Warning: This story has content that may offend some people. It has explicit sex content which some may be sensitive to. If so read no further…you have been warned. If you are also under the age of consent for such literature read no further.
We were both elated…Michael had got the job. He’d replied to the advert of Smythe Gorings. They wanted an Electronics Engineer/Consultant. He was highly qualified in this field, but then so were the many others who had applied also. It eventually got to the short list and we were to fly cross country for the final interview. We were both nervous and wanted a positive outcome. I’m glad to say the outcome was positive and the position was his…to say we were both overjoyed was an understatement and we enjoyed a bottle of the finest along with a meal which was both expensive and likewise the finest.

It meant of course we had to move, but heh what the heck, it was going to be well worth it. The salary was far in excess to what he was getting now and Smythe Gorings was one of the biggest Engineering Consultancies in the country, with ample opportunity for advancement, which was how the job had become available in the first place. The previous guy had been promoted and was heading north. What we now had to do was sell our house back home and find a new place here. 
We decided to hang around for a couple of days, seek out a few houses to look at and see if any would be suitable and affordable. As it happened luck was with us, the guy who had been promoted contacted Michael and asked if he would be interested in purchasing his house. The house turned out to be exactly what we wanted, modern construction in a near new development area, cul-de-sac with no through traffic and a park or reserve behind us, quiet and idyllic. The only thing was…could we afford it. The bank seemed to think we could, once we had sold our place. The offer was put, subject to sale and accepted by Derrick and Sandra, the present owners.

“Oh you’re just going to love it here Vicki…most of the neighbours work for Smythe Gorings and the wives all get on real well…all look after each other…real friends” and to prove the point she invited a couple of them over to meet us.

The guys of course got to talking guys talk and we woman talking woman’s talk, the wine was a great help to loosen the tongue and relax us all.

The two visiting women were a Sally Padgett and a Molly Arnold. It was obvious Sally was the leader of the pack; she did most of the talking whilst the others took their lead from her.

“Oh you’ll just love it here Vicki…we’re a great little group…real friends…do everything together…shopping trips…you’ll love them…wine tasting visits…we have some of the finest winery’s in the country just on our doorstep…we have the book club once a month…” I knew something was wrong when Sally admonished her at that point.

“Sandra I think you’ve said enough….a little too much wine I think” she said glaring at her.
“A book club…that sounds great I like reading…perhaps I could join you” I said

There was an atmosphere and icy looks…Sandra biting her lip realizing a mistake.

“I think Sandra has that quite wrong Vicki…there’s no book club as such” replied Sally and was quick to change the subject. The matter having been taken care of the atmosphere returned to the warmer friendlier form it had been before.

Having met our new neighbours and indeed friends, we returned home to make preparation to sell our own property. Apart from the icy period I’d liked the women and felt I was going to enjoy moving and living there.

We were more than pleased when, after putting the house on the market, within a very short period, we received an offer which was more than acceptable and the deal was done; all we had to do was move cross country into our new home and Michael take up his new position. The only thing that kept niggling at me was why Sally had been so abrupt with Sandra at the mention of the book club. I was curious.

I loved our new house, the area and our new friends. Michael reckoned his new colleagues were great to work with and those living near by soon became our friends and neighbours. It all seemed to be going real well. Michaels work kept him busy and it was late nights before we got to see each other. The women folk were great…apart from one…Angela who I found hard to warm to, she seemed to take great delight in trying to make me feel….well uncomfortable with her snide remarks…the others just said that was Angela and not to take it to heart…which I didn’t.

The weeks became months. I became accustomed to the city, with a lot of help from my new friends. We had all the meetings that Sharon said we would have…Sally in complete command…organizing all. There seemed to be only one thing I was not asked to attend. I know they had a meeting once every month to which I was not invited. I wondered if this was the Book club meeting that Sandra had talked about when I first arrived here…the book club that didn’t exist. It was annoying to see all their cars parked outside Sally’s house and I was the only one of the friends not invited. There had to be more to this Book Club. I had to ask them what it was…why could I not be invited along…after all I did enjoy a good book.

“Heh Sally…this book club of yours…can I join?” I asked one day when all were present. I knew I’d hit on a nerve, all went silent, all eyes were upon me…god what had I said…shit it was only a bloody book club…what was wrong with that…I could read after all.

Sally looked at the others as they looked at Sally…looking to her to answer my question.

“Sorry Vicki…but some things we cannot divulge or invite you into, we really don’t want to discuss it, and perhaps its better you did not know” said Sally. Well that was the wrong thing to say, now I was real curious and I just had to know.

There were times when I seemed to have time on my hands and wished I had a job, just to help out. The other times were spent with Sally and the mob, my gardening skills started to improve…but this other thing…this so called book club…what was so secretive about it. I could not go on having it niggling away at me, day after day. Mike didn’t seem interested in finding out about it. He said when he asked the other guys, all they knew was it was just that, a book club that the women held once a month. He did however wonder why I was not allowed to join, but other than that, he had no interest and pursued the matter no further.
I’d become attached to Molly, I found Molly a good friend and buddy and I liked her company…she was a fun person to be with; I looked forward to our regular coffee mornings. I decided to impose upon our now close friendship to push her for an answer to why I was excluded form the club.
“Molly what is it about me that I’m not included in your book club…hell I’m allowed to go, do, be with you all in every other matter, but the book club….no…just what do I have to do to get accepted by you lot” I said, rather annoyed.

I could tell I’d put her in a rather awkward and embarrassing position.

She looked at me and bit her bottom lip, standing and strolling around the room unable to settle or give an answer to my question.

“Vicki…it’s not you…in fact we would probably love to have you as a member…but…but, look I just can’t tell you…please can we leave this”
“No Molly tell me it’s driving me nuts…do I not meet your criteria in some way…I do use an underarm deodorant” I mused.

“Believe me honey you more that meet the criteria and it’s not a personal thing…I don’t think the girls would like me divulging what the book club is all about”

“I’m just going to keep asking and keep digging until I do find out…it may be better you tell me before I blunder into something that I shouldn’t”

She looked long and hard at me, considering the options…yes to tell or no.

“If I tell you, please don’t judge us or indeed tell any other person…in particular Mike, I hope our friendship really means something to you and after I tell you I hope we can still be friends…as I said don’t judge us too harshly”

I was really intrigued now…she had my full attention.

“The book club was formed about three years ago…we were all bored housewives, looking for some excitement…not that I make that an excuse. We had our girl’s night out once a week. Sally and a couple of others picked up a guy each and went back to their hotel room where they screwed the guys. From then on it seemed to be a regular thing a place to meet guys and go back to their place for a little fun…we all started to do it. Then Sally came up with the idea that if there were guys out there on the prowl for sex, then perhaps we could organize it so that they paid for it…a little pin money she called it. It would be easy, she said, the husbands were away all day, how many had been back home before six or seven, we had the whole house to work from. There were a few of us had reservations about using our homes for it, but Sally being Sally she was good at organizing, also not everyone went along with it at first, started with four of them, but when the rest of us saw how it could be done and how easy it was, we all one by one joined the group. We called it a book club as a cover. Sally organizes the men and tells us when they will visit, takes the payments and we collect a check once a month, we just make sure all is clear and we…well we do the act…Sandra was in on it to…a few guys made visits to this house over the past couple of years.”
(That would be why that guy had called in on me a month or two back…seemed a little peeved when I was not the woman he was looking for and asked if I was a member of the book club. “No I’m not, unfortunately…I wish I was, can’t understand why they won’t let me join” I replied. Now his response made sense “I can’t understand that either, I wish you were to honey…you’d certainly get my vote” he said, smiled and promptly left.)
“So now you know…for gods sake don’t tell any one about this…I’m only telling you because of our friendship…which if you wish to discontinue I’d understand”

“I won’t be telling any one Molly and I still want you to be my friend…I do find it hard to accept that you are all cheating on your husbands and are also all…all….”

“Prostitutes” she continued.

“Well yes I guess that you are…does it not bother you” I asked

“Not anymore…it did to start with…felt somewhat guilty about it…but I guess we all feel a little excitement in our lives these days…I guess it’s doing it and hoping we never get caught”

“Well you’ve certainly answered my curiosity I guess…I now know what the book club is” 

“I take it you won’t be joining us” she asked

“I think I’ll give it a miss honey” I replied, but strangely enough the thought of it excited me a little. I knew how the others must have felt.
I looked upon them all in a different light. At barbeques it was difficult to imagine them all as prostitutes during the day…here they all were, the prefect loving wife and homemakers…and in some instances mothers, all laughing drinking wine and having a great time…then come Monday morning it was business as usual.

In the past I’d not paid too much attention to the comings and goings of cars…cars with a single male…and the odd time two males. The furtive looks from the men as they locked the car and made their way to the front door. The door open, another quick look around then inside and the door closed. It seemed anything from an hour to two hours was the norm…I had to wonder what the charge was…in the end it really didn’t matter…not to me. It was my own imaginings that got me a little excited…imagining what was going on inside, with the guy…wild and exciting thoughts running through my mind. Stop it Vicki…just stop it, I kept telling myself.
I continually asked myself the question. Could you do it…could you go with a strange guy for sex and take payment for it…of course not don’t be stupid.
I never had any intentions of joining the club…that’s what I told myself, and I honestly thought I never would. I mean have sex with another guy, other than Mike…god forbid.

I think Sally knew that I knew about the clubs affairs but refrained from asking me outright. Molly and I were still great friends and continued our coffee mornings. I often asked her questions about the club…and what it was like to have men…just purely for sex…and she was very open and frank about it. Asked if I’d ever thought about joining them…the answer, still, no thank you.
It was all because of a silly argument…I should have been more mature to accept it was just that, an argument…or was I…and had I been looking for that excuse, an excuse to join my friends at the book club. I really don’t know how it all started…sure Mike was in a bit of a foul mood…but no more than usual when things had been frustrating for him at work. I’d been on to him from time to time to get a small part time job, he did not want me working, said he earned enough for both of us. I said it wasn’t just the money. I wanted something else to do other than just stay at home most of the time…it escalated and he stormed off saying I could do what I like…get a fucking job, if that’s what makes you happy.

I was as mad with him as he was with me and thought, right I will get a job, I’ll get a job alright. I would see Molly in the morning and ask if I could join the book club. I had allsorts of silly excuses why I was doing it…none of them really valid. Had I stopped and thought things through…I would have seen sense and not gone ahead with this idiotic idea…I was using all this as en excuse.
Molly was both shocked and surprised when I said I wanted to join the book club.

“You can’t be serious…surely not” she said.

“Oh I mean it alright…you just ask Sally…go on you ask her” I said, my anger at Mike still showing.

“Why don’t you wait a couple of days…you may see things a little different…I don’t think you are in the right frame of mind just now” she said.

“No…no…I won’t be changing my mind…now is precisely the time to do it”

Reluctantly she rang Sally and asked the question, there was a lot of one sided conversation. “Uh-hu, yes I see, right ok, yes, yes…what now” was all I could hear as she conversed, then she hung up.
“She’s coming over to talk to you” she said.

“What do you think…will she let me join eh?”

“It’s not only her decision….although it should go a long way in persuading the others”

When Sally arrived I put on some fresh coffee. She wasn’t too happy about my knowing all about the book club and admonished Molly for having a big mouth.

“However I guess the damage is done now” she said

“I’m not totally convinced you have the right aptitude for it…you know what it all means don’t you…sex with strangers…cheating on Mike…and the stigma of being a prostitute…a whore…does that bother you at all?”

“No…no…not at all” I said, eager to please her, not really thinking about cheating and stigma.
“Well you do surprise me honey…you of all people…however I’d be more than happy to say yes…Molly can propose you and I’ll support her proposal…as it happens we have a meeting tomorrow at eleven, come along and we’ll see how it goes…now how about a something a little stronger to go with the coffee” she said smiling.

I got the full story on how the club had been formed and the activities they got up to. I now felt I was fully part of the girls…I was excited at the prospect that I would soon be a club member.

Our argument had gone on a little longer than it should have done…both of us stubborn, not wanting to give in to the other or make up immediately. I think this is what made things worse…maybe I didn’t want to end the argument, perhaps make it the excuse I needed to do what I was about to do, and justify in my own mind why I was doing it. It was all Michaels fault. 

All the Book Club members were there next day. I felt like I was applying for a job…which I guess in some respects I was. All conveyed they were surprised I’d made application to join them. God was I so boring…so goody two shoes. They were all happy to accept me in, apart from Angela, Angela as usual did not think I would fit in, I would fall at the first fence, I had some romantic ideas about the whole thing, I wouldn’t last past the first guy, if at all…she bet that I would not make it to the starting post.

Well that was the wrong thing to say, especially about me, she’d just issued a challenge…I was going to take it.

Of course she was right, after a day or two I started to see I could have made a big mistake. I shouldn’t be doing this. It was only the idea of backing down and giving Angela the satisfaction of saying “I told you so” that drove me on. I know…I know I should have bit the bullet and done the right thing, but I didn’t I was just too stubborn…it had always been a problem of mine. It made no difference to the others, I was accepted, Angela’s opposition duly noted, hugs from all the rest and I was in.
“Alright ladies, may I suggest we give Vicki someone early next week…get her to loose her virginity as to speak…I’m sure you’re not really a virgin…are you Vicki” Sally said with a smile and chuckle.

“No…no that’s long gone” I assured her.

“Ha…ok how about….er…um Brad…Brad Talbot…he’ll be good to start with” she said

There were murmurs of approval and reassurances, indeed he would be a good guy to start with…very understanding…they all agreed and wished me good luck with my first client.
Of course as it would happen Mike came home and made big apologies for his part in the argument, flowers the lot, didn’t want us going on not speaking to each other…well hardly speaking to each other. Now I really did feel guilty…the thought of what I was about to do, about to embark upon…oh yes I felt guilty. I should have ended it right there, but the thought of Angela’s smug smile saying I told you so just wouldn’t allow me to do it.

I had great support from Sally. “It’s going to be ok…you’ll see…we all felt like you do, it’s the first time…just bare with it…its gona be alright” she said, reassuring me. 

Of course the day did eventually arrive. I’d tried to be as cool and casual as I possibly could be with Mike…trying not to show how wound up I was. He must have sensed something because he asked what was wrong…you seem lost in space honey. I smiled and assured him all was well and that I’d prepare something special for tonight.

“May be a little late, but hold everything…I’d love to have it with you when I get home…then later perhaps a little…hmmm….you know honey” he said. Yes indeed I did know, knew only too well.

Molly came over to see if I was ok, stopped for morning coffee. “You’ll be ok honey…Brad is a real nice guy…just try and relax…I’ll stay with you in the house if you want sweetheart” she was trying hard to make me feel relaxed.

“No…no I’d sooner do this by myself….I’ll be fine” I assured her

The house was so quiet, as I sat waiting for this Brad guy to arrive. The old grandfather clock’s tick seemed quite loud, as the pendulum swung back and forth. Someone started a lawnmower. I strode to the window again peeking through the sun filters. The third time in as many minutes. I could not sit, as soon as I did so I was up on my feet again. I went to the bedroom, the bedroom I was going to use for the act, not the main bed, not Mike’s and mine. I just could not do that…not where we made love. I tried to tell myself this was all a separate act, no love, just raw sex, a quick fuck then he would be gone.
I checked the bedside table. The condom was there, already out of its wrapper and ready to roll onto his hard erection, a shudder ran through my body at the thought. God I wonder if he’s got a big one, a giant size cock immediately appearing in my thoughts…oh god…oh god…oh god.

The sound of the doorbell made me jump, my heart was racing, I tried to control things, stop shivering, I told myself, take a deep breath, control yourself, then I walked to the front door to meet my guest.
“Oh hi…you must be Brad” I said, a small tremble in my voice, knees a little weak.

The vision before me was not the one I’d held over the past day or so. I’d prepared for the worst and imagined him as some real older guy, balding and not good looking, in fact this guy was the epitome of every girl’s dream as to what a lover should be like…the type of guy in all the love stories. He was about six feet tall, handsome as, a full head of curly hair and perhaps about five of six years older than I…if I had to start somewhere then this guy would do very nicely thank you.
“Yeh and you’re Vicki eh…nice to meet you Vicki” he said, entering and looking at the surroundings. “Nice place you’ve got…I’ve been here once before…the previous owner….”

“Yeh we bought it from them….this way” I said, taking the lead.

The sun shone through the lace curtains onto the bed, the bed where I was about to…oh god this was it…I was about to do it. I removed my ear rings, placing them beside the condom on the bedside table…the condom another reminder of what was about to happen
I was unsure what to do as I turned to face him. I took my lead from him as he started to unbuckle his belt and unzip his fly. He wasn’t going to waste time with small talk or foreplay. I likewise reached for the zip at the back of my dress, undoing it, pushing away the shoulder straps and letting it fall to the floor. I stood there, dressed only in panties and bra, he continued disrobing, throwing his clothes in reckless abandonment. My bra joined my dress, followed by my panties. I was naked…he was naked. For a moment we just stood and gazed at each other silently. I felt a little embarrassed and awkward having a strange guy stare at my naked body.

“Hmmm nice….very nice” he said, his eyes raking up and down…focusing between my thighs…a wicked little smile crossing his face.
What I was looking at was pleasing to the eye also. He had an athletic body, one that he obviously kept trim and healthy…not an ounce of fat on him; I’d say he made regular visits to the gym. The only real hair on his body was that around his penis and balls…pubic hair. Mikes body on the other hand had quite a lot of hair…it was the first contrast between the two

“Come on get me hard honey…get me nice and hard so I get it between those lovely smooth thighs of yours…you’d like that wouldn’t you” He said

“Mmm, yes…yes I’d love that honey” I replied, trying to sound enthusiastic, but at the same time feeling somewhat guilty admitting it.

I sat on the bed and he took the three steps needed to stand before me. It was still soft and limp. I hesitated briefly, and then reached out to touch it. It was warm and clammy, my fingers deftly working and massaging it.
“Put it in your mouth honey…I get real hard when it’s in a nice warm mouth”

Oh shit…oh god. I closed my eyes and opened my mouth and fed the limp piece of flesh inside, sucking and fondling it. He was right, like magic it began to swell, and continued swelling until it was full size. He was big…yes I would have to say he was bigger than Mike. I knew how Mike liked me to suck him, so I continued in a similar vein, one hand working the shaft, whilst my mouth sucked the warm hard shaft. “Mmmmm…mmmmm!”
“Yeh…yeh baby…oh that’s it…that’s it get me big…get me hard…it’s all for you honey…big and hard for you” he said, urging me on.

I tasted a small amount of cum, cum that my efforts had help produce.

“Ok honey…ok….I’m ready for you now….let me fuck you” he said.
I reached for the condom…he watched as I placed it over the head and rolled it down the hard shaft…the little bubble at the top…the bubble that would collect his sperm at the end of our session together.
I lay full length on the bed, my head on the pillow. The warmth from the sun heated sheets felt comforting to my naked skin. The bed trembled and sagged as he climbed on beside me. Oh god no…I shouldn’t be doing this…oh god no, I thought to myself…but it was too late now.

I looked directly up at the ceiling, not wanting to view Brad or the action that was about to happen, I just wanted it to happen, get on with it. I was as stiff as a board, just staring at the ceiling…waiting…waiting. I felt his warm hand on my thigh as he searched to put his fingers inside me, then another warm hard object pressing between my thighs, and I was aware that he was talking to me.

“Heh come on honey…open up your legs…open them…I can’t fuck you when your tight as a clam…open…open…open…that’s more like it…get them nice and wide…that’s the way honey…open them up…open them up”
I held them open myself. Open nice and wide so he could see the object of his desire, the object he had paid for. I wasn’t going to peer between my legs…I didn’t want to see him put big hard cock inside me. My legs were wide apart…no obstructions now…he had free access.

This Brad guy was only the third man to put a penis inside me. The first male was when I was a very young girl, it was a Frankie Sutcliffe. Frankie liked to target young virgins, bragged he could deflower any female…it was his mission in life to de-virginise all women.

I just happened to be next on his list. I on the other hand was determined it was never going to happen. We’d been going out together for quite some time. I liked the guy; I thought I was in love with him and that I could handle him. One day he and I would get married…well that’s what I thought…I know silly girlhood dreams…we all have them.

Try as he might, he got nowhere with me…I’d managed to repel all his efforts…and then just once I let my guard down. We had been out for a walk down by the lake. When the rain came it was a heavy down pour and we ran for shelter in old man Stephens barn. The hay smelt good and dry and it felt so sensuous to lie in. Naturally the best thing to do whilst waiting for the rain to stop was to have a great passionate necking session in the mean time…which we did. His warm body pressed against mine felt…oh so good. When his hand strayed…for the zillionth time into my knickers and between my thighs, I decided to let him have a grope…it felt real good and it could do no harm…just a little feel, I was in control…I wouldn’t let it go any further. I don’t really remember the rest. On minute his fingers were working into my pussy, I had a wonderful feeling about it all, I was moaning, groaning and shouting, then I realized my pants were down and around my right ankle, and the thing that was inside me was not a finger, but a large erection. His arse was humping up and down between my legs…which were spread wide apart and he was kissing my neck…telling me how much he loved me and that I was a great fuck…the best he’d ever had. He’d done it again, he’d claimed my virginity a virginity I swore I would treasure and hold onto. Our relationship lasted another couple of months…during those months we fucked like bunnies…there was no need to stop him now. I may as well enjoy the time we had together. I knew that sooner or later he would find another virgin and move in on her…which he did. The next man to come into my life was Mike and that was my sum total of men and the male penis.

In the end I couldn’t resist a quick peek between my legs. Oh god there he was…Brad with a look of desire on his face holding his large erection, approaching my slit…it was about to go in.

“You haven’t done much of this have you honey” he said

“No…no you are my first….my first…” I stuttered 
“I’m you’re first …er client is that it honey”

“Yes…yes…” I said and continued to look at the erection he held, waiting to feel it against my now warm, wet pussy.
“Ok…ok I’ll be gentle and go real easy…you’ll be ok…don’t worry”

I closed my eyes and waited for it. The head was hard and warm. Oh god…oh god this is it…this is it. I felt the width of the shaft…then its length as it slid slowly inside me.

My hands gripping the fabric of the sheets, holding them tight. “Oh god Brad…Brad…you seem…you seem, so hard….so big” I gasped in response, his ass already humping up and down. Oh god…oh god I was being fucked.
His rhythm was nice and smooth. I kept telling myself I wasn’t supposed to be enjoying this…it was just a sexual encounter with a guy, but in actual fact I was…it felt good…real good as his shaft continued to thrust into me.

“Oh god…oh Brad…oh….oh…” 

“Yeh honey…go on…go on enjoy it…you don’t have to worry, you’re gona be good at this you’ll see…you just need some experience at it…you’re nice and tight…nice and tight”

Nice and tight…I liked that. He said I’d be good at it…just needed the experience eh. I flung my arms around him and held him close as he continued to thrust into me.

“Oh Brad…oh Brad…oh…oh…” I moaned. The feel of his hard cock moving between my thighs had me giddy with joy and desire….no…no…no I shouldn’t be enjoying this…this is not the way its supposed to be…this is not Mike between my legs…it’s the guy called Brad….but…but its so wonderful…so delirious. My hands now clasped firmly on his buttocks…squeezing tight…pulling him in as far as I can…feeling every inch of that beautiful hard cock as it slides in and out.

“Oh honey, that’s it….that’s it…shout, scream, enjoy it…enjoy it…you like my cock fucking you don’t you” He said.
“Oh god yes…yes….yes” I screamed “Oh Brad….oh Brad…oh Brad”

“Yes honey…go on let it all out…let it out…god you got a nice tight pussy….god I love fucking you” his arse, humping up and down, his hard cock thrusting deeper and harder. I continued shouting his name as his cock continues to give me joy and pleasure, euphoria ripping through my body, a shudder and another scream as the orgasm hits.
My legs are in the air, I’m holding them apart I hear the slap, slap, slap as his loins smack against my bum, his balls bouncing and swinging, also the creaking of the bed, in time with the continual thrusting. “Uh…uh…uh…uh” our moaning, groaning in unison. “Oh god…oh…oh…oh” The world could crash around us right now. I wouldn’t know or care…the only thing that mattered right now was that I was being fucked…and I loved it.
His pace increases, faster and faster his thrusts, deeper…more urgent. It’s now pure lust in his action…that feeling is drawing nearer, he can feel it cuming…faster, faster. Slap, slap, slap, faster and faster. The bed is shaking, the creaking louder, faster with each eager, urgent thrust “I’m cuming honey….I’m cuming…I’m cuming….” 

“Yes…yes go on cum Brad…cum” I’m yelling, urging him on
“Here it cum’s…here it cum’s…Ohhhhhhhhh……arrrrrmmmmmmm” he murmurs, with one big final thrust and it’s all over. His cock pulsing and throbbing inside me, filling the condom with his semen
“Oh honey…honey that was just magnificent….just magnificent” he declared as I felt the final dieing throbs of his cock.

We just lay there for a moment or two, enjoying the final embers of our love making.

“Thanks babe…I guess I’d better get going…got a business appointment in an hour…better get my thoughts together before then” he said smiling. He gazed at me longingly, then decided to kiss me fully on the lips…I responded to the kiss…it was the kiss of two lovers, not that of a prostitute and her client.
“Honey I’ve never done that to anyone before” he said.

“I never thought I’d respond like that to any other man like that” I replied.

I watched as he retrieved his clothing, replacing each garment. I did likewise…god I’d just been to bed with another guy…and I’d enjoyed it.

“Let me help you with that zip” he said, and I turned my back to him allowing him to zip the dress up. His arms then around my waist, holding me tight, his mouth at my neck, kissing, his loins pressing into my ass. “Honey…you’re going to be just fine…you’ll see…a bit more experience with a few more guys…and if you’ll pardon the pun….a real pro…you’ll see” He continued to press into me “I’ll call on you next time I’m here…about two weeks time…I’m gona put it up your ass honey…ever had it up the ass before”

“Oh god no…never…you’ll be too big…I’d never be able to take you up my ass” I said, somewhat concerned.

“Oh don’t you worry about that…between us we’ll get it up…you’re gona enjoy our next session….really enjoy it…just make sure your husbands away that day…can you do that” he asked

“Yes…yes, it’ll be ok” I replied.

“Ok I gotta go now” he said, spinning me around and kissing me fully and passionately once again. I clung to him like he was my lover…not a client. “You’re the best woman I’ve ever had honey…I’m already looking forward to our next meet”
We kissed and embraced at the front door, before I opened it. “I’d better be going…I’m staring to get a hard on again” he said. “We can go back to bed if you wish” I replied, extending an invitation to him.

He gently ran his hand over my cheek, and then just as gently kissed my lips. “I’d love nothing better sweetheart…but I really do have to go…just think about the two of us together in that bed of yours next time honey…I promise we’re going to have some real fun…you’ll see” he said, and with that turned and left.

I stood at the window and viewed him through the lace curtains as he walked to his car.

Oh god what had I done…I’d just been to bed with this guy, this guy called Brad a guy who had paid money for the privilege and pleasure….hell I was now a prostitute…it was something I would be branded with for the rest of my life, maybe not physically….but in my mind…and that of others who ever found out…it wasn’t something that would heal and go away…it was like virginity…you were or you weren’t. I’d become a fully paid up member of the Book Club….I was one of the girls. 
He hesitated for a moment before unlocking his car, he looked toward the house and as if sensing I was watching him, gave a little discreet wave then got behind the wheel and drove away. Oh god…oh god….oh god. Now the guilt was starting to roll in. How could I…how could I? I had actually enjoyed it, my mind reliving the events of only a short time ago. Brad’s hard penis between my legs, thrusting into my pussy…did all that really happen…oh yes, it really did happen.
I went to the bedroom to check that everything was back to normal and then I came upon it. The discarded condom, just lying on the floor. The bubble end filled with sperm, Brad’s sperm…I felt more guilt as I gingerly picked it up and took it to flush down the toilet bowl, waiting to make sure it went on its way. I wanted no sign as to what had gone on here today. I felt like some criminal getting rid of all the evidence. The bed straightened, I picked up my earrings and with one final glance around, then satisfied all was in order I went to pour myself a drink…a very large drink…god I needed it.
It didn’t take long for Molly to come dashing across; accompanied by Sally…they were eager to know how it had gone. I poured a drink for each of them and flopped into the chair.

“Well…well, come on…how did it go…how did you get on?” They asked.

The Cheshire cat smile on my face said it all. “I think it went quite well actually…even though I do feel guilty…you know something…I actually enjoyed it”
“God honey…you’re supposed to enjoy it…what’s the point of having some guy fuck you if you don’t enjoy it…and the bonus of getting paid for it”

“I guess I just feel guilty…god I hope Mike never finds out” I said, now feeling a little depressed at the thought of Mike.

“Don’t worry honey we all felt like that at the start…ya kinda get used to it in the end…just enjoy it” Said Sally, trying to comfort and reassure me. “Now tell me…are you alright for another client…two days time…about this time of day…if not say so and I’ll give him to Angela” said Sally

The thought of Angela taking the client instead of me was just too much. I could just imagine what she would say if Sally offered him to her…saying Vicki had turned him down. “I told you so…she’s just not right for the job” a smug, satisfied look on her face.

“No…no I’ll do it…whoever…whenever…I need the experience” I replied.
 “Good then its all set…and don’t worry…you’re doing great” again that reassurance.

After they had left, I sat with one more drink…contemplating my morning and early afternoon, the images on replay. I made my way to the bedroom, the bedroom where it had all happened. I lay on the bed, closed my eyes and let my mind go back. I could once again feel Brad’s hard penis inside me, sliding in and out. My hips were rising and falling in unison with his movement. I moaned and groaned softly at first, then as the euphoria took over I was shouting, shouting his name “Oh god…Brad…Brad…Brad”
I  realized my dress was up around my waist, and I’d removed my panties, it wasn’t Brad’s hard penis inside me, but my own finger as I worked my wet slit, reliving that moment, that moment with Brad. Brad remained in my thoughts throughout the day. I’d taken to him…I liked the guy…almost say I loved him.
I worked at preparing the evening meal for Mike; I found it hard to concentrate. I’d been back to the bedroom, I don’t know how many times, checking it over, checking that there was nothing incriminating Brad had left behind. I guess it’s the action of most guilty people. I knew there was nothing there, I even kept checking the toilet to make absolutely sure the condom had flushed away and had not resurfaced. I just couldn’t help myself.

As luck would have it, Mike was home pretty much on time; the wine and meal were good and put him in the mood for later. It was our bed we were in, his naked body next to mine, my position was the same as in the morning, on my back, legs spread wide, this time though it was my husband Mike that was between my thighs, it was his hard cock continually thrusting into me, tonight for some reason he felt bigger and harder than ever. I was responding to him like never before, feeling him move inside me like this, was just magic…now the name I was moaning or shouting was Mike…god I had to remember not to shout or whisper the wrong name…with the type of euphoria I felt right now, it would have been so easy to forget who I was with and shout the wrong name.

………………………………………………………………………………………….

I awoke, shouting, my body lathered in sweat. I’d clung to Mike after our night of magical lovemaking. Sleep did eventually come. I was in the middle of a nightmare. There were men, men and more men, all knocking on the front door. Money was being handed to me, more money than I’d ever seen before. I was rolling condom after condom onto hard erections. They never seemed to stop coming through the door. My right thigh had the words WHORE written on it, large red print…that’s when I woke. It seemed so real I had to throw back the sheets and check my thigh, check to make sure the words were not there. My heart was thumping in my chest.
“You alright honey…god you were screaming something terrible” said Mike

“Oh…oh yes, yes…it was just a bad dream…whew…I’m alright now…was just a bad dream”

I let the comforting arms of Mike enfold me as I eventually slipped back into sleep. 

The girls were right, as each client made his visit; it was that much easier to accept the next…then the next. None of them came up to the expectation of Brad, all were just clients…guys who paid for the use of my body for a few moments of pleasure…then left. Brad…well Brad remained constantly in my thoughts, I yearned for him, and longed for the time he promised to return, I wanted to feel once again his hard penis inside of me, exciting me the way it had done the last time.
I was to be disappointed that he did not visit when he said he would. He did however ring Sally and asked her to pass the message on that he was sorry, sorry he could not make it this time, but would be here the following month.

“Hmmm I think you have an admirer there honey…be careful though…it could be a little dangerous if you let him get too near to you” she said.

The first meeting of the Book Club after I’d joined. It wasn’t exactly a meeting about books as anyone would naturally expect, oh no it was a meeting where Sally gave out our checks, money we had earned from our days of pleasure with our clients.

“And finally, we have a check for our new member of the club, Vicki, I hope we can hand out many more” Sally had said….handing me my check.

I looked at the numbers and thought how easy it had been, well easy but not without its stress. I always felt like a criminal as I checked and double checked the room for any left over signs as to what I’d been up to. Had any of the guys, dropped or left any incriminating evidence. I was paranoid about the toilet, and the discarded condoms. I had visions and a fear the toilet would regurgitate them and they would suddenly pop up again….floating in the water…all filled up with sperm. I mean that would be pretty impossible to explain…would it not. The check I held in my hand helped alleviate and compensate those fears and stresses somewhat. I would start my second month.
Sally rang me with the message, Brad would be here on the Thursday, a good day, Mike was always guaranteed to be away and late on a Thursday…yes it would be a good day.
I couldn’t believe I could be so excited, excited that I was going to meet with a man that would pay me money for my services and a man that had…well I guess I had really fallen for him…I was in love with him…wanted to see him…but at the same time, I was just as in love with Mike…torn between two lovers…is that what it was. My heart raced and pounded in my chest at the news I’d just received. I was a school girl again…a silly school girl.

The time couldn’t come quick enough, I waited and watched each day come and go, then Thursday. I took a nice long scented bath, steeped and soaked in it. Then I dressed slowly and deliberately. I’d purchased new underwear…underwear I was wearing for the first time…I could smell and feel its freshness. Black with red trim…I felt sure it would excite Brad. First the panties…well little more than a thong really…then the bra, which held and showed my breasts to the best advantage, finally the black thigh hi stockings, oh yes that was the clincher. I checked how it looked in the mirror…twisting from side to side…hands on hips…striking provocative poses…yes…yes plenty of bare ass, it looked good, Brad would like and approve of it. I slipped the black dress over my head, and zipped it up; it clung to my body perfectly, short enough to show plenty thigh. I was ready for him.
It was like the first time, I sat nervously waiting as the old clock, ticked and tocked the seconds and minutes ever so slowly. I paced the room, checked the bedroom, came back and peered through the lace curtains once more. In the end I slumped in a chair and picked up the latest woman’s magazine. I was looking at it but not reading it, and then I heard the car stop. I flung the magazine to one side and rushed excitedly to the window…yes…yes it was him he was here…oh god he was here. I took a final look in the mirror, brushing my hand through my hair and straightening my dress…a deep breath and waited.

I could hear his footsteps coming nearer, then the door bell. I took another deep breath and waited a moment or two, not wanting to give the impression I was eager to see him.
“Hi Brad…it’s so good to see you again honey…come on in” Trying to keep my voice even and stop it from trembling…god knows the rest of me was.

He smiled one of his magic smiles, pushing me inside and kicking the door closed with his foot. His arms were around my waist and holding me tight.

“Oh god I’ve missed you honey…I’ve thought of little else since the last time” he said. Before I could answer, his lips were on my lips, in a long urgent kiss, our tongues wrestled with each other, it was long, passionate and breathless…urgency was in the air. I felt his hands move from my waist, to my bum, hands that massaged and squeezed my buttocks, pulling me against his erection. I in turn pressed my body against his body, working myself against the hard shaft. I felt like a bitch on heat. I desperately wanted him inside me. I wanted to feel his hardness working, exciting me.
“Come on honey…let’s go to the bedroom” I said, taking him by the hand.

We stood next to the bed, gazing into each others eyes, entwined once again in each others arms, our kisses more urgent, more passionate. Brads exploring hand on my back, locating the zip of my dress, then he slips the straps over my shoulders, I let it drop to the floor. His eyes feast on my body, my full heaving breasts constricted and held within the confines of my bra, my panties just managing to stop him viewing the prize he so much wanted and desired.

“Oh god Vicki…Vicki…I love you…I love you…I want you so much” he sighed.

Oh Brad…Brad I love you too and I want you…I’ve been thinking of little else since you left last time” I sighed in return. These were words I had no right to say, although true I should not have said them, Sally was right. I shouldn’t let the client get to me.

Brads hand found my bra strap and expertly worked it undone. I felt it loosen, releasing my breasts, then I sighed. My breasts now totally exposed. Brads hands were upon them, kneading the firm flesh, teasing my nipples, nipples that had quickly become erect. His mouth happily suckling at them, like some child eager to be fed. I felt the shiver and ecstasy rip through my body as I sighed and moaned. 
His warm hands now at the elastic holding my thong in place, a sensuous feeling as he pulled downward, around and over my hips, down around my thighs, I shuffled a little and let them drop to the floor and around my ankles, then stepping out of them. I offered no resistance, it’s what I wanted, I was a co-conspirator, eager, willing to participate in this game.

I let my legs part a little, as his hand reached between my thighs, searching for my slit, his fingers slipped inside effortlessly, I was wet…very wet and warm…he knew I was ready for him.

His hands once again on my buttocks, lifting me, walking me to the bed and laying me on my back.

………………………………………………………………………………………

Brad just stood there, staring at her. God she was so beautiful, so venerable just lying waiting for him. That smiling face, his eyes continuing to traverse downward, breasts, so firm, so full, so wonderful to touch to suckle upon, that flat stomach, her thighs and the golden slit, and those black stockings, god she knew how to tease a man, get him all worked up. God he loved her, loved her body, he adored her pussy, a pussy she had completely shaved since the last time he was with her, it looked just perfect as she fingered herself, letting him see the open wet pink flesh…he just had to have her…own her. He wanted this women like no other women he’d ever known…he meant to have her.
He smiled at her, as he slowly and deliberately undressed, casually discarding each piece of clothing, then seeing the expression on her face, her eyes now alight with sheer delight as he stepped out of his undies, allowing her eyes to feast hungrily and lustfully on his very large erection.

………………………………………………………………………………………….
“Oh god Brad…I…I…” but that’s a far as I got. His face was now only inches away from my waiting pussy. I parted my legs wide, inviting him to feast upon it. I felt him gently kiss my thighs, slowly working toward my slit, his lips gently kissing my own pussy lips, teasing, tantalizing. I felt his warm tongue as he licked the slit, slow gentle, then his fingers as they opened it up, the tip of his tongue as it entered. I let out a deep moan as the euphoric feeling ran through my body. I ran my hands through his hair, and pulled him closer, I wanted more…much more. The more he licked the wetter I became. Now he had his finger inside me, his tongue continuing to arouse me, he was eating me, his tongue like some great lizard, continuing to delve in and out. I was going to cum. I clamped my legs tight around his head. I didn’t want him to escape…he was mine.
“Oh Brad…Brad…I…I…” the orgasm hit like an earthquake as it raged through my body. I pushed myself up and onto his mouth and delving tongue. Ohhh…myyyyy…goddd” I cried and sank back, waiting for more. 

His tongue continued to lap up the juices my body had produced. “God woman…I love you so much…I really do want you…I need you my love” he said
“You have me darling…you have me” I said

“No…no I need much more of you…I want you all to myself…to be mine” he replied

“Oh darling, that can never be…I’m married…and you may find it hard to believe but I also love my husband” I replied.

There was a look of disappointment in his eyes, if Brad had thought for one moment that I was going to jump up and declare my undying love for him, and for him alone, he was wrong, then smiled and said “One day my love…one day”

………………………………………………………………………………………….

Brad knelt between Vicki’s legs, legs that were spread wide. He loved gazing upon her wet pussy. It remained open, like the petals of a flower; it was a flower, his flower. He placed first one finger, then two as he carefully and deliberately finger fucked her, she was warm and wet. Then taking the wet fingers he placed them in his mouth, and with eyes closed, delighted in savoring the taste of her honey, again and again he delved inside her, scooping up the wet fluid, like a bear feeding on a honey pot. God he loved her, loved her pussy, the pussy that gave him so much pleasure….he had to have her…have her for himself. He needed to fuck her, those beautiful long legs of hers, those soft silk like thighs and between….oh god, between was that slit, that wonderful slit, open and inviting, no, no he could wait no longer he had to fuck her, and fuck her now, it’s what she wanted, it’s what she deserved…after all, she was his woman…it was expected of him.
                     ………………………………………………………
“You ready for this my love” he asked, smiling down at me, his hand firmly holding and working the shaft.

“Yes, yes…oh god yes I want it so much my darling” I was begging him. My heart pumping, my body trembling a little with excitement.

I reached for his erection, I loved to touch it, feel it, feel its warmth, its hardness. I loved the way he made it pulse in my hand. I gave it a gentle squeeze, smiled at him and guided it between my thighs, toward my eagerly awaiting pussy.

“Ohhh god Brad” I sighed, eyes closed in euphoria, as I felt it slide inside me. His ass swayed back and forth, pushing, thrusting…slow but steady…an easy rhythm.

Brad smiled back at her; he loved the way she took his hard cock in her hand, the warm smile, the gentle reassuring squeeze. He could see she delighted in it, she was a beautiful woman, a woman that invaded his dreams, his life, god how he loved her, loved fucking her. Today, he could take all the time in the world , today he intended to spend as much time as he could with her, fuck her as many times as he could get an erection. Today he’d made no appointments to see his clients. Today she was all his.
It felt good, his hard throbbing erection deep inside. The steady rhythmic thrusts. He moved from side to side, heightening the euphoric feeling and pleasure. Oh god he was good, an expert in what he did.

“Oh yes my love…this is what you like don’t you my love…you love having me fuck you…don’t you” he said. I returned his smile. “Yes…oh yes…I love it…just love it” I purred contentedly, the feel of his hard cock continuing to slide effortlessly inside me.

Brad was in no hurry, he continued to thrust into her, sometimes stopping, withdrawing from her, only to place it back a moment later and once more thrust, thrust, thrust. The moans, the squeals of delight coming from her, told him just how much she was enjoying it, as indeed was he…he loved to hear his woman sing, sing with pleasure.

“Turn over honey…I’ll take you from behind” he said

I did as he instructed, and presented my hind end for him. His hands ran lovingly, tenderly over my ass…then he thrust his finger into my ass hole.

“Oh god Brad” I screamed at the sudden and unexpected intrusion.

“I’m gona fuck you up the ass honey” He said

“Oh god no…no my love…you’re…you’re too big I….”

“Shhhh….it’s gona be ok…you’ll see…you can take it” he said reassuringly, his finger continuing to fuck my ass.

I heard him spit, then the warm fluid as he pushed and worked it inside my hole, more and more, his fingers working it bigger and bigger.

“Ok honey…here we go” then the feel of the hard head. I gave a whimper. “Oh god…oh god…”

“Relax honey…just relax…don’t fight it…let it in…”

My entrance slowly expanded…every yelp I gave he backed off for a moment, then tried again. Then I knew he was in, my ass started to expand, expand to take his hard cock.

“There honey, there…its all in…I said you could take it” he said, followed by the swaying of his hips, and the feel of his cock as he slowly fucked me up the ass. 

“Oh yes my love…I like that…you’re nice and tight” As he thrust more and more, I became accustomed to its size, then it was the slap, slap, slap as he continued to sway, continued to thrust…faster and faster.  

Oh god he was so big, and my body was being thrust back and forth, my breasts swinging back and forth also, in time with the thrusts. Our moans, groans and sighs were in unison with each other as we took delight and pleasure from each others bodies. I continued to feel him thrusting into me, the slap of his loins and balls as they hammered against my bum, slap…slap…slap. The pace increasing, urgency in each and every stroke and gesture. His hands gripping my shoulders tighter as the feeling grew inside him.
“Oh, oh, oh, uh, uh, uh…” the time was getting near. I had not asked or insisted that he use a condom. I wanted to feel him bareback…to have him cum inside me…it did not happen. I felt him suddenly withdraw at the final crucial moment; a warm flow of sperm squirted onto my back and bum then slowly trickles between my buttocks.

“Oh god Vicki…Vicki, that was so good…god I love this ass of yours” He said as his fingers gentle rubs the warm sperm into my ass and pussy. I lie fully stretched on the bed, enjoying his touch as he does so. “Mmmmmm….I like what you do to me darling…I really do” A hard friendly smack on my bum seals our love making.
It was a wonderful day, a wonderful time. We touched and fondled each other, between the sex. Kissing was hard and passionate, the feel of his warm hands and fingers as he explored my body. I enjoyed watching, as he once again became hard, my hand firmly, but gently squeezing it and pumping it, as I listened to his soft sighs and moans of contentment. Then as he rolled on top of me, I spread my legs and guide the hard erection inside me…followed by my own sighs and moans.
We were both wrapped up so much in our lovemaking the time had slipped by. Panic hit me when I realized what time it was. Mike would soon be making his way back home. It was a quick and hasty dressing, and a short passionate kiss at the front door, before I set about making sure that all evidence of Brad ever being here was erased.

I was of course sending out all the wrong messages to Brad…I was telling him what I thought he wanted to hear during our time together. Whilst it may have been true, it was not meant to be taken too seriously. Over the months he continued his visits, and I enjoyed being with him…then the bomb dropped.

I’d heard the car stop and someone’s footsteps up the drive. When I responded to the door bell, I was both pleased and shocked to see Brad standing there.

“Oh hi honey…what are you doing here…Sally didn’t say you were coming today”

He just smiled and said “No…just decided I needed to see you…needed to be with you…so here I am…you’re not mad at me are you?”
“No…no, of course not sweetheart…I’m always glad to see you…it’s just I normally get some notice…but heh, you’re here now, that’s all that matters”

It was just like any other time. I was soon naked, on my back, legs wide apart. Brads ass was soon humping between them…and eventually he was unloading all his pent up frustration inside me.

As we lay there, enjoying the after glow, locked in a warm embrace he made the announcement.

“Sweetheart I love you….really love you…I just can’t bare being without you, and know about all the other guys who are fucking you as well…I need you for myself…all the time…not just an hour or two each month”

“Honey you know we can’t be together all the time…I’m married…I have a home here…and my friends…lets just….”

“No…no” he interrupted “We can be together…we just have to work on it…make it happen…this is how it’s going to be” He said, and started with his proposal. 

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing, at first I thought it was a huge joke, that he was having me on, but when I looked into his eyes I could see he was very, very serious. I felt cold, real cold and sick in the pit of my stomach…he meant it.
“I’m coming back for you next month, the twenty second to be precise, just pack a few things, things that you will need to start with. I will have everything else you need my love” his hand was lovingly stroking my hair, his eyes bright, shining, matching the smile on his face. “All you have to do is tell Mike you are leaving him, that you have found someone new…someone you are in love with and can’t live without…I’m sure he’ll understand…we’ll pack the car and go, back to Stanford and our own paradise…I just know we’ll be wonderfully happy together my love” still stroking my hair, still smiling.
“God, no…no Brad it’s not possible…you know I can’t do that…what’s wrong with the way things are at present, we….”

“No, that’s not the way I want it…and I don’t think you want it that way either…you need to be led…it may hurt a little to start, but it will improve, and you’ll realise I was right all the time”

“NO…NO…I won’t” I said, now becoming angry at him.

“In that case I will have no option but to inform Mike about you and me, myself…I will tell him about our love affair…and the men who have been paying for your services…also about all your friends at the Book Club and their involvement…I’m sorry it has to come to this but it’s the only way to save you…and for me to have you…I love you so much Vicki…I really do”

He climbed on top of me…spread my legs and entered inside. I just lay there, felt the movement of his body as he fucked me, thrusting into me, hearing him tell me how much he enjoyed fucking me, and how good it was all going to be, but I felt dead, I had no response. Now it was just like all the other guys who paid their money, who came and went…the tears starting to roll down my cheeks.
His arse continued to rise and fall. His mouth at my neck and ear, kissing, chewing, his voice, soft, gentle, telling me he loved me…kissing the tears that ran down my cheek…reassuring me it was all was going to be ok. I felt his arms tighten as he held me, his body stiffen as he once again unloaded his semen.

I tried to reason with him, explain that I could not, did not want to change things, but he refused to listen. He was adamant I needed to be saved. That I should be his and his alone.

He dressed, and then sat on the bed beside me, his hand running gently over my naked body, a warm generous smile on his face.

 “It’s going to be alright…you’ll see…I’ll be here for you on the twenty second…just be ready for me sweetheart” he said, then bent and kissed my forehead, before leaving.
I heard the front door close, then a moment later his car started and he drove away.
I couldn’t move, didn’t want to move as the implications of what he had just said went through my mind. Had it all been for real, did he mean what he had said and if so what if anything could I do about it? I felt sick and trapped. Scenario after scenario ran through my head, but none seemed to give me an answer…well not an answer I wanted.

I tried putting on a brave face for Mike when he returned home. Now, now when it seemed too late I realized just how much I loved him…and how much pain I was going to cost him…god how stupid could I have been.

“You alright honey…you seem a little distracted” he asked

“Yeh, yeh…just a little tired, that’s all” I replied.

Things took a turn for the worse. Sally rang next day to say there was to be an urgent meeting of the Book Club and I needed to be there. I knew by her voice something was wrong, real wrong. The glares I received from the girls when I arrived, confirmed the worst.
“Your boyfriend Brad called on me last night…told me a story, a story that concerns and worries all of us here…seems he wants you to leave Mike and go live with him…and if you don’t concede to his request, he’s going to expose not only you to Mike, but all of us to our husbands…what do you propose to do about it Vicki”

There were murmurings from the rest, especially Angela, who had great delight in saying “I told you so…she would be trouble for us all”. 

“I don’t know…I…I haven’t given it too much thought at present…I’m not too sure if he means it…maybe he’ll change his mind…”

“Oh he meant it alright…you have a big problem my dear…I told you not to get too involved with the men…you need to sort it out, before he returns…and we need to know what that action is going to be”

The meeting finished and I returned home, returned to contemplate my future.

………………………………………………………………………………..

                              Epilogue 
The sign ahead read, Right Turn Stanford. The county side we had been driving past over the last two days was now giving way to a more heavily populated area. Another twenty minutes would see us arriving at our destination…my new home…my new life. The hand that squeezed my thigh was that of Brad.

“We’re almost home honey…a new life…just you and me…once we are all settled in I think we should be starting for a family…I’d like a boy and a girl…but heh…I don’t really care as long as they are both healthy and they are ours. God I can’t wait for you becoming pregnant…aren’t you excited” he said, his hand tightening on my thigh.
It was a wan smile I gave him. “Yes…yes…I can’t wait” I replied, without conviction. We had been on the road for the past two days. This was our honey moon, he’d said. He’d stopped me from taking my birth control pills, and it was only a matter of time before I did fall pregnant.

I’d left the letter for Mike on the lounge table. No doubt he would have read it by now; both our worlds had been turned upside down, because of me. The first chapter of my life was closed. The second chapter was blank pages; blank pages that soon would be written upon…only the future could reveal what words would be printed upon them.
