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Camping Holiday

Chapter One

It was the summer of 1976 and I’d just left school. Those of you old enough to remember will know what the weather was like. Hot! In fact it was the hottest summer in England for a long, long time. Fed up with being alone at home, all my friends had started work or were on holiday with their parents, my first job was still a month away, I’d decided to pack my tent and a few things, jump on my motorbike and head off somewhere.

The first toss of a coin gave me south, the second west. That is how I selected Cornwall.

I was on a campsite, or to be more precise a field with a swimming pool, shower and toilet block, just outside of Padstow. My home for the last week was a very off-white, one-man tent, about eight feet by four with just enough room inside for me and my few things.

I’d not long returned from my day at the beach, about an hour’s steady walk, when I noticed a large Rover pull up opposite my tent. It was towing a relatively large caravan. The sun’s glare on the car’s windscreen prevented me from seeing the occupants clearly. One of the pleasures of camping is watching my fellow campers go by; at least the young scantly dressed female ones.

At this point I’ll say a bit about me, or at least as I was then. I was tall, well over 6’ (that hasn’t changed) but looked a bit skinny, mainly because I was into long distance running. I had long dark hair which was usually greasy an hour after it had been washed. I was told I was reasonably ok to look at and that my best assets were my pale blue eyes. Oh yes! I was still a virgin, in fact had never even seen a naked woman except in photographs, but I lived in hope.

Anyway, back to the story. The Rover took an eternity to back the caravan into a position suitable to the driver. The driver got out of the car and began to disconnect the caravan. He was average height, balding and I guessed his age to be mid thirties. Judging by his red face he’d been in the car a while (normal English cars of the period never had air-conditioning) and didn’t seem too happy. From the passenger side a woman emerged with a grace beyond all men (well straight men anyway). She was petite about 5’1” with a delightfully slender figure. Despite being in the same car as the man she looks as if she was stepping out of the one of the world’s top hotels; so cool did she look. 

‘We’d have been here hours ago if you could only read a bloody map.’ I heard the man shout at the woman. She ignored him and started to unload some things from the back of the car. Still grumbling the man set about preparing the caravan for occupation. 

For the next twenty minutes I admired this woman opposite. Her dark hair was short for the period but it enhanced her Elvin face. I decided she was a few years younger than her husband (I’d noticed a ring and made what turned out to be an accurate assumption). She seemed unconcerned at her husband’s moaning and just got on with her jobs in what was an obviously well rehearsed routine. As the man pulled a large awning out of the caravan, I decided to be neighbourly (not just to get a closer look at his wife) and offer him a hand. Just as I stood up he noticed me and shouted with the tone of a schoolteacher, ‘Oye you! Come here and assist me with this awning.’ That this was an order rather than a request was obvious. Even at school we weren’t talked to like that.

I looked at him with disdain and decided to emulate his wife and ignore him. I sat down again. He shouted a few more times, his voice getting shriller and his face redder with each call, until he realised that I was immune to his words. As much as I liked looking at his wife, I’d had enough of him, so I grabbed a towel and headed off to the pool for a swim.

When I got back an hour or so later the couple were in the caravan. I settled down outside my tent to catch the last rays of sunshine before turning in. Before I did I saw the man leave the caravan and after a snarl at me, jump into his car and head off. He hadn’t returned by the time I dropped off to sleep.

I did hear his car again the following morning, before six o’clock at that, when he drove off. Fortunately it was early enough for me to get back to sleep again.

Later that morning I was dressed in my holiday attire, i.e. shorts and trainers only; and for want of something better to do I was cleaning my bike when the woman came out of the caravan. She saw me looking and waved. Being polite, to say nothing of curious, I waved back and was delighted when she walked over to me. I watched her head towards me, taking in her pink summer shorts and bikini top. My eyes started with her fabulous long legs, at least long in proportion with her size, and worked their way up past a slim waist to small breasts. If she was aware of my interest she didn’t show it.

‘Hi! I’m sorry about last night,’ she started, ‘but Ron’s like that. He was an officer in the Army and doesn’t know how to talk to people; he assumes that he can still order people about. You were about to help anyway weren’t you?’

I nodded, ‘I was until he spoke to me like that, then he’d got no chance.’

‘I thought as much. Have you been here long?’ she asked.

‘Just over a week.’ I replied.

‘So you know your way around by now then?’

Again I nodded.

‘Oh! I’m Jacqui.’ She held out her hand. I was a bit surprised at first; we don’t do a lot of hand shaking where I come from.

I took her hand and said ‘David.’ Her hand was small and very soft. I held onto it too long until I noticed her look at our hands with a raised eyebrow. ‘Sorry!’ I muttered quickly, but reluctantly, letting go of her dainty hand.

We talked for a while about the British favourite topic; the weather, and she admired my bike saying she’d never actually been on one. Then she offered to make us a cup of tea, which I gladly accepted. As she walked back to her caravan I couldn’t help but stare at her pert buttocks as they swayed gently with her stride. A couple of seconds later she returned and asked if I had any fresh milk. I went inside my tent and retrieved a bottle from the bowl of water that acted as my fridge. I passed it to Jacqui and watched a rerun of her walk back to her caravan. It was just as good second time around; in fact I felt my cock stirring.

Whilst we were drinking our cuppas I found out a few more details about her. She was married to Ron, as I’d assumed, he’d recently had to leave the army under what I gathered was some sort of cloud but she didn’t go into too much detail, they’d come here for their holiday so that he could fish; which explained the early departure, and so that she could visit nearby Trebyan, which apparently was the village near Bodmin where her mother had been born and raised. She was younger than I’d thought, only 27 compared with her husband’s 41, I never was very good at assessing peoples’ ages. I told her a bit about myself. I thought of embellishing the truth to make me sound at least a bit interesting but didn’t.

‘How far is the nearest shop?’ Jacqui asked when we’d finished our drinks.

‘Depends on what you want,’ I answered, ‘if you just want a few things and you don’t mind paying a bit over the odds then there’s a shop about a half a mile away. Otherwise it’s a trip into Padstow or Newquay.’

She smiled at me and said, ‘I suppose I can manage to walk half a mile.’

All too eagerly I blurted ‘I’ll give you a lift if you want, I’ve got a spare lid.’ I looked at her and could see on her face the question. ‘Lid is a biker’s term for a crash helmet.’

She nodded at my explanation before answering. ‘I don’t know, you hear so much about motorbike accidents.’

I’ll go gentle with you, I said not realising the innuendo. This made Jacqui laugh and decided the issue for her. ‘OK then, but first I want to try it just around the campsite.’

I reached inside my tent to grab both lids (two lids because as I said earlier, I lived in hope). I passed her my spare and needlessly explained how to fasten it. Jacqui must have been laughing inside at my eagerness.

I started the bike and sat astride and helped Jacqui get on behind me. Rather than tell her to hold on to the grab rail at the back I suggested she wrap her arms around me. This option certainly had my vote. Her hands came around and held on to my naked chest. I was so excited at this gorgeous woman touching me, however innocently on her part that I could not speak. I turned around to check she was OK and set of slowly. Her grip tightened initially but as she got more used to it she relaxed. Twice around the field was enough to show her that she it was not too scary so we set off for the shop. (I know riding without protective clothing is stupid but I was young and trying to impress a woman – potentially a lethal combination but I was lucky)

On our return trip Jacqui’s hands seemed to caress my chest as she held on. By the time we got back I had a very erect cock. To prevent her noticing I dropped her at her caravan door in a pretence of chivalry but really so that I didn’t have to get off in front of her.

In the few seconds it took to get to my tent Jacqui had gone inside her caravan. I quickly parked my bike and dived into my tent. I took off my lid and started rubbing my hard cock. I knew I needed relief so I whipped off my shorts and lay down on my blanket. I started to rub my cock thinking of Jacqui’s hands on me and imagining them on my throbbing dick. Suddenly the light in the tent changed and I heard something outside. Letting go of my cock I quickly peered out of the tent entrance, which in my youthful eagerness had not fastened. I saw Jacqui walking back to her caravan. I wondered what she wanted before I spotted my spare lid.

‘Had she seen me?’ I asked myself, knowing that with the unfastened flaps it was quite possible. The idea terrified me and thrilled me at the same time. The terror won out, so I fastened the flaps before lying back and restarted stroking my cock, this time picturing Jacqui watching me and imagining her offering to help. Needless to say it wasn’t long before I was shooting come all over my chest. 

I used some toilet paper to wipe myself and left the temporary home intent on disposing of the incriminating evidence and having a shower. As I left the tent Jacqui was standing a few feet away and looking in my direction. I saw her eyes take in the tissue I was holding and look at my chest. My own eyes followed hers and I saw the damp residue still clinging to the few chest hairs I had. I could feel the blood running up to my face, the opposite direction to normal. Jacqui unleashed her fabulous smile. ‘I wondered if you fancied to eat with me tonight,’ she asked.

I was going to decline through embarrassment but found my head nodding in agreement. My body was obviously working independently from my brain.

‘Fine!’ she said, ‘I don’t like eating alone much. Is half past six ok?’

Again I nodded and Jacqui walked away, her face displaying a broad, knowing grin.

I had a quick shower and decided to walk down to the beach. As I grabbed my towel I decided to ask Jacqui if she wanted to join me, the embarrassment forgot (Ah! The resilience of youth).

At first she agreed, but finding out about the hour’s walk to the nearest decent beach, she decided against it. ‘Unless you fancy riding there,’ she ended.

The thought of Jacqui’s hands around me again had me swiftly agreeing.

The beach we went was quite crowded but clean. As we walked, looking for a space to put our towels, I became aware of the interest Jacqui was creating amongst the male population. Irrationally I felt an inordinate amount of pride. I knew Jacqui wasn’t with me in THAT sense but I was happy in reflected glory.

We found a suitable spot and lay our towels down; when I say we, what I really mean is Jacqui lay hers down whilst I just chucked mine on the sand. However, unintentional it was, it meant that I was already lying down when Jacqui undid her shorts and wriggled out of them revealing the skimpy bottom half of her bikini. She was facing me as she did this and my eyes instantaneously focused on the tiny piece of material covering her pussy. I was very quickly erect again imagining what treasure was hidden there. There was no way I could hide my erection other than to cover it with my hands, which I wasn’t going to do. When I eventually dragged my gaze away from her sex I saw that she was looking at my bulge. She smiled, as if in acknowledgement of a compliment, before lying down next to me.

We swam a couple of times in the sea where I managed a few innocuous touches of Jacqui’s sexy body, but most of the time we just lay out catching the sun’s rays.

On the ride back Jacqui’s hands were once again around my bare chest and stomach. Approaching our campsite a car pulled out sharply in front of us (the curse of motorcycling) and I had to brake sharply, forcing us forward. I felt Jacqui’s right hand, which had been holding my stomach, slid down and make contact with my cock. The contact was minimal but the response was not. Consciously knowing that there was no danger of an accident meant that my subconscious sent blood surging to my cock. It seemed to me that Jacqui’s hand lingered longer than was necessary. I know it was still touching after I was fully erect and I think that she actually squeezed me slightly as she moved her hand back up to my waist. I continued and a few seconds later we pulled up at her caravan. I was still erect and had intended to repeat my earlier release. Jacqui, however, wanted to talk and after removing her helmet started berating the car driver and praising my ability. I didn’t say you come to expect it, which of course makes it a bit easier to handle when it does happen.

By the time I had parked the bike by my tent Jacqui had walked over to join me, still complaining about the idiot in the car. I could see that though angry she was also a little shocked, so when she suggested a drink, and as my bulge had subsided, I agreed to join her.

After the second Bacardi and Coke she had calmed down enough to forget the car and talk about the rest of the day. It was about then that she noticed me admiring her breasts. Once again I was treated to her wonderful smile.

Knowing that I’d been caught I apologised for staring.

This time she laughed. ‘No need to complain. It’s nice when a good-looking young man admires me. Although there’s not much to admire.’ She looked down at her breasts in slight disappointment. She then looked at me with a mischievous twinkle in her eye and asked, ‘Speaking of things to admire, is your bulge still troubling you?’

Seeing my face redden, she said, ‘Sorry David! I didn’t mean to embarrass you.’

‘You didn’t,’ I lied, ‘it’s just I didn’t think you noticed.’

She laughed again. ‘Of course I noticed. I noticed the way you look at me and exactly where you look.’ My face coloured even more at this but she still continued, ‘it would have been difficult not to see your reaction; you weren’t wearing much to hide it after all. Besides I felt good knowing that you had an erection because of me.’

I was struck dumb. This is not the way my imagination said women talked, but it wasn’t over yet.

‘And knowing that you masturbated thinking of me was exciting for me too.’ Deep down I knew that she had known but for her to say it! How much blood could my face hold?

‘You were?’ she asked. 

I nodded agreement.

‘I thought so, I knew that you had masturbated, I just assumed, actually hoped, it was because of me. David look at me.’

I looked into her beautiful eyes. ‘Are you hard now?’ she asked with supreme gentleness.

‘Yes,’ I replied, finally managing to speak, even if it was only one word.

‘Would you like me to do it for you?’ she asked. We both knew exactly what ‘it’ was.

Unable to believe what I’d heard I again lost my verbal capacity. I nodded.

She took my hand and led me to the bed. She removed my shorts taking care not to touch my cock and then guided me onto the bed.

She lay down beside me with her shoulders level with my waist. She paused briefly before placing her hand on my stomach. This sent tingles of pleasure shooting through my young body. I thought, “If this is how it feels when she touches my stomach how good is it going to be when she holds my cock”. I soon found out. After a couple of minutes caressing and stroking all around my manhood she finally gripped it; the first hand other than mine to ever hold it. The sensations her hand produced were momentous, never to be beaten again, probably because I’d never have that intense anticipation again.

Her hand moved slower and her grip was lighter than when I did it for myself but when I masturbated my only expectation was quick relief. Jacqui was building me up slowly, well not that slowly; young males, especially virgins, don’t tend to do slow! It wasn’t long before I could feel the unrelenting pressure in my balls start to give and a few seconds later I was erupting all over my chest again; the first squirt even landing in my face. Needless to say I’d never achieved anything remotely that good going solo.

‘Is that better?’ asked Jacqui.

I nodded, my breathing not yet stable enough to talk.

‘Good. Now go and clean yourself up and come back across to the caravan, say in forty minutes, and I’ll do us something to eat. You are hungry aren’t you?’

This time I managed a one-word reply, ‘ravenous.’

She laughed and got up off the bed and went into the kitchen area (galley for those caravaners amongst you). She only detoured to get me some tissues. I just lay there in shock for a few moments. A girl, no a woman, a gorgeous one at that, had just wanked me off. She’d held my cock until I’d come. I was struggling to take it in. Although at sixteen many lads are sexually experienced, I’d been brought up in a family of sons, went to a strict all-boys school and tended to go tongue-tied just looking at a pretty girl. The only reason I’d been able to talk to Jacqui was her age, I hadn’t considered her as a potential sexual partner, at least, I didn’t consider she’d think of me as one.

I used the tissue to wipe the mess from me and went to the shower block for a quick clean up. Half an hour later I was knocking on the caravan door. I heard Jacqui call come in so I entered to see her still at the kitchen. ‘Shepherd’s Pie OK?’ she asked.

‘Fine,’ I replied. It made a change from beans on toast or chips, my staple diet at the camp. She still had her back to me so I spent the time admiring her sexy body. My mind was conjuring up all sorts of scenarios, I had hoped for some sign of intimacy after the earlier episode but none were evident. If Jacqui sensed my bewilderment she did nothing about it. In fact it could have been my mum sitting opposite me as we ate, well, apart from the fact that I don’t admire my mum’s breasts all the through a meal.

‘Do you know if there is a bus service to Bodmin?’ she asked.

I didn’t even know exactly where Bodmin was, I knew it was close but that was all. ‘Sorry! I can find out though,’ I answered.

‘Would you mind?’

‘Not at all,’ I said, ‘in fact I’ll do it now if you want.’

‘Finish your food first,’ Jacqui ordered, just like my mum.

After the meal I ran across to the toilets where there was a notice board just outside. I assumed, rightly, that there would be a timetable there. I checked for Bodmin and found there was a service but it went through Newquay and took nearly two and a half hours to do the trip. Armed with my information I ran back to tell Jacqui.

Jacqui looked disappointed with the news. ‘It looked a lot closer on the map,’ she said.

There had been a map of the area on the notice board and I’d checked out Bodmin. 

‘It’s not actually that far.’ I said, ‘it’s just that the bus service goes via Newquay.’ 

‘I know. It’s just that I don’t fancy spending that much time just sitting on the bus.’

‘Why do you want to go? If you don’t mind me asking,’ I said.

‘It’s the main reason I was prepared to come down here with Ron.’ At the mention of his name I realised that I’d conveniently forgotten about her husband.

‘Won’t he take you?’ I asked, ‘or can’t you use the car?’

‘I don’t drive. And there’s no way Ron’s going to give up any fishing time just to take me to see my mum’s village.’

‘Your mum owns a village?’ I asked incredulously. 

Jacqui laughed, ‘no she doesn’t own it. It’s just where she was born and brought up.’

‘If you’re not going to be carrying anything to big or heavy then I’ll take you on the bike. If you want that is,’ I added tentatively. 

‘Would you mind?’

Would I mind? This woman had just given me my first non self-induced orgasm. I’d do anything for her. ‘Of course I wouldn’t mind,’ I said, ‘in fact, it’ll give me somewhere to go.’

It was finally agreed that I would take her the following day to her mother’s village, a place called Trebyan. We’d spent the rest of the afternoon by the pool, swimming and talking. She told me about Ron and her. How after half a dozen happy years he’d been virtually kicked out of the army and it had turned him morose. The only reason she’d agreed to join him was because she wanted to visit Trebyan. I spent quite a bit of time in the cool water of the pool, mainly because Jacqui ‘s exquisite body displayed in her bikini was doing its best to give me a permanent erection, especially when I looked at the dainty fingers that had held my cock. She seemed surprised that I hadn’t got anything better to do than hang around talking to her. I don’t think she was thinking straight.

Chapter Two

I didn’t sleep too well that night; too much excitement from what had happened and my imagination running wild with what might happen. This covered everything from nothing happening at all to Jacqui leaving her husband for me (was I a romantic or what! What I was, was a sixteen boy with his blood temporarily on vacation from his brain). I don’t know which scared me the most, so, I tried to concentrate in the middle where our contact was pure sexual. A lack of knowledge prevented any accuracy in those dreams. 

I heard her husband drive off again early and was tempted to go across to see her but I couldn’t come up with an excuse good enough to convince me, never mind Jacqui.

Jacqui packed a few things into my panniers and we set off. I’d checked exactly where I was going the previous evening.

The ride to Trebyan was fun if uneventful. The roads were nice and twisty, good biking roads. Having a beautiful woman behind me just enhanced that natural pleasure of riding.

Trebyan turned out to be a small typical village. Jacqui found out where her mother had lived and even found an old neighbour who remembered her and her family. The morning flew past and before long it was time to head back. Just outside of the village there was a hill and I stopped the bike and suggested we have a picnic. Jacqui rapidly agreed and had soon got all her stuff laid out on a tablecloth. Jacqui was wearing her shorts again with a pale yellow blouse. I could discern the outlines of a bra underneath. I was wearing just my shorts as usual.

After eating, I lay back to watch the blue, cloudless sky wondering if I dare bring up the topic of sex in any way, shape or form. The answer was no, I daren’t.

Jacqui lay down beside me but on her side propped up on one elbow and looking down at me. 

‘Thanks David. I’ve really enjoyed today, a lot more than I would have done on my own.’

‘I’ve enjoyed it too,’ I said.

‘Have you really?’ she asked.

I thought for a moment and answered honestly, ‘yes I have.’

As she started talking Jacqui’s fingers had touched my naked chest and she’d been tracing little circles with them. At first I’m not sure that she was aware of what she was doing but I know, I certainly was. The first touch sent shivers through my body heading in different directions. Those heading up ended at my brain brought the chemical messages of pleasure; those heading down went straight to my cock. I was very quickly erect, yet again.

I lay incredibly still, wishing her fingers to continue if not expand their circling. To my delight they did, as Jacqui continued to talk about her mother’s old house and the people we’d met, her fingers started to caress my chest. I’m certain Jacqui did not mean it to be sexual but it certainly was, especially when one finger brushed my left nipple.

All too soon, Jacqui realised what she was doing and stopped. ‘I’m sorry, I was miles away, just grabbing a small piece of happiness whilst I can,’ she explained.

‘Please don’t be sorry. I was enjoying it,’ I don’t know what made me add, ‘listening to your voice whilst you caressed me. You don’t have to stop.’

Jacqui looked at me and I could tell her mind was now back here. ‘I must admit, I was enjoying it too, you’re easy to be with.’ She put her hand back on my chest and began to caress it again. This time her movements were a bit firmer, her hand covering my entire chest especially around my nipples. I never knew that my nipples were that sensitive. Her fingers gave way to her hands as they rubbed and stroked my chest. She turned her hand to face down and began to caress my stomach. I felt my muscles tighten as her fingers went over them. They went down to the top of my shorts and I could see that Jacqui was watching her hand, knew that she was aware of my excitement. I hoped for a repeat of yesterday.

Her hand moved to hold my stiff cock as she turned to face me. ‘I seem to have caused that problem again,’ she whispered, a wicked smile lighting up her face.

I nodded.

Her hand left my cock and returned to my stomach. She easily undid the cord of my shorts. I raised my hips off the ground and Jacqui, taking the hint, pulled my shorts down exposing my aching manhood. She looked at it with interest before taking hold and gently stroking it. She shifted her position slightly so that she could use both hands, one on my shaft the other softly holding my balls. I thought I was in ecstasy. Each time my body gave any sign of over excitement her grip would slacken and her movements cease for a while. After about ten minutes I didn’t know whether I could take any more when Jacqui bent over and started running her tongue up and down my shaft and around my head. I’d never experienced anything like it before and I was just thinking it was the best ever feeling when Jacqui’s mouth engulfed my cock. It’s a wonder I didn’t come immediately. The moist heat from her mouth and her active tongue were giving me sensations way beyond my meagre imagination but I still managed to last a long time, about two minutes, which considering was a long time. I can’t remember if I warned Jacqui of my impending ejaculation but I most definitely do remember coming in her mouth with the force of a volcano. Jacqui’s had one hand cupping my balls as they emptied into her waiting mouth and the other at the base of my cock pumping every last drop of come from my body.

When she was satisfied I had nothing left she sat back and looked down at me with a knowing smile. My eyes weren’t focusing perfectly as my brain struggled to cope with the influx of sensations from my sated body, but I could see some of my come on her chin. That sight was my most erotic to date.

‘Is that better?’ she asked needlessly.

‘Better,’ I gasped, ‘it was better than anything I could imagine.’

‘I’m glad you enjoyed it, you’ve deserved a treat,’ she laughed gently.

‘If that’s what I get then you’ve got a chauffeur for as long as you want.’

Jacqui laughed, louder this time, ‘I might just take you up on that.’

I wondered if Jacqui wanted me to do anything for her but she gave no sign that I could discern and I was too scared to ask. We rode back to camp shortly after and agreed to meet later by the pool. 

I was there first, too impatient to wait in my tent. A couple of young girls walked past in tiny bikinis, exactly what I’d have been watching for the previous week. That day I hardly noticed them my attention firmly on Jacqui as she made her entrance simultaneously. Not only my attention, I noticed most of the men were watching Jacqui as she walked towards me in her own scanty bikini. Jacqui’s figure had a lot more worth looking at. I felt unjustifiably proud when she sat down next to me.

We spent the rest of the day sunbathing and making small talk, this time with me telling Jacqui about my life back in the Midlands. Jacqui left about six o’clock to prepare tea for her husband, for whom I felt an irrational jealousy. No plans were made for the following day.

I slept exceptionally well that night after relieving myself yet again remembering the feeling of Jacqui’s mouth on my erect cock 

Chapter Three 

I woke quite late the following morning. I looked out of my tent and was greeted by another fabulous cloudless sky. Why couldn’t all summers be like this I asked myself, not considering what a rainless summer would do to England’s agriculture?

I felt great. I turned to look towards Jacqui’s caravan and felt my stomach churn. The Rover was still there. I quickly withdrew back into my tent. What did this mean for my hopes? Jacqui had insinuated that there might have been more encounters. Did her husband know or guess what had happened? Had he finished fishing? These and a thousand other questions flooded my brain, and it couldn’t answer one of them. As I obviously could not spend any time with Jacqui I decided to go into Newquay and do some sightseeing. Although my decision was made I still delayed making a move as long as I could in the forlorn hope that Ron would disappear. He didn’t and I ended up spending a reasonably enjoyable day in Newquay, only thinking about Jacqui about half the time. 

I returned about four o’clock and was delighted to see that the Rover had gone. I parked the bike and walked over to the caravan. I shouted and looked inside but Jacqui was not about. Immensely disappointed I went to my tent, put my swimming trunks on and headed for the pool hoping that Jacqui would be there. She wasn’t and I spent a few hours alone in a typical teenage sulk, oblivious to the sun and all the other pretty girls around.

I got back to my tent well past seven o’clock and the Rover had still not returned. I took out my book, lay on the ground in front of my tent and tried to read. Every sound that could, just possibly be an approaching car, made me look up with anticipation. Finally, just before nine thirty I was rewarded. The Rover appeared and I saw instantly, as expected, that Jacqui was with her husband.

They got out of the car together, talking too quietly for me to hear and headed to their caravan. He didn’t even look in my direction; Jacqui just gave me the briefest of smiles. They did not leave their caravan again that evening.

I went to sleep wondering if I would get another chance to be alone with Jacqui.

Because I was late getting to sleep, I again woke up late. I opened my tent and looked across to Jacqui’s caravan. The weather was just as nice as it had been the previous day but it didn’t matter, if I couldn’t be with Jacqui then the day was going to be poor. The car was gone, which I took for a good sign, but there was no sign of Jacqui. I quickly pulled on my shorts and headed over. My heart sank when I realised that she was not there. 

The short walk back to my tent took twice as long as normal as I forced my reluctant legs to move. I slipped back inside and lay down, uncertain as to why I felt so low. 

‘David, are you in there?’ a soft feminine voice called.

Instantly my heart jumped, although to be more accurate it was my stomach.

‘Yes.’ I replied as I quickly crawled out of the tent.

I was greeted by Jacqui’s radiant smile. ‘What do fancy doing today?’ she asked.

‘Nothing planned, but I thought we could go for a ride and perhaps find a nice beach.’ I nearly said ‘secluded beach’ but I thought better of it. I’d also noticed that I’d used ‘we’ instead of ‘I’ as if I assumed that we were together. If Jacqui noticed she didn’t comment.

She did say, ‘that sounds great. Look I’m sorry about yesterday, but Ron wanted to go visit some boring military museum and insisted I go with him.’ She laughed at a thought and then shared it with me, ‘he actually believed I would enjoy it. Do you want to go right away?’

‘Might as well.’

‘OK. I’ll go make up some sandwiches. Want to come across?’

I agreed and we walked across to her caravan. Inside I sat at the table watching Jacqui in her preparations. She was wearing a short frilly skirt and a light blue blouse. I was admiring her rear view and thinking about how nice it would be to have Jacqui sitting behind me with her skirt up around her stomach. I then thought of other people looking at the display she would surely put on. I decided to warn her.

‘Jacqui. Are you going to wear that skirt? I asked.

‘Yes!‘ she answered frowning, ‘Why?’

‘On a motorbike! I don’t mind but it will show a bit of leg.’ I pointed out.

‘Oh! I hadn’t thought of that.’

She moved to another part of the caravan and grabbed the shorts she’d been wearing when we rode out to Trebyan. ‘Will these do?’ she asked bringing them to me and holding them up.

‘Sure.’

Then to my amazement she undid her skirt and stepped out of it. She had on the briefest panties I’d seen in my sheltered life, simple white ones with a frill of lace at the edge. She was stood facing me so I could easily make out her pussy sheltering behind the thin piece of material. I could even see a few black pubic hairs protracting from below. I was immediately hard, a condition I was finding to be the norm when I was around Jacqui.

She swiftly pulled on her shorts before noticing my reaction. She laughed and said, ‘I’m sorry. I’m used to getting changed in front of Ron. It seems I’m getting used to having you around too. Anyway, you’ve seen me in bikini bottoms before. What’s the difference?’

I blushed slightly. The difference was the fabric. Bikinis are designed to be worn in public; the briefs Jacqui was wearing were not and were transparent enough to make a big difference. I decided not to mention this to Jacqui.

My elder brother had mentioned a nice empty beach before I’d set off and it was this that we went in search of. Jacqui was fast becoming an excellent pillion rider and I found myself riding faster each time she rode with me. Nowhere near as fast as I rode on my own though. About forty minutes later I found the beach in question. It was in a small bay, surrounded by high cliffs. It was also about a mile from the road with only a bridle path going anywhere near it. The long walk deterred most motorists but with a bike we just rode right up to the cliff edge. There were a couple of other motorbikes there so we wouldn’t have the beach to ourselves which was a touch disappointing. We looked down and saw a clean beach about half a mile long and a hundred yards deep. I could see about a dozen people about. We scurried down the steep path to the beach and walked the length until Jacqui found somewhere that met some unknown criteria and we settled down.

One of the disadvantages (or advantages depending on your perspective) of bikes is that conversation is limited, so we spent the first hour talking, or in my case listening. Jacqui told me about her dull day with her dull husband (her words not mine). How that since he’d left the army he’d changed beyond recognition. 

‘How about a swim?’ I asked once the conversation had dried up.

‘Good idea,’ Jacqui said before hesitating, ‘I didn’t bring a costume though. Did you?’

‘No,’ I said, ‘but I’ll just swim in my shorts.’

‘It’s alright for men.’ She complained, unknowingly pleasing me by classing me as a man rather than a boy.

‘You’ve got your bra and pants on. Use them,’ I suggested.

Jacqui looked around. There was still about a dozen other people on the beach but none near us and all seemed to be in couples. ‘OK.’ She agreed before adding with a grin, ‘you only want to see my knickers again.’

Her good mood was infectious and I replied, fortunately before thinking about it, ‘I don’t want to see your knickers; I want to see YOU in them.’

Jacqui looked at me for a moment as if trying to make her mind up about something. She just said, ‘perv!’ but her smile showed her mood.

My courage was still there, so I agreed, ‘Guilty as charged.’

I thought to run in the sea and wait for Jacqui but my growing confidence helped me just lie there and watch as she stood up and removed her blouse and shorts. I studied her beautiful body, her small breasts only half concealed by her bra, her lovely smooth stomach, her fantastic long legs but especially the little gap at the top of those legs where her pussy lay hidden. She waited long enough for me to look properly before turning and running into the sea. I quickly ran to join her. She’d turned just as the water became deeper and was watching me run. I could tell that her eyes were fixed on my hard cock. Knowing that just made it stiffen even more. However once in the water the cold had its predictable effect.

We swam and fooled around for about half an hour, during which time I managed to touch Jacqui’s body on numerous occasions. When we finally left the sea I quickly noticed the effect that the water had on Jacqui’s underwear. It made both the bra and panties totally transparent.

As we stood drying ourselves I could not help but stare. I could see the aureole and each nipple of her breasts and I could see the dark triangle of her bush. Becoming aware of my attention Jacqui looked down at herself. ‘No bloody wonder you’re standing there with your jaw on the floor and a rock in your shorts,’ she laughed. Jacqui made no move though to cover her assets, she seemed quite happy for me to ogle her. Ignoring me she continued drying herself off and then lay down again on the sand.

As I joined her she asked, still smiling, ‘so what do you think of the old girl’s body then?’

‘You’re not old,’ I objected, ‘and I think your body’s fabulous.’

Jacqui seemed to warm to my compliment. ‘Thank you.’ 

At the same time she repositioned herself so that her head lay on my stomach. ‘You don’t mind if I use you for a pillow?’ she asked.

We spent the next few hours alternating between swimming and sunbathing. Whenever I was out of the water I sported an erection but we were never alone to try and do anything about it. A few times Jacqui made it worse by touching it in passing. Towards the end of our time there I suggested that we move so that I could rest my back against a nearby rock. Sitting up with Jacqui’s head in my lap I could admire her body so much better, even going as far as stroking her taut stomach.

It was late afternoon when we left our little beach and made the steep climb back up to my bike. I positioned myself behind Jacqui, hoping that she might slip and I could grab hold of her. She didn’t but I did have the chance to watch her fabulous arse close up. Needless to say I was sporting another erection by the time we reached the top. Jacqui came up to me after packing our few things away and gave my a fleeting kiss on the lips and said, ‘thank you for a great day.’ At the same time her hand passed over my cock giving it a quick squeeze. I was nonplussed and couldn’t manage a reply. 

As we rode the rough track back to that road I felt Jacqui’s hands caressing my chest. And she was thanking me!

An hour later and I was sitting again at Jacqui’s table. She was complaining about the sand getting everywhere, especially in her knickers. ‘I’m going to have a shower.’ She stated. I assumed that she would go to the shower block, forgetting that caravans had their own built in shower. Before I realised what was happening Jacqui had stripped naked. It was not done provocatively but it was incredibly sexy to me; my first glimpse of a real naked woman. My eyes went immediately to her bush. I’d seen a lot through her wet panties but it was the thought of her nakedness that was the most exciting. Her legs were kept together and I couldn’t see anything below the thick black pubic hair. I just managed to look at her bare breasts and admire their shape and firmness before Jacqui disappeared behind the shower door.

The next ten minutes were the longest of my life as I waited for Jacqui to come out of the shower. I wanted to tell her how beautiful she was and what she meant to me. Every one of those six hundred seconds of torture was spent thinking of what to say then immediately discarding it. When she finally emerged she stood before me totally naked and asked me to pass her a towel. My rehearsed speech went to pot but I did manage to stutter as I looked at her delicious nudity, ‘Jacqui! You are the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen. Can I touch you?’

Jacqui looked shocked and I began to think I’d gone too far and offended her. She looked at me making no effort to hide her sexy body.

‘I’m sorry David, I really am. I’m used to being with Ron and that I feel so comfortable around you that I keep forgetting that you’re so young.’ I cringed at the last few words but said nothing. She smiled as she asked, ‘am I the first woman you’ve seen naked?’

I nodded.

‘I’m sorry,’ she repeated, ‘ I should have realised.’ She paused a few moments before asking, ‘do you really think I’m beautiful?’

This is one question I could answer easily. ‘Jacqui you are the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen, in real life or in pictures.’ 

The earnest expression on my face as I spoke must have convinced Jacqui that I spoke the truth, at least how I saw it. She actually blushed, ‘I don’t know what to say. No one has ever been that complimentary before.’ 

I didn’t realise at the time but during this weird conversation Jacqui remained nude and I, a sixteen-year-old virgin, spent the whole time looking at her face!

The latter part of my request must have then registered with Jacqui. ‘Yes, I suppose you would want to touch me,’ she said as if to herself. After a moments thought, she took half a step towards me and took hold of my very nervous hand. She placed it on her left breast and left it there. It was everything I’d dreamed it would be, and I’d dreamed about breasts a lot. The skin was so smooth and soft but below held firm. After the initial shock I began to move my hand, entranced as I felt her nipple harden against my palm. I gently squeezed as I cupped my hand around its entirety. I looked away into Jacqui’s eyes and was surprised to see them sparkling. I began to rub my fingertips over her hardened nipple and saw the pleasure reflected in those eyes. She took a further half step and pulled my head into a kiss.

I thought that I’d been kissed before, but those were platonic in comparison. Her lips seemed to melt mine and when her tongue found my own I became oblivious to all my surroundings. I was lost to her body. My hand had instinctively stayed at her breast, squeezing harder than I would have dared just a minute ago. Jacqui’s had one hand on my neck pulling me onto her demanding mouth with the other roaming my back with abandon. My spare hand similarly went to Jacqui’s back, tracing her spine down to her waist and back, pulling her body onto mine. I could feel my cock against her hot abdomen, demanding that I release it. Somehow I ignored it and continued to savour her tongue.

Jacqui stepped back and looked hungrily at my bulge before swiftly removing my shorts. She dragged me towards the bed and pushed me onto it. She positioned her knees either side of me and taking hold of my cock guided it between her legs. Slowly she lowered herself onto my cock. 

This was going too fast for me to keep up. A few seconds ago I was touching a naked woman for the first time and now I was lying watching my cock slide into Jacqui’s hot pussy. I’d believed, through reading, that a woman needed loads of attention before actual sex, but this wasn’t a book, this was very, very real.

A few seconds in her pussy and my mind became concentrated on only the fabulous sensations coursing through my body. All to quickly I felt myself coming. Then I knew none of the delaying tactics that come with experience so I was quickly pumping my load into Jacqui’s active pussy.

‘Just a bit longer,’ she demanded, ‘ohhh! Please just a bit longer.’

I tried to keep going even as I felt my erection subside, but soon Jacqui stopped.

‘Damn! I was so close.’ 

I looked up at her in bewilderment. She saw my look and laughed. ‘You don’t know what’s hit you, do you?’ she asked.

I shook my head.

‘Ron will be back shortly, so I should have really waited. But seeing how you were looking at me and remembering the taste of your cock just made me so wet. And when you kissed me, wow! You’re some kisser for a beginner.’

I thought this over; I kissed her? I’m the good kisser? Somehow I didn’t think so, but I didn’t comment as she continued.

‘There wasn’t time for any foreplay, not that I needed it; I just wanted to feel you inside me. Knowing it was your first time I didn’t expect you to last as long as you did; I was so close to coming with you.’ She kissed me then, a soft tender kiss. ‘I’m sorry. Your first time should have been more memorable. Will you forgive me if I promise to make it up to you tomorrow.’

I couldn’t believe my ears. This absolutely gorgeous woman had let me make love to her and she was apologising to me, and she doesn’t think I’ll find it memorable. It then clicked about what she’s said about making up for it. Tomorrow, I couldn’t wait.

Of course all these crazy thoughts blitzed through my mind instantly.

Jacqui kissed me again and said, ‘I think you’d better go before I grab you again and then I’ll never get rid of you before Ron gets back.’ The smile that accompanied her words was enough to melt a polar icecap, never mind my poor defenceless heart. I started heading for the door.

‘David!’ Jacqui shouted. I turned to see her holding my shorts. Laughing again she said, ‘I think it’s better if you took these. Don’t you?’ 

I laughed too. ‘You’re probably right,’ I said before realising that they were the first words I’d said since first touching her. ‘Thank you Jacqui! You are wrong about one thing,’ I saw the question in her face, ‘I’ll remember that as long as I live.’ Her smile this time was still warm but carried, what to me, seemed like intimacy.

I arrived at my tent without remembering the short walk. I lay down in a daze and fell asleep recollecting every minuscule moment over and over again.

Chapter Four

Unsurprisingly I woke very early the following morning, well before I heard Ron drive off to his fishing. Again I’d been contemplating going across to Jacqui as soon as Ron had left. This time I’d convinced myself that I should. I gave the Rover ten minutes, just in case he’d left something behind before I pulled on my shorts and left the tent. My heart was pounding and my stomach churning like never before. I wondered whether to knock or just go in but decided I’d better knock. My trepid knock wouldn’t have disturbed a butterfly and sure enough Jacqui didn’t hear it. I opened the door and whispered her name. I heard her quiet sigh before she said angrily, ‘what do you want now. Why don’t you just sod off?’

I was shocked. I couldn’t say a word. I just closed the door and walked back to my tent. By the time I lay down again tears were pouring down my cheeks. How could I have so misunderstood her? I lay there for the next few hours, my young mind wallowing in self-pity. I decided that the best thing to do was to pack up and move somewhere else. I peered out to make certain that Jacqui wasn’t about but I could see her sitting outside her caravan. I didn’t want to her to see how much she’d affected me so I decided to wait in my tent until she had gone.

Half an hour later I heard Jacqui calling my name from just outside my tent. I ignored her; I didn’t feel like talking. After a few calls Jacqui gave up and left. I gave her a few minutes before looking out again. I could see no sign of her so I quickly left the tent and started to pack my things. I was just rolling my tent up when I saw Jacqui coming toward me from the pool area. I deliberately looked away hoping that she would leave me alone.

‘David!’ she said with surprise in her voice. ‘What are you doing? Where are you going all of a sudden?’ she asked.

‘Anywhere but here,’ I mumbled.

‘Why? I thought you were enjoying yourself,’ she asked still puzzled.

‘I was,’ I reluctantly agreed.

‘Then why the sudden change?’

‘I prefer to be where I’m wanted,’ I replied, and picking up from her early morning comment I added bitterly, ‘so I’ll be a good boy and do as I’m told and sod off.’

Jacqui looked at me as if she’d seen a ghost. ‘You! It was you this morning?’ she asked shaking her head.

‘Of course it was me. Who did you think it was?’ I said letting the day’s anger into my voice.

‘Ron. I thought it was Ron come back. We’d just had a blazing row before he left.’ She came up to me and put her arms around me and rested her head against my chest. ‘David I’m so sorry. I’d never say that to you. You’re the only thing that’s making this holiday bearable.’

Automatically I wrapped my arms around her. Once again my world was turned upside down. From a peak of emotion down into the depths of despair back to the pinnacle all in the space of a few short hours. I wasn’t sure I was ready for all this emotion. If this is adulthood then I wasn’t sure I wanted it yet.

I suddenly realised that a number of fellow campers had stopped to look at us. Although it didn’t bother me I thought I’d better say something to Jacqui.

‘Jacqui, we seem to be centre stage.’ I whispered.

Jacqui said without lifting her head, ‘I don’t care. Let them look but don’t let go of me, please.’ This was a new Jacqui to me, one that wasn’t in control, more important one who needed me, if only for a while. I think I matured a couple of years with that realisation.

I felt nothing needed to be said so I just held her tightly against my chest. Looking back I remember that oddly, even with Jacqui snugly in my arms, that I was not aroused. Jacqui eventually moved away from my arms, and I could see that she’d been crying. Wiping the tears away she told me, ‘now put that tent back up. I’m not letting you leave me on my own.’ She started to walk away, then noticing our small audience turned and said loud enough for everyone to hear. ‘And then when you finished come to the caravan.’

Of course the gathered group had no idea of our relationship, we could have been brother and sister for all they knew but it didn’t stop a few tuts and headshakes. 

Even though I was all fingers and thumbs I still managed to get the tent re-erected in record time. I quickly ran over to the caravan, making certain that I knocked loud on the door.

‘Come in silly,’ Jacqui shouted. As soon as I entered I could see that Jacqui had washed her tears away and was looking at me with a huge smile. ‘I’m truly sorry about this morning. As I’ve said Ron and me had a major row last night and it carried on this morning. With that and thinking about what we did yesterday I didn’t sleep too well. I’d just dropped off when the door opened. I just assumed it was Ron. I’m sorry.’

She then walked up to me and kissed me. A kiss that came close to buckling my knees. I know now that it was a kiss of need and not just sexual need. Then all I knew was that it took my breath away. I finally broke it by collapsing onto the bed just behind where I’d been standing. I looked up to see Jacqui, her face flushed, looking back into my eyes. ‘Am I forgiven,’ she laughed, but this time it was a nervous laugh and was only a sound not echoed in her concerned face.

‘I wouldn’t be here if I didn’t forgive you, would I? Anyway, now that you’ve explained it’s no big deal, just one of those things, it happens,’ I said feeling my use of language deserting me.

 Jacqui shook her head, still not totally happy with herself. For the first time in our blossoming relationship I took the lead. ‘Now just forget it. Come down here and kiss me again,’ I said as I reached for her hand and pulled her on top of me. This time her laughter was genuine and soon we were kissing again. For a long time the kisses were tender and I felt that Jacqui was trying to tell me something in them. Gradually though, passion took over as our mouths pressed harder against each other and our tongues fought a never-ending duel. My hands were exploring her back finally coming to rest on her firm buttocks where they squeezed and kneaded those fabulously taut muscles also taking the opportunity to pull her tight against my erect manhood. 

Jacqui pulled herself clear of my embrace so that she could remove my shorts and trainers. Her long, delicate fingers wrapped them selves around my aching cock before running them up and down its shaft. Soon her tongue licked a path before her fingers. My hands had paused, resting on her shoulders so that I could best enjoy the feelings Jacqui was generating. Those sensations increased tenfold when her mouth took my cock inside. She sucked hard along my length, each time taking more of me into her mouth. I started to move my hips in rhythm with her mouth so at the end of each thrust her lips touched the base of my thankful cock. It wasn’t long before I felt my balls preparing to release their load. I grunted to Jacqui that I was coming just moments before I felt my come erupt from my cock. I continued to thrust into her mouth feeling it suck harder so as not to leave a drop inside me. She succeeded with ease.

Jacqui left my cock and returned to my mouth. Although a bit wary of this I was too sated to object. I felt her tongue attack mine and I could taste the salty flavour of my seed. I got over my initial disgust and returned her kisses with fervour. When we both paused Jacqui looked at me and said, ‘will you do something for me?’ As if I could refuse her anything, I’d just tasted my own sperm and I’d never have thought I’d do that. I agreed. ‘Will you kiss me?’ then in case I misunderstood added, ‘all over.’

Quickly I nodded and went to kiss her breasts but Jacqui caught me. ‘Please, let me tell you where and when and you do it,’ she asked. I nodded. ‘Ok then start on my neck and ears.’

I did as I was asked spending as much time as Jacqui required on each part of her body. She had me kissing her neck, her hands and arms, her feet and her lovely legs. As I kissed the inside of her thighs I became very aware of the intense aroma of her sex, although for a while she bid me to miss her pussy. She had me kiss her breasts and told me how to use my lips and teeth on her nipples, when to suck hard and when to lick softly. I was slowly learning the complexities of a woman’s body. When she finally guided my mouth to her pussy it was already soaking in her secretions. One first taste of her love juice and I knew I has addicted for life. Never before had I felt anything like it, not even yesterday when my cock was inside her. The physical sensations then were by far superior but now with my head trapped between her delicious thighs all my senses were being bombarded together. I could feel the softness of her skin, see and hear the excitement in her body, smell the aroma permutating from her inner core and taste the essence that gave such a sweet scent. I knew nothing of a woman’s clitoris and needed to be led from probing her wet opening to where Jacqui needed my tongue. It took a while but soon I knew what Jacqui needed and set about providing it. When Jacqui’s climax approached I recognised the signs from my own orgasms, not that I could do anything as Jacqui’s hands were forcing my mouth so hard against her clit that I though I may hurt her. As Jacqui started to come down I continued to lick only to be pulled away by her. ‘Not just yet,’ she ordered.

Again I took the lead as Jacqui lay on her back her breathing still laboured. I’d been hard again for a while so I moved between Jacqui’s thighs and guided my cock to her waiting pussy. On the third attempt I slipped deep into her body. For a few moments I hardly moved just relishing in the feelings emanating from my cock before I picked up speed and was soon thrusting in and out of her body like a piston. I felt Jacqui’s legs wrap around me and her hands went to my buttocks pulling me harder into her with each thrust I made. I felt the sweat mount between our bodies as our exertions mounted. Jacqui had undoubtedly known what she was doing when she’d got me to come earlier. There was no way I could have lasted this long otherwise. Jacqui came again in a loud scream of pleasure but I was not ready yet. I continued at pace until finally I felt myself on the brink. Jacqui sensed my pending climax and urged me on telling me to come deep inside her. Just as my orgasm started I felt compelled to kiss Jacqui, and so it was that I came with my cock pumping seed into her pussy my tongue was entwined with Jacqui’s. Even better Jacqui came again with me. I was exhausted but was not prepared to miss any of this momentous occasion. 

I propped myself up on my elbows, my softening cock still inside Jacqui, and looked down in wonder at the truly beautiful face below. ‘That,’ I kissed her nose, ‘was,’ I kissed her right eyelid, ‘truly,’ I kissed her left eyelid, ‘awesome.’ I kissed her top lip and then her bottom. I looked down at her again and said, ‘you’re so beautiful.’

Jacqui’s lovely smile returned. ‘Thank you!’ she whispered with understatement, ‘it wasn’t bad was it.’

‘And I thought yesterday was fabulous.’ I joked.

Jacqui was momentarily serious, ‘Yesterday we fucked,’ I started at the unexpected crudity, Jacqui saw my reaction but continued, ‘Yes fucked. That’s exactly what we did. Don’t get me wrong fucking can be great but today we made love and that is always soooo much better.’ Her smile returned. ‘You agree?’ she asked.

It required no thinking. ‘Of course I agree. It’s that I thought that they both meant the same thing.’

‘Physically I suppose they do but why do you think its called making LOVE. When emotions are involved you just add another dimension.’

For the next six hours we never left the caravan and only rarely left the bed. I’ve no idea how many more times we made love but it was a few, one advantage of a teenage male. We spent most of the time cuddled up talking and often not even needing conversation. I learnt to really appreciate sensual feelings as well as sexual ones, my arm around this beautiful woman and her head on my chest or her hand draped carelessly across my body. 

All too soon it was time to go. Jacqui had to clean the bed and leave the door open long enough to get rid of the telltale odour of our lovemaking. Reluctantly I returned to my tent.

I went to sleep early that night and slept as sound as the proverbial rock. It was eight o’clock gone when I finally woke. Immediately I looked out towards Jacqui’s caravan. To my horror it had gone. Not even a goodbye. I was just about to go into another big downer when I saw a note just outside of my tent. Swiftly I reached for it and read it

“Darling David,

We had another blazing row tonight and Ron says he’s had enough and we’re going home first thing tomorrow. Don’t worry it was nothing to do with me and you.

I’ve never met another man (and I do mean man) that I could talk to like I can with you. I just wish you were a bit older. I hope I don’t go down just as your first conquest and that you will remember me forever as you promised.

I’ve got to go now Ron will be back in soon, he’s just packing the car.

Love 

Jacqui.

x x x x x x x x

ps I’ve added my address in case you want to write, I hope you do. 

pps Ron never opens his own mail never mind mine so write what you want.”
Chapter Five

I reread that letter a thousand times over the coming weeks, each time reading something different into each word. It also took a couple of weeks to compose my first letter to Jacqui. I had some many dilemmas to resolve, many to myself never mind to Jacqui. Our time together was fantastic but was it just lust? I thought it was more.

Fortunately I had a fabulous mum, someone who I could talk to about anything. Within a couple of days back she’d drawn the entire story, although I glossed over the sexual details, from me. The only hint of disapproval was at the beginning when she realised that Jacqui was married, but even that she quickly discarded; my mother never was one to moralise. She read Jacqui’s letter and suggested I do nothing for two weeks. I could think about her as much as I wanted but I was not to write. I agreed only partly because it was what my mum advised but mainly because I didn’t know what to say.

When the fortnight was up my mum asked me how I felt, but told me to be honest and say what I really felt not what I thought I should feel. It took me a while to understand the difference. With some pertinent questions from mum we discovered that I missed Jacqui as much if not more for herself than for my own gratification. My mum then told me that I should write to her if that is what I wanted, but she warned me that Jacqui may not respond either through guilt or because she’d seen me as a ‘fling’.

Eventually I had the final version of my letter, which told Jacqui how I was doing and much I was missing her. My mother suggested that I did not mention sex just in case Jacqui’s husband ever read it.

I posted the letter on the third Saturday of my return, which was four and half weeks after I’d last seen Jacqui. I’d calculated that my letter should arrive on Monday but allow a day for our postal service so say Tuesday; a day for Jacqui to write her letter and a similar two days for it to arrive. That meant that I hoped for a reply by Friday the following week. It arrived on Wednesday and I eagerly rushed to my bedroom to read it.

“Darling David,

Please forgive me a little insecurity but I thought that you were never going to write, that you’d already forgotten me. 

I’m glad, although I know I’m being selfish, that you miss me. I miss you too and a surprising amount. I’ve thought about us every single day and often wish it were you lying next to me at night, or at least at the end of a phone so that I could just hear your voice.

I’m surprised that you told your mother about us and even more amazed at her response, she appears to be a very kind and perceptive person. I hope I get the chance to meet her one-day.

Ron and I haven’t stopped arguing since we got back from holiday. He blames me; he says I’ve changed. He’s right I have changed; I’m not prepared to put with his moods and his absences any more and he doesn’t like it.

Anyway, I’ve got to get off to work now. I’ll write a proper letter over the weekend.

Missing you already,

Love

Jacqui  

x x x x x x x x x x x

ps Don’t wait too long this time before writing.”

I read it a dozen times. Deciding it was safe enough to show my mum I took it down to her. I watched her read it, saw her eyebrows raise when she read about herself and heard her mumble agreement about Ron.

‘Very nice son, but I don’t think I need to see any more of her letters. Do you?’

We wrote to each other at least once a week over the next two years and spoke a few times on the telephone. We both knew that her marriage was breaking up and that when it did it we would need to make some critical decisions.

We saw each other twice more over that period. The first occasion I spent the night at her house when Ron was away. We talked and made love until we greeted the morning’s sunrise. Her body was much better than I remembered but most of all I loved her just lying naked in my arms. 

Nearly a year later Jacqui came to stay at my house for a weekend. She and my mum got on great, so much so that when she’d left mum threatened me not to hurt Jacqui. We were both a little surprised that mum allowed us to share my bed. Our lovemaking was a lot more subdued but lost nothing for it.

Just after tea on December 27th 1978, two and a half years after I first met Jacqui, my parents and I were talking about her. Her last letter, just before Christmas, had showed her to be pretty miserable and I was feeling a little guilty about having had a fabulous family celebration. There was a knock on the door and unusually my dad rose to answer it. Imagine the shock I got when Jacqui walked into the room, my dad just behind her with a huge broad grin. I jumped out of my seat and ran to embrace her. My dad broke up our greeting and said, ‘go and get the rest of Jacqui’s stuff from the taxi.’ He turned to Jacqui and asked, ‘have you paid him?’

Jacqui nodded.

Unsure of what was happening I did as my dad told me, after eighteen years it was instinctive. When I’d brought the half dozed suitcases into the house still puzzled by the turn of events my dad told me leave them by the door and go and say hello to Jacqui.

Over the next hour or so I pieced together what had happened. Jacqui had rung my mother and told her she was on the verge of leaving Ron. Mum had immediately offered to take her in if that was what she decided. Because mum was not certain if Jacqui would actually leave she’d decided not to mention it to me. I also found out that Jacqui had been regularly talking to my mum over the phone since her last visit. Dad gave me a look that said “WOMEN!” and stood up and said to me, ‘come on son, they need to talk and I need a pint, we’ll only be in the way here.’ Mum gave her husband a huge smile and laughed, ‘you only want an excuse to go down the pub!’

Jacqui never left our house until we moved into our own home almost a year later. Two years after that we were married. 

This week is our twentieth anniversary and my only regret is that neither of my parents lived to see it. They both saw their latest two grandchildren (my brother already had three kids) and it was with those two that we celebrated.

Telephoneman

All comments welcome.

Telephoneman69@hotmail.com 

