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Phil

 


Phil Haughton could be
described as your average man. He is 48 years old, average looking,
dark hair and eyes, and average height. He is married to
Ann, and has two grown up children no
longer living at home. His daughter emigrated to Canada two years
ago and married a man ten years her senior with a good job and a
beautiful home. Phil’s son, James, lives locally, is unmarried and
works for Phil’s business.

Phil has a small accountancy business in the
town, employing four people, including James. The firm has a number
of regular customers, mainly small business people in the area. It
is not an exciting job but it keeps him financially secure and
gives his life structure. Phil is quite predictable; he likes his
life to have a routine. He works hard through the week, putting in
long hours, and likes the odd game of golf on weekends to
relax.

Phil and Ann live in a four-bedroomed
detached house, in a nice suburban street, and they have lived
there for seventeen years. Most of the neighbours are the same as
when Phil and Ann had moved in, so they have a number of good
friends nearby. Neighbours organised outings and parties from time
to time; Phil is not what anyone would call the life and soul of
the party but he joined in happily, in his own way.

The only unpredictable, unusual aspect about
Phil’s life is his talent and love for poker. He plays on the first
Friday of every month and although his wife frowns on it, he finds
it gives him an excited tingle long since missing from his life. He
and Ann had come to an agreement: she didn’t ask any questions and
he wouldn’t put their house or lifestyle in any jeopardy. The truth
is that out of the six players that form their little poker group,
Phil is the most financially stable and some might agree mentally
stable, too. In fact, it was probably for the best that his wife
has never met the rest of the group.

Ann takes advantage of Phil’s poker time to
meet up with her friends, over an expensive trip to her favourite
restaurant, with cocktails later in a trendy overpriced bar in the
centre of town. Sometimes it was so expensive that Phil had baulked
over his credit card bill. Ann often spent more than he did on his
poker night but he dared not say anything to her, as he knew she
would stop his poker nights.

Phil`s love of poker came about when he was
six years old and his mother was in a difficult and lengthy labour
with his brother, and she, his father and his grandmother were all
at the hospital. Phil had been entrusted to his grandfather
overnight. He had been put to bed early after a special hot
chocolate made with warm milk. During the night, Phil’s
six-year-old self had heard noises downstairs and in an unfamiliar
bedroom, became restless and slowly padded downstairs to
investigate.

The door of the small dining room was
slightly ajar and Phil had peered quietly around it, so as to
survey the surroundings without attracting attention to himself. He
saw four strange looking men that he had never seen before, and his
grandfather wearing a black trilby style hat and a waistcoat, a
strange outfit for a man who always wore slacks and a V necked
sweater. The room was full of smoke but Phil’s wide eyes were drawn
to the centre point of the table where there was an enormous pile
of money. Every now and then one of the men would add money to the
pile. Phil then noticed the playing cards and how astutely the men
including his grandfather studied them like they were the Queen’s
treasure that they had been asked to guard. Phil was rooted to the
spot, the atmosphere and tension in the room was hypnotic unlike
anything he had ever felt before.

One of the men, the one sitting to the left
of Phil’s grandfather (a dishevelled man in his late fifties, with
heavy facial hair) looked very anxious. He was holding onto the
cross around his neck, his eyes flickered upwards as if to Heaven
after every card was played, seemingly praying a silent prayer.
Phil jumped when the man suddenly erupted, throwing his cards to
the table and raking the money towards him with his chunky, ringed
fingers.

“Yes! Yes! Thank you, God!” he shouted,
raising his eyes heavenward once more and kissing the cross of his
necklace. The other men grumbled and moaned. Phil noticed his
grandfather down the whisky in front of him, and shake his
head.

“One more,” someone shouted. Phil’s
grandfather re-filled everyone’s glasses and the man with the cross
necklace shuffled up the cards as fast as lightning. It was at that
moment Phil chose to sneeze loudly. All eyes darted upon him. Phil
looked down, preparing himself for a telling off but instead his
grandfather led him by the hand into the dimly lit room and sat him
on his knee.

“This is our little secret Philip, all the
grown up boys, we don’t tell the women and girls, this is only for
the men. You mustn’t tell your mum or your grandmother.”

Philip immediately felt ten years older and
his chest swelled with pride; he had been entrusted with a
secret.

“You sit quietly and watch and as soon as
you’re old enough, you can join us in this group.”

Philip sat silently
watching the cards transverse the table, all the while his
grandfather’s words going over and over in his mind.
One day I will be part of this
group.

Overall Phil considered his life to have
been good, reflecting his generally happy and optimistic
disposition, but recently something was niggling him. Ann seemed
restless which Phil put down to ‘the change’. She was getting hot
flushes and intense mood swings: one minute she was shouting and
bellowing at him, and the next she was crying her eyes out. Phil
didn’t have the skills to deal with either and hoped that this
whole “episode” would pass soon. Not that he was unsympathetic to
Ann’s plight, but he just wanted his life back to normal, with his
normal, pleasant wife. Ann had always been an attractive woman,
Phil knew he had “punched above his weight” when he married her,
but she told him that he kept her grounded and that without him she
would have been prone to whims of fancy, and who knows where she
would have ended up.

No one would think it possible that Phil, a
normal, predictable man with an ordered and predictable life, was
about to have his whole world turned upside down and changed
dramatically forever. In life it is often not one incident that
changes the status quo but a number of incidents that happen after
each other like falling dominos. You are about to embark on Phil’s
story.
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Lust

 


(To be consumed with desire)

 


“I’ve put on weight again. Look at me. I’m
huge,” Ann wailed as she grabbed and squeezed her stomach.

Phil had put on a few pounds himself over
the years and didn’t care that Ann had become a little more
‘Cuddly’. He knew that there was a knack to these conversations, if
he said the wrong thing he knew that there could be tears,
screaming or the silent treatment or if he was very unlucky all
three. “Nonsense, you look great, darling.” He would have got away
with it if he hadn’t added, “There`s not many women your age who
look as good as you.”

“So I`m old and past it? That`s good to
know.”

Phil realised his mistake instantly and
began to try to smooth things over. “No of course not, I just mean
you look so much better than people of your age. You look at least
ten years younger.” But Ann wasn’t listening and had already
stormed out of the room.

 


♠♦♣♥

 


Walking quickly down the street; Ann checked
her watch - she was only about five minutes late; they wouldn’t
start the meeting for at least a few minutes yet, and there was
always some gossip or other that would take precedence. If Phil
hadn’t been so rude this morning, she wouldn’t have had to change
her outfit and she would have been on time.

The neighbours were all meeting to try and
raise funds to save the local community centre and library, anyone
who was free was meeting at 10.00am to devise a plan of action to
feedback to the community.

Ann walked into the crowded hall, and was
surprised that the turnout was better than she had expected. As she
scanned the room quickly for somewhere to sit, a chair was pulled
out for her. Rowan who lived opposite her winked and gestured with
his hand for her to sit down. “What have I missed?” she
whispered.

“Nothing much, you look great by the
way.”

Ann felt her cheeks flush slightly. She
reached into her bag to get her notebook by means of a distraction
but the longer the meeting went on, the more distracted Ann became.
Rowan was nudging her and rolling his eyes at some of the
suggestions being raised. She felt like a schoolgirl sniggering
quietly, trying not to draw attention to herself.

When the meeting finally drew to a close,
Ann got up and smoothed down her skirt. She smiled politely at some
acquaintances from the village and went to say goodbye to
Rowan.

“Lunch?” he suggested, smiling a broad
smile.

“Um,” Ann paused, caught unawares. She
shouldn’t really; she had ironing to do, dry cleaning to collect,
and she needed to get a few bits and pieces at the shops.

“Come on. After sitting through all that we
need something to get our energy back. I know a lovely little place
that’s not too far. We’ll be an hour, tops.”

It did sound nice to have lunch cooked for
her for a change. The chores would still be there after lunch and
it would be nice to have some fun company while she ate. Ann had
not been feeling herself recently, she had been very moody,
listless and tearful one minute and irritated and angry the next.
Her husband kindly pointed out about three times a day that it was
“the Change” and only to be expected.

“Okay thanks,” Ann replied and followed
Rowan towards the car park.

They drove to a small
country pub. It had a friendly welcoming atmosphere but, as it was
a Monday, was quiet with only five other people in the whole place.
Ann sat herself in the window seat and perused the menu, whilst
Rowan went to the bar. She felt an excited tingle in her stomach.
She couldn’t remember the last time she felt like this, it was like
she was on an adventure. Ann felt alive and all it had taken was to
be sat in a pub, at Monday lunchtime, with an attractive
man. You are nearly fifty
she chastised herself. What would the neighbours think? She
smiled to herself at this; Rowan was her neighbour.

He had bought a bottle of Ann`s favourite
wine and, although he could only have one glass because he was
driving, he attentively kept Ann’s glass topped up. Over lunch
Rowan opened up to her about his marriage. He’d had to work away a
lot, flying to Milan or Singapore or some other glamorous sounding
locations. He explained that as he was away a fair amount of time,
his wife had developed other interests and so now they had drifted
apart.

As Ann listened to him talk she couldn’t
help comparing him to Phil: they were roughly the same age but
Rowan looked at least ten years younger. His year-round olive
complexion was in no doubt due to his globetrotting, although some
neighbours had gossiped unkindly that he was really in Stoke and
had invested in a sunbed. Rowan dressed smartly and bought classic
clothing, whereas Phil had moved into cardigans and checked shirts
about five years ago. Recently Ann had even caught her husband
searching online for trousers with elasticated waists. Rowan went
to the gym regularly, and Ann had often seen him out running in
preparation for triathlons. Phil, on the other hand, was out of
condition and exhausted after mowing the lawn. Rowan was funny and
attentive, complementing her more times over lunch than Phil had in
the last ten years.

All too soon the lunch - and the wine - was
finished. “Should we head back now?” Rowan asked.

Ann did not want the afternoon to end. It
was like she had been sleepwalking for months and now she was alive
and vibrant; every nerve in her body was tingling. “Oh, so soon?”
she tried to hide her disappointment from Rowan.

“We could get another bottle of wine and
some dessert and take it up to one of the rooms,” Rowan suggested
playfully. “They have beautiful four poster beds here.”

At this point it didn’t
occur to Ann to wonder how Rowan knew about the four poster beds.
She was so excited and flattered, that she only managed to
nod. He wants me, she thought happily. She was desirable and not in the least
bit like the menopausal, dried up, past-it lump that Phil made her
feel.

Ann walked towards the
Ladies, leaving Phil to deal with the arrangements. She touched up
her make-up, combed her hair and added a fresh spritz of perfume.
As she looked in the mirror a few doubts crept into her mind: she
had never had sex with another man, Phil was her first and she had
always been faithful. Would she regret this? Would she look good to
Rowan naked? She had put on a few pounds. Then she thought of her
future, pretty soon she would be fifty and men wouldn’t look at her
that way anymore, wouldn’t find her attractive. Phil had never been
a very confident lover and this was her last chance to make love to
an experienced, charming, sexy man who could make her feel on top
of the world. Don’t I deserve a last
chance at ecstasy? Ann had made her mind
up, her hormones had gone into overdrive and all she wanted to do
was to rip Rowan’s clothes off.
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