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         They shouldn’t have gone but neither of them had a good excuse. The car trip had been a nightmare what with two moaning teens in the back and an irritable husband behind the wheel. Actually, he was out of sorts because he couldn’t stand big family get-togethers at his mother’s. He was taking it out on the kids. The atmosphere in the car wasn’t helped by the fact that things had been pretty stormy between the two adults for the last few days. 


The big house was already full of the husband’s family when they arrived. Snooty aunts and daughters-in-law, slightly over-the-top, boastful uncles and brothers-in-law. His mother-in-law had taken it upon herself to try and keep the atmosphere civil in the lounge. 


Dinner was a struggle. He’d disappeared, going off with the other men for a drink. Now she was alone with all the women. The youngsters disappeared with the other kids, keeping their distance from the adults. She could hear the sound of teenagers yelling and laughing, mucking about. They’d manage to sneak a couple of bottles of wine out with them, but she pretended she hadn’t spotted anything. 


After a while, the atmosphere around the table was pretty hard to take. So she got up, went through the French doors and stepped out onto the terrace. She stood there, enjoying the warm evening air and dim light. Thoughtfully, she looked out across the garden. It was really more like a park with a pavilion, fountain and everything. They’d made out on the bench in the pavilion when they were young. They had been too shy to take their clothes off but things had got as steamy as they can get when you’re fully dressed. But then, to their horror, his mother had stormed in. She pretended she didn’t know what was going on, but after that the pair of them were banned from the pavilion. But young people with raging hormones don’t let that get in way. The rest of the summer they’d wandered down to the playground, which was hidden by tall, dense lilac bushes. On the bench where the nannies had sat, looking after him when he was little, they carried on making out until the end of summer. 


Several of the guests wandered out on to the terrace and wanting some privacy she walked down the garden. The kids were hanging out by the fountain, so she kept well away from them. The pavilion too. Out of habit, maybe? But her feet seemed to have a will of their own, carrying her down towards the playground. She smiled to herself.


She wasn’t surprised to find him sitting there, a drink in his hand. She sat down beside him and they sat in silence. Without looking at her he lifted his arm and instinctively she moved closer. He put his arm gently around her. He was still holding his glass, and she reminded him that he still had to drive them home later. But the irritation and ill-feeling that had enveloped them in recent days hadn’t followed them down to the old bench. In that instant, it felt as if they’d left their everyday lives behind. This was a moment just for them.


Real life rudely interrupted them in the shape of their son, pushing through the lilac bushes, a girl chasing him. Seeing his parents sitting there he screeched to a halt. 


“Oh no! The oldies are everywhere!” he said, clearly exasperated. He turned and pushed his way back through the bushes. “Hey guys, the oldies are in the playground!” he yelled, warning the others. 


“Why do you think they were coming here?” she asked when her son and the girl had gone. 

         “And you’re asking me that!” he said, teasing her. 


Both smiling, they began to reminisce about how it had been when they were young. Slowly, their fingers brushed, playfully entwining. He pulled her closer to him, holding her tightly, their hands quickly moving to the territory they had explored for the very first time many years ago. It seemed that rediscovering each other was just as exciting and as much of a turn-on as before. They didn’t take each other’s clothes off; instead, they undid a button here and there in order to get closer. His hand went straight down to her nipple, which was now hard. She was wearing a long, flowing skirt but the waistband was tight elastic, so he pulled his fingers back, unable to reach her panties. Her hand found the way to where he was hard, opened the zipper and carefully squeezed. He responded exactly as he had when he was a teen, almost losing control, wanting to feel her under him on the bench. 


“Wait,” she whispered like she sometimes said back in the old days. But now she had another reason than not having condoms. “When we moved in together in that student flat, I was furious with myself that I’d never get to do it again on a hard park bench.”


He slipped down on to the grass in front of her. When she didn’t follow, he lifted up her skirt, his fingers moving quickly to her panties. He pulled them down, taking them off and put them in his pocket. Then he disappeared under the folds of her skirt. His tongue worked its way up her thigh, pausing for a moment as if to tease her before beginning to explore her clitoris. She trembled at his touch. Sensing her response, his tongue moved more quickly, more intensely. Her skirt was now so tight that no one would have failed to see that she had a lover underneath it. But as he began to touch her with his fingers as well as his tongue, she couldn’t sit still any longer. She lifted her skirt up, took hold of him and pulled him to her, lifting him up. With quick movements she undid his belt, unbuttoning him before pulling his trousers and boxers all the way down. There was nothing now to hold his stiff cock back. 


“Get on the swing,” she whispered eagerly. 


He pulled her towards the old swing, took hold of the chains either side of the seat and sat down. She lifted up her skirt, struggling slightly to get on him, legs open. As she straddled him he pushed the very best of him deep inside her. At that moment it felt like there was nothing but the two of them and the wondrous thing happening underneath her skirt in the world. Carefully steading themselves, trying not to lose their balance, they began to push, grinding their hips together, him now deep inside her. The tension and possibility that they could be discovered at any minute made it even more of a turn-on. They soon reached their climax, coming simultaneously, not experiencing such an intense orgasm since they were young. With his feet on the ground, supporting them both, he groaned as he came. It felt amazing as he came deep, deep inside her, and she tightly took hold of the chains and twisted with wild abandon, pushing herself down even harder on him, drawing out every drop of her climax that she could. 


Finally, both were calm as they sat there breathless, sweating profusely. The knees of his best trousers were stained green. She stayed still, her arms and legs wrapped around him. 


“Just imagine if your mother had caught us like this,” she sniggered in his ear. 

“Well, we’d just have to go to the pavilion and do it one more time,” he said, returning her laughter, holding the chains, lifting his feet. 


Without another word between them they stayed on the swing, slowly rocking back and forth.
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