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A love story

I knew something was afoot the moment I first set eyes on her.

It wasn’t anything she said or did. Not her understated attire (skirt in muted colours as I recall – no executive black suit) nor her long, straight, honey-coloured hair. Not her makeup nor her perfume, if she was wearing any.

Her face was open, pleasant, but at first sight unremarkable; a couple of lines across the forehead, a slight blush to the cheek. Her eyes didn’t strike me as anything special – blue streaked with green, some laughter lines radiating from the corners. It wasn’t till later I likened them to deep summer pools, as you do when you’re in love.

I got into work early that morning to finish my monthly reporting spreadsheet. A quiet start, the way I like it. It wasn’t yet eight o’clock when I sensed someone had walked into my office. Did I say office? In fact it wasn’t anything more than a cubicle, most of it taken up with a bench, with just room for a visitor’s chair an arm’s length from mine. The bench strewn with paper, nearly burying a keyboard and monitor, giving the lie to any claim of mine to be a well-organised office manager.

Working on my computer I have my back to the cubicle entrance, so you don’t see people coming. A mistake, I’m told – it’s always wise to be able to see who’s coming. So she may have been standing behind me ten seconds or more before I became aware of her presence and turned in surprise, to see her there, two feet away. Or rather, to see a floral arrangement – olive greens and browns – on printed fabric over a softly rounded belly, handbag hanging from hands clasped in the front.

My eyes went up to her face. She looked at me through rimless oval spectacles,  and smiled. ‘I’m Laura’, she said.

...

Something stirred in me, something I’d forgotten had ever existed. Something from a long-lost past, from the years of first loves. My pulse quickened. I felt my eyes widen and a flush come to my face – always an embarrassment but especially when you’re supposed to be the one in charge. She was the new staff, not me. And I have to confess to a quickening in my loins, a tightening of the trousers. Call it desire, passion – lust if you like – but to me, then and now, it was nothing but the purest, purest love. Maybe they’re all the same, if it comes to that.

Love was the last thing I’d have confessed to at the time. As a mature, married man I took pride in my capacity to keep such feelings firmly in check. Unlike more than a few of my colleagues, I could fairly say all my relationships with female colleagues had remained professional. I suspect others saw me as a bit of a prig, but that was the price you paid for the security of marriage and family.

And being now well past the years of longing, maybe even past the threat of midlife crises, I could fairly assume that the rest of my working life would be free of disturbances of the love variety.

...

I pulled myself together enough to blurt out, ‘I’m Andrew.’ I wanted to go on, but couldn’t. I couldn’t get the words out. Who knows? – I might have gone on to tell her my life story, how everything had led to this Moment, when my life began anew. Nature had tied my tongue, and just as well. I was defenceless, and when you’re defenceless it’s best to say nothing.

It seemed an eternity before she said slowly, ‘I’m down from Head Office. Do you know about this?’ A pause as I tried to gather my wits, then ‘I was to report to you today. Is that right?’ Her voice was unexpectedly deep, mellow – the voice of a woman of some experience, not the fresh young graduate I’d been led to expect. ‘Yes, of course, that’s fine,’ I said. 

I felt the heat of embarrassment go to my ears, and my hair stand up as if in fright. Which may not have been far from the truth. I was supposed to be in charge here, but something had intruded. I felt I’d lost control.

The professional kicked in at last. ‘Nice to meet you Laura. You’re a bit earlier than I’d expected, but I do have a project for you that I hope you’ll find interesting. I’m just finishing off a reporting job and then I’ll be with you. Would you like to just sit over there? Here’s something to help you catch up with local gossip – this week’s office news sheet. Five minutes maximum.’

I know I took at least fifteen minutes to finish the report, and then not to my usual standard. When I finally rose and turned toward her, I found myself again lost for words. No fault of hers, but it was a real struggle to organise her cubicle, two along from mine, and introduce her to her project. As I was introducing her to the email system her sleeve brushed against my arm, and for a moment all went blank.

When all was done I had to walk out of the room for a breather, barely acknowledging the passing ‘morning Andy’ from Gary and Jordan, two younger workmates.

...

That’s how it started. And how it stayed, more or less, for five months. I’d never believed in love at first sight, and there were times when I was able to convince myself that this was a blip, a passing moment of madness. But I couldn’t deny that the newcomer had wrought a change in me. I was perpetually conscious of her presence, or absence. 

When she approached – and with our work setup that was often –my skin tingled, my pulse picked up and my hair, or what was left of it, stood erect. I could feel my eyes widening and that cursed flush creep from my cheeks to my ears. I couldn’t concentrate on the job at hand and sensed my reputation as a workaholic was slipping away. Laura, I felt, must have seen me as something of an ageing clown, not to be taken seriously.

For all that, she seemed to like me. Overcoming my anxiety, I found I could converse with her coherently enough, and over the next few months we swapped enough bits of personal information for me to think we’d struck up a bit of a friendship.

Laura was a quiet, competent worker with an admirable application to her work. She seemed a little tense in the early months – though not nearly as tense as I felt – and didn’t show much in the way of emotion. She just got on with it.

I discovered she wasn’t so very far off my age – well, what’s a decade between friends? I found we had a lot in common. She’d been married and divorced, had a couple of kids now in high school, and was very focused on making sure they stayed on the rails. She’d made this move to get the kids into a better environment, away from the perils of big-city life into our smaller, more sedate community.

But unlike me, Laura hadn’t remarried. From my perspective that presented a danger to me and my comfortable life. It was a danger that I found both fearful and fascinating.

...

As time went on Laura settled well into her new role. As for me, gradually I learned to live with my sensations and be more at ease in her presence. One day the idea of a lunch date snuck into the conversation. We both seemed to agree at once. And this workaholic, who’d always felt lunch-breaks were unnecessary, discovered how quickly an hour can pass.

We slipped into a pattern of lunch on the last Wednesday of each month, always at a different venue and always within limits – though the limit did slip out to 90 minutes and even occasionally to the two-hour maximum. We ate a bit, and drank a bit, and talked and smiled and laughed a lot. I felt my life had begun again, and for the first time began to regret that I’d reached the age where sex was supposed to have a back seat.

...

That all changed on a Wednesday in October. A brisk, sparkling day, with clouds moving briskly across an azure sky and a cool breeze intruding under the jacket – an insistent reminder that life is still worth living.

We shared transport, and today it was Laura’s turn. We talked about where we’d go. Laura said she’d recently discovered a great little place the other side of town, which she knew I’d like. I asked her what kind of cooking, and she said ‘mostly Mediterranean’, which suited me fine. I asked what it was called, but all I got was a  knowing smile.

I suppressed my growing curiosity as we drove through winding suburban streets, and was startled to see her pulling up outside a small brick residence. She turned to me, smiling: ‘It’s modest, inclined to serve up leftovers, but cheap and very quick service.’ I didn’t know what to say. But I got out of the car. And when I’d sat down opposite her at her breakfast bar, spaghetti fork in one hand and wineglass in the other, I felt truly at home.

...

It was a friendly sort of meal, wholesome and tasty and washed down with a nice drop of red. Well, a couple of glasses. I confess to being a one-drink wonder, inexperienced in serious alcohol consumption, so when I finally put down my fork I was, shall we say, a little sleepy.

But not so sleepy that I couldn’t feel Laura’s ankle close to mine, under the bar. I swear it wasn’t touching, but I felt a warmth. I moved toward it, and there it was. That part of a woman’s body that was out of bounds to my great great grandfather, that part above which no man could ever go, unless granted the sanctity of holy matrimony. Even then, only with procreation in mind.

Neither matrimony nor procreation were on my mind when we touched. It’s fair to say my mind suddenly emptied. A shiver went through me as I was hit by a thousand-volt charge. I remember wondering if she could spot my agitated state, and instantly putting the thought aside as immaterial. I felt possessed. Some might call it madness, which certainly would have been the view of my mother. Not to mention my wife and children. 

Madness or not, I saw with great clarity what I needed to do. I sat there for a moment, feeling the charge raise my pulse, lift my spirit, and no doubt bring back that flush to my face. Then I stood up.

And so did she, at the same instant. We walked to the end of the breakfast bar, stood for a moment facing each other, and then tentatively clasped hands. My fingers felt her warm, moist palms. She stared into my eyes, and I into hers. All I could see were those pools, those blue-green pools, enlarged by those oval specs, with the edges creased into a smile. Her lips were smiling too, as our faces drew together. The air fairly crackled as our lips met.

...

The kiss was forever, yet was over in a flash. Time stopped for that moment, and started again when she pulled away, her eyes reflecting doubt, concern. I remember noticing that, and for a fleeting moment thinking perhaps I should feel the same. But again the madness, or whatever, took me over. Holding her hands, I smiled, and drew her face closer, to plead with her, ‘Stay close. Stay with me. Don’t stop.’

She pulled away, but only to guide me by the hand out of the kitchen, along a short passageway to a small room dominated by an old-fashioned iron-framed double bed. The bed was neatly made, with a cream cotton quilt, in front of curtains drawn, cutting us off from the world. A cosy haven, with all our problems shut outside.

Laura patted the bed, inviting me to sit, which I did. She took off her spectacles and put them on the bedside table. Then she demanded my mobile phone, switched it off and put it next to the specs. Things looked serious.

She unbuttoned her blouse. A floral one, I recall, olive-green with dark leaves and pink flowers, maybe blue as well. She unfastened her skirt, dropped it to the floor, with her pantyhose, and stood for a moment in bra and knickers, as if sizing me up. I remember that her skin seemed unbelievably white and smooth, and that her belly and upper thighs were pleasantly rounded. And that she had a small mole just above her right hip.

Then she knelt in front of me, carefully, methodically loosening my tie, undoing my shirt buttons, while I sat there, passive, struck dumb. She was taking control. Someone had to.

For a moment she put her face against my chest, smelling my odour, kissing a nipple. Then again she pulled back, unfastening my belt and unzipping my trousers. My cock, so long confined, leaped out at her. I was astonished myself at how erect it stood, the proud cock, it seemed, not of a time-worn husband but of an adolescent youth.

I could sit no longer. I stepped out of my remaining clothes, held her elbows and lifted her to her feet, pulling her against me, pulling her belly tight against my hot, throbbing member. We kissed once more – not the excited, electric kiss of before, but the kiss of lovers who know the ropes and know where they’re headed, and that nothing can stop them.

My tongue tasting hers, entwining with it, pressing against the top of her mouth, exploring her teeth, her gums, inside her cheeks and under her tongue. Her tongue pushing, probing, into the far recesses of my mouth.

All the time my hands working at her bra strap until her last garment but one fell away. Pulling back, I saw her breasts – the breasts of a mother, ample rather than pert, with large aureoles. Defying the downward trend of the breasts, the nipples stood out, as if begging to be kissed.

And kiss them I did, and sucked them, and heard her small sounds of pleasure as I buried my face between them, licking her salty skin, taking nourishment. Feeding my spirit as the baby feeds its body.

...

My hands, now in the small of her back, took on a life of their own. I could feel her fingers dig into my back as my right hand slipped under her knickers. I felt the slit between her firm, wide buttocks, and my fingers pushed downward, holding her left buttock, pressing deep into her crevice, touching her there for a moment before moving on.

And now my hand moved around her left hip, into the crease where leg meets body, the crease that leads downward and inward, to the holiest place known to Man. 

I stretched my fingers down between her legs, holding her mound of Venus and caressing her perineum. And I felt her lips, engorged and pulsating, open at my touch. I felt the flood of warmth as her juices flowed out on to my fingers. I felt against my palm her clit, pushing itself outward, demanding attention. Which I gave it, squeezing it gently, turning my finger in circles around it as I pushed into her inner sanctum.

Her knickers, her last covering, fell to the floor.

...

She put her finger to my lips, as if to quiet me. And then I felt her fingertips moving down my left side, to my hips, to that same crevice at the top of my leg. I shivered. Again she shushed me, smiling. Her hand moved between my thighs, cradling my balls as she kissed them, one by one.

Then she knelt before me, as if she were the slave attending to the Master. A pretence – she surely knew who was really the slave. She took each of my balls in turn between her lips, gently rolling them around with her tongue, as if she knew full well how painful a wrong move could be. But there were no wrong moves, only the most sublime pleasure.

Her mouth moved to my cock, by now threatening to burst out of its overstretched skin. Her tongue moved from the base, up the shaft to that magical spot underneath the head. There she paused, flicking her tongue gently from side to side, across the stretch of skin connecting the foreskin with the glans. I gasped with pleasure, holding her head tightly between my hands, as if begging her never to stop. Oh God. Oh God.

And then she put my cock into her mouth, sucking and swallowing and drawing my cock deep into her mouth, as if I was fucking her at the wrong end. And when I was on the point of coming, she stopped, pulled her mouth away, looked up at me, and smiled.

...

It’s hard now, describing what happened next. I have to disassemble the whole – take a bunch of seemingly disconnected memories and try to put them into an order. Try to make order out of what was – no question – absolute chaos.

The moment we hit the bed, I lost all semblance of civilisation, all sense that I was an organised human being, governed by Reason and Commitment. The only reason or commitment I could possibly have known was there in front of me – this life, this wildlife, this wonderful, magnificent woman, this Laura. My beloved.

Pushing her hips up to meet mine. Sitting astride me, sucking and chewing and swallowing my cock. On all fours underneath me as I pushed against her wonderful buttocks, and above me as she lowered her glorious cunt down on to my mouth, so that my face was buried in her, my tongue between her hot, silky-smooth lips, my lips holding and sucking on her clit.

Through all this I didn’t come, though I seem to recall Laura did, several times. Once when we were in the missionary position I remember thinking Thank God as she pulled away from me. All my baser instincts urged me to come, but a higher part of my brain kept insisting that I postpone the end, that I make this moment last forever, or at least build the tension slowly so that the climax, when it arrived, was suitably tremendous. This encounter, this woman, deserved nothing less.

...

The end was a fitting finale. I was deeply immersed in her nether regions, my lips kissing hers, my tongue caressing her labia, swallowing her juices, my mouth sucking on her magic mound, my fingers exploring the innermost reaches of her honey pot, when she pulled away, turned her body and whispered in my ear, ‘Enough.’

Sitting astride me, she lowered her hips over my still-erect cock. Slowly, slowly she grasped my glans with her cunt, pushing down, down, down. I felt her inner heat as she held me with her body, her knees pressing against my sides, the glistening juices of her beautiful yoni, now swallowing its lingam, her glorious round buttocks pushing against that G-spot at the top of my legs. My pubic hair matted with sweat, and love.

Her body revealed itself in all its splendour above me, her breasts moving in time with our music. Her mouth open wide, her lips a great O. And her eyes, her laughing eyes, first looking into mine, then looking up and closing as we drew nearer to the end.

And the rhythm of love, slow at first, still slow, too slow, then up a beat, steady, then faster, faster, faster, until I could bear it no longer, and cried out with all the pleasure and joy of being alive at this time, in this place, with this woman, this Laura.

...

We lay together for a while. It seemed no time at all, really, but I must have slept, because I remember starting as a bird hit Laura’s bedroom window, and then discovering that I was already two hours overdue for that meeting. The Director must have left umpteen messages on my mobile, wondering what on earth had happened to his ever-reliable lieutenant. And I remember lying back, my head next to hers, and not caring. 

...

She asked me what I felt, but I couldn’t find words. Surreal. Sublime. Heavenly. None of them were enough. ‘Why not call it Love?’ I said. She laughed – a bit nervously? ‘Let’s just call it a great fuck, and get on with whatever life has to throw at us,’ she said.

...

Well, yes, we’ll have to get on with life. I have no idea what tomorrow will bring. I don’t have a clue how to meet this turn of events, this challenge to my security. I don’t know what to say to myself, let alone to anyone else. I only know that this – whatever it was – this event – has changed my life. Forever.

