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    Chapter 1: When you reach rock bottom the only way is up!




    I was in a bar in Gran Canaria. I had always proclaimed that somehow I had started to attract fatties through no fault of my own. I liked to give the impression that it was just one of those things. I was somehow an innocent victim, in the same way that some people attract mosquito bites and other people are never bothered by them. The truth is I had started to settle for big fat girls when I got drunk. They were an easy target and I had no competition for their affections. I was in this bar on holiday when three monsters walked into the bar. All the blokes in the bar averted their gaze. Eye contact with these heifers might risk a smile, or worst still, an approach! Some blokes dropped their head into their hands, some turned away and laughed. Some gasped in disbelief. A lot just groaned. These were three of the biggest girls anybody was ever likely to see, and the three of them together made a herd. I looked over to them as they walked in and, as they looked at me, I smiled broadly. I raised both eyebrows and flicked my head upwards in a ‘Hello’ sort of a way. The three huge girls smiled back. Contact! My smile turned to a grin and I mouthed the word, ‘Alright?’




    “What the fuck are you doing?” the man standing next to me said in disbelief.




    “Oh, they’ve got pretty faces…… if they lost some weight.”




    “Fuck off!”




    The three of them waddled over to stand next to me at the bar. Their fat bodies rippled like over-filled water beds when they moved.




    “Hello” said the fattest one in a strong Scottish accent. “Can we stand here?”




    I was surprised they could in fact stand at all.




    “Yes of course. My name is Graham. Nice to meet you.” I continued the conversation and within minutes I had them all eating out of the palm of my hand, and by the looks of them, eating was something that they had lots of experience in. I was charming and funny and had them all laughing and wobbling a lot. The other men around me didn’t join in the conversation and drifted a little way along the bar. Two of the girls went and stood at a table, not risking sitting. Even they must have realised that the chairs might not have been up to the task. I stood at the bar with my next holiday romance. I don’t think that I had ever really believed in the Loch Ness Monster until I found myself buying her a drink. There was no doubt about it, I had pulled.




    On many occasions, in more sober times, I had thought about the merits of shagging the first fat girl who I met on holiday, and the fact that it might ruin my street ‘Cred’ and destroy any chance of getting off with a slimmer more attractive girl. It all seemed to make perfectly good sense when I was sober. Around the pool I wouldn’t have to try and persuade them to stay in the water up to their many chins, in an attempt to hide their size. I wouldn’t have to avoid having my photo taken with them, and I wouldn’t get a mouthful of salty sweat when I kissed them on the neck. But when I was pissed, all that sense went out of the window, along with my healthy eating policy. I used to make love to beautiful slim girls but more and more recently I was shagging fat birds and eating kebabs!




    I discovered that ‘Nessie’ was in fact a really nice person with a lovely personality, and would be quite attractive if she lost some weight. About 15 stone ought to do it!




    We had stayed on at the bar where our holiday romance first blossomed. I was a bit surprised that she drank pints, and on a par with myself. I couldn’t help wondering ‘Where does she put it all?’ We went onto a nightclub later, but she didn’t actually dance. There’s a surprise! But she happily watched me as I did my thing on the dance floor. We talked a lot and she told me that she hadn’t had many boyfriends. I don’t think that even I was very surprised at this.




    The night just drifted along and we had made a connection. We decided to go back to her apartment and have sex. She thought that her friends, ‘Tweedledee and Tweedledum’, would be drunk, asleep and snoring by now. We went back to her apartment only for me to be stopped from entering the building by a security guard. I can’t describe the astonished look on the guard’s face that turned into raucous laughter as he realised that I was intending to shag this Scottish babe.




    Not to be done out of a night of romance and passion, Nessie decided not to go into her apartment without me, and we leaned against a very strong wall outside and kissed and cuddled the way young lovers do when they just don’t care who is watching them. We noticed the local black prostitutes taking young white youths, who had obviously had no luck out on the pull, along an alleyway. We followed them and found a small children’s play park that had more than its fair share of discarded syringes and condoms. I thought to myself that if I ever have children, I wouldn’t let them play in this park. It was a communal shagging area for the working girls. In the bushes and on various park apparatus girls were indulging in intercourse, giving hand jobs or blow jobs to young holiday makers.




    Nessie bent over a child’s roundabout ride and I gave her one from behind; I thought that would probably be the easiest way. Some of the prostitutes had been back with two or three clients before I had finished my work and when Nessie and I left we said goodbye to all the prostitutes. It’s funny how you always seem to make friends on holiday, although we didn’t bother to exchange addresses and phone numbers. Nessie didn’t seem to have such a benevolent attitude towards the prostitutes and when she was leaving the park arm in arm with me she shouted “At least he didn’t have to pay to fuck me!”




    I felt very proud of her, and she was right, I didn’t have to pay. The ten pints of lager and two kebabs that I had bought for her was just part of the courtship. My only worry now was that I thought that she really liked me and would probably expect me to talk to her if I saw her out in one of the bars. Girls can be so funny like that! I had already decided that the holiday romance was over, but for the next few nights I didn’t pull anything else, got drunk and ended up with Nessie at the end of the night and repeated our love making endeavours in the park. We got to know the prostitutes quite well. On the third or fourth night, as she was bent over the park bench, I managed to move a lot of her fat folds and saw that her pussy looked like a badly packed kebab. I worked up quite a sweat getting myself inside her but eventually managed it. I looked up at the bright stars shining in the black night sky and wondered ‘How have I got to become what I have become?’ My life was a mess and I didn’t know where it all went wrong. It wasn’t just one mistake, one bad decision or one bad relationship that had brought me to this point in my life. It was a whole series of them! I was just an old fashioned romantic man who was looking for true love and romance with the perfect woman, and this wasn’t it. Oh well! When you have reached rock bottom, the only way is up.


  




  

    Chapter 2: Getting married was a big mistake!




    It was like a sudden calmness that swept over me. A realisation of what I had to do. I stopped hearing the hatred and the abuse that was hissing and spitting from her contorted face. Almost detached from myself, I looked at her ugliness. All the misery, loneliness and indifference of the last 13 years of a terrible marriage came to a head there and then. I couldn’t even hear her anymore. I could only keep thinking to myself, over and over again, ‘God, you’re fucking ugly!’ Calmly and very quietly, almost in a whisper, I said “I’m leaving you.” It was like I was actually telling myself what I was going to do.




    “What?” she said, taking a rest from her tirade of ranting and raging. I liked what I had just heard myself say and I repeated it louder, and with the confidence of a man who had just realised exactly what must be done. “I’m leaving you and, on Monday, I’m going to see a Solicitor. We are getting divorced.”




    Her wild anger again surged through her. Her eyes bulged and her veins swelled until they were visible through her neck. It was a look that I had become used to over the many wasted years.




    “No! We are not!” she screamed. “You are not leaving me. I’ll fucking destroy you. I’ll take everything. You’ll never see the kids again. I’ll destroy you personally, professionally, financially. I’ll fucking destroy you. You’ll end up living in a cardboard box!”




    They were all words I had heard before. She had threatened me with them a few times over the years. Even in calmer times it was always her ultimate deterrent to me leaving her, but now I could stand her no more. I didn’t want to waste another minute of my life with this woman. I was going to leave her…..at long last! I picked up a set of car keys and walked out of the house. I was sad because my two children were not there for me to say goodbye to and explain what was happening. I was elated because I was doing something for myself, something I had always promised myself that I would. But I had always intended to wait until Sampson and Delilah had grown up and left home. I just couldn’t wait anymore. My spirit couldn’t take any more crushing. I needed a life again. I needed to be happy. (OK. I should acknowledge at this stage that ‘Sampson and Delilah’ sounds like a couple of Rottweiler dogs now, but back then, it was trendy to call your kids stupid names!) It was Saturday 3rd August 1996. I was 36 years old, and now I was going to be happy. I had nowhere to go, so I went to work. I sat in the office of one of the Superstores, where I was the Area Manager, and looked through some paperwork and that month’s figures, but my mind wasn’t on it. I left the office and parked the car on some waste land, where I hoped nobody would find me, and I slept in the car for two nights. I was in a state of shock. I was scared and I was missing my children.




    On Monday I went to work, dirty and dishevelled. I knew that my wife would be at her work and I had planned to go back to the house and shower, shave, get some clean clothes and bits and pieces of personal belongings that I would need. I told my boss what was happening and he told me to take whatever time I needed to sort things out. I think just about everybody in the company knew what sort of marriage I had endured over the years.




    It was 10.30 a.m. when I got home, but she had already had the locks changed. I went to a solicitors and started divorce proceedings, which would prove to be very expensive, financially and emotionally, but would end two years later with me getting custody of my two children and getting my house back.




    This isn’t a story about divorce, it’s a story about love and romance and incredible sex. Fortunately for me, none of it concerned my ex-wife.


  




  

    Chapter 3: This is how it started!




    I really can’t think of anything now that I ever liked about my ex-wife. Whenever she was out and there was a phone call or a knock at the door, I would pray that it was the Police coming to tell me that she had been involved in a fatal accident. I had even practiced a ’surprised, sad face’ to put on at the ‘bad news’. People always say “You must have loved her once?” But the truth is, I never did. Then they say “Well, why did you marry her?” I always reply “It was an arranged marriage…she bloody arranged it!”




    I was a sales rep before I joined the supermarket chain. I had my own house, a company car and I was pretty happy with life. I had first met my ex-wife at a youth club when we were both 16 years old. We ended up dating for about three months. It was nothing serious and we went our separate ways and grew up. She got married and divorced, then got in contact with me again after about six years had passed. We started dating again and she sort of just moved into my house. She was still going through her divorce.




    The relationship between us was never anything better than just OK. Sometimes we didn’t like each other very much and then, other times, we just hated each other.




    In any event, within 12 months I had joined the supermarket company, and that should have been the natural end to the relationship.




    I was due to go off to the company training college near London for ten weeks. It should have been the start of a new life for me. I was 22 years old, and, when I told her that I had been accepted for the new managerial job, I was sort of hoping that she would just shake my hand, say “good luck”, “goodbye” and basically fuck off and leave me alone. The trouble was she was a strong dominant character. In fact she was a manipulating bully. To my surprise she went out and got a special licence for us to get married in the registry office on the Friday before I went off to the company training college on the Monday.




    To this day I don’t know why I went along with it, but I did. Maybe it just seemed easier at the time than to suffer her wrath. OK, I admit it. I was scared of her!




    We were due to get married at 3.00 p.m. on a Friday afternoon in September 1982. My younger brother Billy was the best man. At 11.00 a.m. Billy and I went to the pub to have a few beers. I was getting very drunk, easing the beer down with double brandies. I told Billy that I didn’t want to marry this woman, that I didn’t even like her so much. He said “You have to marry her. Everyone’s here now.”




    I could see the look of panic in his eyes. The best man’s job wasn’t supposed to be so complicated. Maybe he was right. Maybe people do have to get married because ‘everyone is here now’. I drank like a man going to the gallows and, the more I drank, the more I realised I was about to do something so very, very wrong. I already knew I was making the mistake of my life and, to my eternal shame, I didn’t have the courage to do anything about it.




    We got to the registry office just before 3.00 p.m. I recognised a few people, but, funnily enough, I didn’t recognise my ex-wife who was standing there right in front of me. But then again, she did have a veil covering her face. That is how I guessed it was her. It’s a shame the veil wasn’t permanent! I can’t remember anything about it from that time, but people have told me what happened at the ceremony.




    I was so drunk I didn’t know who my ex-wife was. I couldn’t talk, and I just wanted to go to sleep. I had trouble repeating the words that I was supposed to say. My ex-wife was furious when the registrar questioned whether I was fit to continue with the service. There was a lot of tutting and head shaking going on in the congregation when I had to sign the register, because I had to cover up one of my eyes with my hand so I could focus enough with the other one to write my name. I also found that this narrowed the choice of lines to write my name on, down from 8 to 4.




    A hasty reception had been arranged at my mum’s house, but as soon as we got there, I went to bed. Some people stayed a while and had a drink, but most left quite quickly, including my ex-wife who went and stayed the weekend at my house. I stayed the weekend at my mum’s place. I went home to collect some clothes on the Sunday and, as usual, we didn’t speak. I went off to join the new company on the Monday.




    That was the foundation on which our marriage was built, but it went downhill after that. The honeymoon period was well and truly over.




    I had applied to join the company, like I had done everything else in my life, on impulse. Nobody was more surprised than me when they accepted me, but they did.




    By the end of the first week I had met a lovely blonde girl from the West Midlands area, and for the rest of the training course we found the energy from somewhere to fuck each other’s brains out, wherever and whenever we could. My only other real achievement was to get my name on one of the big wooden roll of honour boards in the main hall. Not because I had come first or top of anything; I was just good at graffiti.




    My job as a store manager became the main focus in my life and my marriage dwindled along behind it. It was a very unremarkable marriage and most of the time we just didn’t bother with each other. We often went for months and months at a time just not speaking and, in a funny way, these were probably the easiest and happiest times of the marriage, because we didn’t have to pretend to care about each other. There was no expectation at these times. The pressure would only start again when we started talking again. But thankfully, the talking periods never lasted very long. The longest time that we went without talking was 12 months. Incredible but true! Living in the same house and didn’t speak a word to each other. We each did our own cooking, cleaning and ironing, slept in separate rooms, and led our own lives. Well, at least I did. There wasn’t a single year of marriage when I didn’t have an affair with someone; some years two or three girls. But they always knew I was married and the affairs were never going to amount to anything, although I have to say I met some fantastic girls, really nice people. If I had my time over again I can think of some people who I would like things to have turned out differently with. Somehow, amongst our indifference and dislike of each other, our marriage produced two children. My little girl was born in 1985 and my son was born in 1988. I was, and am still, very proud of them. They are the best thing that has ever happened to me, and I love them both dearly.




    After three years in the company I was promoted to ‘Area Manager’. I worked longer hours and saw less of my ex-wife. In fact, she had no idea as to when I was working and when I wasn’t. I don’t know whether she even cared. She was spending all the money I earned and more besides, so she was happy.




    I was happy too, and for the next few years the situation was fine. I always had a love interest in my life, which kept me sane and gave me a balance in my life from the ever increasing demands of work.




    The summer of 1990 was going to be a life changing experience for me. Up until then I was just drifting along, hoping that life would get better, wishing that my ex-wife would leave me, or that one of us would die - preferably her. I spent my time working, chasing and entering into hopeless affairs that I was always slightly detached from and, more and more, looking after my kids. But I was about to embark on my first proper love affair. Not just sex, but real feelings and emotion. A compelling attraction, a deep love, and, like all good love stories…real heartbreak.




    It was early March and outside the night was dark and windy. The rain had been lashing down for hours. Living out in a small country village it was very rare to get any unexpected visitors, especially at that time and especially on a night like this. So the initial reaction to the knocking on the front door was just to cause me and the ex-wife to sit there and look at each other from across the living room. The TV that made up our usual threesome just carried on unaffected. The knocking continued.




    “Well, it won’t be for me” my ex announced and turned back towards the television. The front door, wind assisted, banged open as I turned the latch. A young man of 22 years stood there, shoulders hunched up against the driving wind and rain. He was skinny and not too tall. His hair line was receding and what was left was shaved close to his scalp. His head was triangular shaped and large frame glasses dominated his face, which finished in a point somewhere where his chins should have been. If anyone liked ET they would probably find him cute.




    “Hello. My name’s Darren.” He was very chirpy. “I’ve just moved in next door.” I wanted to say ‘So fucking what!’ but I always tried to be a good neighbour and just said “Oh!”




    There was a long awkward silence while he continued getting soaked and I was getting irritated that he was still standing there.




    “I just thought that I should introduce myself to you and say hello.” “Hello” I said, in a ‘why are you bothering me’ tone.




    “Hello” he said chirpily. “This is my wife, Kay.”




    He was standing there quite alone. My frown turned into a scowl. The bloke was obviously a numpty! It was cold and wet, he was bothering me and he thinks he has an invisible wife called Kay. Why did this idiot have to move in next door to me?




    “She’s a bit shy. Sorry.” He took a step to the side and dragged her into view by the sleeve. She was beautiful; classic high cheekbones, big brown eyes, a perfectly formed mouth with sexy full lips and long dark hair that hung in wet tails because of the rain. We made good eye contact and both smiled at each other. “I’m so sorry to bother you on a night like this. It was his idea.” She flicked her head towards ET.




    “No, don’t be silly. Come in out of the rain. I’m delighted to meet you both. Come in, get warm and dry. Come in, come in.” I stood aside and they came in. Everyone was all smiles. There was a lot of handshaking and introductions all round. They followed me into the living room and were introduced to my ex-wife. Kay took her coat off. She had a slim figure. She was wearing a tight, thin pink jumper, a short black mini skirt and black knee-length boots. She looked fantastic. I could see her nipples were erect, even through her bra and delicate pink jumper. I wanted to just say out loud “fucking hell, you are gorgeous!” but didn’t. I made coffee, and the flow of chatter got easier and easier between friends. But I knew and Kay knew that we fancied the pants off each other. We laughed easily with each other and, when I wasn’t looking up her skirt trying to see whether she was wearing stockings or tights, we were looking into each other’s eyes. Well, as much as we could without alerting the other two to our secret attraction.




    She was beautiful, charming, sexy and funny. I had butterflies in my stomach; a feeling I was to get a lot whenever I saw her, or even just at the thought of seeing her.




    The evening passed, phone numbers were exchanged, and we agreed we would all go out for a drink on Saturday night. My ex-wife and I saw them off at the door, just like a real couple. It felt strange to me because we never did anything as a couple. I was happy and excited about the future, but it felt dangerous. I already knew that something was going to happen between me and Kay, but it felt different from what it usually did when I first met someone I was about to embark on an affair with. I really liked her. That was the difference. That’s what made it feel dangerous. Affairs without emotion are easy to handle, because you never really get involved. But I wanted to be involved with Kay. At the door we all said our final “goodbyes” and did a bit of handshaking. But Kay grabbed my forearm and pulled me towards her and kissed me gently on the cheek. She squeezed my arm as she did. My left hand returned the squeeze on her right buttock. I thought it was a foolish thing to do to be kissing each other in front of our respective partners, but then she kissed my ex-wife on the cheek. Then ET kissed my ex-wife on the cheek and everything was alright.




    Alone again with my ex-wife was an anti-climax, but she was happy to have made some friends and seemed quite excited at the thought of socialising as a couple. She talked a lot about it. She thought she and Kay had a lot in common; they were both married to businessmen, (Darren sold machines to factories). We had two kids of 5 and 3 years, they had two kids of 4 and 3 years. My ex was interested in fashion and music. Kay was interested in the same. My ex went on. According to her, she and Kay had the same sense of humour, dress sense, and even looks, despite the 8 years age difference between them.




    It was all bollocks. Kay was beautiful, my ex was ugly. Kay was slim, my ex was fat. Kay was just nice. My ex was just horrible. It made me smile to listen to my ex talking about Kay, trying her best to make them sound like identical twins. Was she totally deranged or did she already know that something was going to happen between me and Kay? Was this her way of saying to me ‘you already have everything here with me that you could ever have with Kay?’ No, on reflection, I just think she was totally fucking deranged.




    Saturday night took a long time to come around and it almost felt like a relief to see Kay again. They called for us at 8.00 pm, as arranged, so the four of us could walk into the village for a night in the local pub. Kay looked fantastic in tight jeans and a white shirt. Her hair was jet black and shiny and she smelled great. The evening carried on where we had left off earlier that week, filled with polite small talk, lots of laughter and smiles, old stories and personal histories.




    Hidden under the surface of all this and somehow interweaved in this casual social occasion, there was something dynamic happening between me and Kay. A private conversation made up of stolen glances, private smiles, secret and brief touches, body language, and the understanding of a very secret love affair carried out in a very public place. All the sexual chemistry that was pinging through the air, the overpowering electricity of attraction that was zapping between us in ever increasing voltage, was breath taking.




    I don’t think that I had ever had any doubt about whether or not Kay was feeling the same attraction that I was. I had known it from the first time our eyes met and we smiled at each other, but if there had been any doubt, that night in the pub would have melted it away. It was exciting. It was dangerous. It was a bit scary, but it was overwhelming and already it seemed inevitable.




    My ex-wife and ET got quite tipsy during the night, and laughed a lot at each other’s jokes. This suited Kay and I, and deflected any suspicion that may have otherwise arisen. It was even better when they linked arms as they staggered home, laughing and joking, walking a little way in front of me and Kay. Kay slipped her hand into mine, and I squeezed it tenderly. I wanted to hold it forever.




    “Graham, you are going to think I’m a terrible woman” she whispered with sincere apology.




    “No, I’m not.”




    “I just want to tell you that I really like you.”




    My heart went boom.




    “I really like you too.”




    “What’s going to happen?”




    “I don’t know.”




    We walked the rest of the way home in silence, and we all exchanged kisses at the gate; all except me and ET. I was going to shake his hand, but he threw his arms around me and gave me a hug. I didn’t really mind. He was drunk, and I was falling for his wife. Anyway, I had actually got to quite like him. I patted him on the back and they went into their house. We went into ours. Somehow I knew that Kay would be lying awake, thinking about me, just as I was, thinking about her.




    ET was away working during the week and only home at weekends. Kay rang me at work during the week after that first Saturday night in the village pub. After my initial surprise we spoke quickly and excitedly about meeting each other. We were both amazed to discover that neither of us had had sex with their marriage partner for years. In my case, two years. In Kay’s case, three years since the birth of her second child. We talked about how the world must be full of lonely married people, who all think that they are the only ones with an unhappy marriage. We told each other how much we liked each other and said all the sort of things that we couldn’t say in the pub the weekend before. Kay told me how ET had been her only boyfriend and that her mates had talked her into going out with him, because he kept going into the garage where she worked and asking her out. They all thought it was funny, because he was geeky and odd looking, but if nothing else, persistent.




    Kay became pregnant and they got married. She said that she had never fancied him physically, but he was a nice person and he seemed quite happy not to try and have sex with her. She hoped that one day he would find someone else and leave her. Then she would have no guilt. I listened astounded. I wondered how many married people spend their time waiting and wishing that their partner would leave them, so that they have no guilt. I was glad that I wasn’t the only one.




    I told Kay the good news. My ex-wife was going to stay with her mother in Luton the following week for five days. This was something that she did on a regular basis, very often without mentioning it to me. But this time I was looking forward to it more than ever. Kay almost squealed with delight.




    “Oh, good! Can we see each other then, one night?” she asked excitedly, like a child.




    “Yes, of course. I can’t wait. I just want to be able to kiss you.”




    “When is she going?”




    “Monday.”




    “So have we got a date on Monday night then?”




    “Yes, I’ll ring you on Monday when I get in from work.”




    We rang each other two or three times a day, every day, up until Monday. We had got to know each other quite well and a whole courtship had taken place on the phone. With living next door to each other we managed to catch sight of each other occasionally too. This was nearly always pre-planned, and made the day complete. Every day was a day closer to Monday, and Monday itself seemed like the longest day of all time. I was hoping to finish work at 5.00 p.m. Kay had managed to leave her sons with her mother, and we were going to go out for a meal somewhere. As it turned out, I couldn’t get away from work until around 9.30 pm, and I didn’t get home until 10.00 pm.




    As I walked in the house the phone was ringing.




    “Hello!”




    “Hi! It’s me.” Kay’s voice was quite sad.




    “What’s wrong?”




    “Have you changed your mind?”




    “God no! I had to work late. I’ve thought of you, of us, all day. Is it too late to see you tonight?”




    “It’s too late to go out. I thought that you had changed your mind, so I’ve had a shower and got ready for bed. Do you want to come round for coffee or something?”




    “Yes, I’d love to.”




    I had a wash and a shave, splashed some aftershave on and went round. Kay opened the door to me. She had the sweetest smile I had ever seen. She was wearing a long white silk nightie, and her body was silhouetted underneath against the lights from inside the house.




    “My god! You are so beautiful” I whispered almost under my breath. We went inside and Kay made coffee and put some music on.




    A couple of lamps and the lights from a glass cabinet illuminated the room in gentle glows and every time Kay stood in front of one of the lamps I could see the perfect outline of her body, naked, underneath her white nightie. It was so sexy.




    When Kay brought the coffees in she placed them down on the table, but instead of sitting next to me on the settee, she sat down in one of the easy chairs. It seemed a strange thing to do.




    “Are you OK?” I asked.




    “I’m a bit nervous.”




    “You don’t have to be Kay. Nothing’s going to happen if you don’t want it to.”




    “I do want it to, but I’m not very experienced. I’ve only ever been with Darren, and I want to satisfy you. I’m a bit worried.”




    “You really don’t have to be.”




    She looked so innocent and vulnerable. Now I didn’t know if I wanted to protect her or make love to her.




    “I’ve never done oral sex.”




    “What!” I had heard her, but I was just shocked to hear it. “You’re kidding?”




    “No, I’ve never done it to Darren and never let him do it to me. I never fancied him that much. So just be patient with me, and don’t expect too much.”




    “Kay, don’t worry about a thing. I’m just happy to be here with you. Everything will work out just fine.”




    She seemed very genuine and, if it was all a seduction line, it was working well on me. Now I wasn’t sure who was the hunter and who was the hunted. Was she really so innocent and sexually inexperienced, or was it all some kind of role play. I decided that I wasn’t bothered either way. I was with a beautiful woman; there was a strong chemistry between us and before long we would be making love. But even more than all that, I told her I wanted to kiss her and she joined me on the settee. We kissed for a long time, gently at first, but building in waves of intensity and passion as we stroked and touched each other over our clothing. Her nightie had ridden up above her knees and the feel of her bare thigh in my hand was cool and smooth. As I slid my hand further up along her leg she dug her nails into me as she clung tighter to my arms. She sighed and gasped deep breaths and moaned them out slowly. She made fantastic noises and her body was squirming around under the touch of my fingertips. I felt empowered and my whole body seemed to be throbbing with passion, as my muscles became more tensed and I became more erect. She looked so beautiful, getting lost in sexual pleasure. Her head shot back as she stretched her slender neck as the tip of my finger gently stroked her clitoris. She sucked in short sharp breaths as if she was drowning. I felt her warm and wet on my fingers. I moved my hand away and she opened her eyes. She watched me as I sucked her juice from my fingers. She looked shocked but excited.




    “You taste fantastic” I whispered.




    I slid onto the floor and kneeled between her open legs. I pushed the nightie up over her stomach. Her body was toned and tight. A delicate wisp of black pubic hair anointed to top of her vagina. I slid my hands up along the inside of her thighs to the top and pulled her legs open wider.




    “I’m going to eat you now” I whispered.




    Her hands held into my head as I started teasing her knees with my tongue, and so, so very slowly, I worked my way up along her thighs, gently kissing, licking, and nibbling. By the time I got to her pussy I could feel her whole body shaking. I could feel her damp warmth on my face. She smelled and tasted sweet. I licked and flicked with my tongue. I could feel her body tensing and contracting. She was about to cum on my tongue. She tried to push me away, but I held firm. And then she pulled me in tight, wrapped her legs around my neck and shook in short sharp strokes. She came.




    I pushed her back and, kneeling up, I undid my jeans and pulled them down as far as I could. I was huge and throbbing and now I just wanted to fuck her. I slid into her. She was tight and wet and hot. It felt good. I held onto her tiny waist and pushed deeper inside her. I liked seeing my penis pushing in and out of her pussy. It just looked so sexy. We fucked slowly at first with long deep strokes. I tried to make it last as long as I could. I wanted her to remember this night forever. We got faster and faster and harder until I exploded inside her. We kissed and cuddled again wrapped up in each other’s arms; safe, secure and happy.




    In between showering and drinking coffee, we made love until 4.30 am; in the shower, in the bedroom, on the stairs and she gave me a fantastic blow job on the settee. If she really hadn’t done it before then I have to say ‘she was a natural’.




    I saw Kay every day that week and even took a day’s annual leave, so we could have a day out at Chester. When we weren’t together we were thinking about each other, or on the phone to each other. I think we had fallen in love by the time our marriage partners came back at the weekend. We had discussed how we would behave together in their company, and what would be safe contact. It all seemed to work and we led double lives. The two families got closer. As a foursome we spent a lot of time together and the children played together.




    Sometimes it took a lot of careful planning to spend time together, but we always managed it a few times a week. When I think of the times that the four of us were together, I’m absolutely amazed how the others didn’t catch on to our secret, but they didn’t and the love affair continued from the March until August before we were discovered. It might have gone undiscovered forever if we hadn’t fallen in love. But we had done and we had to see each other. As a result, the careful planning got less careful. More and more impulsive meetings and telephone calls occurred more and more often. Lies and cover stories had to be made up. We were getting reckless.




    We both knew it but, somehow, we just didn’t care too much, although we had both agreed that neither of us would leave their own kids for the other one. In a lover’s naïve way we just thought we could carry on like this forever. In fact, we probably didn’t even think that far ahead. We just had to have each other as often as we could. A touch, a glance, a kiss would be all it took to make each other’s day. Oh! And as much sex as we could fit in.




    It was our impulsive recklessness that caused the discovery of our love affair. Each week Darren and I would take it in turn to mow each other’s lawns. It was a weekend in August. Darren was working and it was my turn to mow. As I was cutting next door’s front lawn, Kay started stripping off in the lounge, just to tease me really. When I was pushing the mower away from the house I practically broke into a little jog, but on the turn back towards her house I went as slow as a snail. I couldn’t get enough of her wonderful nakedness. She would pass me cold drinks out through the front window. My ex-wife would often do the same for Darren when he mowed the lawns. The only difference was that Kay was naked, and we started kissing through the open window. Maybe a little too reckless this time, but the kissing felt good.




    “WHAT THE FUCK‘S GOING ON YOU BASTARDS?” The words were screamed out loud. My ex-wife had been hiding and watching from an upstairs window and, when I looked up, she was hanging out of her bedroom window, like some deranged ape. My immediate thought was ‘God, please make her fall’, but she didn’t! She then ran downstairs and jumped the garden fence to confront us. Kay grabbed a shirt and tried to use it to cover herself, but with little success!




    It’s funny, but even then, being caught like that, my mind was whizzing round as my brain, trying to think of an excuse to explain the situation. I actually thought of a couple, but they would have sounded pathetic, and anyway, I didn’t feel as if I owed my ex-wife anything, least of all an explanation. I didn’t want her to be standing there screaming and shouting though. There was no point in the whole village knowing about it. So I took her back inside our house and we had the longest talk that we had ever had during all our married lives. I made no apologies and told her that it would probably be for the best for us to separate. We had no feelings for each other. In fact, most of the time, we hated each other. It was just a marriage of convenience. Well, for her anyway. I never actually found it so convenient myself.




    My ex-wife was amazingly calm. I was expecting violence, but it never happened. She argued about the sake of the kids, and threatened that I would never see them again. She went on about how she would destroy me. She said that we would have to move house, but then she would never mention it again. We would carry on like before, as if nothing had happened, but at least I would still have a roof over my head and I would be with the kids.




    For the second time in my life I failed to stand up to her. I hated myself. I was sentenced to continue in a loveless marriage with no early release date and bullied into carrying on living with a woman I detested. I was leaving a house that I was settled and happy in and leaving a woman who I had fallen in love with. What a mess. But that was my life, and it was all my fault. I had messed it all up when I married my ex-wife and I wasn’t going to get away that easily. I went round a little later to talk to Kay. She was worried to death. I told her that I couldn’t leave my kids, and she seemed to understand. She cried a lot and I was helpless to comfort her. I couldn’t stop her tears. Even in her sadness, she looked beautiful. I kissed her. It was a goodbye kiss. Within a week we had moved to a house 30 miles away. I was still with this horrible woman who I detested. How could I ever trust a woman who was prepared to hide and spy on me?




    I never saw Kay again. I did see Darren a few times, usually driving along the M6 motorway. I know that they got divorced shortly after the love affair between Kay and I. Someone from the village told me. I moved into the new house and hated my ex-wife even more than I ever did. We had even less to do with each other than we ever did.




    I was back to square one, drifting in and out of affairs with no love involved. It was safer that way and, anyway, I didn’t feel like falling in love anymore. I wasn’t feeling very good about myself.




    Something inside me had changed because of my love affair with Kay. I wasn’t happy with myself for leaving her the way I did, and I resented my ex-wife even more than I ever did.




    Like most people, my life had twists and turns, and I’m not sure exactly how I have ended up where I have. A series of decisions, mistakes, good and bad fortune and just fate, I guess.




    The only thing I wanted, the only thing I have ever wanted, is to find the right person to love. To be in love and to be loved. I know I wear my heart on my sleeve. I know I am probably too romantic for my own good, but I believe in love and I believe that somewhere out there is the right girl for me. Finding her was proving to be the difficult bit. My pathetic marriage dragged painfully on for another few years before I walked out.
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