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[image: ]




I eyed my husband with disdain as he paced the lounge floor. He was on one of his rampages, questioning me, hurling his accusations and allegations. Who was on the phone? Are you seeing someone behind my back? He had to be at the office by nine and, unless he made a move, he was going to be late. I always looked forward to him going to work and was happy if he announced that he was going to be home late. A sad reflection of the state of our relationship. We were drifting apart. Slowly but surely, a wedge was being driven between us.

Finally, standing with his back to the mantelpiece, he flashed me an accusing look and folded his arms. I hated the way he did that. Folded arms are a sign of contempt. It made me feel uncomfortable, and that wasn't the way I wanted to feel with my husband. His expression was pained as he looked at my naked thighs revealed by my short skirt. He preferred it if I wore full-length summer dresses in case other men eyed me up. Not that I often came into contact with other men. The confines and restrictions of my marriage rarely allowed socializing.

We'd been fine until the phone had rung earlier. Fine? I was deluding myself. We'd been normal, which meant hardly speaking across the breakfast table through the icy atmosphere. I rarely knew what I'd done or said to upset him. If we went out for a meal he'd inform me later that I'd spoiled the evening. He'd say I'd been quiet or tense. Other couples chatted while we had nothing to say to each other. A new friend of mine, Cindy, reckoned it was some kind of reverse psychology whereby Richard was endowing me with his faults. He wasn't happy, so he'd accuse me of being miserable. If I was happy, then it was all right for me because I didn't have the problems he had. What his problems were, I never knew. And neither did he.

'You were a tart when I met you and you still are,' he said, folding his arms tighter against his chest.

Closing the patio doors to prevent the gardener overhearing the slanging match, I plonked myself down in an armchair. 'Thank you, Richard.' I smiled wryly. 'You have such a lovely way with words.'

'It's true, Sarah,' he returned. 'I'm not trying to be nasty. You said yourself that you must have had at least thirty men before you met me.'

How many times had we been down this road? 'And you didn't have any women?' I quipped. I didn't want to be doing this. There were better ways to spend my life.

'Of course I did, but not thirty. Anyway, it's different for a man.'

'Richard, you fucked your brother's wife.' I thought I'd throw that one in just to annoy him. 'Of course, as you're a man, that's OK,' I added, forcing a grin.

'That was different. And I do wish you wouldn't swear.'

'As far as you're concerned everything seems to be different for men. Your brother thought it was so different he hasn't spoken to you for years.' The truth always hurts, as they say.

Plunging his hands into his trouser pockets he mooched across the room to the door. I was hoping I'd put an end to the farce, but he swung round and frowned at me. At that moment, as I looked at his pained face, his slumped shoulders, I realized I didn't hate him, exactly. But I didn't want to be near him. I'd worked hard on our relationship, but failed miserably. He was moody, sulky, depressive, became irritable for no apparent reason... I'd always tried to be jovial and positive, smiling whenever I could. But he usually managed to drag me down with him. Countless times I'd tried to hold my head above the waters of depression, only to be sucked under.

'You're evading the point, Sarah,' he finally whined. Meaning he was losing, so he was going to change the subject. 'Who was the phone call from?'

'It was Cindy's brother,' I sighed exasperatedly. He made me feel like a naughty little girl who'd been caught taking biscuits without permission. A naughty little girl caught with her knickers down? If only. 'He works in a garden centre and Cindy mentioned that we have a large garden and he phoned to see whether we wanted any shrubs. I'm not going to fuck him, Richard.'

'I wish you wouldn't speak like that. You know how I hate the F-word.'

Yes, that's why I used it. 'Sorry, I should have said that one doesn't intend to have sexual intercourse with him.' I smiled sweetly.

'How old is he?'

'I have no idea and I really don't care. He's offering me shrubs for the garden, not his cock for my fanny.'

'Sarah!'

'For God's sake, Richard.' I could feel myself sinking into the mire of depression. 'What does his age matter?'

'Tell him we don't need his shrubs. We have a gardener. If we need shrubs he'll deal with it. Look, I have to go. I'll ring you later.'

'Why?' I asked, my shoulders sagging. 'Why do you have to ring me several times every day from your office?'

'Well...'

'To make sure I'm here?'

'No. Just to see how you are.'

'I was fine until you came downstairs. It's a beautiful day. The sun's shining and I was sitting on the patio with my tea... I was happy, Richard.'

'I'm glad you're happy.'

'I said I was happy.'

'Look, it's getting late.' He checked his watch. 'I'll see you this evening.'

'I have to post a letter this morning,' I said. I felt defiant. 'Do you mind if I walk to the post box or would you rather I waited until you come home so you can accompany me?'

'Don't be sarcastic, Sarah,' he retorted irritably.

'Well, you never know. I mean, I might bump into a young man and fuck him in the street. You know I'm a tart, so—'

'I'll see you this evening.'

I licked my lips provocatively and grinned at him. 'Don't you want to know who I'm writing to?' I asked impishly. I don't know why I said that. I hated playing mind games.

'I'll see you later.'

'I might have a secret lover.'

'That wouldn't surprise me.'

As Richard grabbed his briefcase and left the room, I opened the patio doors and stepped outside. The warm summer air was like a tonic. Whenever he left the house I felt as if a huge weight had been lifted off my shoulders. I didn't know what his problem was, why he was such a depressive character. A tart, I thought, wishing I'd never mentioned my previous relationships. When we'd first discussed marriage I'd wanted to be honest with Richard. I didn't want to harbour secrets. The last thing I'd wanted was him discovering something about me that I'd not already told him.

Mistake one. I'd told him I'd started masturbating as a teenager. I'd never heard the end of that.

Mistake two. I'd said that I must have had about thirty boyfriends. Obviously, I was a tart. Maybe it was more than thirty? But I'd been looking for something. Looking for love? On reflection, I'd been looking for something that probably didn't exist. I certainly hadn't found it with Richard.

Mistake three. I'd mentioned that I'd experimented sexually with a girl from school. It was a bit of fun, a giggle. Teenage hormones running wild, a sleep-over, sharing the same bed, exploring each other's naked bodies... Richard hadn't seemed bothered when I first enlightened him about my past. It was only when we were married and had our first argument that he'd thrown the whole lot in my face.

Three years of marriage and three years of suspicion, I reflected dolefully. Richard was stifling me, suffocating me with his constant distrust and accusations. He'd peen getting worse over the last month or so, and I'd had enough. I didn't want to end the marriage, but I did want a life. We had money and a nice home, holidays abroad... But he was becoming increasingly moody. I couldn't take a phone call without being bombarded with questions and accused of having an affair. On the rare occasions when we had friends round or went to a party, Richard would stick to me like a leech. If I as much as said hello to another man all hell would be let loose when we were alone.

Sitting on a patio chair I watched the gardener climb up a ladder propped against the hedge. Perhaps that was the way to live, I mused as he began cutting the hedge with a pair of shears. Working beneath the summer sun, relaxed, tending plants. Gardening was probably therapeutic, I thought as he stopped to watch a bird settle on the hedge. There again, he probably had debts and money worries. The grass was always greener, I ruminated.

Wearing shorts, his bronzed body rippling with muscles, he was in his early twenties, I reckoned. Wondering why Richard had never accused me of fucking the gardener, I watched him climb down the ladder and turn his radio up. Grabbing a bottle of water he sang along with the music. Common People by Pulp. The words inspired me. Common people, I mused. Did I want to sleep with common people? I was the lady of the house and he was a common gardener. He took no notice of me as he drank from the bottle. Perhaps he was gay. I giggled inwardly, imagining Richard tugging the man's shorts down and sucking his penis. Had Richard experimented with his own sex, as I had? Would I like to suck the gardener's penis?

Richard had employed the gardener two months previously and I'd never got round to speaking to him. I suppose I'd thought it best not to chat to him because then Richard would take off on one of his accusation trips. He'd probably compare me with the heroine of Lady Chatterley's Lover. Shame we didn't have a potting shed. It had seemed odd to me that Richard should employ a good-looking hunk to do the garden. I'd have been safer with an elderly man, but as far as Richard was concerned I wasn't safe with any man. I began to wonder whether the gardener was a spy. Lurking in the bushes, behind the hedge, he might make a note of visitors to the house and report his findings to his boss. Would Richard go that far? Probably.

It was going to be another hot day and I decided to change into my bikini. Was my decision based on the weather or the fact that the gardener was there? Both, I supposed. I felt an overwhelming desire to show off my body, to flirt. It was Richard's fault. Had he not continually accused me of cheating on him, had he not been suspicious every time I used the phone... The irony was that I'd never been unfaithful to him. Had I been caught with my knickers down, then I'd have understood his attitude. Sure, I'd looked at other men and thought my private thoughts. But I'd never dreamed of screwing around behind my husband's back. I still wasn't dreaming of screwing other men, was I? As I walked into the house and climbed the stairs, I realized it suited me to believe that Richard was driving me to flirt. It was his fault.

Slipping out of my clothes in my bedroom, I eyed my naked body in the mirror. Not bad for twenty-five, I mused, catching the profile of my firm breasts, my pert nipples. Moving to the window, I watched the gardener through the net curtains. His body glistening in the sunlight, his long black hair cascading over his shoulders, I wondered whether he'd look up. I felt a quiver run through my womb as I imagined him gazing at my naked body. Was I a tart? As Richard had said, I'd had thirty-odd men before I met him. I'd liked being fucked when I was a teenager. They had been days of sexual discovery, days of passion and desire. I still liked being fucked. Richard hated me using the F-word. I loved using it during heated discussions and arguments. Fuck, fucking, fucks, fucker, fucked. I used it just to annoy him. My teenage boyfriends used to talk dirty while they fucked me. The lads fucked furiously, with a frenzy. Those were the days. Days of long summers and fucking. Where had they gone?

Richard was all right in bed but he didn't have the fiery passion of some of my previous partners. He was more of a stick it in, thrust a few times and shoot man than an ardent lover. He was a successful stockbroker and I'd often wondered whether I'd married him for• his money. It certainly hadn't been for his lovemaking, his passionate and frenzied shafting of my tight pussy. I'd known he was a stick-in-the-mud before I married him, but I hadn't known of his insane jealousy and possessiveness. Neither had I known of his peculiar mentality.

We'd met at the local tennis club. I'd gone to a girlfriend's birthday party there and ended up chatting to Richard. I felt humble when we first started seeing each other; local shop girl and successful stockbroker. We were poles apart. He was fifteen years older than me and somewhat old-fashioned. I didn't mind that. We seemed to get on well together, enjoyed a laugh. We went out to the cinema, dropped into a pub and had a good time. But I hadn't been prepared for his constant suspicion.

Why had I stayed with him? Renting a small flat after living in a five-bedroom detached house didn't appeal to me. I might not have married him for his money, but I was certainly staying with him for his money. Initially I was some kind of ego boost for him; being seen with an attractive young blonde on his arm. The ego boost was still there, but now he also looked upon me as a threat. Perhaps he was beginning to feel his age. Perhaps he was beginning to realize how much younger I was.

The gardener didn't look up at the window so I slipped into my bikini and returned to the patio. If I was a tart I'd behave like one, I thought in my rising defiance, lying on a lounger and parting my thighs. Watching the man through my lowered eyelashes I concealed a grin as he stared at me.

He focused on the triangular patch of red material straining to contain my full sex lips. Would he like to fuck me? Perhaps his cock was stiff, his full balls in dire need of draining. The more I thought about the contents of his bulging shorts the more I wanted him.

There was one thing about my past that I'd kept from Richard. When I was younger I became friendly with the boy next door. He was very good-looking. But it was his father I was attracted to. I happened to be sitting in the garden one afternoon when I noticed him gazing at me over the fence. Between the bushes at the end of the garden was a well-worn path where I used to sneak next door and meet the boy. In our sexual learning I'd wank him and he'd finger me. But this time it wasn't the boy I was hoping to meet.

Nonchalantly ambling down the garden, I slipped into the bushes and waited. The father wasted no time. Creeping into the bushes he made out he was surprised to find me hiding there and asked what I was up to. I wasted no time. Lifting my skirt I tugged my navy-blue knickers down and displayed my sex. The look on his face was priceless as he gazed at me. He stammered something and then looked about him before stroking the fleshy lips of my pussy. I allowed him to touch me, feel me there. I allowed him the pleasure of fingering the wet sheath of my tight cunt. He finally slipped his finger out and lapped my creamy juices.

Enjoying the game, I groped at his zip and pulled his hard cock out. Kneeling, I sucked his purple knob into my mouth and ran my tongue over his slit. He soon shot his spunk to the back of my throat. Gasping, clinging to my head, he pumped my pretty mouth full of sperm. A fantasy come true, no doubt. I saw him many times after that. He'd bring me money and presents, and I'd suck the sperm out of his cock or allow him to fuck me.

Those were the days, I thought happily, pulling my bikini bottom to one side as the gardener looked away. Exposing the fleshy swell of one of my lips as I relaxed beneath the sun, I felt like a girl again. My arousal soaring as he turned and gazed at me, I parted my legs further. There were butterflies in my stomach and my heart raced.

Wondering what the gardener was thinking I felt my clitoris pulsate. If Richard could see me now, I reflected wickedly, my juices oozing between my sex lips and wetting my bikini. The gardener fiddled with the shears, trying to make out he hadn't noticed as he gazed longingly at my exposed sex lip. He was bound to be stiff, I thought, wondering how big his penis was. Did he fancy me? I was attractive, with long blonde hair and a good figure. And I was a good fuck, I thought in my rising lechery.

Taking the game further as he looked away again, I yanked my bikini bottom up. The narrow strip of material slipping into the drenched ravine of my yearning pussy, I pulled my lips apart and lay back. I watched him through my lowered eyelashes, wondering at his male thoughts as he stared open-mouthed at my swollen sex lips rising either side of the tight strip of my bikini bottom. This was wrong, I knew as guilt stabbed my conscience. It was also very dangerous. If the man made a move, what would I do? Crossing my long legs, I breathed a sigh of relief as he climbed the ladder and carried on cutting the hedge.

Thinking back again to my teenage years, the thrill of being chatted up and knowing I'd end up getting fucked, I wondered whether I was a tart. I'd been promiscuous in those carefree days, I couldn't deny that. But a tart? Sucking off the boy's father had been fun. Allowing him to fuck my pink pussy was something I used to look forward to every day. I was too naive to have known any better. But now?

The phone ringing, I dashed into the house and grabbed the receiver. Adjusting my bikini as Richard asked me what I was up to, I realized how wet I was. The strip of material running between my legs was soaked. What had I been up to? Showing the gardener my pussy lips. The thought sent a wonderful quiver through my womb, and I imagined sucking the gardener's cock and swallowing his salty sperm. The sound of Richard's voice really did grate, shattering my fantasy. Had anyone phoned? Had anyone been round? Was I planning on going out? Eyeing the gardener through the patio doors, I had a good mind to seduce him just to get at Richard.

'I've been sitting in the garden,' I finally replied. 'I'm alone and—'

'The gardener's there?' he interrupted me triumphantly.

'Yes, he is. He's cutting the hedge, Richard. He's not fucking me.' If only he was.

'Sarah, I do wish—'

'And I wish things, Richard,' I sighed. I wished I didn't feel so alone in my marriage. 'I wish lots of things.'

'What do you mean by that?'

'Nothing. Was there anything in particular you wanted or is this a courtesy call?'

'No, I just thought I'd ring.'

'In that case I'll say goodbye.'

Wandering back out into the garden I shook my head and sighed. Richard really was becoming paranoid. I was going to have to do something, I knew as I sat on the lounger. I couldn't carry on like this. The mental torture, the constant harassment... There had been occasions when he'd phoned up to six times in one day. If I missed a call for whatever reason I was subjected to an hour of interrogation when he'd got home. Why didn't you hear the phone? You must have heard it from the garden. Are you sure you weren't out? I not only felt suffocated, but imprisoned in my own home. Looking at the gardener again, I didn't want to be unfaithful to my husband. But the young man's body, his rippling muscles and bulging shorts...

'How are you getting on?' I asked, getting up and walking towards him.

'Oh, er... fine, Mrs Marchant.' He smiled, obviously surprised that the lady of the house should lower herself to speak to him, a lowly gardener.

'Would you like a cold drink?' I said as he eyed my cleavage and firm breasts. My nipples were becoming erect beneath my tight bikini top. I wanted the gardener to fuck my cleavage, shoot his spunk over my neck. Was I a tart? 'A beer, perhaps?' I offered, smiling sweetly.

'I'm OK, thanks.' He flicked his black hair away from his deep-set eyes. 'I have a bottle of water to keep me going.'

'I'd like you to come and take a look at the area at the bottom of the garden,' I said, walking away. 'I was thinking of having a greenhouse there.'

'It might be rather shady,' he replied, following me through the archway in the hedge and across the lawn.

A lamb to the slaughter. Who was the lamb? 'Yes, I see what you mean,' I murmured as we reached the wooded area at the end of the garden. 'It's a shame. It would have been a nice spot.'

'If it's a greenhouse you're wanting, you'd be better off putting it in the corner over there,' he said, pointing to the grassed area by the hedge. 'You'd get plenty of sunlight there. It also depends on what it is you want to grow. Tomatoes need...'

As he talked about the aspect and the types of plants I could grow in a greenhouse, I felt my vagina juices wetting my bikini bottom. I was desperate to come; my clitoris swelled and pulsated. I wanted to fuck with common people. My mind lurching between Richard and the young man, I knew I should return to the house before it was too late. I was never one to resist temptation. The garden was completely secluded, hidden from prying eyes. My stomach fluttered, my clitoris swelling and pulsating as I imagined his penis sliding into the tight sheath of my cunt. The longer I stayed the weaker I became with arousal. I could feel my hands trembling, my knees sagging as - I imagined the young man's solid penis, the purple globe pumping fresh sperm into my thirsty mouth. I wanted to lick his balls, push my tongue between his firm buttocks and taste his little hole. Would he like that? Had he ever had a girl's tongue probing his anus?

But this was wrong, I thought as I locked my stare to his shorts, the inviting bulge in the tight crotch. Was it the relief of an orgasm I desired, or revenge on Richard? Both, I imagined as I heard the phone ringing in the distance. Where were you? Why didn't you answer the phone? You must have heard the phone. Perhaps I'd suck the young man's swollen knob, I mused. Suck and lick him to orgasm and swallow his spunk. That wouldn't be full-blown adultery, would it? Suck the sperm out of his beautiful cock and then go to my room and masturbate. I must have masturbated a thousand times since marrying Richard. Another sad reflection on our relationship.

This was stupid, I knew as I felt my stomach somersault. I hadn't felt like this since I'd been in my teens. It was the danger, the excitement, the illicitness. I'd be jeopardizing my marriage, I reflected, trying to be sensible. No, I'd be jeopardizing my income. Taking a deep breath I knew I was going to fall prey to my inner desires. Just like the time I was with the boy's father in the bushes I had no control over my emotions, my powerful desire for sexual gratification. I needed to be fucked; fucked hard. I wanted sperm, gushing, pumping, spurting. I couldn't help myself.

The gardener gasped and jumped as I knelt on the grass and rudely tugged his shorts down. Gazing longingly at his flaccid penis, I wondered what he was thinking as I took it in my hand and retracted his foreskin. He must have thought me a nymphomaniac, a tart. But his cock stiffened quickly enough, his helmet swelling before my wide eyes as I licked my lips in anticipation. The betrayal of my husband was only inches from my mouth, only seconds away. Once I'd taken the man's cock into my mouth I would have broken my marriage vows and committed adultery.

I'd come this far, I thought, massaging the gardener's rock-hard shaft. So I had nothing to lose. Parting my full lips, I sucked his bulbous glans into my mouth and savoured the salty taste. He breathed deeply, his body trembling as he moved his hips forward, propelling his knob to the back of my throat. I'd done it, I ruminated as I gently sucked his veined shaft. Adultery, betrayal... I was a tart.

Kneading his heavy balls, my wet lips enveloping his swollen glans as he withdrew, I was desperate for his sperm to gush into my mouth. I didn't care what he thought of me as I sucked and licked his beautiful cock. I needed this. After three years with Richard and his allegations, I desperately needed to have crude sex with another man. Lady Chatterley? Richard would never discover my whoredom. The gardener was hardly likely to tell him, and there was no way I'd let on. I was safe in my adultery. I could suck him, give him a blow job, swallow his beautiful spunk... My secret.

The gardener breathed heavily as his knees bent and his spunk jetted from his purple crown. I tasted him, savoured his salty sperm as my mouth filled and overflowed. Swallowing hard, my cheeks bloated, my tongue drowning, I closed my eyes and lost myself in wanton decadence. I couldn't stop thinking that I'd done it. After three years of fidelity, I'd actually committed adultery. I felt triumphant. Every day I'd suck the gardener's cock and swallow his sperm. Eventually I'd allow him to fuck me. Every day he'd fuck my yearning cunt while my husband was at work.

'That was...' he gasped as he withdrew his deflating cock from my spunked mouth.

'Good?' I smiled, licking my wet lips as I rose to my feet.

'Hey, wait a minute,' he called as I walked back to the house.

I couldn't stay. If I did I'd have him lick me and fuck me. It wasn't so much that I felt guilty. I didn't know what I felt as I slipped into the house and closed the patio doors. I felt good, wicked, naughty, victorious in the ruination of my marriage vows. My thoughts tried to admonish me, fill my mind with guilt. I shouldn't have done it, I knew. Every time I met the gardener I'd be thinking about... and he'd be thinking about it too.

Would he expect more? Did I expect more? It had been a mistake. Never again would I behave like that. Like a tart?

The phone rang again as I climbed the stairs and lay on my bed. Slipping my wet bikini bottom off I spread my legs and massaged my clitoris as I grabbed the receiver. It was Richard. Why hadn't I answered the phone? Where had I been? What had I been up to? I let him ramble on while I slipped two fingers into my tight pussy and massaged my G-spot. I wanted to tell him that I'd sucked the gardener's cock and swallowed his spunk and was now fingering my juice-brimming cunt. Perhaps I should have been honest.

'Are you there?' he asked testily.

'Richard, I'm always here,' I sighed, dragging my juices of arousal up my sex valley and massaging the nub of my clitoris with my creamy-wet fingertip. I needed licking to an orgasm.

'Why didn't you answer the phone earlier?' He sounded like a whingeing schoolboy. 'Sarah, why—'

'I was in the loo,' I returned. I can't abide anger. 'I'm sorry, I should have checked with you before pulling my knickers down and having a piss. Not that I'm wearing any knickers.'

'I do wish you wouldn't speak like that. Why aren't you wearing any knickers?'

'Perhaps we should have a phone installed in the toilet,' I quipped.

'That's not necessary.'

'We could chat while I'm pissing.'

'I was ringing to say that I might be late this evening.'

Thank God for that. 'OK, I'll see you when I see you. By the way, I was chatting to the gardener,' I said, the taste of sperm lingering on my lips.

'Chatting to the gardener?' he echoed. 'I don't pay him to—'

'About the garden, Richard. He asked me about the land at the end, that was all.'

'What about it?'

'He wondered whether we had any plans for it.'

'I'll deal with the gardener, Sarah. I don't want you chatting to him.'

'Or fucking him?' I giggled.

'Sarah, I—'

Hanging up, I massaged my painfully erect clitoris faster is I pictured the young man's knob, his sperm jetting into my mouth. I wanted more, I knew as my orgasm approached, I wanted his beautiful cock thrusting in and out of my tight cunt. I pictured him shooting spunk over my face, the white liquid dribbling into my mouth as I tongued his purple globe. I'll never give up masturbating, I thought as ripples of immense pleasure rolled through my trembling body.

I had thought that, when I married, I wouldn't need to appease my insatiable clitoris. How wrong I had been. Richard licked me - in the wrong places. He fucked me and ejaculated - before I'd come. So what choice was there? Masturbate or never again have an orgasm. Perhaps Richard wanked, I reflected, massaging the sensitive nub of my clitoris faster and finger-fucking my tightening cunt with my free hand. Perhaps he hid in the trees at the end of the garden and shot his sperm over the ground.

My body quivering as my clitoris pulsed beneath my vibrating fingertip, I again imagined the gardener's cock throbbing in my mouth, his sperm jetting to the back of my throat. 'Yes,' I cried as the beautiful explosion came, shockwaves of pure sexual bliss ripping through my shaking body as I frigged my burning cunt. Gasping, whimpering, I arched my back as my pleasure heightened.

I imagined the gardener watching me masturbate, pictured him wanking and shooting his spunk over my face and tits as I writhed on the bed in the grip of my multiple orgasm. I imagined Richard walking in and witnessing the young man's sperm raining over my flushed face as I masturbated. I imagined many things when I came.

My climax finally receding, I slipped my wet fingers out of my burning cunt and lay quivering on the bed. I could still taste the gardener's sperm, and I realized I didn't even know his name. Massaging the last ripples of sex from my contracting clitoris, I began to wish I'd never seduced the young man. I wasn't afraid that Richard might discover my wanton act of adultery. My concern was the future, the times I'd meet the gardener. And whether I'd succumb to my inner desires again. I knew myself of old; now I'd had a taste of the young man I'd want more. I always wanted more.

Getting up from the bed I wandered across the room and gazed out of the window. The gardener was there oblivious to me as he finished cutting the hedge. I wasn't sure of the hours he worked or even which days. He seemed to be around most mornings, but I couldn't recall him being there in the afternoons. What would I do tomorrow morning? Would I happen to be sunbathing in my bikini? Would I happen to wander to the end of the garden and...? What would tomorrow morning bring?

'Hello,' I sighed, thinking it might be Richard as I grabbed the ringing phone.

'Sarah, it's Cindy,' the familiar voice trilled.

'Hi,' I said, pleased to be speaking to someone who wasn't going to question me, someone normal. 'How are you?'

'I'm fine. Just a quick call. Terry's going to call round to our place with some shrubs this afternoon.'

'Oh. Um, right.'

'If you don't want them throw them out.'

'No, we've plenty of room in the garden.'

'OK, I might pop over myself later this afternoon.'

'Yes, that'd be nice.'

'Must dash. See you later.'

Slipping my bikini bottom up my legs I went downstairs and checked my hair in the hall mirror. I instinctively knew that the shrubs were going to be the cause of an argument as I went into the kitchen and filled the kettle. What's this Terry like? Did he stay long? Were you wearing that short skirt? I'd reached the stage where I really didn't give a damn what Richard said. He was driving me to... no, he'd driven me to commit adultery. Catching sight of the gardener through the window, I bit my lip. I'd made a fatal mistake, I knew as he looked at me and smiled. I'd started something. Something I knew I couldn't stop. Did I want to stop it?
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Chapter Two
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The gardener had gone by the time Cindy's brother arrived with a vanload of shrubs. He was about eighteen years old, tall with dark hair, good-looking and friendly. Although he wore scruffy cut-off jeans and a grubby T-shirt, he seemed pleasant enough. Common people. Wasn't I common? I asked him in and poured him a cup of coffee and we made small talk about gardening and the nice weather. I'd rather have talked about his cock, his helmet slipping into my mouth.

His name was Terry, which reminded me of a Terry I once knew. We met in the park one evening and experimented sexually. I rubbed his penis and made him stiff. He fumbled with my sex and made me wet. I wanked him and he spurted his spunk all down my navy-blue gymslip. In his inexperience he didn't give me an orgasm. So left in a state of arousal I pleasured myself in the bath that evening. Had anything changed?

'You're not listening.' My guest smiled at me across the table.

'Sorry,' I murmured. 'I was miles away.'

'I asked whether you've lived here long.'

'Oh, about three years.'

'It's a lovely place. You've done well for yourself.'

'Yes,' I replied pensively, 'I have.'

Done well for myself? Money, a beautiful house... Money can't buy happiness, or gratifying sex. I had to stop complaining. It was my life, I reflected. If I didn't like the way things were, then it was up to me to make some changes. People all too eagerly blame others for their situations. The situation I was in was down to me. Only one person could change my life, and that was me. I didn't want to lose Richard - I needed his money - and yet I wanted a life of my own. Was it possible? Two separate lives? The good little housewife, and the whore. Whore? I didn't care what name I'd be classified under. As long as I had a life of my own where I found sexual satisfaction and excitement, it didn't matter. Besides, no one would know of my clandestine activities. No one knew that the gardener had mouth-fucked me.

I'd made my decision, although I'd no idea how I was going to lead two separate lives. With Richard watching me like a hawk I was going to have to be very careful. Covering my tracks, leaving no clues as to my wanton behaviour, exercising caution and discretion... It could be done, I was sure. Planned properly, meeting other men for crude sex, finding gratification... I'd made a decision. I was about to embark on a new and exciting life. About to? Sucking the gardener off had been the first step along the road to my new life. I loved the taste of his spunk, and wanted more.

'OK if I take a look around the garden?' Terry asked, rising from his chair.

'Of course.' I smiled, leading him through the back door. 'We have a gardener,' I said, looking at the neat hedge. 'He does a good job.' Blow job, I thought to myself.

'Yes, I can see that.'

'I'm not sure what to do with the wooded area at the bottom.'

'It's nice to have an area that's natural, left to go wild.'

I wanted to go wild - wild with sex. 'Come and take a look,' I said, leading the way. 'I know what you mean by having a wild area, but this is rather too wild. You might have some ideas.'

I'd donned a short skirt and loose-fitting blouse for Terry's visit. I knew he'd be eyeing the backs of my leg as he followed me through the arch in the hedge. He'd be thinking his male thoughts, wondering what colour my panties were and whether they were sex-wet. Little did he know that I wasn't wearing any panties. I felt naughty, wicked in my newfound abandonment. This was how I'd wanted to feel. The excitement, the sexual arousal, the danger. The very things that had enticed me when I'd been in my teens. But now I had the added risk of Richard discovering my whorish ways, which heightened my elation.

Terry looked about, probably wondering what could be done with the rough ground, the undergrowth. Gazing at his cut-off jeans, the bulging crotch, I wondered whether to seduce him in the woods beneath the trees. Common people. With Richard I was living above my station, pretending to be someone I wasn't. The dinner parties, Richard's well-off friends and acquaintances. I'd adapted well, played the role of lady of the house with ease. But I'd always felt like a charlatan. My airs and graces had fooled everyone, but the real me was very much alive. The local shop girl had climbed the social ladder, but her roots were still firmly embedded in the mud. Common people.

Perhaps that was the problem, I mused. Richard knew my background, he knew I was nothing but an ordinary working girl. He knew I was a tart. What had attracted him to me? My body, my down to earth attitude, my tousled blonde hair, my carefree lifestyle? That had long since gone. Had it been my hot, juicy cunt? More than likely. Perhaps I was the only girl with any real sexual experience that he'd ever known. I remembered licking the ring of his bum, tasting him there, tonguing his private hole. He'd writhed and gasped as I'd pleasured his anus. I was sure he'd not had a girl do that before. That was where his distrust came from, I reflected. He knew I knew how to please a man. He knew I loved sex, every aspect of giving and receiving sexual pleasure.

'The shrubs would look nice along here, by the trees,' Terry said, breaking my reverie. 'They'd make a boundary, separating the wooded area from this section of the garden. A few bluebell and daffodil bulbs planted—'

'I'd like a shed,' I interrupted him as I thought about Lady Chatterley. I wanted the gardener to fuck me in the potting shed. 'A decent sized shed between the trees.'

'Easy enough,' he replied. 'I'll organize it. Or will your gardener do it?'

'No, you deal with it.'

'OK, I'll price the job and get back to you.'

'The price doesn't matter. A shed, say, eight by eight. No, a summerhouse.'

'Beneath the trees?' he frowned. 'A summerhouse would be better sited—'

'A summerhouse beneath the trees.'

'Anything you say.'

The summerhouse would be my retreat, my domain - my shed. I'd take the gardener there and lick and suck his cock and have him fuck me senseless. But first, there was young Terry to seduce. Should I suck him? I gazed at his grubby T-shirt, his tatty shorts. Richard was always pristine in his suit and clean white shirt. Even at weekends he'd wear casual trousers and a shirt. Perhaps I wanted a bit of rough to bring about a balance. Richard complained about my swearing and my short skirts. I needed a bit of rough. Someone who loved my short skirts and talked dirty to me. You're a good fuck. You're hot and tight like a dirty little whore should be. Perhaps I was a bit of rough at heart; a common tart.

There was one other thing I'd never told Richard. Once when I was younger two lads were teasing me about sex, taunting me, asking whether I'd done it and whether I frigged my clit and fingered my cunt. They were pathetic. We got halfway along an alley when I decided I'd had enough and told them to get their cocks out. They stopped dead in their tracks and gazed open-mouthed at me. They couldn't believe I'd said such a thing.

Determined to show them that I knew more about sex than they did, I knelt down and grabbed their stiff cocks as they unzipped their trousers. Pulling their foreskins back I sucked both their knobs into my wet mouth and tongued their little slits. Looking up at them with innocence reflected in my blue eyes, their cocks filling my mouth, I sucked hard and used my tongue to induce their spunk. They came together, gasping, shaking as they pumped sperm over my tongue. After that they couldn't have been nicer to me. Needless to say they often walked me home. And I was very nice to them.

'I'd better unload the van,' Terry said, checking his watch.

'Already?' I asked, flashing him a salacious grin. This was my chance. I was young again. 'I thought you might want some of this.' Lifting my short skirt I displayed the swollen lips of my wet vagina. 'I thought you might like to lick my sweet little pussy.'

Wasting no time he dropped to his knees. I looked up at the blue sky as he parted the fleshy lips and examined the intricate inner folds of my drenched cunt. The second time I'd committed adultery in one day, I reflected with mixed emotions. I felt is tongue running up the gully of my yearning cunt, sweeping over the sensitive nub of my erect clitoris, snaking around the dripping entrance. His breath hot on my flesh, he lapped my flowing juices of arousal as I clung to his head to steady my trembling body.

Mixed emotions? Elation, arousal, guilt, remorse, satisfaction; I knew in my heart that I didn't want to commit adultery. I wanted to be happy with Richard, faithful and loving. But it wasn't possible. He had made it impossible to live and love and enjoy our marriage. As Terry's tongue entered my contracting cunt I closed my res. Three years of fidelity, I thought, my legs sagging beneath me as beautiful sensations transmitted deep into my womb. Three years of virtual imprisonment, and now I'd found freedom. Richard would still be there, in bed beside me, on the phone, watching, accusing. But I had my secret life now.

I should have confined my sexual passion to the gardener, I knew as Terry tongue-fucked my wet cunt. The more men I allowed to pleasure me, to lick and fuck me, the greater the risk of Richard discovering my whoredom. Whoredom. I liked the word. It was meaningful, the definition obvious. But it wasn't as cutting as slag or slut. Slag, tart, slut; I was a lover, I consoled myself as my clitoris pulsated beneath Terry's snaking tongue. His finger penetrating the tight channel of my cunt, inducing my sex milk to flow from my inner fountainhead, I bent my trembling knees and parted my thighs. A lover of men, a lover of crude sex.

'I'm... I'm nearly there,' I breathed as preorgasmic tremors coursed through my young body. The explosion of pure sexual bliss erupting within my clitoris, I shook uncontrollably as my orgasmic juices gushed from my inflamed cunt and streamed down my naked legs. He licked, sucked, fingered, caressed, massaged. My pleasure peaking again, I forced my fiery cunt hard against his face and cried out in my sexual euphoria. In three years of marriage never had I known such sexual ecstasy. I'd forgotten the pleasure derivable from my clitoris, my tight cunt. I'd forgotten to live.

'Enough,' I finally murmured as my pleasure began to wane. He slipped his fingers out of my drenched sex and sat back on his heels as I crumpled to the ground in a quivering heap. Recovering from my intense orgasm, again I wished that my marriage was different. Richard had never been an ardent lover. He'd never been adventurous in bed. I'd accepted that, become used to it and could have put up with the frigid lovemaking. But he'd become cold over the years. He was cold and barren and had finally frozen over like a brown field in midwinter. I'd wanted to find love with him. I'd not found love with the gardener or Terry, but I'd found a substitute. I'd found sexual gratification.

'Are you OK?' Terry asked as I climbed to my feet.

'Yes,' I murmured, brushing my blonde hair away from my flushed face as he stood up.

'You're beautiful,' he smiled, taking my head in his hands and kissing my full red lips. I could taste my vaginal juices on his lips. 'You really are.'

'Terry, I...'

'Don't say anything,' he whispered. 'Don't spoil it. I'll unload the van.'

As he walked towards the house my shoulders slumped and I sighed. I didn't know what I felt as I thought about facing Richard that evening. He'd ask what I'd been doing. He'd see the shrubs and question me about Terry. I had to be myself, come across as normal. I'd had a boring day, nothing special. I'd sunbathed and done some housework and posted my letter. I'd forgotten about the letter. I was going to write to my mother, just to let her know I was still around. I should have visited her more often. Since my father had left her for a younger woman she'd needed me. But I'd not been there for her.

Returning to the patio I looked at the line of shrubs Terry had dumped by the hedge. That would keep the gardener busy, I ruminated. I'd keep the gardener busy, I giggled inwardly. I offered Terry another coffee but he had to get back to the garden centre. Left alone I sat on a chair beneath the sun and pondered my life. I hadn't done anything wrong, I tried to convince myself. Sucking a man's cock and having another man lick my pussy to orgasm; how would I have felt if Richard had come in another woman's mouth?
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