool the two of us men compared our exploits with the opposite sex in general, with me recounting the five women I had dated since I had moved from home and Phil reminiscing about the numerous conquests he had made before he met his wife.

Phil had children to bath before dinner though so I left him at the front of the pub and strolled down to see how Bobby was getting on. I found the door open and recognised Alyssa’s laugh. She was clinging to Bobby’s arm when he came to the door.

“Hello Alyssa, Bobby, how are you?”

“I’m good thanks Officer McEwen. We’re playing cards. Wanna play?”

“No Ben’s too busy,” Alyssa said with a smile.

“That’s right. I’ve got jobs to do Bobby. How’s your job going? Do you like it?”

“It’s great, isn’t it Alyssa? I’ve been driving the tractor and today I learned how to prune.” 

“That’s good. And is everything else going okay? I’m going to call Kate tonight. She’ll probably ask how you are.”

“I’m fine Officer McEwen. I just miss Katie a little bit but don’t say that to her because she’s on holidays and she has to have fun.”

“Okay. I won’t say you’re missing her. And you enjoy that tractor Bobby. I’ll watch for you when I’m driving by the farm. Alyssa—”

“Bye Ben.”

I heard Alyssa squeal as I turned from the gate and headed back up the hill. I had noticed she was braless beneath a skimpy top she was plucking at and tried to imagine what they were up to. I decided it was none of my business and felt pleased that Alyssa had found something here in Goran Vale. I had plenty of respect for her dedication to her grandfather and parents and to her young brother and sister, and she was one of the few younger adults in town who held down a job.

I decided to call into the motel restaurant for dinner. I had been thinking of calling Kate all day after putting it off the previous night, and thought I would take a quiet hour to think about what I would say. I thought that two days was a long enough interval to report on how Bobby was going, so I at least had an excuse to call. But beyond that I wondered if it had been appropriate to send flowers. I didn’t want to intrude on her holiday but she had been constantly on my mind and I was anxious to hear her voice again.

I took a seat in a quiet corner and ordered my meal. I had placed my phone on the table and after staring at it for a moment, swallowed the knot in my throat, selected her name in my contacts list and hit the green button. The phone rang for a long time causing my chest to tighten and my throat to dry up. I was about to end the call when it answered.

“Hello. Kate’s phone. Paul Rissman speaking.”

“Err… Paul, it’s Ben McEwen. Is Kate there please?” My heart sank.

“Sorry she’s in the shower. That you Tex?”

I expelled a breath. Who the hell is this clown calling me that? I had taken it as a sign of affection when Kate had called me Tex but that only held true if it was a private joke. I hadn’t responded and Paul continued. His tone was boastful.

“She’s busy getting done up for me right now but I could give her a message. Or I could ask her to give you a call in the morning?”

“Just let her know I called please?” I hung up and sat with the picture of Paul Rissman waiting for Kate to come from the shower churning in my head. I had heard the shower running in the background and the picture was vivid and unrelenting.

Who was I kidding anyway? It was all there in the nickname Tex or cowboy. She’s a refined city girl with an exciting life and I’m a hick town deputy, as she put it.

I admonished myself for allowing my overindulgent imagination to once again lift my expectations beyond reality and my anger quickly turned to embarrassment at having sent flowers. I imagined the chinless guy reading the card and having a laugh to himself.

Why didn’t I take the hint that first morning when he had stayed over? I’m such an idiot sometimes!

I returned to the pub after dinner where I met up with Tom Lloyd and his brother Gus, and later in the night I joined a group of local men for a pool competition. The conversation was distracting which is what I had been looking for.

I had filed the idea of Kate Harrington in the to-learn-from section of my mind. I couldn’t be angry with her as I understood I had no claim to her. I couldn’t even feel disappointed, as I was never appointed in the first place. She had made it perfectly clear she wasn’t interested in anything more than a casual romp and I concluded that what I needed to learn from her was to listen to plain English.

All had been settled in my mind but that didn’t prevent me from lying awake half the night haunted by the image of Paul Rissman sitting on a bed as Kate walked from the shower.

I awoke late and spent the rest of the morning surfing the few dating sites I had entered a profile on. I responded to one email from a Christian woman who seemed nice, and I sent another two emails to women who were nothing like Kate.

I owned a navy-blue double-breasted suit. I had worn it to several weddings in the past five years and it had otherwise sat in the back of my wardrobe. I dressed and used a wet rag to remove the lint. At 2:30pm I strolled up the hill to the church where a good portion of the town’s population were gathering.

The feelings a wedding inspired in me were mixed. I enjoyed the children, the way a weekday afternoon urchin would be presented in pressed trousers and polished shoes or a frilly dress and curled hair tied up in ribbons.

I liked the way a wedding always seemed to bring couples together. There were couples I had only ever seen arguing or socially avoiding each other, whom I could see holding hands. I guessed a wedding would, at some level, take every married couple back to their own special day.

A wedding was also a graphic reminder of my own loss though. As I stood at the back of the church alone I remembered Sylvia. I remembered how beautiful she looked in the wedding gown her mother had sewn and the pride and nervous expectation I had felt waiting at the altar as she walked down the aisle.

After the ceremony it took quite a while for the Johnson clan to file past the bride and groom and offer their congratulations. I shuffled along with the group of distant acquaintances and had to check my invitation to remember the groom’s name. I ended up walking with Phil Green and his family as, after photographs were taken, the procession moved along to the old door factory.

Phil walked in front, between his wife and his sister Rebecca, whilst I tagged along with their seven-year-old daughter swinging off one hand and their five-year-old son swinging off the other. I caught Rebecca glancing back over her shoulder a few times and met her smile. She was wheeling a pram, which housed the newest addition to the family whilst the two-year-old was smiling back over his mother’s shoulder.

The old door factory had been reclaimed by council and the Country Women’s Association had set it up as a community hall. Only the bridal party had been allocated seats. The remainder of the seating was along trestles that filled half of the hall and left the other half open for dancing.

There was a DJ setting up in one corner and in another was a bar being tended by the round-bodied English publican, Arthur Briggs. I stopped to chat with him whilst the families got settled.

“I’ve got the bar but that damned Bernadette Rayne has diddled me out of the catering,” Arthur was complaining. “She’s taken half my business at the pub and now this!”               

Edna Simms had saved me a seat. I could see a spare place across from Rebecca Green as well but Edna had gotten up to claim my arm and she dragged me to where she was seated with her husband Fred, and Margaret and Henry Worthington, and Edna’s niece Riana.

The seating arrangement left me a place between the men and opposite the women. I met Riana’s mild blush as we were introduced. She was wearing a delicate peach-coloured frock that yielded to the milky-white skin of her neck and shoulders. Her light-blond hair merely cupped and accentuated her sweet slightly animated face.

I really wanted to sit down but I had more or less committed to sitting with the Greens. I explained that to Edna when she insisted I sit and I asked Riana if she would save me a dance a little later.

“I’ll have to check my card,” she said with a disarming laugh and I understood that she understood we were being set up. I liked that subtle connection and I bumped into a vacant chair as I was walking away holding her smile.

My seat with the Greens was between Phil and his little girl and directly across from Rebecca. I had met Rebecca a few times and had gotten along well. We had even gone to a movie once but she’d had another commitment when I called to ask her out again and I had left it at that. She was a year older than me and although a little homely in her drawn facial features, she looked particularly sensual in a dark gown that plunged to reveal the generous swell of her breasts.

Throughout the meal I caught Riana’s gaze quite a few times. I was relieved when, after the meal, another man took Rebecca to the dance floor. I immediately excused myself and as I approached Riana stood and met me.

“Come on, the oldies are putting me to sleep,” she said turning me away toward the dance floor.

The next hour passed in a whirl of colour and music as I danced with groups of kids, a few of the older women and occasionally got to rub up against Riana. I had tossed my coat and tie and, dripping with sweat, went outside for some fresh air and to cool down. I was sitting on the steps enjoying the evening breeze when Riana approached.

“They let you go did they?” I asked her. She had been surrounded by children doing some sort of dance with lots of hip wriggling and foot stomping the last time I had seen her.

She took my beer and had a sip. “I snuck away between songs. It’s so hot in there!”

“It’s nice here though isn’t it? I’ll see if those windows at the back open when I go back in. Should cool down with some air flow.”

“Do you mind?” Riana asked. She still had my glass of beer. “I’m so thirsty.”

“No. Go ahead. Should I get another?”

“No I’ll save you some.” She had another sip then used the glass to cool her neck.

I watched the dew trickle down her skin.

She smiled. “You know I think Aunt Edna has a bit of a crush on you.”

“Really? She’s a sexy lady. Too bad I’m not about forty years older.”

“Hmm. I’ll tell her you said that. But I’ll make sure Uncle Fred doesn’t find out. We wouldn’t want a scandal.”

I accepted the glass of beer and our fingers brushed. “It was a nice wedding. They look good together.”

“They do. I hadn’t seen Julie in years. Apparently they’ve only been together a few months.”

“So her dad was saying. I’ve got a feeling she might be pregnant.” I had heard a rumour but didn’t know if there was any truth in it.

“Ohmygod a shotgun wedding! Her dad looks like the type too. Only he seems pretty happy in there.”

“Well it might just be a rumour. You know what it’s like in a small town. We’re always looking for some big news.”

“I think they’re cutting the cake,” Riana said looking in through the door. “Are you coming?”

I followed her inside and found my shirt being tugged as she wriggled into the circle of people crowding around the cake. I stayed with her and through the photographs and speeches I was intensely aware of the heat from her body against my side and of her perfume and the sweet scent of her hair.

I couldn’t separate the feelings I had been having all week for one beautiful woman from the attraction I was feeling to another. It was as if it was a continuation of the same dream as the music started up and I was swaying slowly with another pretty head resting against my shoulder.

“How long are you staying in town?” I asked her as we danced.

She peered up at me. “I don’t have any firm plans.”


Faint Hope Flickering

Kate

It was early hours when I staggered along the hallway to my room clinging to my friend Paul’s arm for support. I’d had too much to drink and he had too. He always does though, and was loud and obnoxious with the people on our dinner cruise.

We were stuck on the boat for hours after the meal and there was nothing to do but drink and try and hide from Paul as best I could. Fortunately there were two levels to the boat and a set of stairs at each end to make an escape whenever he came looking for me.

He pulled me onto the couch with him and put his hand up my dress. He was trying to kiss me but his breath was horrible and I kept my head turned and squirmed down to the floor to get away.

The guy was a dick but I’d been pretty horrible to him all night and felt bad. I was undoing his pants and he was grinning triumphantly down at me.

“Oh yeah baby, you know what I want,” he chuckled and rested back with his hands behind his head.

I rolled my eyes. “Shut up or I’ll stop,” I warned him and he zipped his lips and chuckled under his breath.

Alcohol always makes me horny so there was no great sacrifice in doing this for the guy. I pulled his pants down and he lifted his butt to help me. I pulled them all the way down to his ankles and parted his knees to get between them.

I took hold of his cock and it firmed quickly as I stroked it.

I bent to it and sucked the head for a minute, letting him thrust through my fist until he was fully erect.

“Yeah that’s it baby, suck it.”

I stopped and gulped then glared. “Shut up I said. Unless you want me to stop!”

I kissed and nibbled my way down the underside of his shaft and drew his powerful scent from his balls. I continued stroking his cock and flaying my fingers loosely over the crown to make him thrust and squirm.

I smooched his balls whilst doing that. “Mmm hmm are these getting full for me?”

He smiled broader and nodded. I sucked on one ball and let him watch me do that. He snarled his dominance and I lifted the other one from beneath with my painted nails and sucked on it too.

“Mmm you always make me do this don’t you,” I complained and sucked and lashed the first one again whilst rubbing firmly over the head of his cock and making him flinch with the sensitivity.

“That’s it baby, fill ‘em up. You know you want to,” he groaned.

“Shut up I said! Just because I talk doesn’t mean you can,” I scolded and kept stroking over the crown whilst kissing the base of his shaft and nibbling my way up it. “Yes I want to fill your nuts and swallow all your nasty cum but I don’t know why when you’re such an arsehole sometimes.”

I said that then took the head of his cock back into my mouth.

I closed my eyes now and bobbed my head, sucking him off whilst he watched and moaned and grunted to urge me on.

I could feel him surging with purpose now and I could taste his precum.

“Fuck yeah let me see! Let me see baby!” he demanded and held my hair bunched aside.

I stopped sucking and held the head of his cock with my painted lips the way he likes.

“Aah fuck yeah,” he snarled his satisfaction, but it always thrills me when a guy loses it like that.

“Mmm hmm,” I moaned as pulse after pulse of hot semen gushed, and I kept my head to one side so the guy could see his cock throbbing in my mouth.

It finally stopped and I resumed sucking with my mouth full and my eyes watering. I bobbed my head and sucked slowly to let him enjoy the extent of his release. Then I took his cock from my mouth and did a big swallow whilst he watched.

“There! Satisfied?” I challenged him and swallowed hard at the yucky taste again.

“You can sleep here again. I’m going to bed,” I told the guy and left him smiling after me.

I didn’t even brush my teeth, just tossed my dress and pulled on a sleep-t then collapsed on the bed and closed my eyes. I awoke about three hours later with the powerful taste and scent of cum filling my senses.

I was in the bathroom scrubbing my teeth when Paul suddenly grabbed me from behind and groped my tits up my sleep-t.

I shrieked and wriggled away from him. “Look Paul, just go away and leave me alone!” I demanded. “You did nothing but embarrass me last night.”

“What the fuck did I do that was so embarrassing you stuck up little bitch?” he shot back.

I was sober now but my head was thumping and I was in no mood for more of the guy at the moment. I walked past him and out through the hotel room with him grumbling after me.

“You did what you always do and I’ve had enough. Now get out!” I opened the door and stood waiting.

“What do I always do?” Paul’s aggression vanished.

“Just go Paul.”

He collected his shirt and shoes from beside the couch and trudged from the hotel room muttering abuse.

I closed the door and locked it then stormed across the room and flung the balcony doors open to let out the cigarette smoke. I found Leanne grinning in the kitchenette. “What?” she demanded, although my temper was fading and I almost giggled at my friend.

“Oh nothing. I’ve just heard all that before. How long do you think it will last this time?”

“Forever! I’ve had enough of him.”

“He wasn’t that bad,” Leanne ventured. “He seemed about normal last night.”

“Well I’m tired of being groped by a drunken slob. And I couldn’t get rid of him last night and the place stinks of his smoke. And he just cornered me in the bathroom and tried to kiss me with that breath and I lost it!”

“He was embarrassing last night, wasn’t he?” Leanne admitted supportively. “I don’t think Simon thought much of him, only he was too polite to say anything.”

“He was a pain at that bar the other night too but he was at his best last night. I thought the bouncers were going to stop the boat and kick him off once and I was hoping they would. I think he’s starting to wonder why I won’t let him actually sleep with me lately.”

“That’ll usually do it,” Leanne suggested with a smile.

I giggled proudly. “Actually I can’t stand the thought of him beside me in bed because I can’t stop thinking about you know who. He turned up last time Paul was over too and I made Paul sleep on the couch.”

“He hasn’t called?” Leanne asked with interest.

“Not yet.”

“Have you checked your missed calls?”

“Every time I leave my phone somewhere. But I’ve been sleeping with it turned on.”

“Maybe you should call him.”

“No. I’ve been thinking about that and I’m going to wait. He better call before Friday though.”

“Is that his deadline?”

“Well if he doesn’t call on Friday he never will, and he’ll make plenty of progress if he does call on that particular day.”

“Oh! That day!”

“Yes that day! And if he doesn’t call I’m giving up on men completely.”

“Ah huh. And as for this cowboy, what happened to a guy having to be filthy rich?” Leanne asked sitting up at the breakfast bar with the coffees she had made.

“And how stupid was that? Paul’s rich and he’s a fuckwit,” I replied shrugging nonchalantly. “Watching you guys together these past few days and thinking about Ben, what the hell difference does it make where a guy’s from and what he does for a living? I just want a cuddle.”

“Really?” Leanne asked. Her tone was soft and sincere and she smoothed my hair from my cheek.

I started to choke up. A wave of emptiness surged as a hot flush that consumed my body. My tears started again. “I don’t know what’s going on Lea. It’s just, uggh! I don’t know what I want anymore.”

“It’s okay sweetie. Don’t worry.”

“I just can’t stop bawling these past few days and we’re supposed to be on holidays in paradise for chrissake.”

“We don’t have to stay. Simon’s flying back to Sydney this afternoon and I’d just as soon go with him. Do you want to go back to Bobby’s place?”

“No. Don’t be silly Lea. Even if you go home I’m staying right here until my holiday’s finished. Do you really want to go home?”

“Well no. I’m staying with you of course. Even if it’s just us there’s plenty to do.”

I partied with Leanne over the next few days and we danced together and avoided men completely. Leanne’s new boyfriend returned on the Wednesday and I spent that afternoon walking on the beach and cleansing my soul of all that had gone before, in preparation for what I hoped would be a new chapter in my life.

On Thursday I kept the curtains drawn and spent the day in front of the television with chips and chocolate. I found a channel with some old romantic movies and lost myself in them.

I awoke to Valentine’s Day on the Friday morning with still a faint hope flickering. I had continued checking my phone for missed calls all week, but that morning I sat it on the coffee table and virtually watched it.

I admonished myself for what I was doing but couldn’t help it. I decided at nine, and again at ten, that it was too early for Ben to call yet. By eleven I had taken to pacing from the balcony to the couch and back again. By one in the afternoon there had been no phone call or even a text, and I had begun reasoning that it would be more likely a man would wait until evening to call a woman, especially since it was a usual workday.

I sat by my phone with a dreadful ache steadily growing and consuming my heart as the cold afternoon shadows crept over the sand and the esplanade came to life with the colours of other people’s romance.

By seven I had resigned myself to the fact that I had agonised all day wishing for something that just wasn’t real and I snatched the wilting roses and stuffed them in the bin.


He Was the Entertainment

Ben

I arrived at the address Riana had given me a few minutes before eight. I straightened my coat and trousers, and taking the bunch of carnations I had bought, approached her door and knocked. She answered immediately. She was dressed in a pink satin gown. Her hair was ruffled though and she appeared to have been crying.

She slipped from her door and closed it behind her. “Ben, something’s happened,” she started. She had stepped away from me and folded her arms. “It’s Brad. He’s… I told you about him. We were together for years until a few months ago.”

“Is he okay?” I asked thickly. I didn’t know what to make of the situation.

“He’s here,” Riana uttered softly. “He’s… I’m sorry Ben,” her voice trailed into a sob and she looked up pleading for some sort of forgiveness.

I nodded. “You’re in love with him?” I asked knowingly, kindly.

“Yes I am,” she answered, wringing her hands and smiling through her tears. “I’m so sorry about tonight.”

“That’s okay. I’ll just, um, I’ll just go along anyway and have a dance with some of the single girls.”

I was forcing my smile. I turned and walked away before it faded. I placed the flowers on the passenger seat and glanced back to find Riana watching from the rail of her porch. She waved and I turned away and drove.

It was only a few minutes to the expressway and I felt some relief as the car surged into top gear. I was numb but not hurting. I hadn’t allowed myself to feel that time. I smiled to myself, gloating over my good judgment.

Saw that coming, I thought, but the glory quickly melted and my head shook in empty resignation.

Approaching the turn-off to Goran Vale, I abandoned the reflex decision to go to the Valentine’s Day dance alone. I took the turn and drove my old Mercedes up into the forest. I wanted nothing more than to get out of my suit, grab a beer and have a game of euchre. I wanted nothing more than my space.

Arriving home I tossed my coat on the lounge and ripped off my tie. I switched on my computer and took a beer from the fridge and cracked it open. My computer was old and slow and the start-up process was lengthy. I went out the back and let Rex off his chain for a pat and a rumble. Then I went back inside and Rex jumped on his favourite lounge chair.

I slumped on the lounge and kicked off my shoes. I sat for a moment staring at the painting of home but my thoughts drifted from the memory of that harsh, sunburnt landscape to the object itself and the tantalising mischief in Kate’s eyes as she had placed it there on the wall.

“Why did she do that Rex? You don’t walk into someone’s house and go rearranging their stuff.” I looked around the room. It was as if she was still there and I hated that, but I loved it. My space had been invaded and conquered by fruity, flowery perfume which I could still smell, even though I knew the aroma had long since faded from the room.

But I was nothing more than a distraction, I admitted to myself once again. I’d had that conversation with myself every day, several times a day in fact, and every night as well. She was here on a stop-over and what we did, what we had, was the entertainment. It meant nothing to her, I chuckled to myself horribly. “She turned my fucking life upside down on a whim Rex.”

And even though that was true, I still couldn’t get the thought of the woman out of my head when I lay awake in bed that night. Things had never gotten off the ground with Riana. We’d spent some time together and had a peck on the lips to say goodnight but she was hesitant and I was still reeling from Kate.

With Kate on the other hand, we’d had sex together and that made all the difference.

I could still taste her and feel the inside of her as I held her pillow to my face and squeezed my erection under the covers.

I replayed the sex we’d had in the car at the roadhouse as she ground herself on top of me and her pussy split over the base of my shaft and my balls. I flashed back to the feel of her beneath me right here in this bed with her legs wrapped around me and her tongue swirling around mine when I lost it and ejaculated inside of her for the second time that night.

I had the bedcovers back and my t-shirt pulled up and I lashed my stomach and chest with hot ropes of cum, having abstained from masturbating all week in the hope of having a woman to cum inside of again.

“Ah fuck,” I groaned my pent-up frustration and make-do relief at having at least gotten off to the idea of Kate fucking Harrington!


It Was Ridiculous to Think

Kate

I sobbed myself to sleep at around midnight and tossed and turned through the night. I awoke early the next morning feeling emotionally drained and exhausted and in need of some exercise. I was careful not to wake Leanne, who had only been in a few hours.

I jogged on the beach and took my remaining frustrations out on the gym equipment. There was no bath in the hotel room but I soaked in the shower for nearly an hour. I left as Leanne still slept and took my credit card for a walk around the clothing shops.

Leanne was having lunch on the balcony when I arrived back at the room. I dumped my bags on the couch, thoroughly pleased with myself, and turned to meet my friend’s inquisitive smile.

“I’m guessing he didn’t call,” Leanne started. Her tone was cautiously searching.

I shrugged and shook my head. “I spoke to Bobby last night and he said he saw him a few times last week with some blond chick. Who cares?”

“I’m sorry sweetie,” Leanne said softly. She had approached and taken my hand.

“Look it really doesn’t matter,” I declared but my voice quivered and I fought back the tears.

“Come here,” my friend uttered and I fell into her arms and started crying again.

I couldn’t explain to myself why it was such a big deal. I had been the one to ensure our relationship was established as casual so I had no right to expect him to not date other women. And I had rejected him when he had gotten all serious and we had only known each other for a week, so it was ridiculous to expect the guy to think of me on Valentine’s Day. And I was the one who had left town to go on a man hunt, so it was absurd to be hurt by him not being faithful to me, but that’s exactly what I was feeling as I sobbed on my friend’s shoulder.

Two days later the American insurance broker Lance Emerson called and invited me for a private dinner cruise on his company yacht. “Thanks Lance but I’m really not interested. It was nice to meet you though.”

I spent the remainder of my holiday sightseeing and enjoying the view from my balcony. I would own a view like this one day. I was more determined than ever. I’ll do it on my own, I convinced myself.

The thought of marriage whilst being unable to bear children had always worried me anyway. I’ll sell up in Sydney and move where it’s a bit cheaper down the coast I reasoned, sitting on the balcony and sipping champagne on my final night before flying home.

And then I’ll travel the world!

** End part 4 of 6 **
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