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Chapter One


I’M A TAXI DRIVER. It can be an interesting job but it can also be very boring. I have very few interesting passengers. Most are fairly mediocre and so it’s a real treat when I come across people who are a little different, a little special.


Clarissa is special. She’s got that ‘something’.


Clarissa is an air hostess. She only works the long haul flights so she’s gone for several days at a time. I used to pick her up and drive her to and from Heathrow. Things have changed a little now, but I still ferry her about, although she never pays, not any more.


The first time I met her was early one morning, just after I’d started my shift. I was given a Heathrow run and I assumed the pick up was for a tourist or holidaymaker so it was a pleasant surprise when the car door opened and a uniformed woman slipped into the passenger seat. She was very attractive. My immediate impression was of a slightly haughty woman, a woman in control, an intelligent, ambitious, successful woman, who knew her own mind.


‘Morning,’ she said and smiled.


Yes, the make up; perfectly applied lipstick, outlining lips that were full but not bloated; she had followed the line of the lip rather than going over it and attempting to make the lips look fuller. The make up on her eyes was a little heavy but it was effective and highlighted an intelligent and piercing pair of eyes. The overall look was one of restrained sexuality. She leaned toward me as she secured her seat belt and I caught a waft of fresh, feminine scent that caused my heart to beat a little faster. I looked at the top of her head. Her hair was tied up tightly, which gave her a slightly severe look. It was in immaculate condition, sleek and shiny and looked so soft that I wanted to reach out and touch it. She straightened up and I quickly averted my eyes and looked out of the windscreen.


‘OK, Heathrow please.’ She smiled and I smiled back. She checked her mobile and giggled at a message before putting it back in her bag. Not a great deal was said on the journey but I remember every word.


‘Been cabbing long?’


‘About two years. What about you? I take it you’re an air hostess from the uniform?’


‘That’s right.’


‘I’m surprised I haven’t picked you up before.’


‘I’ve only recently moved into the area.’


‘Do you enjoy it?’


‘Oh yes, I love it, I get to meet all sorts of interesting people and see all sorts of interesting places. What about you? Do you enjoy cabbing?’


‘Oh yes,’ I lied, ‘pretty much for the same reasons.’


‘Good,’ she said, ‘then we have something in common.’


That was pretty much the conversation for the whole of the journey. But it did me. It set a relaxed atmosphere. When I dropped her off, just before she got out of the car, she said, ‘My name’s Clarissa, I hope we meet again, I enjoyed the journey.’


‘Thank you,’ I said, ‘my name’s George, I hope we do meet again.’ From that day I couldn’t get her out of my mind.


Three days later I got a booking from Heathrow that was passed to me as the designated driver had gone sick. Looking back, I think it was fate. The pick up was for a Ms Clarissa Norton. Clarissa.


I got there about an hour early. I didn’t want to be late. About ten minutes after the appointed pick up time, she appeared. She was pulling one of those hostess dolly trolleys behind her. The way she was walking she could have been a model dragging a mink coat along the catwalk. I got out of the car to meet her. She spotted me and smiled a confident, sexy smile that made me feel I was important.


‘Hello, George, what a pleasant surprise.’ She’d remembered my name!


Clarissa got in the car while I put her trolley in the boot.


‘I was so pleased that they gave me this trip,’ I blurted out, as I settled back in my seat beside her, ‘I’ve been looking forward to seeing you again.’


‘That’s good to hear, George.’ She smiled, not a happy, pleased smile but an amused smile. ‘I will have to make this journey regularly, George, would you like to give me a ride regularly?’


I wasn’t sure whether the innuendo was intended or not, I got the feeling she was teasing, I wasn’t sure how to respond.


‘Yes,’ I said, ‘I’d like that.’


‘Then that’s settled then, you shall be my driver, I’ll let your firm know that I won’t require any other driver.’


I felt a small thrill run through me. She liked me.


I got ribbed at work. Clarissa had already used several other drivers for her journeys and they were all a little envious. I picked up Clarissa twice during the next week, taking her to and from the airport for trips to America. On each journey I found myself talking at length about myself, something I never did with passengers, but somehow Clarissa drew me out of myself. Whenever I tried to steer the conversation towards her she gave me short answers. If I persisted she became a little curt. I soon understood. I let her guide the conversation. I wanted to confide in her, to share with her. I didn’t realise she was making a calculated assessment of me. I didn’t care.


‘So, what were you before you became a taxi driver, George?’


‘I was a teacher.’


‘A teacher? That’s a rather noble profession, what made you give that up?’


‘I got to the point where I couldn’t stand it, it wasn’t what I expected and the kids weren’t interested in learning and they got too difficult to deal with.’


I continued wittering on, God knows why. I’d never mentioned this to anyone else. Looking back I think I was angling for her attention, some sympathy, some affection from her. ‘Eventually,’ I continued, ‘I had a nervous breakdown.’


‘Oh, George,’ she said, ‘you poor thing!’ She covered my hand, which was resting on the gearstick, with her own. It felt cool and soft and I felt my cock begin to stir. I wanted more sympathy and I blabbered on.


‘It wasn’t just the kids or the job, it was one of those times in your life when everything seems to conspire against you. At the same time I found out my wife was having an affair.’


Clarissa’s hand tightened on mine. ‘Oh, George, how awful, what happened?’


‘Oh, I came home early from a field trip, had to take a sick kid home. I heard her moaning upstairs. We got divorced, best thing in the end, I suppose.’


We’d just pulled into the parking area outside Terminal 4.


‘You suppose? Would you have forgiven her?’


For some inexplicable reason my eyes started to well up and I found myself crying.


‘Oh, George, dear George, never mind. Here,’ she said, handing me a tissue, ‘dry your eyes.’


After a few seconds she said, ‘Listen, George, I have to go to work but when you pick me up in a few days we’ll talk a little more about this, OK?’


I nodded my head, gratefully. ‘You’ve been very kind.’


‘I know,’ she said. ‘Here.’ She handed me another tissue. ‘By the way, what’s your surname?’


‘Benton,’ I said.


‘Mmmm,’ she said. ‘I like the sound of that. Do you mind if I call you Benton instead of George? I think it suits you so much better than George.’


I was a little taken aback. ‘Not at all,’ I said.


I got her luggage from the boot while she got out and smoothed down her skirt.


‘Here we are,’ I said, handing her the trolley.


‘Thank you, Benton.’ She turned and walked into the terminal.


She’d forgotten to pay. I didn’t mind. I got back into


the car and began the journey home.









Chapter Two


THREE DAYS LATER I picked her up from the airport. She settled into the car and I entered the flow of traffic.


‘What a fabulous time I had, Benton, I must tell you about it some time. But more importantly, we never got to finish our chat the other day, did we?’


‘Didn’t we?’ I said, genuinely puzzled. ‘I thought I’d told you everything?’


‘You did, Benton, but only in a superficial way. I was thinking about it the other day, we need to talk about your wife’s affair in detail, it’s the key to your happiness you know.’


I didn’t really know what Clarissa was talking about.


‘Tell me about the affair, Benton. Can you honestly say that you never suspected anything beforehand?’


I paused for a while, collecting my thoughts. ‘Well, if I’m honest, I suppose I had suspected something.’


‘Go on,’ she urged.


‘Well, we hadn’t been getting along for a long time and our sex life was pretty much non existent.’


‘Why was that?’


‘I’m not sure. My wife was very pretty and I adored her and if I’m honest, I think, somehow ... sometimes ... I just think ...’


I couldn’t find the words; I wasn’t sure what I wanted to say. Clarissa finished my sentence.


‘... You just thought you weren’t good enough for her?’


I was silent for a while.


‘I hadn’t really thought of it like that.’


‘Perhaps ...’Clarissa paused and then continued. ‘You didn’t suspect your wife was having an affair, you knew she was having an affair, didn’t you, Benton?’


Clarissa’s tone was gentle.


‘Yes,’ I replied. ‘I did.’


‘So tell me about it, be honest, tell me all about it, Benton.’


‘It wasn’t just one affair, as far as I know it was several. The first time a good friend of mine had come round to help fix up a barbecue. We all got on really well together and Nicole loved his sense of humour. He and Nicole had been play fighting all morning. I must admit I felt a bit irritated as me and Nicole hadn’t been getting on that well lately but I didn’t say anything. Anyway, the gas canister for the barbecue was almost empty so I said I’d pop out and get another one and left them in the garden. I’d got to the car before I realised I didn’t have any money on me. I rushed back in and ran upstairs to get my wallet. Our bedroom was at the rear of the house and overlooked the garden. I looked out of the window and couldn’t see my wife or my friend at first then I spotted them. He had my wife up against the garden shed where it was secluded and they were kissing, he had his tongue in her mouth and she was wrapped around him as though she’d never been kissed before.’


I couldn’t help it, I felt myself hardening at the memory.


‘But you didn’t do anything, did you, Benton? Except watched, you stayed and watched, didn’t you?’ I nodded. ‘So tell me how they made love, I can tell it’s still etched in your memory.’


‘They were like animals. Nicole undressed him, took off his shirt and pulled down his trousers.’ My cock was now achingly hard as I remembered the look of lust on Nichol’s face. She’d removed his shirt then run her hands greedily over his chest and shoulders before dropping to her knees and undoing his trouser belt. She pulled down his trousers and his cock sprang out. I remembered feeling so utterly turned on by the sight of my wife about to pleasure another man’s cock, a cock that from my vantage point I could see was more substantial than mine. Nichol took his cock and sucked and licked it and held it to her face as though it was some sacred object. My friend lifted her to her feet, bent down, put his arms between her legs and under her thighs and then hoisted her against the shed wall and fucked her. God, she must have been so juicy, so turned on by him. He plunged straight into her and I watched them fucking, her legs clamped around his waist as he pounded into her and I could hear her cries from our bedroom and I took out my cock and as I watched my friend empty his juice into my wife, I emptied mine onto the bedroom carpet. I left, quickly; I didn’t want them to see me. When I got back with the gas canister, my wife was in a good mood, she was kinder to me and my friend was in a good mood and so was I. I was inexplicably turned on by the thought that my wife and friend had just made love.


I didn’t go into such detail with Clarissa, it would’ve sounded strange and in any case I wanted her to sympathise. I gave her a shorter version of events.


‘So, what about the other times?’ asked Clarissa.


‘I never saw any other times although I did find several condoms in her bag when she was out.’ I remembered the thrill.


‘But you didn’t do anything about that either, did you, Benton?’


I shook my head.


‘So, tell me what happened the time you came home early from school.’


I hadn’t related this story to anyone else before but I was building a connection with Clarissa, a connection that I felt was becoming stronger with each journey. I trusted her.


‘I’d come home much earlier than expected. I’d volunteered to bring a sick kid home from a field trip. It was about lunch time, I expected the house to be silent as Nichol should have been at work. I dropped my bag off in the living room, then I heard a woman’s laugh.’


‘What sort of laugh?’ asked Clarissa.


‘It was loud and dirty. I crept upstairs and about half way up I heard a woman moaning.’


‘You mean you heard your wife moaning.’


‘What?’


‘Well, you must have known it was your wife, who else would be in the house?’


‘Well, I suppose, looking back, I suppose I did.’


‘Go on.’


I felt a little flustered, Clarissa had sounded a little irritated.


‘Well, I crept upstairs and I definitely knew it was my wife moaning. As I got to the top of the stairs my head was at the level of the landing floor. Our bedroom was at the far end of the landing. The door was open and I could see my wife, naked, on the bed with another man.’


‘Did she see you?’


‘No, no she had her back to me, she was on top of him.’


The image, as sharp as on that day, came back to me. The bedroom was about ten feet in front of me. She was leaning into him, her tits must have been caressing his face. Her gorgeous bottom was slowly riding up and down his cock, she was moaning and giggling, teasing him. I’d never seen her from behind like this and I watched, furtively, mesmerised as her pussy moved slowly up and down, languidly sucking his cock. After a while the giggles stopped and the moans became louder as her tempo increased. I saw the man’s hands grip my wife’s bottom as he began to thrust more fiercely into her, before he turned her over. Nichol was now on her back, her legs spread wide and she was shouting for him to fuck her and I could hear the juicy noises as he thrust in and out of her greedy pussy and it was the most exciting thing I’d ever seen. Then, suddenly, he let out a tremendous shout as his buttocks clenched and he filled my wife with his semen.
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