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The Invitation 

 

It was half-way through the first term of a new school year. After a year of finding his feet, the 

new headmaster of Westhampton Comprehensive School had finally made his mark. The 

Wonderwall. Matt and his best friend, Rob, stood before it reading the names it bore. 

"How many of these do you recognise?" Matt asked. 

"One or two. Not many." 

The Wonderwall was a varnished oak board and upon it were the names of successful students 

from the school's past. It took pride of place in the reception, along with some of the current students' 

artwork. The idea, according to the headmaster, was to inspire the study body. He wanted to show 

them an example and give them a reason to do well at his school. 

"Wasn't Gareth Jenkins the football captain a couple of years ago?" Matt said. 

"Yeah, I think he's on the books at Westhampton Wanderers, but he's not broken into the first 

team yet." 

"Andy Vansman; that name sounds familiar." 

"It should. He plays for Westhamptonshire County Cricket Club. He got a call-up to the England 

B squad last month." 

"How do you know that, Rob? I thought you hated cricket?" 

"I do, but it was on 'Westhampton Tonight.'" 

The two boys continued to examine the names. 

"Are any of these fuckers not to do with sport?" Matt said. 

"Sally Whitehouse," Rob said. "I think she's on the stage in the West End." 

"So that's all our schools ever produced, is it? Sporting meatheads and artsy bitches." 

"You're forgetting about Phil Jeavons." 

"Who? I don't see his name." 

"He's not there. He's hardly a good role model. He robbed Barclays and got sent down for ten 



years." 

A classmate joined them. 

"Hey, Roy." 

"You two are looking at the Wonderwall, I see." 

"Stupid name for it too," Matt said. "Wonderwall. I ask you. What's it supposed to mean?" 

"I think it's cool," said Roy. "And you two know what?" 

"What?" Rob asked. 

"Someday, I'm going to get my name on the Wonderwall." 

Rob and Matt stifled their laughter. 

"What as? West Midlands Sumo Champion?" 

Roy huffed. "No. Someday, I'll be a millionaire. You'll see. I'll be one of the most famous 

businessmen in the country. And in ten years they'll be begging me to come back here as a shining 

example of school success. And you know what?" 

Matt sighed. "What?" 

"I'll tell 'em to stick it. I'll be a success despite this dump, not because of it." 

"That right?" 

"That's right. And I'll tell you something else, when I'm rich, there's no way that Kelly won't go 

out with me." 

"Oh, come on Roy." Matt was aghast. "How many times have you asked Kelly out?" 

"I don't know, five or six. But at least I have asked her out. You haven't even got the balls to do 

it, even thought everyone knows you fancy her." 

"That's cause I know what she'd say. Why would anyone from that posh estate go out with one of 

us lot? Better to not ask and not get embarrassed by the knock back. Besides, she's a mate. It'd only 

make things awkward if I asked her out and she said no." 

Three more of their peers passed through the foyer. John Nettles and his cronies were heading for 

the library, but Matt suspected it wasn't to study - they didn't have any books with them. 



"Oy," Nettles called. "What you three doing? Dreaming about being sad enough for the new Wall 

of Shit?" 

"Fuck off, Nettles." Matt didn't like him. 

"Fuck off, yourself, Marsden. Hey, have you asked that Larson bird out yet? I told you last week, 

if you ain't done it by the next disco, I'm having for her myself. I've given you enough of a chance." 

 

The letterbox flapped and snapped Matt out his slumber. The dream faded quickly in the cold 

light of the January morning. He'd been dreaming about his past a lot recently. He didn't know why. It 

wasn't as if yearned for his school days. 

Perhaps it was his age. He was twenty-eight, and starting to feel old. Work was getting on top of 

him. The previous night he'd been out on the town with his workmates, but he'd had a hard week and 

been too tired to enjoy himself. 

Youth is wasted on the young, he thought as he stared at the ceiling. 

Wearily, he forced himself out of bed and took a shower. After towelling himself dry, he pulled 

on his robe and traipsed downstairs. He picked the mail off the floor and carried it into the kitchen 

where he tossed it on the table. It sat there while he prepared breakfast. 

Buttered toast and hot, sweet coffee in front of him, he set about opening the multitude of 

envelopes. 

"Dear homeowner, have you ever considered consolidating all your debts into one low-cost 

loan?" He tore the first piece of junk mail in two. 

Two more loan ads and a not-to-be-missed-buy-one-get-one-free double-glazing offer went the 

same way. He nearly choked when he saw the size of his mobile phone bill. 

The last of the bundle had a real stamp, not a franking machine mark. The address was 

handwritten in elegant, feminine script. 

He peeled open the envelope. Inside was an invitation card. The opening line was written in big, 

bold letters. 

"Westhampton Comprehensive School - Class of '94 Grand Ten Year Reunion." 



The rest of the card gave the details of when and where. 

"Good God," Matt said. "Ten years. Maybe that explains all the dreams." 

He wasn't surprised to see that Laura Blackwood had signed the invitation. She always was a 

busybody and just the type to organise a reunion. The card gave RSVP details: her address, telephone 

number and e-mail. At least he wouldn't have to speak to her to tell her where to stick her reunion. 

On Monday morning, during his ten o'clock coffee break, Matt told his fellow solicitor and best 

friend, Jerry, about the invitation. 

"I don't see what your problem is," Jerry said. "Everyone loves a reunion." 

"I didn't like my classmates all that much, how's that for starters?" 

"What, none of them? I'm sorry, Matt, but I find that hard to believe." 

"Okay, maybe not all of them, but most of the lads at my school were complete wankers." 

"And what about the girls?" 

"Most of them were slappers. Yet somehow I was still a virgin when I left school." 

"You never told me that." 

"I thought it might spoil my image. Still, it wouldn't surprise me if all the tarts from my school 

have married, divorced, produced a herd kids, probably with several different men, and are now the 

size of small houses." Matt failed to hide his contempt. 

"It can't have been that bad." 

"Jerry, you keep forgetting. I didn't go to an exclusive private school like you. Mine was a shitty 

city comp. The council tried to close it down twice." Matt sipped from his mug. "In my year, I was 

one of only thirty to pass all our exams from a year group of nearly two hundred. We were the worst 

school in town by some distance. Hell, mine was a good year." 

Matt took another sip of coffee then continued, "I've worked too long and too hard to get out of 

that world. I couldn't go back." 

"But if it was me, I'd go back just to show them all how successful I'd become. Imagine the looks 

on their faces when you pull up in your car. How many of them do you think are driving around in an 



Audi TT? I still can't believe you're riding around in a sports car while I'm coming to work on a push 

bike." 

"You're joking. I wouldn't take my car back there. You know the stereotypical scallies, those 

blokes who nick the wheels from your car if you leave it in one place for too long? Well, in 

Westhampton that actually happens." 

"Hey, now you are taking the piss." 

"I'm not! I know people who used to do just that." 

"So hire a limo, it's not like you can't afford it. And I'm sure there's someone in that little black 

book of yours who you could take." 

"How many times, Jerry? I don't have a little black book." 

"Sorry, I forgot. Obviously, I meant in your mobile's phonebook." 

"Ha, Ha. Trés drôle, I don't think." 

"Well, what about Annie from accounts? She's hotter than a hot cross bun that's fresh out of a 

really hot oven, and then been left out in the sun on a really hot day." 

Matt looked at his friend and shook his head. "Extended similes again? You watch too much 

Blackadder." 

"I know. What about asking Annie out?" 

"Fuck off." Matt smirked. "She's old enough to be my mother." 

"Still hot though." 

"In your bizarre world, maybe. Look, I'll call Rob. I've been meaning to catch up with him 

anyway." 

True to his word, Matt phoned his friend, Rob, that night. They caught up on work and how 

badly the local football team had been playing, before Matt brought up the reunion. 

"Going?" Rob said. "I've been bloody well roped into organising it, ain't I? Laura's been on at me 

for fucking ages. In the end, I agreed to help out just to shut her up. Hey, you'd better turn up, mate. 

All Laura wanted me for was your address. You're her star attraction. A kid from our side of the tracks 



turned high-powered lawyer." 

"I don't know about 'high-powered'. I do mostly conveyancing and probate work." 

"I thought you were on the fast track to partnership." 

"It's hardly a fast track, but I might get to be a partner if I play my cards right." 

"There you go then. Look, don't let me down, mate. You've got to come. Besides, I know for a 

fact that Kelly's looking forward to seeing you again. She told me so herself at the last committee 

meeting." 

They said their goodbyes and Matt made himself a stiff drink before bed. She'd been in his 

dreams recently, as had all his old school friends, but the mention of Kelly's name had shook him. He 

wasn't sure if he'd look forward to seeing her again or not. When he drifted off to sleep, she was still 

on his mind. 

 

Matt, Rob and Rob's girlfriend, Julie, sat at their favourite desk in the school library. Julie was 

struggling with an essay on 'Wuthering Heights" for her English Literature class. Matt, who had 

already finished his essay, was helping her. Rob was revising for an upcoming Maths test. 

"Oh," said Julie. "This doesn't make any sense at all. It's a stupid book." 

"It's a classic," said Matt. "I would've thought you would've loved it." 

"Give me a good Catherine Cookson any day." 

"Julie, please." 

"Well if she's so bad, why does she sell so many books? And have you ever actually read one?" 

"If I'd been captured by terrorists, and they offered me two forms of torture, having my gonads 

electrocuted or being forced to read Cookson's entire works, then I'd tell 'em to fire up the generator." 

Julie and Matt laughed. Rob slammed his pencil on the table and snapped his text book shut. 

"I've had enough. Calculus does my fucking head in. What time is it?" 

"Quarter to one," Matt replied. 

"Good. Nearly lunchtime, I'm fucking starved." 



Rob packed his books into his bag and then got up to retrieve one of the day's newspapers from 

the rack by the library entrance. The door opened when he got there and Kelly and Laura walked in. 

"Hey, Girls," he said. 

He walked with them back to the table, then sat down and opened the newspaper to the sports 

section. Kelly had a clipboard in her hand. Laura was carrying a Tupperware box and small bundle of 

green cards. The two girls sat down next to Rob. 

"Have you three got your tickets for Saturday night?" Laura asked. 

"Nah," said Rob. "I'm waiting until the last minute on Friday. You know what I'm like; I'll lose it 

if I have it any earlier." 

"But what if we sell out? You could give it Julie to look after." 

"Don't listen to him," said Julie. "I brought the tickets yesterday. If I left it to him he'd forget." 

Kelly looked down the list of names on her clipboard. "Yep, I've got you marked off. You must 

have got them from Smithy. It's typical of him not to say anything." She looked further down her list. 

"You're not marked off, Matthew. Smithy must have forgotten." 

"No, he hasn't. I haven't got one yet. I don't even think I'm going." 

"What?" said Rob. "Matt, you've got to come. It'll be a blast." 

"I know, but I got a shit load of work to do this weekend." 

"Bollocks. You've got no homework on or you'd be doing it now." 

"No, not homework. I got to fill my university application in." 

Laura looked confused. "But the deadline isn't until the end of January." 

Realisation quickly spread across Kelly's face. She smiled. "You're going to do it. Aren't you, 

Matthew?" 

"Do what?" said Laura. "Kelly, what do you know that I don't?" 

"Do you remember in the summer they took us to Birmingham for the university open day? Well, 

I was talking to Matthew over lunch, and said how much I'd like to go to Oxford, like my uncle 

Fraser, but how I didn't think I'd get the grades. You need straight A's and I'm only going to get B's at 



most, well, maybe an A in Economics, but that still won't be good enough." 

She paused for breath. "Anyway, I said to Matthew that since he'd be getting straight A's, what 

with being the cleverest out of all of us, that he should go to Oxford. He thought it was a stupid idea at 

the time." 

She looked at him. "What changed your mind?" 

"My Nana. She said that if I don't try then I'll regret it in ten years. She also said that if I don't try, 

I'll never know, and that if I've got the chance I should grab it with both hands." 

"She doesn't half go on, your Nana," said Rob. "So is it true? Are you going to Oxford?" 

Matt nodded. "I'm applying at least, probably won't get in, but you never know. That's why I 

have to do my application this weekend; they have to be in early for Oxford and Cambridge." 

"You can still come out on Saturday though," said Kelly. "It won't the same without you there. 

Just don't drink very much then you'll have a hangover-free Sunday to do your application." 

"I don't know." 

"Tell you what. You come out on Saturday, and on Monday morning I'll look at your application 

and see if you've missed out any of your good points. I mean, there's so many, you bound to, aren't 

you?" 

"Okay. Okay, I'll come." 

Kelly grinned. "Great." 

"That'll be two quid then, please," said Laura. "What? If you don't get your ticket now, we might 

sell out." 

 

Matt sat in the corner of the club and watched the packed dance floor. Most of the kids from the 

sixth-form were there, Laura had seen to that. That was her job as committee chair. Kelly was the 

vice-chair, and had booked the room, DJ and bar. 

Kelly sat with Laura on the far side of the room. Matt tried not to stare. She looked as fantastic as 

always. Her golden hair hung in ringlets around her face, framing her features. She wore a pair of 



black, suede trousers, which clung to her curves before flaring out from the knee, making her legs 

look even more divine than they did in her short school skirt. To contrast with the trousers, she had 

plumped for a sheer, white chiffon shirt over a black camisole. 

Rob plopped himself down in the empty chair next to Matt. 

"What's the story, morning glory?" 

"Fuck off." 

"What the fuck's up, face-ache?" 

"Fuck all." Matt took a big swig of his pint. 

"Fucking great night, 'init." 

"If you say so." 

"Oh for fucks sake, cheer up. You're like a fucking wet weekend." 

"I could've asked her Rob. I was there. She was there. And I fucking bottled it." 

"Oh, you're not still on about that? You didn't ask her out 'cause you're too fucking quick to listen 

to fuckwits who say she's too fucking good for you." 

"But they're fucking well right." 

"Like fuck they are. Look at her with Laura over there, thick as thieves. Laura's dad ran off with 

a tart and left his wife and kids penniless. Kelly was always a stuck-up bitch from the posh estate, 

with her head so far up her arse she could lick her own tonsils. Who'd have guessed they'd wind up 

best friends. It don't matter where you're from, mate. It's who you are that counts. Don't understand 

what you see in her anyway." 

"Too fucking late now anyway, Nettles is planning to ask her out." 

"How'd you know?" 

"He told me. He's doing it just t'fucking spite me." 

Rob stood and returned to the dance floor, where Julie greeted him. Matt watched as they danced 

and kissed, then walked over to the bar, passing Kelly and Laura on the way. He smiled at her. They 

were friends at least. 



"Hey, Matthew. Reckon you owe me a drink." 

"Why?" he said, a little more aggressively than he meant to. 

Kelly placed her hands on one knee, fluttered her eyes. "Because I'm just so gorgeous." She and 

Laura burst into a fit of giggles. 

Before he could ask her what she wanted, John Nettles approached, catching Matt's eye as he did. 

Nettles smiled evilly. Matt was close enough to hear the conversation. 

"It's time to dance, Kelly." 

"Really," Kelly answered, looking around. "Who with?" She and Laura started laughing again. 

Nettles gave her his 'look, ' which he was convinced made girls go weak inside. 

"Oh, I see." Kelly stood, brushing some imaginary dust from her legs. "There's about as much 

chance of me dancing with you as there is of John Major turning out to be a sex god." 

Kelly strode towards the dance floor. Matt was sure he saw her smile at him as she passed. He 

loved the way she smiled. It lit up her face like the Oxford Street Christmas lights. Laura followed, 

shaking her head and laughing. 

Nettles waited until the girls were out of earshot and then called to Matt. "See what I mean. 

Stuck-up tart. If she's turning me down, what fucking chance have you got? You're a fucking loser, 

Marsden. And it don't matter if you go to Oxford, or Cambridge, or fucking Blackpool. You'll always 

be a loser." 

 

The Diva nightclub was packed, as usual. Matt and Rob watched the dance floor. They were 

supposed to meet some people from school to give Matt a grand send off. He was Westhampton 

Comp's big success story. 

Matt hadn't spoken to anyone from school apart from Rob since the 'last night of exams' party, 

and he wasn't sure how many of his 'friends' were going to show up. 

"There they are." Rob pointed to the far side of the room. "They've got us a table. Go on over and 

say hi and I'll get you a pint. What d'you want, the usual?" 



"Sure, just don't fucking spike it, I've gotta be up early." 

"As if I fucking would," Rob said, overstressing the innocence in his voice. 

Matt pushed his way through the throng to his destination. 

"Hey, hey," said Laura, rushing over to hug Matt and kiss his cheek. "Here he is. I was beginning 

to think you'd chickened out. Maybe our soon-to-be big man on campus is too good for us now." 

"Don't be daft, Laura," Matt said. "I'll never forget you lot, how could I? Always remember 

where you're from, my Nana says, that way you can appreciate where you're going." 

"Your Nana sounds like wise woman." 

Matt turned around to greet Kelly. His heart stopped momentarily when she also hugged him and 

kissed his cheek. 

"Congratulations, college boy," she said, her voice soft and sensual. 

Rob arrived and thrust a drink into Matt's hand. "Knock it back quick," he said. "We've wasted 

enough time. We need to get out there and bust some moves." 

"The way you dance, Rob, you'll probably bust some bones," said Kelly. 

For the next two hours, Matt danced with the others. Just after midnight, Rob requested a song 

and got the DJ to announce Matt's acceptance by Oxford. In celebration, the club management offered 

the group a bottle of Champagne, which they all sat down to enjoy as soon as soon their song had 

finished. 

Matt found himself enjoying the company of the others, which was unusual. Normally, he found 

them a bit puerile. When the Champagne was gone, they started dancing again. The DJ was playing 

slow songs because closing time was approaching. 

Matt danced with Laura first, and then Julie. He wanted to dance with Kelly, but even now, he 

couldn't bring himself to ask her. His song with Julie came to a swift end, and since there were no 

other girls for him to dance with, he started to walk back to the group's table. 

"Hey you," Kelly said. "Where's my dance? I only came out tonight so I could get a dance with a 

proper student." 



Matt smiled at her. Not his usual, friendly smile. He was suddenly unable to hide his feelings. 

She smiled back and offered him her hand. He took it and led her to the centre of the dance floor. 

They took up formal stance, his right hand on Kelly's hip and his left holding her hand. 

"You're not dancing with your Nana, Matt." She let go of his hand and pulled him close. "That's 

much better." 

Their bodies touched; only the material of their clothes separated them as they swayed gently to 

the power ballad that was playing. Kelly looked up at Matt, and he lost himself in her dazzling blue 

eyes. He no longer cared where he was, what time it was, or how long they had been dancing. 

He only knew that he didn't want the moment to end. He had no recollection of how it started, 

but he found himself kissing Kelly. A passionate kiss, filled with four years of pent-up emotion. She 

pressed up against him as they kissed, and Matt's anatomy came to life. 

Kelly broke off the kiss. "Mmm, now that feels nice," she said, grinding against him. "Big too. 

It's a shame you're leaving town. We could have been good together." 

The enormity of what Kelly had said took a while to sink in. "You know, don't you? Who told 

you? Rob? Julie? Laura?" 

"I've always known. I'd have been blind or stupid not to. I just couldn't work out why you didn't 

do anything about it." 

Matt smiled weakly. All this time, she'd known. All this time, he'd done nothing, and she'd 

known. 

"I've been an idiot, haven't I?" 

Kelly shook her head. "We just better make the most of tonight. Or what's left of it." 

They danced for another two songs, after which the DJ packed up, and the club closed for the 

night. Outside the group went their separate ways, but Kelly and Matt held each other tight as they 

walked home. They kissed passionately when they got to her door. 

"Like I said earlier," she said as she left him to walk up her garden path. "It's such a shame you're 

leaving tomorrow and have to be up early, otherwise I might have asked you in for coffee." 

She stressed the last word, making him think that it wasn't only coffee on offer. She blew him a 



kiss before she closed the door. Matt turned away and began the long walk back to his own house. 

 

Matt had a string of meetings the next day and it was lunchtime before he had a chance to speak 

with Jerry. He told him about his conversation with Rob, and about how much everyone was looking 

forward to the reunion. 

"He said Kelly was particularly looking forward to seeing me." 

"Who?" 

"Just a girl from school, that's all." 

Jerry laughed. "Yeah, right." 

"Okay, Okay. She was one of a group of kids whose parents bought houses on a new 

development close to the school. I don't think they knew what the area was like, or how bad the school 

was." 

"And you fancied her?" 

"I hated those kids. They thought they were better than us. They had more money, but that didn't 

make them any better. The teachers always let them get away with stuff that if I'd tried..." 

"I get the idea. But you still fancied her?" 

Matt looked at Jerry. He sipped his coffee and said, "From the first time I saw her. But I never 

did anything about it." 

"That doesn't sound like you, Matt." 

"I was someone else then. But can you see why I can't go to this reunion? They're all expecting 

me to be this big successful lawyer." 

"I hate to tell you this, in case it goes to your head, but you are a successful lawyer. I think you 

should go." 

"I suppose it's just an emotional block. What if they still think I'm a loser?" 

"I can't believe that you didn't put a move on this girl you liked," Jerry said, shaking his head. 

"I cast no shadow in those days. Besides, you haven't heard the worst of it." 



"What's that then?" 

"She fancied me too." 

"You're joking?" 

"No. She'd been waiting for me to ask her out, and I never did. I found that out the night before I 

left for Oxford. She even invited me in for coffee that night." 

"I'll bet coffee wasn't all that was on offer." 

"I guess not. But I couldn't, could I? Not after that long. That night was the last time I saw her. 

After that, I decided that the next time I even remotely fancied a girl, I'd roll with it." 

"Works for you too," Jerry said. "You've had the gift of the gab as long as I've known you. I 

couldn't even count the number of times I've scored, thanks to your patter." 

"Thanks, I think. Although sometimes I do get tired of the endless stream of meaningless one 

night stands." 

"You're joking, right?" 

"You've known me for what, ten years? We went through Law School together and then trained 

in London together and got the job here together. In all that time, how many long term relationships 

do you remember me having?" 

"Let me think," Jerry mused. "There was Vicky what's-her-name, from college." 

"That lasted three months." 

"What about that temp a couple of years ago, what was her name? Leanne. That's it, Leanne." 

"She was exactly that, temporary." 

Jerry grinned. "I know. Sonia Wentworth. You two were together for ages." 

"Two and a half years, but it was all about sex. She saw other guys, I saw other girls, and if we 

were both on our own, we'd get together and fuck each other senseless. It was all about sex." 

"That's why you were in tears when she left to go work for Franklins?" 

Matt smiled at his friend but made no comment. 

"So you're going to the reunion then?" Jerry said eventually. "Carry on with this Kelly from 



where you left off?" 

Matt didn't reply but a sly grin crept across his face. 

  



The Reunion 

 

Matt enjoyed his work and one week seemed to blend into another. Six months didn't seem as 

long as it once did, and the reunion was upon him in no time at all. He booked himself into the best 

hotel in Westhampton, and travelled north after work on Friday. 

On Saturday, he took his sister and his mother out to lunch, and then he and his dad watched 

Westhampton Wanderers last game of the season together. By six-thirty, he was back in his hotel 

room preparing for the big night. He showered and shaved then slipped into his best suit, picked up 

his wallet and a supply of business cards and went down to the bar for a swift, nerve-calming scotch. 

He left his beloved car in the hotel car park and called a taxi instead. He figured that to get 

through the night he would need a few drinks, and he didn't want to have to worry about his licence. 

The taxi dropped him outside the school reception and Matt tipped the driver generously. Before he 

went in, he adjusted his tie and smoothed the hair on the back of his head. 

Inside, a tall, slim lady with long blonde hair stood behind a school desk. Some school 

prospectuses lay in front of her, along with a supply of blank nametags, and, to Matt's horror, copies 

of his school yearbook. 

Laura smiled when she saw him. "Matt Marsden." She came from behind the desk to greet him. 

"I was beginning to think you weren't coming." 

"Fashionably late. I only ever turn up on time for meetings with clients. And the boss." 

They both chuckled. 

"You look good," she said. "You weren't this filled out ten years ago." 

"That's what gym membership does for you. Gym, swim, sauna; three times a week. You look 

good yourself." 

"What were you expecting? Did you think I'd have put on five stone just because I've got kids?" 

"Well..." 

"That's okay. I know it must be hard for you, coming back here. But I for one really appreciate it. 



Do you remember what you told us your Nana used to say?" 

"Yeah, I remember. She also used to say don't look back in anger." 

"Your Nana's a wise woman. Rob's in the bar. He'll be glad to see you. But help yourself to a 

badge first. Not that you'll need it." 

Matt scribbled his name on one of the labels and then attached it to the breast pocket of his suit. 

Laura was already greeting another arrival. Matt hurried into the bar to find his friend before she 

could force him into a meeting. 

Rob sat with a group of men near the bar's entrance. "Matty! Go get a bevy, mate, then come and 

park yourself here for a few. The band doesn't start for a bit anyways." 

Matt did as Rob suggested. He was thankful he didn't have to enter the main hall, where the 

majority of the ex-pupils had gathered. 

"Where's Julie?" 

"She's in the main hall. Laura's put her in charge of the entrainment." 

"I'm Sorry that I couldn't make it to the wedding." 

"That's okay. I think I'd rather have been in the Caribbean if I'd have had a choice. Nice threads, 

by the way. How much they knock you back?" 

"It's Armani." They were sitting next to the jukebox, so Matt had to raise his voice. "I brought it 

when I qualified and it's the best suit I own. So if you spill anything on it, you'll get the dry-cleaning 

bill." He pointed at his friend. 

"Yeah. But how much?" Rob persisted. 

"Two and half." 

"Two hundred and fifty quid? I thought you were fucking loaded." Matt instantly recognised 

John Nettles. "Fucking hell, even I've got a suit that cost that fucking much." 

"No," said Matt, trying to stay calm. "Two and a half thousand. It was handmade from a blend of 

Italian wools. This shirt was more expensive than your suit, and the shoes..." 

"Oh," Nettles interjected. "Hark at Mr. Ar-fucking-mani and his two hundred and fifty quid shirt. 



Aren't we the fucking mutt's fucking nuts?" 

"Let's just forget it, shall we?" said Rob. "We're supposed to be having a good time, not a fucking 

ruck." 

Matt sensed that this whole thing might have been a mistake, but the drinks quickly washed away 

all trace of the early exchange. They drank, chatted and laughed, and Matt listened eagerly to the 

questionable exploits of his former classmates. 

The time flew by, and things weren't as bad as Matt had expected them to be. There weren't 

nearly as many divorcees or estranged fathers as he had expected. The people he'd shared his school 

years with were still lacking in ambition but they seemed happy with their lot, and at least they were 

less spotty. 

A constant flow of ladies wandered into the bar to get drinks, and most came over to say hallo. 

They were not as tarty as they used to be, neither were they the size of small houses. There was still 

one slapper in the crowd though. 

"Matt! Matt Marsden?" She hurried over to the group as fast as her high heels and short, tight 

leather skirt would allow. 

"Hi, Pauline." 

"You look good." 

"So do you." Matt was actually thinking mutton dressed as lamb. 

She handed him a business card, which Matt put in his pocket without looking at. "Give me a call 

sometime, why don't you? We'll hook up." 

Pauline left and the rest of the group gave up suppressing their laughter. Matt wasn't sure why 

they thought it was so funny. 

"Look at her card," Rob said through his giggles. 

Matt looked. It was the type of business card usually found in phone boxes. "Oh. Right. Well, I'm 

sure she'll need a good lawyer at some point- our criminal department will be so pleased I gave her 

my card." 

Just before ten, Rob looked at his watch and told those assembled that the band were due to start 



their set. Matt held up his empty glass, and asked if anyone else would like theirs refilled. Rob and 

two others took him up on the offer. Rob accompanied Matt to the bar. 

"It's not all that bad after all, is it?" Rob asked. 

"No. I'm quite enjoying myself." 

Matt ordered four bottled beers. "Don't suppose you know what line of business Nettles is in?" 

"Sales, I think. But I reckon most of his stock comes off the back of a lorry." 

"Thought as much. And I suppose his business associates aren't the type of people you'd want to 

upset?" 

"That's putting it mildly." 

The barman opened the bottles and Matt paid him. He picked up one of the bottles and Rob took 

two of the others. While he waited for his change, he heard a voice from behind him that he 

recognised. 

"Is that the illustrious Matthew Marsden standing at the bar? Because if it is, I believe he still 

owes me a drink from all those years ago." 

"I always knew that you'd collect on that debt, one day," Matt replied without turning around. 

"What can I get you?" 

"I'll have a Champagne Supernova." 

Matt nodded to the barman. 

"Ice, Madam?" 

"Of course." 

Her voice was subtly different. Matt had worked hard to lose his thick Westhampton accent, 

thinking he would sound more professional without it. Kelly, it seemed, had tried to do the same, but 

with less success. Her softer accent retained the melodic tempo that Westhamptonians were famous 

for and coupled with the rich tone of her voice, it made Matt go weak at the knees. 

Rob took the final bottle of beer. "I'll take these through and leave you two alone." 

Matt turned to look on the object of his teenage crush. Her long golden locks had disappeared, 



replaced with a crop of rich brown hair folded up on the back of her head. Two thick strands fell 

either side of her face, framing it. Her facial features had only changed slightly; no longer those of a 

fresh, young girl, but matured into those of a woman in her prime. She wore an elegant, long black 

dress that clung to her hourglass figure. 

"Well?" She held out her arms from her sides, awaiting his assessment. 

"I'm lost for words." 

"In my experience, lawyers always have something to say." 

"There's a first time for everything." He paused and then added, "That night, as you blew me a 

kiss from your doorstep, I took a mental picture that I've carried around with me for ten years. I can 

see it now." 

He closed his eyes. "Your curly blonde hair, that magnificent mini-dress. Long, long legs and 

those ridiculously high-heeled shoes. It was the best I'd ever seen you look. Some feat because you 

always looked stunning. But now..." 

He snapped his eyes open. "You look more elegant. More divine. More beautiful." 

Kelly's make-up failed to hide her blushes. "Thank you." 

She stepped closer to Matt, and placed a manicured hand on the lapel of his suit. She reached up 

and kissed his cheek then picked up her drink from the bar. Matt gestured towards the door. She led 

the way and he followed her into the main hall, where the band had already started to play. 

For the next hour, Kelly took Matt around the room to speak to his old classmates. The band 

played loud, making it impossible to hold proper conversations. That suited Matt just fine. Instead, he 

shook many hands, kissed a lot of cheeks and handed out business cards left and right. After he had 

worked his way around the entire room, Matt felt like Tony Blair at the ninety-seven election victory 

party. 

The band finished their set with some slow songs. Matt only danced with Kelly, even though 

plenty of women asked to take her place. 

"They could have written this song for us," Matt whispered in her ear as the lead singer crooned 

his way through Baby, Can I Hold You Tonight. 



Kelly smiled at him, and then rested her head on his shoulder. Matt held her tighter. 

The band thanked their audience and left the stage. A mobile disco replaced them and 

immediately upped the tempo of the music. Kelly suggested a drink. Matt readily agreed, and they 

retired to the lounge bar. A group of teachers sat in the corner of the lounge. After politely saying 

hello and handing out still more of his business cards, Matt joined Kelly at the bar, where she had 

ordered for them. 

"Did you see your picture up on the Wonderwall?" 

"Yeah, I saw. Just me and Roy Lakeland from our year. Surprised I didn't see him tonight, 

thought he'd be showing off his millions." 

"So is it as awful as you thought it would be?" Kelly asked. Matt thought she changed the subject 

a little quickly. 

"What makes you think I'd think that?" 

"Oh, come on, Matthew." He normally hated his full name, but somehow it sounded right coming 

from her lips. "You spent every day for seven years with these people. But in the ten years since, the 

only person you've spoken to is Rob. I bet your first reaction when you got the invite was to throw it 

out with the rest of the junk mail." 

Matt smiled. "Actually, my first reaction was to send Laura an e-mail telling her where to stick 

her invitation." They both laughed. "But no, it's not as bad as I expected. Mainly because you're here." 

Kelly blushed again. As they stood at the bar sipping, Laura and Julie walked in. Julie ordered 

drinks, leaving Laura to check on the teachers. 

"Hi Matt," Julie said, "I must say, you look good. Your new life must suit you." 

"Thanks. You look good yourself." 

"Apart from the extra ten pounds that I'm carrying these days." 

"I can't see it. Here let me get those." Matt paid the barman. 

"Thanks." 

Laura joined them and took her drink. She sipped it and then said, "Thanks for the drink, Matt. 



And thanks, again, for coming tonight. Everyone was so looking forward to seeing you." 

"You're welcome. I've enjoyed it a lot more than I thought I would." 

"And you two seem to be getting on well. Making up for lost time all those years ago?" 

Matt raised his eyebrows conspiratorially, and Kelly blushed yet again. 

"What time do you have this place 'till," Matt asked. 

"The bar has a licence extension until one," Laura told him. "So we ought to be out by half past. 

But the caretaker is here himself, so I don't think it's going to be too much of an issue." 

"Oh, right." 

"But don't feel obliged to stay," Laura continued. "It's just good that you came tonight. But 

you've got a long drive home in the morning. Nobody will think anything of it if you leave early." 

"Even," said Julie, "if it was to go somewhere a little more private so that you could catch up 

with someone in particular." 

"Subtlety never was your strong point, was it, Jules," said Laura. 

Twenty minutes later, Matt and Kelly were in a taxi heading away from Westhampton Comp. 

"Where to then, mate?" 

"Do you know anywhere that we can get a good meal?" 

"Molly's All -night Café ain't far from here. She does a cracking all-day breakfast." The driver 

patted his stomach contentedly. 

"I was thinking of somewhere with a little more class than a truck-stop." 

"What about Steak-by-Night? They stay open to catch the clubbers at kicking out time, which 

ain't for another couple of hours." 

"So they'll be fairly quiet?" 

"Yep. It's not exactly posh-nosh, but it's 'bout the best 'round here this time 'a night." 

"Good, we'll go there." 

Matt smiled at Kelly. She smiled back, but they didn't say anything until the driver pulled up 

outside the restaurant. 



"Well that's convenient," said Matt. "For me at least. It's next door to my hotel." 

"You're staying at The Grand?" 

"Where else? Old Ma Riley's B&B?" 

Kelly giggled. "You're right, of course. There aren't any other good hotels in Westhampton. 

There's not anything of much quality around here, come to think of it." 

"Oh, I don't know, some of the girls aren't too bad." 

The restaurant was empty and they were seated immediately. Throughout their starters they made 

small talk, avoiding the topic they really wanted to discuss. Kelly finally broached it after making the 

first cut into her steak. 

"Matt," she said, "in all the time that we were at school, why did you never ask me out?" 

"Why?" he said, taking a bite of his steak. 

"Why? I mean, it's not as if you tried to hide how you felt. Everyone knew." 

"I know. And maybe that's the reason why. I was insecure, like a lot of people at that age I 

suppose. And for an insecure young fool it's better to have a crush that everyone knows about and do 

nothing about it, than get rejected and have everyone know about that instead." 

"But I wouldn't have rejected you." 

"I realise that now, but you were the most popular girl in school." 

"I don't know about that, there were more popular girls than me. Look at Pauline Roberts." 

Matt chuckled. "That's because everyone knew that for the cost of a cinema ticket and a pizza 

you could get a blow-job. Two pizzas and she'd go all the way." They both laughed. 

"Did you know she slipped me her business card earlier?" 

Kelly shook her head. "No. What's she doing these days?" 

Matt showed her the card. "Oh, my." 

"Seriously, Kelly, you could have had your pick of all the boys because you were better looking, 

and smarter than all the other girls. Why would you have wanted me?" 

"For a start you were the smartest boy in school. I would have got all my homework done." 



"I thought your Dad did all your homework." 

"Yeah, but you would have got it right." They laughed. 

"Wonderful. I'd have been the homework boyfriend." 

"Plus, you could hold a conversation on topics other than football, and still manage to know what 

you were talking about." 

Matt smiled. 

"And..." Kelly paused. 

"Go on." 

"And I suppose you were sort of cute, in your own way." A wide grin spread across her face. 

After Matt settled the bill, they stood outside watching the late night revellers spill onto the 

streets. Kelly looked intimidated. 

"I'll come with you to find a cab," Matt said. "Unless you want that coffee that we couldn't have 

ten years ago." 

"Thanks," Kelly replied. "Actually, I've always wanted to see what the rooms in The Grand look 

like." 

Matt smiled again. "Come on then, we'll raid the mini-bar and watch pay-per-view." 

Matt fumbled with his key-card until the LED switched from red to green. He pushed the door 

open and allowed Kelly to enter first. 

"Wow. It's lovely." 

"I've stayed in worse places. They tell me it's the second best room in the hotel." 

"Second best?" 

"The bridal suite was booked." 

Kelly walked over to the window and looked out over the town. The lights had gone out and 

instead of a vibrant city, she was greeted with dingy rooftops. 

"Not much of a view." 

"There is from where I'm standing." 



He walked up behind Kelly, put his hands on her hips, and kissed the back of her neck. She 

sighed and tipped her head back, eyes closed. She turned around to face him and they stared into each 

other's eyes. The spell was broken when she spoke. 

"Well, you've certainly done well for yourself, Matthew." She straightened the lapels of his 

jacket and wiped some imaginary dust from them. 

"Thanks." 

"How come you haven't found a woman to love?" She took his hands in hers. 

"I don't know. Maybe... maybe I lost the woman I loved, and didn't expect to ever replace her." 

He leaned in and brought his lips to hers. 

Unlike the kiss they had shared ten years ago, this wasn't lustful and passionate. It was tender and 

gentle, the kiss of a couple still in love after a lifetime together. Yet they were a couple fate had kept 

apart for a decade. 

Matt allowed the kiss to linger, savouring her sweet taste. Kelly made quiet gurgling sounds in 

the back of her throat. He slipped his tongue into her mouth and tenderly explored while his hands 

caressed her back. Finally, he broke away from her. 

"I've had my fair share of women since I left, but nothing ever felt as perfect as this does right 

now. For two years I loved you, and no one knew. For two more years I loved you, and everyone 

knew, but I did nothing. Then I found out how stupid I'd been, and fate ripped us apart before we were 

even together. 

"When I first kissed you, it was as if the whole world suddenly made sense, as if it was meant to 

happen. This probably sounds really corny but, I think that I've been waiting for this night my whole 

life." 

She smiled at him. He put his hands back on her hips and pulled her towards him. She reached up 

and wrapped her arms around his neck while he traced her figure from the curve of her hips up to the 

glorious swell of her beasts and back down again. Her hands were on the back of his head, ruffling his 

hair. Suddenly driven by desire, she pushed his jacket back off his shoulders. 

He took the hint and let his arms fall by his side. The expensive garment tumbled to the floor. 



His tie was next on her list. She undid the knot but left it hanging limply around his neck. Next, his 

shirt buttons. She fumbled with the collar, but ripped open the rest with practised ease. On reaching 

the last one, she pulled the shirttails out of his trousers. She slipped her hands under the open shirt, 

running them over his body. All the time they were kissing. 

He pulled her closer to him, forcing her to wrap her arms around him. He slid his hands up her 

back, searching out the zip that held her in her dress. He eased it down, slowly exposing her smooth 

skin and ultimately the tiny piece of material at the rear of the thong panties. He slipped the straps of 

the dress off her shoulders and they fell to her elbows, prevented from falling further she still had her 

arms wrapped around him. 

Matt stepped back. Kelly stood before him, her arms bent upwards to prevent the dress from 

falling. Matt picked up his jacket from the floor and threw it onto a nearby chair. 

"Dim the lights," she whispered. 

"But then I won't be able to see you." 

"I said dim them, not turn them off." 

Matt did as she asked. Kelly let her arms fall to her side and the dress followed, tumbling 

downwards. It stopped at her waist, but she extricated herself from the straps, and pushed the garment 

over her hips, letting it fall, finally, to the floor. Matt was speechless. He stood and drank in her 

beauty. She was indeed a woman in her prime. 

"Wow," he said. "Magnificent." 

She was wearing matching underwear, black lace with tiny pink flowers. Matt recognised it. It 

was by Gucci and his favourite pop princess modelled it. He briefly wondered if she had brought it 

especially for the reunion. 

He stepped forward, removing his shirt and tossing it onto the chair along with his jacket. Kelly 

met him and they resumed their embrace. For the first time, Matt searched out her breasts, gently 

cupping and squeezing them through her bra. Then he slipped his hand up underneath to the soft flesh 

within. She undid his trousers and they fell to the floor. He broke the kiss again, kicked off his shoes, 

and bent to step out his trousers. Kelly quickly reached up and removed her bra. 



On his way back up, Matt slid his hand up Kelly's naked leg, tracing her calves, the bend of her 

knee and her slender thighs. His hand reached the juncture of her legs and her torso, and in one 

smooth movement, he pushed aside her panties and ran a finger along the length of her pussy. 

She gasped and gripped his shoulders. Encouraged by her reaction, he adjusted his position and 

concentrated on worshiping her. He ran his other hand up her leg until it joined the first. He held her 

panties out of the way and continued to run a finger along her lips. He leaned forward, bringing his 

head in close, and snaked out his tongue to taste her. She gasped again, and moved her hands to hold 

him in place. Her breathing was heavy, and got even more so when Matt slipped a finger inside her. 

"Oh, Matthew. Oh, Matthew." 

She continued saying his name when he inserted a second finger. He moved both back and forth, 

gradually increasing the pace and as he did, she repeated his name in time. His tongue searched out 

her clitoris. 

"Ohmygod," she said, following the garbled words with a gasp and a moan. "Ohmygod, 

ohmygod, Oh Matthew, Oh Matthew." 

He was attacking her on two fronts. His tongue flicked against her clit and his fingers moved 

inside her. She left words behind, replacing them with incomprehensible sounds as her orgasm 

approached. When she finally came, she pushed Matt's head into her body, holding him there, using 

him to hold herself up, as wave after wave of pleasure rocked her body. 

Held in place, Matt stopped moving his fingers as the muscles in her cunt clamped down and the 

whole of her body tensed. Once he felt her relax, he removed his fingers and stood up, pausing to kiss 

her exposed nipples on the way. 

Her breathing returned to normal. "My god. That was nice." She sighed. "Very, Very nice. Is that 

what they taught you at Oxford?" 

"Amongst other things, but I'm only just getting started." 

He scooped her up in his arms and carried her the short distance to the bed, kissing her again. He 

dropped her on the bed, and she quickly pulled her knickers off and threw them on the floor. His 

shorts disappeared just as quickly, and he clambered up on the bed with her. 



"I need you," she said. "I need you, now." 

Matt smiled and reached over to the bedside table. 

"Don't. There's no need. Besides, I want to feel you, not some piece of rubber." 

"Are you sure?" 

She answered by kissing him and pulling him on top of her. This was it. Fourteen years after his 

first interest in her, Matt slid into Kelly. He moved inside her slowly, and as he had done with his 

fingers, he gradually picked up the pace. 

She humped back against his thrusts, keeping pace with him, until they were slamming against 

each other with unearthly force. 

"Ohmygod, ohmygod, ohmatthew, ohmatthew." 

With a roar of mutual pleasure, they came together. Matt pumped his seed inside his lover. 

They were high together, and they came down together. Matt rolled off Kelly and lay on his 

back. She cuddled up beside him, her arm draped over his chest. He put his hand on her arm, and 

rubbed it. 

"Thank you," she said. "Thank you." 

Matt thought, she's thanking me? Shouldn't it be the other way around? 

Instead, he muttered something incomprehensible, as if the words had been mangled on the short 

trip from his brain to his lips. He reached up to the lamp switch just above his head, turned it off. He 

continued to rub her arm and in no time at all, comforted by each other's presence, they drifted in to a 

deep, satisfied sleep. 

 

The sound made by the gentle trickle of the shower woke Matt the next morning. He rolled onto 

his back, stretched his arms and smiled. He considered joining his lover, but her appearance in the 

bathroom doorway pre-empted him. 

She had wrapped her hair in a towel and she was wearing his white robe. 

"Hey, you." He smiled again. Even dressed this way, she looked fabulous. "You should have 



woken me, I would have joined you." 

Kelly smiled back but said nothing. She unwrapped the towel from around her head and used it 

to dry her hair. 

"I have to go," she said. 

"So soon? Stay. I'll have breakfast sent up." 

"I can't. I've got a train to catch." 

"Catch a later one." 

She shook her head. "Someone's meeting me at the other end." 

"Call them and let them know." 

"Can't. Wouldn't understand." 

"What sort of friend wouldn't understand your need to be pampered once in a while?" 

"It's not a friend." 

"Who then? Family?" 

She shook her head. "My husband." 

  



Revelations 

 

Silence. Kelly had said the one thing that Matt least expected. 

"Husband?" 

Kelly nodded. 

"How long have you... ?" He couldn't bring himself to say the words. 

"Almost seven years." 

"Seven? Kids?" 

She bit her lip and shook her head. 

"So why? I mean, last night, where was he?" 

"He didn't come. He doesn't believe in looking back. As far as he is concerned, reunions are a 

stupid idea." 

"But if you're married, why?" 

"Why sleep with you? I don't make a habit of cheating on my husband if that's what you mean. 

But you and me. I don't know. I really don't" 

Matt shook his head and stared down at the bed. 

"So now you know why I have to be at Milton Keynes train station on time. Or as on time as the 

trains allow." 

"MK? You live in MK? But that's where I live." 

"I know. I found out after joining the organising committee. I wanted to contact you but..." 

Matt's brain had taken a while to get over the shock of Kelly's initial revelation, but it had finally 

caught up and was quickly working out how to use this latest information to his advantage. 

"Okay," he said. "Where were you supposed to stay last night?" 

"Laura's." 

"Damn, I was hoping it was a hotel. That would have been easy. Never mind. Okay, here's what 



we do." He paused and ran his hand back and forth through his hair. "First, you stay and have 

breakfast, right? Then, I'll drive you back to Laura's. Then we get her to call... what's his name?" 

"Roy." 

"Call Roy and tell him that you drank a bit too much. No. Wait. You ate something that made 

you ill, that way it's not your fault. She tells him that she wouldn't let you on the train alone in case 

you got ill again. Instead, she called me, knowing I live in MK too, and asked me to drive you back. 

How does that sound?" 

"Plausible." 

"And do you think that Laura will do that?" 

"Sure she will. She's still my best mate, even after..." 

"After what?" 

Kelly shook her head. "Nothing. It's nothing." 

Matt showered before breakfast arrived, then he and Kelly ate at the table by the window. After 

breakfast, he packed his overnight bag and checked out of the hotel. She accompanied him to the 

hotel's car park. 

"I hope you don't have much luggage," he said, "because the boot in this thing isn't very big." 

He clicked the remote key and the indicators flashed on the silver roadster in the corner of the 

lot. 

"That's yours?" Kelly asked. 

"All mine. I brought it as a present to myself when I qualified. Actually, I've been thinking of 

changing it. I'd love an Aston Martin." 

Twenty minutes later, they pulled up outside Laura's house. 

"I might be a while. You'll come in with me?" 

"Of course." 

"Good. I'll need you to explain the plan to Laura." Kelly smiled. 

"Somehow I thought that might fall to me." 



Matt reached out to ring the doorbell, but stopped when Kelly held up a key. 

"She gave it me yesterday, before the reunion. In case I stayed out late." 

They went inside to find Laura standing in the hallway waiting for them. 

"It's about time. You better hurry or you'll miss your train." 

"I'm not getting the train. Matt will  explain. I have to pack." Kelly disappeared up the stairs, 

leaving Matt and Laura alone. 

Laura grinned. "Cup of tea? Kettle's just this minute boiled." 

Matt nodded. "Good idea." 

"Go sit down in the living room. I'll bring it through." 

Matt wandered into the tasteful lounge and sat down. He thumbed through the Sunday newspaper 

that had been on the coffee table and listened to Laura bustle about in the kitchen. He put the paper 

down when she joined him on the sofa and handed him a freshly brewed mug of tea. 

"So how was it?" 

"Laura!" 

"Oh, come on. I don't want details. Just, how it was. I mean you've been waiting so long..." 

Matt shrugged. "You know how when you wait for something for so long, you build it up and up, 

until when it happens it's all a bit of a letdown?" 

"Hmm. Yes?" 

"Well I gave up on ever being with Kelly a long time ago, so I never really built it up." 

"You're not answering the question, Matt. I thought that's what politicians did, not lawyers." 

Matt smiled and sipped of his tea. 

"Okay, so what is it you want me to do?" 

Matt explained his plan. 

"She told you about Roy then. I wondered if she would." 

"You will do it, won't you?" 

"Of course I will. Matt, I wouldn't normally help someone cheat on their husband; I know how it 



hurt my mum, but in this case..." 

"You make it sound as if you're pleased with what we did." 

"I suppose I am. Kelly deserves a bit of happiness after putting up with that prat for all this time." 

She smiled and sipped her tea. 

"What's he like? Her husband." 

"He hasn't changed that much, still the same old Roy." 

"Changed since when?" 

"Since school, stupid." 

"Oh my god. Lakeland. Kelly married Roy Lakeland." 

"I thought you knew." 

"I knew he was called Roy, but... I never even made the connection. I mean... Roy Lakeland?" 

"Surely you knew he fancied her as much as you did?" 

"Everyone knew. But how many times did he ask her out? And she always turned him down." 

"She turned him down 'cause she was waiting for you, dummy. When you went away and never 

called her... I guess she got tired of waiting and figured what the hell. They started going out about six 

months after you left. He proposed a year later, and they married six months after that. Of course, they 

had to rush things." 

"Why?" 

"I don't know if I should tell you. It's not really my place." 

"Go on," Matt said. 

Before Laura could answer, Kelly walked in. 

"I'm all packed. Shall we go?" 

 

There was a comfortable silence between them as they raced down the motorway towards Milton 

Keynes. Sunday afternoon love songs played on the radio. Once or twice, as he pulled out to overtake, 

Kelly put her hand on Matt's knee and he pushed down a little harder on the accelerator. The traffic 



was surprisingly light, and they pulled off at their junction earlier than he'd expected. She gave him 

directions to her house but had him pull up around the corner. 

"Why are we stopping here?" 

"I wanted to say good-bye properly." She leaned over and kissed Matt tenderly. "I don't think 

Roy would appreciate my doing that outside the house." 

"I understand." He paused. "Kelly. Am I going to see you again?" 

"I hope so. We might only be able to be friends, but..." 

"That's better than nothing." 

Kelly smiled the saddest smile he'd ever seen. She looked down at the floor. "I suppose so." 

Roy was out of the front door almost as soon as Matt had turned off the engine. He raced to 

Kelly's side as she got out of the car. 

"Kelly! My god, are you okay? Laura said you were really bad." 

"I'm fine, Roy. Honestly. You know how she exaggerates." 

"Matt, thanks for bringing her home." 

"No problem. You're looking good, by the way." 

"Liar. I'm carrying more than an extra few pounds. Unlike you. I had no idea you lived down 

here. I thought you'd be off in London or something." 

"Been there, got the T-shirt. It's not all it's cracked up to be." 

"You're a lawyer, right?" 

"Solicitor." 

"D'you mind if I give you a call sometime. I've been thinking about ditching my guys. They're 

expensive and useless. One of those I can live with, but not both." 

"Sure. Here." Matt handed Roy a business card. "Corporate law's not really my thing, but I can 

introduce you to Jerry McTaggart. Best company lawyer I know." 

"Cheers. I'll see you around sometime. Game of golf maybe?" Roy shook Matt's hand and led his 

wife back into the house. 



Matt waited until they were inside, then got back in his car and drove home. 

The next morning at work, Matt related the weekend's events to Jerry. 

"Seems to me like fate is taking the piss, Matt. She hands you the girl on a plate, and then 

snatches her away from you. Then she tops it off by dangling her in front of you, just out of reach. It's 

a bummer." 

"Your powers of analysis never cease astound me, Jerry." 

"Thanks. And you know her husband?" 

"Roy Lakeland. We were at school together." 

"I've heard that name before. Can't remember where." 

"You know that website - Top Ten of Everything?" 

"Yeah, I know that. It's good fun. All the lists are wrong, but it's good fun." 

"Roy was one of the founders. The company floated a couple of years back, it was all over the 

media. God, Kelly must think I'm a right idiot, flashing my money everywhere, lording it over 

everyone, when all the time she's married to a millionaire." 

That day, Matt received a flood of e-mails from his ex-classmates. Many of them were just 

wishing him well; some expressed interest in making new wills, and two said that they wanted him to 

act for them in their house move later that year. 

One of the well-wishers was Laura. 

From: laura1151@hotmail.com  

To: mattmarsden@smithandjones.co.uk  

Subject: Thanks!  

Hey Matt.  

Just wanted to thank you again for coming.  I hope we're going to see a bit more of 

you now that you know we're not as bad as all that.  

One other thing. It's good you live close to Kelly. She needs a friend. I'm too far 

away to look after her the way I'd like to, so I expect you to do it for me fro m now on.  

You only know half the story, Matt. Kelly needs you, so don't give up on her.  

L 

Matt reread the e-mail several times, and then he e-mailed her back, asking what she meant. Jerry 



burst in seconds after Matt had hit óSendô. He handed Matt some papers. 

"I knew I'd heard that name recently." 

Matt studied the papers. They were printouts from a legal news website, detailing a recent case 

involving Roy's company. 

"Turns out," Jerry said, "that he's not quite as rich as you think." 

The 'Top Ten of Everything' website had started as a hobby for Roy and his friends. Visitors to 

the site could vote for their 'Top Ten' in a number of categories, and the votes were processed to 

produce an overall top ten. Its popularity was instant and astronomic. The founders quickly exploited 

it to make money from advertising and sell-through affiliate programs. Soon after floating on the 

stock market, the company was approached by a large internet retailer with a view to merging. 

Contract discussions had gone on for months, but the deal fell apart. Roy and his partners borrowed 

heavily to set up their own retail business instead, while their ex-suitors set up a rival voting site. That 

prompted Roy to launch an ill-advised legal action. 

"It's no wonder he wants to change briefs," Jerry said. "I'd never have advised suing. There's no 

way he can win, and it must be costing him a fortune. You make sure you put him through the second 

he calls. There're a lot of fees in this one, and I'll make sure you get introduction credit. This could be 

our ticket to partnership, Matt." 

Over the next two weeks, Matt settled back into his life. He didn't get a reply from Laura, and 

heard nothing from Kelly or Roy. He was beginning to forget all about the reunion and its aftermath. 

Then, one slow Wednesday morning, the receptionist called through to him when he was in the 

middle of a complicated estate. 

"There's a young lady here to see you, Mr. Marsden. She doesn't have an appointment but 

insisted I ask if you could see her. Her name is Mrs Lakeland." 

Matt's heart jumped into his mouth. "Kelly? I don't have any appointments, so I can see her now 

if she'd like. Tell her I'll be down shortly." 

He cleared away his papers then rushed down to reception to greet Kelly. He showed her up to 

his room and instructed his secretary to make them both a drink. Kelly sat in the client chair, on the 



opposite side of the desk to Matt. 

"It's nice to see you again, Kelly." 

"Nice to be seen. Although I am here on business." 

"What can I do for you?" 

"Roy sent me to see just how good you are before he persuades the board to jump ship and sail 

with you guys." She placed a brown envelope on the desk. "Our wills. Roy seems to think that there 

might be a few more ways to save on tax in them. Would you mind taking a look, see what you can 

do." 

"Sure. I'll even do them for you at cost, as a goodwill gesture." 

Kelly smiled. Matt's secretary brought in the coffee on a tray. 

"Doris, I'll be looking through Mr and Mrs Lakeland's wills for a while, so would you divert any 

calls to my voicemail. Oh, and pull the door closed on your way out." 

Doris left. Kelly smiled at Matt. "Don't want us disturbed, eh? Naughty boy, what have you got 

in mind?" Kelly said after Doris had closed the door behind her. 

"What I said. Quickly scan through these, see what I can do." 

"Well." Kelly stood and walked around to sit on the desk in front of Matt. "I had something else 

in mind. Matt, after all you did for me reunion weekend I never really got a chance to thank you." 

"Yes you did, right before you fell asleep if I remember right." 

"That's not what I meant." Kelly placed her foot on Matt's chair, between his legs, and pushed it 

away from the desk. Then she sank to her knees and reached for his belt. 

"Kelly, wha... ?" 

"Shush. You were nice to me. It's my turn to be nice to you." 

She undid his belt and trousers and fished around for his cock. It was already growing hard when 

she released it, and she helped it along with a few gentle strokes. She looked him in the eye and 

smiled at him then bent her head and took his cock into her mouth. 

Matt leaned back in his chair, his head resting against it and enjoyed Kelly's performance. She 



was like a magician, except that what she was doing was no illusion. In a very short time Matt was 

breathing heavily, and gripping the arms of his chair as Kelly sucked him to a mind-numbing orgasm. 

When he'd finishing filling her mouth with his cum, Kelly put his cock away and stood. She 

wiped a droplet of semen from the side of her mouth and licked her finger clean, before returning to 

her seat and picking up her coffee. She raised her eyebrows at Matt before she began to drink. 

"So how long do you think it'll take you to sort out those wills?" 

"Erm, well... erm, I'll need a couple of hours to look them over, and a couple more to draft some 

changes - say Friday?" 

"Great." She handed him a card. "That's my mobile number, call me and we'll have lunch." 

She finished her coffee in one gulp and stood to leave. "S'okay. I'll see myself out." 

Matt had trouble concentrating after that. At lunchtime, he hit the gym to try and clear his head, 

before returning to work late in the afternoon. He worked later than usual and, unable to face cooking, 

he stopped at a Pizza Hut on the way home. When he finally got to bed, he fell asleep dreaming of 

Kelly. 

 

Matt's first task at work each morning was to filter through and prioritise any e-mails he'd 

received overnight. The one that made it to the top of his list the next morning was from Laura. 

From: laura1151@hotmail.com   

To: mattmarsden@smithandjones.co.uk   

Subject: Yesterday  

Matt,  

I spoke to Kelly last night. She told me all about your 'meeting' yesterday. I need 

to talk to you! Today! You need to know what you're getting yourself into. Here's my 

number...  

L 

Matt immediately called Laura, who said that she really wanted to explain things to him face-to-

face. He told his secretary he was going to see a client on an urgent matter, and then sped up the 

motorway to meet Laura at a pub near her house. 

The Union Jack had been Matt's local when he was younger. Then, it had been a dirty, dingy hole 



that served watered-down beer and lethal spirits, but it was cheap. It had been purchased by a national 

pub chain a few years after he left for Oxford. They refurbished and re-branded it as a family 

restaurant. Matt and Laura ordered some food and soft drinks. Laura wasn't in the mood to mess 

around. 

"Matt, there are a few things that you really need to know about Kelly and Roy. I don't think she 

wants you to know, but I think it'll be better, for both of you, if you did." 

"That sounds serious." 

"It is. Kelly's marriage is well and truly on the rocks, and has been for a long time." 

"Why?" 

"A number of reasons, not least Roy's affairs. He's been sleeping around ever since that damn 

company made him rich and famous. Power and money are quite the turn-on, especially for the kind 

of young dumb blondes that Roy seems to prefer." 

"I wouldn't call Kelly dumb." 

"Sweet. I didn't even insult her and you're defending her. You're just what she needs, you know 

that? All the time Roy's been cheating on her, Kelly hasn't so much as thought about doing the same. 

You know what she's like. She's been faithful to him despite it all. Until the reunion. I tell you Matt, 

when she heard you were coming, it like she was a school girl again, dizzy and excitable." 

Matt smiled. 

"You could have turned up in a cheap suit, unwashed and bitter as hell, and she'd have still slept 

with you that night. She saw it as finishing what she started." 

"Gee, thanks. And there was me thinking it was my innate attractiveness that got her into bed." 

"Well, that's the thing, isn't it? You turned up looking great, smelling great, feeling great. You 

were pleasant and charming to everyone, even John Nettles, and I know how much you despised him. 

You know, Kelly told me that you paid her more compliments that night than Roy has done in the past 

year." 

"I find that hard to believe. He was fussing all over her when I dropped her off." 

"And about an hour after you left, he went out to his latest mistress. She rang me to tell me she 



was back safely, and we chatted for ages because he'd gone. She says that you were a very generous 

lover, by the way." 

"Laura!" 

"Hey, what can I say? Girls talk." 

They had finished their drinks so Matt went to buy some more. When he returned, Laura 

continued. 

"Matt, Kelly needs all the attention she can get, and she's decided that she's going to get it from 

you. She's not just after some quick fling. She wants to leave Roy. You think you can handle that?" 

"I used to dream about being with Kelly. But in recent years I'd resigned myself to being a 

bachelor boy forever. If Kelly wants to be the one to prove me wrong, so be it." 

"And you reckon you can handle Roy when he finds out?" 

"Piece of cake." 

"You won't say that if he throws the work your way that he's talking about. Gaining a client like 

that, then losing it 'cause you stole his wife..." 

"Could be difficult to explain to the partners. But I'll risk it." 

"Just one other thing, Matt, before you go and start planning your whole future together." 

"What?" 

"I don't know if I should tell you this or not but Kelly can't have kids. It's a long story, and it 

really isn't my place to tell it. I'm she will when she ready. As much as I love Kelly, be sure you can 

handle that before you get too involved." 

Matt drove home with Laura's words troubling him. Laura wouldn't give any more details, but 

she had alluded to an incident just after Kelly's wedding that was the cause. He was in two minds. 

Should he ask Kelly outright, or wait for her to tell him in her own time? Back in Milton Keynes, he 

went straight to the gym. He found pounding out a couple of kilometres on the treadmill the best way 

to clear his head. After that he went back to the office and worked late, trying his best to focus and put 

Kelly out of his mind. 



Decisions 

 

Smith & Jones Solicitors was a seven partner firm formed in the early nineteen-eighties by David 

Smith and Maurice Jones. The firm quickly established a reputation for quality service and as Milton 

Keynes grew, so did the firm. The latest expansion plans were for three new partners (and the staff to 

work under them) in the next eighteen months. 

Each partner headed up a different department within the firm, specialising in two or more areas 

of law. Each department was supported by at least two Associate solicitors, several other solicitors, 

legal executives, trainees and secretarial staff. 

Matt was an associate for the senior partner, Maurice Jones. Their department concentrated on 

will w riting and financial planning, probate, and domestic conveyancing. Maurice tended to keep the 

most complex and valuable probate matters for himself, but just occasionally he handed one over to 

someone else. 

After a regular Friday morning meeting between Maurice, Matt and the department's other 

associate, Maurice asked Matt to remain behind. 

"Just a quick word, Matthew. I understand that you may have the chance to bring a rather large 

account the firm's way. A client for the corporate department, I believe." 

"My, news travels fast. I shall have to watch what I say to Jerry in the future. He wasn't supposed 

to say anything yet. Roy, the client, may not even bring the case to us." 

"I'm sure that if you work on him then he'll see the benefit. This Roy is an old friend of yours?" 

"We were at school together, yes." 

"We really should try everything we can to bring him on board. Perhaps you could set up a 

meeting with the partners, and yourself and Jerry, of course." 

"I'll see what I can do." 

"Jolly good. You understand, Matthew, that we expect partners to secure this sort of new 

business." 



Matt nodded. 

Maurice smiled. "Matthew, have you heard of Sir Francis Wingfield?" 

"Isn't he one of David's clients?" 

"Yes. He's been a client of the firm since the early days. You may remember I rewrote his will 

last year. I asked you to double check the trusts for me." 

"Yes, I remember," Matt said. "They were horribly complex." 

"Quite. Well, Sir Francis passed away in the early hours yesterday. As co-executors, David and I 

think that this is an ideal opportunity for you to, erm, show us what you're made of. Think you can 

handle an estate of this size?" 

"I'm sure I can, Maurice." 

"Good. That's what I like to see, a bit of confidence in a young man." Maurice reached for a thick 

file on his desk and handed it to Matt. "I've already put the wheels in motion to prove the will. Sir 

Francis kept his affairs in pretty good order, but you may like to meet with his accountant to clear 

things in your own mind. Details are in the file." 

"I'll do that." 

"Very Good. That'll be all." 

Matt rose to leave. On his way out he stopped. "Maurice. Thank you for this opportunity." 

"Not at all, Matthew. Now, don't forget to set up that meeting." 

Matt knew that this estate was his test. If he handled it smoothly, kept the family happy, and 

wrapped up the whole thing neatly, then he was likely to be offered a partnership. He couldn't help 

wonder if Roy's potential business had anything to do with him being given this case. 

He didn't want to be disturbed while he worked his way through the assets of the late Sir Francis 

Wingfield, so Matt diverted all his calls to voicemail and told reception to tell anyone who came 

looking for him that he was out for the day. 

He didn't check his voicemail until lunchtime, and got a shock when he did. The third message 

was from Roy. 



"Hey, Matt. Guess you're out seeing to another of your rich dead clients. Give us a call as soon as 

you can, I'd like to arrange a meeting with that guy you told me about, what was his name, Mc-

something. Anyway, him. My number's..." 

Matt checked when Jerry would be free, then called Roy back. 

"Matt, Hi. Thanks for calling back." 

"No, problem. Look, Roy, if it's about your wills, I haven't..." 

"God, no. That was Kelly's idea. She's convinced that I'll wind up paying the taxman too much 

when I die. Personally I don't plan to die for a great many years, by that time they'll have changed the 

rules and I'll need a new will anyway. Maybe she's planning to bump me off early for my money." 

Roy laughed heartily. Matt chuckled politely. 

"No," Roy continued, "I decided to use your guy as soon as I knew you were working down here. 

If you say this Mc-thingy is the best, then I believe you." 

"McTaggart. Jerry McTaggart. And he is the best. When would you like to see him?" 

"Monday, if he's free. Bring him to the office around lunchtime and introduce us. He and I can 

talk about how I can resolve this mess I'm in and you can take Kelly for lunch and show her those 

wills." 

"That shouldn't be a problem. Oh, and the partners have heard that you might be bringing your 

business to us. They'd like to meet you too." 

"Another Champagne reception, huh? God, it's a hard life I lead. Let me talk with McTaggart 

first, and then we'll think about celebrating with your partners." 

The weekend dragged. Matt spent most of Saturday in the office, working on the Wingfield 

estate and drafting Kelly and Roy's wills. He needed to talk to someone. Normally that would have 

been Jerry, who'd have had a joke handy to make things seem better. But Jerry was busy preparing for 

his meeting with Roy. This case could be to Jerry what Wingfield was to Matt. How could Matt tell 

him that he was about to have an affair with his new client's wife? 

He picked up the phone to call Laura twice, both times getting no further than dialling the area 

code. Laura was Kelly's best friend; she was hardly likely to be impartial. 



His first taste of Kelly had been pure fantasy, the second, in his office, had felt unreal. But he 

wanted more, much more. He wanted to be able to hold her in his arms whenever he could, to laugh 

and joke and do all the other things that lovers did. But he knew any kind of relationship carried risks, 

to both his career and Jerry's partnership. How did he get himself into this? 

Still desperate to talk to someone, Matt got in his car Sunday morning and headed up the 

motorway once again. There was one person he knew he could always talk to. She might be old, her 

body frail, but her mind was razor sharp. 

"Oh, Matthew." Her smile was as wide as her face would allow. "How's my favourite grandson?" 

"Nana, I'm your only grandson." 

"I know, darling. Have you come to treat me to Sunday lunch? You know how much I hate the 

food here." 

"Nana, the food here is excellent. It's one of the reasons I picked it for you." 

"I know, darling. But if I said I liked it, then you'd never take me out. And I wouldn't get to ride 

in that nice car of yours." 

Nana Edith was in her nineties. She'd insisted she could take care of herself after her husband 

died, but when she slipped on her frozen doorstep and broke her hip one winter, the family decided 

that a care home would be better for her. She'd always had faith in her only grandson, and made him 

her attorney. Matt picked the very best home he could find, even though it meant having to pay a 

portion of the fees himself. He made a point of visiting her at least once a month and taking her out 

for lunch at the local carvery. Nana Edith's delight every time she rode in the Audi was the only 

reason that Matt still had it. Last time he mentioned changing it, possibly for a new Jaguar, Nana had 

kicked up such a fuss that he promised her he'd keep it for as long as she still lived. 

At the restaurant, the hostess said there was an hour-long wait for a table. Matt led his 

grandmother to a seat in the bar, where a teenage waitress took their drinks order. 

"I'll have a large sweet sherry, my dear, and my grandson will have a glass of your finest single 

malt whisky." 

"I can't, Nana. I have to drive home." 



"Poppycock, darling. One won't hurt. He's a lawyer you know," she added to the waitress. She 

patted Matt's arm lovingly. "I'm very proud of him. He'll make someone a wonderful husband." 

The waitress blushed and went to fetch the order. Matt said, "I wish you wouldn't do that, Nana." 

"Do what, darling?" 

"Try and palm me off on every pretty girl you see. That waitress is only a kid - she must be at 

least ten years younger than me." 

"I was twelve years younger than your grandfather, and don't you forget it. Anyway, I just want 

to see you up the aisle before I pass into the next life." 

The waitress returned and placed Matt's whisky on the table in front of him. "My Gran is exactly 

the same," she said with a smile. "Won't take no for an answer." 

"And so she shouldn't," said Nana Edith. 

While they waited for a table, Matt told his Nana all about the Wingfield estate. She was very 

impressed. She told him all the old folk gossip from the home and asked how that 'nice, young, Jerry' 

was. The hour passed quickly and they were seated before they knew it. 

"Nana," Matt said as he poured thick gravy over his meal. "Do you remember Kelly Larson?" 

"Pretty blonde girl you went to school with? Yes, I remember her. She was a bit stuck up for my 

liking." 

"I saw her, a couple of weeks ago." 

"Really?" 

"At that reunion I went to. Remember?" 

"Oh, yes, darling. Wonderful things, reunions. Didn't you used to fancy her?" 

Matt nodded. "Just a little. She married Roy Lakeland, you know." 

"Roy Lakeland? That computer man?" 

"Yep." 

"Lucky girl. He's got even more money than you hasn't he, darling?" 

"Nana, my life seems to have gotten a bit, well, complicated." He went on to explain. 



"So you slept with her? Was she any good?" 

"Nana!" Matt looked around to see if anyone had heard. 

"Just because I'm old doesn't mean I forget about these things, darling. We have satellite telly in 

the home, I hear all about these sorts of things on 'Living'. What's that man called who does that 

program I like? Somebody Springer." 

"Nana, stop it. Or I'll get them to take the TV off you." 

"You wouldn't dare, darling." 

"What am I going to do, Nana? Kelly was all I ever wanted, but I've changed over the years. I bet 

she has too. If I take the risk and see her again, I might find I don't like her and it would have all been 

for nothing." 

"But if you don't, you'll never know, darling. That's why you ran off to Oxford and never called 

her, isn't it? You were scared it wouldn't have been as good as you'd hoped." 

"You can read me like a book, can't you?" 

"Of course I can, darling. Matthew, dear, you know what you have to do. You're a big boy now, 

you can't keep running away. You only get one life, and some of us only get one chance at happiness. 

But it looks like you've got a second bite of the cherry. Don't you dare give it up. No job is worth a 

lifetime of loneliness". 

Matt woke up Monday morning with a bizarre sense of split personality. Part of him dreaded the 

day. Another part couldn't wait to see Kelly again. 

He wandered down to Jerry's room just after eleven and then drove them to head office of Top 

Ten plc. It was in a large building on the shores of Willen Lake - one of the more expensive parts of 

town. Top Ten plc wasn't the only company in the building, but the set up was grand enough to 

impress. 

After keeping them waiting in reception, Roy led the two lawyers through to his room, where he 

offered them drinks. Matt stayed for the first portion of the meeting while they discussed terms of 

business and the potential work that Roy had for them. It turned out that as well as the current 

litigation and other company matters, Roy had some personal properties that he wanted Matt to 



handle. Kelly arrived just before one, and she and Matt left the others to thrash out a way forward. 

"Where shall we go for lunch?" Kelly asked. "Perhaps somewhere out of town, where we won't 

be spotted." 

Kelly seemed to be brimming with confidence. She was much more like the girl he remembered 

from school than the timid creature he had taken to bed just a couple of weeks ago. She was wearing a 

smart business suit, tight cream trousers with a dark pinstripe, and a matching short jacket. She kept 

the jacket buttoned, and Matt couldn't be entirely sure but suspected she wasn't wearing very much 

underneath. 

He took them to Stoke Breune, some miles north of Milton Keynes. Breune's Lock stood on the 

banks of the Grand Union Canal. The low ceilings and exposed beams gave the restaurant an intimate 

atmosphere. Matt asked for his favourite table, from where he could watch the prettily painted narrow 

boats drift slowly by. 

"They seem to know you," Kelly said after they had ordered. "Do you come here a lot?" 

"I've brought a few ladies here over the years." 

"Now, it's my turn." Kelly grinned. This wasn't the sexy smile she used to flash at him in her 

youth. It was an excited smile, expectant almost. 

"Kel, I guess you know I spoke to Laura last week." 

"She told me. I wish she hadn't, but I suppose it's better you know the score with me and Roy." 

"Why didn't you tell me yourself?" 

"I don't know. Didn't find the right time." 

"You know you're asking me to take a hell of a risk, seeing you behind Roy's back?" 

"But it would be worth it, wouldn't it? I mean, wasn't the night of the reunion just amazing." 

"It was nice. Very nice. But if I'm going to risk my partnership, my career even, I want 

something in return from you." 

"Oh, you'll get it." 

"That's not what I mean." 



The meals arrived. Matt thanked the waitress then continued. "I want you to be honest with me. 

Completely honest. Since the reunion, it feels as if you've been lying to me all the time. About being 

married, about Roy, about the wills. I need to know that I can trust you. Right now, I don't know if I 

can." 

"What do you want me to do? What do you want to know?" 

"I want to know everything. But let's start small, one step at a time. The morning after the 

reunion I asked if Laura would help us. You started to say something, but then stopped. You said 

'even after.' Even after what?" 

"Start small, huh? Some chance. But if it makes you trust me." She paused, taking a deep breath. 

"Here goes. I guess Laura told you why Roy and I got married so quickly after his proposal." 

"No, she didn't" 

"Oh. Well. I was pregnant. It was stupid of me I know, we should have been more careful, but it 

happened. I didn't want my baby to be a bastard, and I wasn't going to have a lump in my wedding 

photos, so we arranged it as quickly as we could. At the registry office in Westhampton. So much for 

my grand white wedding, huh? 

"Anyway. When I was eight months gone, I got invited to Laura's hen party. Roy didn't want me 

to go, but Laura's Laura. How could I not go? Halfway through the party I got tired, and Laura offered 

to drive me home. I told her she couldn't; she'd been drinking. But she insisted. You know how she 

can be." She paused again, this time for longer. 

"Kelly, if this is too much..." 

"It's okay. I just haven't talked about this in a long time, that's all. We crashed, Matt. Well, more 

accurately, we were crashed into. It was the other guy's fault - he'd been drinking too - but when the 

police showed up they breathalysed Laura as a matter of course. 

"I was on the way to hospital by that point. The crash brought on early labour. But there were 

complications. You'll understand if I skip over them." 

"By all means do. In fact you can stop there if you like. I can guess the rest." 

"No. I've started, I may as well finish. They got... J... Jake was... he lasted just a few hours." 



"Is this the reason you can't have kids now?" 

"The doctors said there was no reason why I shouldn't be able to get pregnant again. After I'd 

recovered from the operation we tried for another, but it never happened for us. We kept trying for 

almost a year, and then gave up. That was about the time that Roy had his first affair. Or the first that I 

know of." 

"You blamed Laura for the accident?" 

"No. I didn't. Like I said, it was the other guy's fault. Laura still lost her licence for a while 

though. No, I didn't blame her. She did. She blamed herself. Couldn't speak to me after it. Roy blamed 

her as well, so I guess her not calling had something to do with that too." 

"When did you two start talking again?" 

"When I found out about Roy's affair. I called her. She blamed herself for that too. She thinks if 

she'd been looking out for me, Roy wouldn't have gotten away with it. Ever since then she's been like 

my guardian angel." 

"Kelly, I had no idea. I'm so sorry." 

"So, do you trust me now?" 

"I'd like to think so, but let's see how we go." 

"That'll do for now. Matt, I won't let you down. I can be discreet." 

"Like walking into my office and giving me a blow job." 

"I know. I'm sorry about that. Don't know what came over me. I just wanted to do something a 

bit naughty." 

"That was definitely a bit naughty." 

They finished lunch and took a stroll along the canal bank. The sun was high in the cloudless 

sky. They walked the mile and a half to the Blisworth tunnel, arm in arm. Before they turned around 

to come back, they shared a long, sensual kiss. Back in Stoke Breune they watched the holidaymakers 

manoeuvre their rented narrow boats through the lock. Then Matt drove them back to Milton Keynes. 

His phone rang as the pair arrived on the outskirts of their hometown. The display told him it was 

Jerry. 



"Matt, where are you?" 

"We've just pulled off the A5." 

"I thought you might be on your way back. Look, I'm going to need at least another couple of 

hours here. Between you and me things are lot worse than I'd feared. You'd be better off going back to 

the office and I'll get a taxi back." 

"Only if you're sure, Jerry." 

"Actually, Roy has just offered to give me a lift back when we've finished, as long as you take 

Kelly home first." 

"Tell him no problem. See you for a drink later and you can fill me in, if it's not too late." 

Matt hung up and smiled at Kelly. 

"What?" 

"Roy's asked me to drop you off at home." 

Kelly's face failed to hide her excitement. "Oh, excellent. I can show you around. The lounge, the 

kitchen. The bedroom." 

"I don't think so, Kelly. Not today. I've got to get back to the office; I've got a stack of work a 

foot high. Besides, my sneaking into your house in the middle of the day is hardly discreet." 

"Spoilsport." 

Matt pulled the car onto Kelly's driveway and she got out. The roof was down and she leaned 

back over the door. 

"You sure I can't persuade you to come in?" 

Matt tried hard not to stare down her cleavage. "Really, Kelly, I can't." 

"Okay." She reached into her handbag and pulled out a piece of paper. She handed it to Matt. 

"What's this?" 

"My new mobile number. I brought myself a pay-as-you-go phone just to call and text you on. 

That way, your number won't show up on my regular bill. Told you I could be discreet." 

Matt smiled. 



"When will I see you again?" Kelly asked. 

"I'll text you," Matt said as he put the car into reverse. He turned to watch behind him as he 

backed off the drive. "But soon. As soon as we can." 

  



Secrets and Lies 

 

Jerry strode into Matt's office first thing Tuesday morning carrying a pile of thin, neat files. He 

deposited them on Matt's desk. 

"Lakeland's property portfolio. From what I can tell, he's invested wisely. I'm surprised at that; 

the man's a complete idiot." 

"Didn't take you long to work that out." Matt smiled. 

Jerry laughed. "He swans around like he's Richard Branson, yet he's made one of the worst 

business decisions I've ever come across. This has to be the most ill-advised case in legal history." 

"That bad?" Matt raised his eyebrows. 

"That bad. The counsel's opinion is a joke. I'll have to get a new one." 

"Well, good luck with it. Where did you get to last night? I thought we were going to meet up." 

"Lakeland took me out. We went to that Urban Tiger Club." 

"The lap dancing place?" 

"I know, but what can you do, the client calls the shots. But you should have seen the talent 

there." 

"Hot?" 

"Hot. Mind you, not as hot as his wife. I can see what you saw in her. Lakeland must have 

something wrong with him if he needs to go to places like Urban Tiger to get his kicks. And you 

know what else?" 

"What?" 

"He's got at least two other women on the go. I know about the young blonde bit, she works at 

the club and was all over him after she finished her shift. But I think he's banging his secretary as 

well." 

"What makes you think that?" 

"She's twenty-one, can't type, doesn't do shorthand and is terrible on the phone. Why else would 



he employ her if she wasn't opening her legs for him." 

Matt shrugged. "So what have you got for me?" 

"There's four sales and five purchases plus a couple of commercial leases, but you'll be passing 

those on I imagine." 

Matt nodded. 

"I managed to negotiate a decent fee for you too. A quarter percent on the sales and half a percent 

of the purchases. You can thank me later." 

"I'll buy lunch." 

"You're on. How was lunch with the wife? You never said." 

"Kelly? Awkward." Matt was surprised at the ease with which he could lie to his best friend. 

"Do you think you'd have slept with her if you'd known she was married?" 

"I don't know. It's not as if Roy and I were best mates or anything." 

"Well, it's in the past now. As long as he doesn't find out we'll be fine. Mind you, he's not really 

in a position to complain. The man's mad if you ask me -cheating on someone like Kelly. 

Unbelievable. Did she look that good when she was at school?" 

Matt smiled and ignored the question. 

"What're you working on?" Jerry asked. 

"Wingfield." 

"Oh, the big one. Just how loaded was the old bloke?" 

"Very. He's got shares that have to be realised in just about all the top fifty companies, antiques 

galore, some of which he's left to people, the others I've got to get valued and auctioned. But it's his 

property that's going to cause me the biggest headache. He had holiday rentals as far apart as Cumbria 

and Cornwall." 

"Shit." 

"Normally, I'd get a local agent to go along, value them and fax me his report, but the executors 

are insisting I supervise any valuations personally." 



"Aren't Smith and Jones the executors?" 

"They are, and old man Jones is going to be deliberately awkward, I can tell. He's going to push 

me all the way before he offers me a partnership." 

"It'll be worth it though. Me and you, Matt. Partners. Just like we always wanted. Things have 

worked out pretty good for us. The old bloke popping his clogs for you and a chump like Lakeland for 

me. I tell you, this case is in such a bad way, I can't lose. If he insists on going to court, it'll be against 

my advice, and the partners can't hold that against me. But if I can get an out of court settlement, I'll 

look like a legal genius." 

Matt didn't touch the new files all morning. They sat on his desk, taunting him. Just before lunch 

his mobile phone beeped. He'd received a text message. 

Hey Sexy R U busy Kelly  

Matt quickly sent her a one word reply. 

Yes.  

He put the phone down and it beeped again. 

Shame cause im free rest of today fancy lunch? Call me Kel xx  

Matt pressed the recall button and Kelly answered immediately. 

"So, where are you taking me for lunch today?" 

"I can't, Kelly. I'm having lunch with your husband's litigator." 

"Oh, really? And isn't a new client more important?" 

"Kelly, you're not the client. Roy is." 

"So you haven't looked at the files yet?" 

"What do you mean?" 

"Take a look. You'll see that even though the files are in Roy's name, he's given you authority to 

deal with me on his behalf." 

"What?" Matt scrambled for the top file and flicked through it. "How did you get him to do 

that?" 

"Matthew... What do you think I've been doing for the past ten years? Staying at home watching 



Richard and Judy? I thought you knew me a bit better than that." 

Matt cancelled lunch with Jerry, telling him he had to meet someone regarding the Wingfield 

estate. He picked up Kelly from The Centre, Milton Keynes' behemoth shopping complex. She looked 

as stunning as always, in a short, yellow summer dress with a subtle flower design. He drove them to 

Stoney Stratford, a village on the edge of the city. There was a pub there that the firm often used to 

entertain clients. They ordered lunch on the firm's account and settled down to talk. 

"So, tell me, what have you been doing for the past ten years? Staying at home to watch Richard 

and Judy?" Matt asked. 

Kelly smiled. "I can't believe you're only just now asking me that." 

"Well, I sort of assumed... you know... with Roy being a millionaire and everything..." 

Kelly huffed. "If it wasn't for me, that website would still be a bedroom hobby." 

Matt looked at her quizzically and she continued. 

"The website was just starting to take off when Roy and I first started going out. It was getting 

tons of hits. Too many, in fact. The web hosts were getting twitchy. Their server couldn't cope with 

the traffic. So they started to charge Roy and his mates more to host the site." 

Matt nodded 

"But I saw the potential," she continued. "The guys were against advertising at first. They said it 

went against the spirit of the web. So, I did a little research, put some numbers together and convinced 

them." 

"So you're saying that you're the brains behind Top Ten?" 

"No. Roy's the brains behind the website. He's the creative one. I simply found ways to generate 

revenue. Adverts first, then the affiliates. I got the cash out of the banks so we become our own hosts, 

negotiated the deals with advertisers. I handled the money side of things - for the company and for 

Roy." 

"So how come all the money is in Roy's name?" Matt was fascinated. 

"It isn't. Roy and the guys like to be the public face of the company, but I'm the silent, invisible 

partner." She sipped her rum and coke. "When the money from the advertising started to trickle in we 



agreed to split everything equally, between the four of us. When we first set up the private company 

we all put in the same amount. When we floated, we all got the same number of shares." 

"I don't understand." Matt shook his head. "If you know Roy's cheating on you, and you've got 

your own money, why are you still with him?" 

"I'm married to the company as much as I am to Roy. If I'd left him it would've torn the company 

apart. At least, it used to be that way. This past year I've been involved less and less. Ever since the 

merger talks broke down. Roy blamed me for that, but he wouldn't budge, it was all his fault." 

The conversation became less intense after their food was delivered. When her plate was clean, 

Kelly wiped her mouth and threw the napkin onto the plate. "I hope you're not planning to run off and 

leave me for the second afternoon in a row." 

"You know I have to get back to work, Kelly. I've got this big job on..." 

"Yes, you have. Me. Look, as my property lawyer, I want you to cast your expert eye over the 

properties I'm selling. Make sure you think I'm doing the right thing. So, why don't I show you the 

house here in Stoney Stratford that we're selling? It's empty, which is why we're selling it. We can't 

get tenants." 

Matt nodded. "Okay." 

It was a beautiful summer's day. Matt left his jacket in his car and they strolled through the 

village, stopping at a small semi-detached cottage. 

"This it?" Matt asked. 

Kelly nodded. "I found it three years ago. It was in a terrible state, but persuaded Roy to buy it. 

Well, I say that, but I tend to make all Roy's investment decisions. He just signs the paperwork." 

"It looks okay now." 

"So it should, it cost enough to put right. But the area's just no good for the rental market." 

"Good time to sell then. How much equity's in it?" 

"Enough. Come on." She opened the door and went inside. Matt followed. 

It was dark inside the cottage, especially after the sunlight outside. The front door led onto a 



lounge just big enough for a sofa and chairs. On one wall a fireplace stood empty, but Matt could 

already see the roaring fire on a cold winter's evening. 

"I like it," he said. "It's got character, which is more than can be said of my place. It should sell 

easily." 

"Maybe you could buy it. It could be our secret love nest." Kelly giggled. 

"I couldn't Kel. It'd be a conflict of interests." 

"Oh, and this isn't?" 

She wrapped her arms around him and hugged him tightly. Her hands edged downwards, 

squeezing his bum. There was fire in her eyes. Years of suppressed passion bubbling to the surface 

and burning brightly. Matt was astounded. Kelly was more beautiful than now that he remembered 

her, yet her husband neglected her and ran around with countless other women. 

"Roy needs his head examined," Matt whispered. "These women of his must be pretty amazing if 

he prefers them over you." 

Kelly shook her head. "Roy hates that I'm his equal. He likes to feel superior." 

"Equal? You're worth ten of him." 

They kissed. A deep passionate kiss, tongues wrestling, mouths sucking. He pulled her to him, 

pressing himself against her, their bodies fitting together like jigsaw pieces. Kelly finally broke the 

kiss. She pulled away from her lover and strode through the door at the back of the lounge. Matt 

followed her into a spotless kitchen. 

"It's very clean for an empty house." 

"Come now, Matthew. You know how important presentation is in this market. The old lady next 

door pops in every day to give the place the once over. It supplements her pension." 

She opened the refrigerator, which to Matt's surprise was switched on. Kelly retrieved a bottle of 

white wine. "There are glasses in that cupboard by your head." 

Matt got the glasses while Kelly opened the bottle. She poured, then Matt handed her one of the 

glasses. 



"To our little secret," Kelly said. 

Matt smiled and clicked his glass against hers. "To us." 

Kelly looked squarely into Matt's eyes as she drank her wine. Her eyes still burned; a mixture of 

passion, excitement and, Matt was sure, a trace of something more. 

"Let's go upstairs," Kelly said. 

She tipped her head back and finished her wine. Matt left his glass half full on the worktop when 

Kelly took his hand and led him through the lounge to the stairs. She fairly raced up them, dragging 

him behind her. At the top of the stairs a small landing led off to three rooms, one at the front of the 

cottage and two at the back. She led him in to the front room. A bed stood underneath the window that 

overlooked the road. The only other furniture in the room was an old wardrobe. 

"Is that an antique?" Matt asked. 

"Who cares?" 

Kelly grabbed the hem of her dress and lifted it up over her head. She threw the dress across the 

room and stood before him in the same underwear she had worn the night of the reunion. 

"I recognise that set," he said. 

"Well, you seemed to appreciate it before. Besides, it was too expensive to only wear once." 

She grabbed his tie and pulled him towards her for a kiss. When their mouths were locked 

together, she undid his tie, leaving it dangling around his neck. Then opened his shirt. Matt's hands 

went straight for her bum, slipping underneath her panties. He kneaded her cheeks. She moaned. 

She slipped his shirt off his shoulders and it fell to the floor. Then she tackled his belt. Seconds 

later his trousers were around his ankles and she had a hand inside his shorts, wrapped around his 

erection. 

Matt lifted Kelly from the floor. She put both arms around his neck and wrapped her legs around 

his waist. He stepped out of his trousers, kicked off his shoes and carried her over to the bed. The 

whole time they kissed, not breaking it for a second. Matt fell on top of Kelly, but she rolled him onto 

his back. 

Her eyes conveyed her excitement. "Today, we do it my way." 



She yanked down his shorts and slipped off his socks. Then she took him into her mouth. Her 

licks and sucks were gentle and tender. Matt closed his eyes and let Kelly work her magic. But the 

first groan had barely escaped his lips when he suddenly felt claustrophobic. Kelly had swung her leg 

up and over him, so that her panty-covered crotch was directly above his head. He reached up and 

pulled the gusset aside, then licked her pussy from one end to the other in one long stroke. She 

stopped sucking and groaned. 

"Take them off," she instructed. "Take them off now!" 

It was awkward but he managed it. He threw the panties on the floor and she ground herself into 

his face. Matt understood, and he gave her the same kind of attention that she was giving him. It 

wasn't long before she came, and soon after that she came again. Matt's face was covered with her 

juices, despite desperate attempts to drink it all down. He was close to coming himself, but Kelly 

lifted her head before he could. 

She turned around and straddled him, her cunt inches away from his cock. She bent down as if to 

kiss him, but instead licked his face clean. She smiled when she was finished then lowered herself 

until his hard dick touched her soft pussy. Then she kissed him and applied more downward pressure 

so that he slowly penetrated her. His tongue pushed past one set of her lips, and his cock slid past the 

other. 

She moved herself up and down him slowly. "God, I feel so full." 

Matt was desperate for release. She had brought him to the very edge of orgasm with her mouth, 

and her movements were agonising. He gripped her backside, stopping her from moving, and smiled 

at her. She smiled back and he thrust upwards into her as hard as he could. She gasped and her eyes 

widened. Again, he thrust into her hard and again she gasped. Then he rolled her over, and pounded 

her with every ounce of strength. It didn't last long, and she screamed another orgasm as he let go and 

flooded her pussy. 

After that they rested for while, Matt lying with his head resting against the headboard, Kelly 

with her head on his chest. He stroked her hair and she reached down for his cock once more. 

"Kel, I'm spent. I couldn't. Besides, I really must get back to work." 



"I know. I just like to hold it." She let go and lifted her head up to kiss him. "I've made up my 

mind." 

"What about?" 

"I'm leaving Roy." 

"You said it would tear the company apart." 

"Roy's already doing that with his court case. Silly bugger that he is." 

"What about the money you've got tied up in it?" 

"Ever since the merger failed I've been gradually getting rid of my shares. I would have sold the 

lot, but it would have sent the price through the floor. I've only got a few left now. Once they're sold, 

I'm free." 

"Free to do what you want." 

"Free to be with who I want." 

Matt dropped Kelly off at The Centre and returned to his office. He had difficulty concentrating 

during the afternoon, not least because he received a string of text messages from her. The first one 

was tame, but they got increasingly suggestive. By the fifth he couldn't resist responding. 

Isnt that illegal in some countries  

Her reply : 

absolutely but lots of fun if you do it right  

They were like naughty teenagers passing notes in class. 

She called him at home that night, after Roy had gone out again. They talked until the battery on 

Kelly's phone ran dead, then switched to an internet messenger service and carried on chatting until 

late. It was after midnight when they signed off, and Roy still wasn't home. Kelly said she wouldn't be 

surprised if he stayed out all night. 

  



Politics 

 

Matt and Kelly's games continued all week and over the weekend. Matt was with his Nana for 

Sunday lunch when Kelly sent him a particularly dirty text message. He blushed and couldn't stop 

Nana Edith from snatching his phone away. 

"Matthew dear, you really should turn this thing off... Oh my!" 

"Nana! That's private." 

"I'd say, darling. You know that kind of thing was illegal in my day." 

Matt's cheeks went even redder. "Nana." He took the phone back and switched it off. "There you 

go, look. Off." 

Nana Edith grinned and took another mouthful of succulent roast beef. "I hope you're treating her 

right. Matthew. With all their money, I'd imagine she's used to the good things in life." 

Matt smiled. 

"And," Nana Edith continued, "I hope you're not pinning your hopes on her leaving her husband. 

Money is usually a good enough reason to stay with someone." 

"Actually Nana, Kelly's got her own money. And she is planning to leave him. He's not the 

world's best husband." 

"Oh? So I might get to see you go up the aisle yet? Well, you make sure you bring her around to 

see me. I want to make sure she's good enough for you." 

 

"I'm looking forward to this afternoon." Jerry sipped his wine and then took a bite of his 

baguette. He and Matt were having lunch in The King's Head, a pub close to the Smith & Jones 

offices which the staff regularly lunched at. 

"I'm not." 

"Why not, Matt? It's not every day we get invited to one of the partners' Champagne receptions. 

It shows we're on our way up." 



"I'm not even sure I'm going to go. I've a pile of work three feet high." 

"You have to. After all, you brought the client to the firm. It'd be rude if you weren't there. I 

mean, let's not lose sight of what's important here. There are partnerships up for grabs, for god's sake." 

"I know, but my partnership will be based on the Wingfield estate. I can't neglect it to go 

drinking Champagne with Roy Lakeland." 

"I don't mean to cast aspersions on your ability, Matt, but do you really think Old Man Jones 

would have handed you that estate if you hadn't helped us land Lakeland?" 

Matt huffed. "If it had been anyone else, I wouldn't mind. But Roy Lakeland. I mean. Roy 

Lakeland." 

"He's a nice enough guy," said Jerry. "A little naïve, maybe a couple of sandwiches short of a 

picnic and a bit full of his own self-importance, but he's okay." 

Matt looked unimpressed by Jerry's assessment of his former schoolmate. "When we were at 

school, he was a lurker." 

"A what?" 

"A lurker. You'd be having a conversation and he'd be there, lurking. Listening in. He gave me 

the creeps. Gave a lot of people the creeps." 

"Well, he ended up with the girl you worshipped. He can't have been all that bad." 

"You might be right. Admittedly, the only time I've spent with him is that meeting we had - and 

that wasn't very long. He might have changed. But somehow, I think he'll be worse now than before." 

 

Matt's secretary knocked on his open door and looked in to find him with papers spread all over 

his desk. 

"Matt, I've just seen most of the partners going down to the boardroom. Aren't you going? I 

though they invited you." 

"They did, Doris. You too as it happens." 

"Oh, I am privileged." She smiled and they both broke into a laugh. 



Matt shook his head. "I suppose we should make tracks." 

"I suppose so. You know, Matt, I think I'll enjoy working for a partner if I keep being invited to 

these functions. I quite like Champagne." 

"You're leaving me then, Doris?" 

"You know what I mean." 

Matt smiled at her. Doris had joined the firm at the same time as Matt. She'd been part of the 

typing pool at first, but when Matt was made an associate and given the opportunity to select his own 

permanent assistant, Doris had been first on the list. She had few a years on him, and he saw her as an 

older sister that kept him out of trouble. 

"Come on, let's go." 

One of the reasons for the success that Smith & Jones had enjoyed over the years was a splendid 

reputation for client care. The firm held at least one educational seminar a month for its clients, which 

the firm's lawyers were all expected to attend. Matt had been asked to speak at one the previous 

summer. It also held regular receptions for its more important clients, giving Milton Keynes' movers 

and shakers an opportunity to network. Many a deal had been done at a Smith & Jones Champagne 

reception. Generally only the partners, their secretaries and the office management went to the 

receptions - for an associate to be invited was rare and considered a privilege. 

The boardroom door was wide open as Matt and Doris approached. It would be closed later when 

all the guests had arrived. Matt glanced around the room from the doorway. All but the two senior 

partners were present, as were many of the invited clients. Notable by their absence were Jerry and 

Roy. 

"Remember," Matt whispered to Doris. "If it looks like I've been cornered by anybody, it's your 

job to come and rescue me." 

"Yes, I can see me interrupting a client to offer you more nibbles." 

"Please, Doris." 

"I'll do my best." 

One of the partners called over to Matt. "Mr. Marsden. Glad you could make it. Have you met 



Ted Bull; he's a property owner and domestic landlord." 

"Wish me luck," Matt said out of the side of his mouth. He walked across to greet the two men, 

shaking hands and making small talk. Doris hurried over to the other secretaries in one corner of the 

room. 

For the next ten minutes Matt was passed from one partner to the next and introduced to a 

number of clients. Each partner spoke warmly of Matt and his abilities, often ending with the 

suggestion that the client could do a lot worse than have Matt write his will, or sell his house. 

Then the final guests arrived. 

Senior partners Maurice Jones and David Smith were accompanied by Jerry, Roy, Kelly and the 

other two partners in Top Ten plc. Maurice's secretary took them all some Champagne on a tray, and 

David's secretary closed the door discreetly behind them. Two more secretaries went around the room 

ensuring that everyone's glass was full. 

"Friends," David addressed the room. "Today, we welcome new members to the Smith & Jones 

family. The successful internet company, Top Ten plc, has instructed young Jerry McTaggart here - 

one of our finest associates." 

He turned to the four people from the company. "So, gentlemen; and madam, of course; may I 

formally welcome you on behalf all our partners and esteemed friends." He raised his glass and 

everyone in the room did the same. 

"Top Ten." The rest of the room echoed him. "Now, I believe that Mr. Chairman has a few words 

for us. Roy Lakeland, everybody." 

There was polite applause. 

"Thank you, David. Until a few weeks ago I'd not heard of Smith and Jones, which given there 

are so many people here that I consider friends I should be upset over. You kept this little gem a 

secret." Laughter rippled through the room. 

It wasn't a particularly memorable speech, and in Matt's opinion it went on for far too long. 

Then... 

"Of course, you all know of my little legal difficulties at the moment; we're a Great British David 



engaged in a titanic struggle with an international Goliath. But Jerry here comes highly 

recommended. Admittedly, he comes recommended by one of his colleagues, but that man is an old 

friend, who I trust. So if we could raise our glasses again, just one more time. To Matt Marsden, with 

thanks for leading me here." 

"Matt Marsden," the guests chorused. 

With the formalities over, Jerry escorted Roy to one side of the room and began introducing him 

to the other partners and guests. David and Maurice each took one of Roy's partners and did the same. 

Kelly was left standing alone. 

"Excuse me please," Matt said to the client he'd been talking to. 

He strolled over to Kelly. "I see you've been left all alone, Mrs Lakeland." 

"Yes. I'm just the financial controller; far less important that the other three." 

"Oh, I don't know about that. Would you like me to introduce you to everyone?" 

"That would be most kind, Mr. Marsden." She giggled. 

Matt decided to start on the other side of the room to Roy and Jerry, and work in the opposite 

direction. He put his hand on the small of Kelly's back and gestured for her to lead the way. 

As they were walking, he whispered to her. "He goes on a bit, your husband, doesn't he?" 

"Today was nothing," she whispered back. "At the AGM, he spoke for over an hour, telling 

everyone how wonderful he was and what a success the business was." 

"Does he credit you with any of the success?" 

"I've told you before, Matthew. He likes to think of himself as the successful one, not me." 

"More fool him." 

"I hate these things, I wish I didn't have to be here. Isn't there somewhere more private we could 

go? A room with a lock?" 

Matt shushed her as they approached the firm's two least senior partners. "Gentlemen, I'd like to 

introduce Kelly Lakeland. She's the financial director of Top Ten." 

He guided Kelly around the room in the same way that she had done for him at the reunion a few 



weeks previously. She charmed the partners and was polite to the clients she already knew. Matt 

admired the way she handled herself. 

"You really are the reason for the company's success, aren't you," he whispered to her. 

They approached the centre of the room, and Roy and Jerry. They met in front of the firm's only 

female partner. Matt made sure he got in with the introduction first. 

"Ruth, this is Kelly Lakeland. She's the company's financial controller." 

Ruth and Kelly shook hands. "Nice to meet you, Miss Lakeland." 

"It's Mrs. Lakeland, but please, call me Kelly." 

"Well, Kelly, it's good to see a woman up there breaking the glass ceiling." 

Roy laughed heartily. "I had to find a job for my wife, didn't I? Just to keep her out of trouble, 

you know how it is. Tell me, Miss..." 

"Ms. Walker." 

"Oh. Right. Ms. Walker it is then. Tell me, what sort of work do you do? I may have something 

for you." 

"I doubt it," Ruth said, coldly. 

"Ruth heads up our family division," Jerry said. 

"Yes. I spend most of my time chasing absent fathers and cheating husbands." 

"Oh. Well, maybe I won't be needing your services, after all." 

Matt looked at Kelly. He could see in her eyes what she was thinking. 

Roy turned away from Ruth. "I see you're taking care of my wife for me, old boy." 

"I thought someone should." 

"Smashing! You always were a considerate chap. Look, Jerry, Maurice and I are having a game 

of golf this weekend and we need a fourth. Are you up for it?" 

"I don't know, Roy. I've got a lot on this weekend." 

"Nonsense," said Maurice. He had joined the huddle along with one of Roy's partners. "Matthew, 

there is always time for golf. You'd do well to remember that. I've already booked us a tee time. 



Whittlebury Park at three on Saturday." 

"Of course, Maurice. I'll be there." 

"Splendid. You couldn't pick Jerry up, could you? McTaggart, you really should get yourself a 

car." 

"I don't know if I can afford it, Maurice. I have a mortgage to think of." 

"Well, maybe we should review your salary. I'll have a word with David." 

"Gentlemen. If you would excuse me, I have to visit the ladies room." 

Maurice, Roy and Jerry shuffled uncomfortably. Matt grinned. He suspected that Roy didn't care 

to be reminded of his wife's presence. 

"Hmm, I'm sure that Ruth..." Maurice turned see Ruth engaged in conversation someone else. 

"It's okay, Maurice. I should go myself," said Matt. "It's this Champagne, goes right through me. 

I'll show her the way." 

"I know what you mean, Matty," said Roy. "Too much of this stuff plays havoc with your 

insides. Still, you always did have a bladder like a small rodent." 

Matt said nothing. 

"Thank you, Matthew," said Kelly. "You are a gentleman." 

It was almost six in the evening. The only people left in the building were those at the reception 

and a night watchman in the foyer. Matt acknowledged the ex-heavyweight boxer as he and Kelly 

passed through. The client toilets were on a corridor on the opposite side of the building to the 

boardroom. The lights were off. Matt reached to switch them on but Kelly stopped him. She shook her 

head. 

"Don't bother. Waste of electricity." 

"Okay. The ladies room is the third door on the right, opposite the gents. I'll wait for you. Unless 

you finish first, then you can wait for me." 

He walked along the corridor. Kelly followed. When he turned left to go into the gents, she 

followed. 



"Kelly, what are you doing?" 

"Now I've got you alone, you don't think I'm letting you out of my sight, do you?" 

"What if someone comes in?" 

"Then we'll have to be really quiet." 

She took his hand and dragged him to one of the cubicles, locked the door behind them then 

turned to face him. She grabbed his trousers at the waist and pulled him to her. 

"My God, it's been so hard in there. Having to keep my hands off you when all I want is to rip 

your clothes off." Her voice was so low she was almost growling. She kissed him forcefully and 

fumbled to undo his trousers. Matt's underpants followed his trousers south, and Kelly pumped his 

rapidly hardening cock. 

Matt pulled away from her kiss. "Kelly, we really shouldn't..." 

"Shush." She dropped to her knees and sucked him into her mouth. 

She assaulted him, and Matt knew there was no longer any way he could stop her getting her way 

- she had such a wonderfully soft and inviting mouth. He held her head and fucked her face. 

She pulled away from him, looked up, smiled and shook her head. "Oh, no. This isn't all about 

you, you know." 

She stood up and leaned back against the door. She looked at Matt, then downwards. He 

followed her gaze. She gripped the hem of her skirt and pulled it up slowly to reveal the lacy tops of 

her black stockings. Higher still, until he could see her knickers - black, sheer and tiny. 

She hoisted the skirt over her hips and let it rest there, then slipped her knickers off and left them 

on the floor. 

She looked him directly in the eye. "Well? What are you waiting for?" 

It was brutal - they fucked like beasts in heat. She wrapped her arms around his neck and her legs 

around his waist. He leaned on her against the door and thrust into her with every ounce of strength he 

could muster. 

It was over before either of them had gotten going. 



They were both unsteady on their feet afterwards. Matt pulled up his underpants and trousers. 

Kelly leaned against the wall looking flushed. 

"We should wait a few minutes before we go back," he said. 

"Why?" 

"You look, erm, freshly fucked." 

"That's because I am." 

"Someone might notice. Roy might notice." 

"I doubt if Roy would notice if we dropped to the floor and did it in front of him." 

"If the partners find out about us, Kelly, I could get into a lot of trouble." 

"Most of the partners are a bunch of old men, who probably can't remember what a freshly 

fucked woman looks like. Out of the way, Matthew, I need to go now." 

Matt stepped to the side and Kelly, her skirt still bunched around her waist, sat on the toilet seat 

with her legs apart. "Wanna watch?" 

Matt tried hard not to stare, but he couldn't help it. He looked at the matted hair between her legs. 

"Oh, look. I'm leaking." 

A sliver of his semen hung from her gaping pussy. It stretched until it broke in two and fell into 

the pan. A stream of hot urine followed it. 

When she had finished, Kelly wiped herself, picked up her knickers from the floor and slipped 

them on. "Wouldn't want anything dribbling down my leg, would I?" 

"Do you thing those things will stop it? There's not much to them." 

Kelly stayed in the cubicle while Matt checked that no-one was around. They freshened up and 

then strolled back across the foyer to the boardroom. 

"Ruth Walker's an interesting choice for partner," Kelly said. 

"She was made partner two years ago. I think she expected a couple of the other female 

associates to have followed but they've been passed over. They're damn good lawyers too, they 

deserve a partnership, probably more than I do." 



"Now, you're being modest." 

"I think she's the token woman. The rumour around the office is that she and those associates that 

have been passed over are planning to go it alone." 

"It'd be good if she did. It'd save me from having to look for a divorce lawyer." 

They reached the boardroom. The door was still shut. 

"Matthew, can I give you this before we go in?" She handed him a key. 

"What's this?" 

"It's to the cottage in Stoney Stratford. I'll never get tenants now it's on the market, and since it'll 

be empty until it's sold, I thought we could meet up there. Talking on the phone is all well and good, 

but I want to sit with you in the evening and snuggle on the sofa watching Eastenders or a DVD." 

"What about Roy? Won't he notice you're not there?" 

"He's out most nights until all hours. As long as I'm back before him, he'll never notice. Even if I 

get back later than him, I'll find an excuse - he'll believe me, he always does. But that's probably 

because I've never lied to him before, at least, not about something like this." 

"If you're sure." 

"I'm sure. Are you going with Roy tonight?" 

"Where?" 

"I think he's taking Maurice, David and Jerry out for dinner somewhere swanky. Try and impress 

them." 

Matt shook his head. "I didn't know about that." 

"Good, that means he's not invited you, so you can meet me at the cottage tonight. I'll bring a 

Chinese take-away and bottle of wine, you bring a DVD." 

  



Realisation 

 

Matt's smile for the rest of the week belied the amount of work he had. Jerry was quick to pick 

up on his good mood. 

"Who is she, Matt?" 

"Who's who?" 

"Don't give me that. I've only ever seen you this happy when you've got some woman on the go. 

So who is she?" 

"No one." 

Jerry tried to give Matt a stern look, but the close friends had always found it hard to be anything 

other than jovial with each other. His look was more comical than stern. 

"Okay. Okay. Just don't look at me like that; you'll put me off my lunch. I met her in the club the 

other night." 

"And it's more than a one night stand? She must be nice if she meets your standards for that." 

"She is." 

"Excellent. It's good that you're not brooding over not being able to have Kelly Lakeland. That 

must have been a blow, and I've seen what women can do to you. I remember the aftermath of Sonia 

Wentworth. When do I get to meet this girl? Does she have any single friends?" 

"You don't. At least not yet. I don't want to scare her off." 

"Cheers mate. I'm not that bad. Am I?" 

 

Whittlebury Park Golf Club sat in the grounds of the magnificent Georgian stately home, 

Whittlebury Hall, to the north-west of Milton Keynes. Matt's Audi didn't look out of place amongst 

the BMWs, Mercedes, and Porsches that were scattered liberally around the car park. 

Matt put the roof back up while Jerry retrieved their clubs from the boot. They were regular golf 

partners, or as regular as the British climate allowed. It was a good day for golf; warm and sunny but 



with a few clouds sprinkled in the sky and a pleasant breeze. 

"I'm gonna have you today, Matt. That winning streak of yours is going, I can feel it." 

"Jerry, it's not so much a winning streak as a tradition. We play golf, I win. That's just how it is." 

"Not this time." 

"You say that every time." 

"How about a side bet?" 

"Sure. You know I have no problems taking your money. How much?" 

"A ton?" 

"Hundred quid it is." They shook on the bet. 

Maurice and Roy were waiting for them on the putting green. Matt and Jerry made a few warm-

up putts, and then the four of them hit some drives on the range while they waited for their tee time. 

On the first tee, Maurice tossed a coin to determine who had the honour of the first drive. 

"What are playing for, gents?" Roy asked. "Fifty a hole?" 

"Sounds fine," said Maurice. 

"I'm in," Jerry agreed. "Maurice, can I charge this to expenses?" 

Maurice laughed. "What about you, Matthew?" 

"As I said to Jerry earlier, I'll be happy to take your money. Let's see, I could be, oh, nearly three 

grand richer by this evening." 

"There's a fine line between confidence and cockiness, Matt," said Jerry. 

"Matthew has won the firm's championship for the past three years," Maurice explained to Roy. 

"Good. I like a challenge." 

Maurice teed off first - a good straight drive but without much length. Jerry hit his ball further 

but it veered to the left and just rolled off the fairway. Roy's tee shot was the best of the three - as long 

as Jerry's and as straight as Maurice's. 

Matt picked his driver out of this bag and set his ball down for his shot. His swing was smooth, 

and he struck the ball cleanly. 



"Splendid shot, Matty," Roy said as he watched Matt's ball bounce over his own. "Splendid 

shot." 

True to form, Matt won the first three holes. He was also five shots ahead of Jerry in their side 

bet. 

"I envy you two sometimes," Maurice said as they waited at the fourth tee for those ahead to 

finish the hole. "I never had a chance to enjoy single life the way you do; it wasn't the done thing in 

my day." 

"It's not all it's cracked up to be, Maurice." 

"Oh, come now, Matthew. For one thing, you don't have a woman to tell you when you can and 

can't play golf. Not that my wife does you understand." 

"Of course not, Maurice. I'm sure she loves being a golf widow." 

"What about you, Roy? How does Mrs. Lakeland feel about your time on the course?" 

Roy laughed. "Ah, Kelly knows better than to complain. I mean, she's got everything she could 

ever want, hasn't she? No, Kelly doesn't complain no matter what I get up to. Mind you, she has no 

idea about half the things I get up, eh?" He nudged Jerry's arm and laughed. 

Jerry laughed with him. 

For the next few holes, Matt bit his tongue while Roy told them about some of the girlfriends 

he'd had in recent years. By the time they arrived at the seventh tee, Roy was describing his fifth 

woman of the day. 

"She can't do shorthand, and types slower than one-handed geriatric. Her telephone manner is 

appalling and she makes awful coffee." 

"Not much of a secretary then, old boy," said Maurice. 

"She does have one skill that made her stand out from the other applicants." 

"What was that?" 

"She sucks cock like no one else I've ever met." 

Maurice and Jerry laughed. Matt kept his thoughts to himself, but he doubted that anyone was as 



talented in that area as Roy's own wife. 

"Seriously. At the interview, she said that her CV was a complete lie, but would I give the job if 

she sucked my cock." 

"And you said?" Jerry asked. 

"I said that I'd have to see how good she was. She dropped to her knees and I gave her the job 

twenty minutes later." 

Matt gripped his driver tighter. Roy treated chasing women like a sport. He had no respect for the 

women he pursued, or for his wife. Matt's dislike of him grew stronger. He couldn't hold his tongue 

any longer. 

"Roy, I don't understand. You know how I used to feel about Kelly, and fair play to you for 

doing what I never could by asking her out. She's witty, intelligent, and beautiful. Why do you feel the 

need to cheat on her?" 

"Matty. Old pal. I wouldn't expect you to understand, because you don't have to deal with the 

problems that I have to deal with." 

"Which are?" 

"The money. Money attracts blonde, busty bimbos like flies around shit." 

Appropriate metaphor, Matt thought. 

"And when women throw themselves at you... well, it's not just hard to say no, it's positively 

rude." 

Roy started laughing big, hearty guffaws. Jerry and Maurice joined in. Matt was stoic. 

"But after all the two of you went through just after you got married, it seems a little heartless to 

tell you the truth." 

"How do you know about that?" 

"I spoke to Laura at the reunion." 

"Interfering cow! She needs to keep her nose out of my business. If Kelly had listened to me in 

the first place, then she wouldn't have had anything to do with Laura, she wouldn't have gone to that 



stupid party, and they wouldn't have been involved in that accident." 

"They were best friends, you couldn't expect her not to go." 

"She is my wife! I expected her to do as I said, especially since she was carrying my baby." 

"I still don't understand why you chase these other women. Surely, Kelly needed you then and 

now, more than ever before. What with not, well, you know what I mean." 

"Matt. This really isn't any of your business, anyway. And I didn't want to say anything because I 

know you used to have a soft spot for Kelly. You probably wouldn't want to hear this, but after the 

accident, she went right off sex. We've done it probably a dozen times in the last six years, if that. 

She's as frigid as an ice box. And frankly, if she can't supply me with an heir, then she's not much use 

to me. The only reason I don't divorce her is that it'd cost me too much money. Now, It looks like 

they've holed out down there and I believe that you have the honour, again." 

For the first time that afternoon Matt hit a wayward tee shot. 

On the walk down the fairway, Maurice took Matt aside. "Matthew, I realise that you and Roy 

are old school friends, and I accept that will affect your relationship with him, but please remember 

that he's a client, and we don't go around upsetting our clients. Understand?" 

It took Matt several holes to calm himself down and get his game under control. He reasoned 

with himself that if he couldn't punish Roy for his treatment of Kelly by punching him, then taking his 

money would have to do. 

He was forced to endure more of Roy's stories in the clubhouse after the game while they settled 

up. Roy then insisted that he buy them all a meal. He seemed to have forgotten the argument on the 

seventh tee. Matt couldn't forget it. He hated Roy. 

After the meal, Matt drove Jerry home and they settled their private bet. 

"I thought I had you for a while there, Matt. But you came back strong, as always." 

"Better luck next time, Jerry." 

Jerry retrieved his clubs from the boot and then came back around to speak to his friend. "I 

thought you'd blown it this afternoon, Matt." 

"What do you mean?" 



"With Lakeland. Pushing him like that. I mean, I know you couldn't have like the way he was 

talking, I know I didn't, but he is a client. You shouldn't have spoken to him like that." 

"Maurice said the same thing." 

"Luckily, Roy didn't seem all that bothered. He forgot about it pretty quickly, thank God. You 

know, Matt, the more time I spend with the man, the less I like him - but I'll put up with if means I get 

my partnership." 

"Maurice seems to get on well with him." 

"It's the money that Maurice gets on well with. Still, watch yourself, Matt. If Maurice has made 

friends with Lakeland, you don't want to upset either of them. I hope like hell they don't find out you 

slept with his wife." 

"I didn't know she was his wife then, did I?" 

"Even so, I hope he doesn't find out." 

"I doubt he'd even care." 

"Maybe, maybe not. Look, fancy a few jars?" 

"Another time, there's somewhere I need to be." 

"I see. The mystery woman comes first does she?" 

"She comes as often as she wants, Jerry. My girls always do, you should know that by now." 

Jerry laughed. "What's her name?" 

"For me to know and you to wonder about. You'll meet her when I'm good and ready." 

"See you Monday, then." 

"Yeah. Monday." 

 

Matt could see Kelly's Aston Martin parked in front of the cottage. He passed it by and parked 

some distance down the street, then walked back to the cottage. He let himself in and found Kelly 

lounging on the sofa. She had a glass of wine in one hand and the remote control for the television in 

the other. Matt glanced at the screen; she was watching the news. 



When she realised he was there, she zapped off the telly, and looked around at him. "I thought 

you weren't coming. What took you?" 

"I could hardly turn down Roy's offer of lunch, could I? What would I say? Sorry, pal, but I'm off 

to spend the evening with your wife, who, by the way, is a lot better at fellatio than you give her credit 

for." 

"Sorry? A lot better at what?" 

"Oh, sorry, it's nothing. Just something Roy said. He's been saying things all day that have made 

me... I swear, if he wasn't a client I'd have wrapped my driver around his head." 

"I feel like that all the time, but what do you mean about the fellatio thing?" 

"Roy said that his secretary gives the best head he's ever had." 

"And?" 

"And... And I don't see how when he's married to someone who gives world class head herself." 

Kelly stood, walked around the sofa and put her arms around Matt's neck. "World class?" 

"Best I've ever had." 

"Oh. And I suppose you want me to show you just how good I am right now?" 

"I wouldn't say no." 

"Well, tough. I want to go out tonight." 

"Out? But what if someone sees us? It'll get back to Roy." 

"Not if we don't go to Milton Keynes. We could go to Birmingham." 

"That's miles away." 

"Exactly. We could get on the train, separately if you're that worried, then by the time we get to 

Birmingham, we'll be in the clear." 

"Okay. Let's do it." 

 

Kelly arrived at Milton Keynes station five minutes before Matt. She was waiting on the platform 

when he got there. The Virgin Trains service was ten minutes late. Matt boarded the third of the three 



first class carriages, Kelly got on the first. They met up in the middle carriage and sat opposite. 

They ordered a light snack because the journey to Birmingham was only twenty-five minutes. At 

least, it should have been. A short while after they left Coventry, the train ground to a halt in a tunnel. 

"Oh, what now?" Matt asked. 

"Leaves on the line?" 

"Kelly, it's summer and we're in a tunnel." 

"They must be from last year." 

"I suppose it could be a suicide. Bloody irritating if it is, some people have no consideration." 

"Matthew! That's not nice." 

"Sorry. I suppose dealing with the dead a lot of the time makes me cynical. I wonder if I should 

go and slip a card into his pocket, in case his family don't have a solicitor to deal with probate." 

"I hope you don't talk about me like that when you bury me." 

"I hope I don't have to bury you. I don't think I could cope with losing you a second time." 

"But if Roy finds out about us, then you'll have to cope with losing me." 

"Kel, can I be honest with you?" 

She nodded. "Always." 

"Up until this afternoon, I was uneasy about our relationship. I was breaking one of my own 

rules. No affairs with married women; they're too complicated. But after listening to Roy brag his way 

around the golf course... He doesn't deserve you. His money and the past ten years have made him 

arrogant and conceited. He shows no regard for you, or your marriage. He actually said that the only 

reason he doesn't divorce you is that it would cost him too much. 

"He wasn't my favourite person at school. And you know that I'd never wish ill on anybody - but 

if he dropped down dead tomorrow, I wouldn't weep by his graveside. I hate him. And right now, if he 

found out about us, I wouldn't care. No. I would care. I'd be happy; cause then I wouldn't have to hide 

how I feel about you. How I've always felt about you." 

"But what about your job, Matthew? If he found out..." 



"I'd probably get the sack. I looked through the Law Society's guide to professional conduct the 

other day; just to see what it said. Not having sex with clients isn't a hard and fast rule, but it is 

discouraged." 

"Discouraged?" 

"It said that a solicitor has to decide if sleeping with a client will affect his professional 

judgment." 

"But I'm not a client, Matthew." 

"I'd say it applies to a client's wife too, probably even more so. But the point is, as long as I can 

prove that my relationship with you doesn't hinder the conveyancing work I do for Roy, then I can't be 

struck off. And even if no one else wants to take me on and I have to set up my own firm, as long as I 

haven't been struck off I can still make a living." 

"You'd risk you job to be with me?" 

"I'd risk anything for you." 

The train juddered and set off again. There were no more interruptions to the journey, and they 

pulled into Birmingham New Street station almost three quarters of an hour late. 

 

"So, where shall we go?" Matt asked as they strode through the concourse. 

"How about The Glee Club?" 

"Where?" 

"It's a Jazz club. A bit like Ronnie Scott's but you don't get the corporate idiots making so much 

noise that you can't hear the music." 

"Maurice and David often take clients to Ronnie Scott's." 

"That's what I mean." 

Matt nodded. "Yeah. They go because it's famous, not because they like the music." 

The Glee Club was an intimate venue, dark without being dreary. They ordered some drinks 

from the bar and then found themselves a by the stage. A blonde lady, Matt guessed she was in her 



early twenties, was singing Unforgettable, backed by an all-male band. 

"She's good," Matt said. "Very sexy voice." 

"You should hear me," Kelly replied. 

"You can sing?" 

"You know I was in the choir at school." 

"Everyone was in the choir at school." 

"But I was the best. Wasn't I?" 

Matt smiled and nodded. 

The singer finished and to Matt's surprise got down from the stage and went to sit at a table to 

their right. One of the saxophone players had come forward to the microphone. 

"Miss Molly Johnstone, ladies and gentlemen. Molly Johnstone!" Matt and Kelly applauded 

along with the rest of the audience. 

"What's going on?" Matt asked. 

"It's karaoke night," Kelly replied. 

"Karaoke? In a jazz club." 

Kelly nodded. "They do it once a month. I normally come with Laura. The audience vote for the 

winner, sort of. The host decides who got the loudest applause. The top prize is five hundred pounds." 

On stage, the host continued. "If you haven't already, there's still time to enter. The slips and song 

list is down the front here. I see that another of our regulars is here. Miss Larson, will have the 

pleasure of hearing you sing tonight?" 

"Maybe," Kelly answered. "I haven't made my mind up yet." 

"And how about your man-friend? Is he a crooner?" 

"I don't know. Matthew?" 

"I don't think so. I'll probably clear the bar out." 

"Oh, sir, we've had some stinkers on stage. Give it a go, we've certainly heard worse." 

Matt smiled. "I'll think about it." 



The host called up the next singer, a man who looked to be in his mid-forties. He started a poor 

rendition of the Frank Sinatra classic, My Way. 

"He was right, I'd probably do better than him," Matt said. 

"Have a go then," Kelly said. 

"I still don't know. Why did he call you Miss Larson?" 

"What do you think Roy would say if he heard I came to places like this? If I used his name, it 

would get back to him somehow, I sure of it. So I use my maiden name, and not just here, but 

anywhere I might not want Roy to know about." 

"Not so innocent as you like to make out." Matt grinned at Kelly, who grinned back. 

The man on stage, who was almost certainly wanted for murder after the rendition he had given, 

thanked the crowd for the ripple of polite applause when he finished, and stood down. There were a 

succession of other singers, not as good as the girl who had been singing when Kelly and Matt 

entered. 

Finally, the host called Matt up on stage. 

Matt shook his head. "No, sorry. I can't. Maybe another night." 

"Are you sure? This is your last chance?" 

Matt shook his head again. 

"Okay. Miss Larson?" 

Kelly stood up and walked confidently to the stage. She took the microphone from the host and 

put it in the stand. Then she went back to consult the band. Matt guessed she was picking a song to 

sing. 

She came back o the microphone and the band started to play. Matt recognized the song 

immediately. Natural Woman. 

Kelly's performance was by far the best of the night. Her voice was soft and soulful through the 

verses, when she caressed the microphone stand as if it were her lover. When the chorus came, she 

flung her arms wide and her voice was powerful and filled with emotion. 



The closing chorus, she looked directly at Matt. Straight into his eyes. He knew that the words 

she was singing were meant for him; that he made her feel special. 

She finished the song on the words Natural Woman, bringing her voice down an octave, making 

her sound sexier than ever. 

The crowd erupted. The men in the room rose to their feet as one, clapping, whistling and 

cheering. 

"I think we have a winner," the host announced. "The wonderful Miss Kelly Larson, everybody." 

Kelly stayed on stage to accept her ovation and her prize, and then joined Matt at their table. She 

flashed him her sexiest smile and said, "Told you I was good." 

  



The Dirty Weekend 

 

Kelly phoned Matt the following Wednesday, almost as soon as he got in from work. 

"He's gone. I'm free until Monday. What shall we do? There's a film on at the pictures that I want 

to see. And then we could go for a pizza, it'll be like dating on a school night." 

"Hold on, Kelly. Slow down. What do you mean by he's gone?" 

"Roy, silly. He's gone off to that conference in Brussels that I told you about - remember?" 

Matt searched for the right memory. "Yeah, I think you mentioned it." 

"I did. Well, he's gone and he's not back until Monday. We can see each other as much as we 

like. We can spend the whole weekend together." 

"That's great, Kelly. But..." 

"But what?" 

"I've got to go up the Lake District tomorrow afternoon." 

"Why?" 

"It's for the Wingfield estate. I've got to go and get a couple of properties valued and put on the 

market." 

"Oh. Okay." Kelly sounded disappointed. "But we can still go out tonight. You up for it?" 

"Try and stop me." 

 

Kelly was right, Matt felt like he was getting ready for a school night date as he showered, 

shaved and picked out his outfit. It took him a while. Jerry often said that Matt had more clothes than 

most women. 

He stood in front of his double wardrobe in nothing but a pair of tight, white hipsters, trying to 

decide between a formal outfit and something more casual. He reasoned that Kelly had only seen him 

suits recently, and so picked out his most expensive designer jeans and one of the shirts he had bought 

for his holiday with Jerry the previous summer. 



It was a warm night. Matt put the roof down on his car, and then drove to pick up Kelly. She was 

waiting for him outside her gate, wearing a short, black, pleated skirt and sleeveless white blouse. Her 

rich brown hair was pulled back from her face in a ponytail. 

They did exactly as she had suggested-took in a film and then ate at Pizza Hut. It was late by the 

time they finished eating, but Kelly had no intention of going home. 

"I've been dying to see your place," she told him. 

"It's nothing special. Besides, won't the neighbours notice if you don't go home?" 

"Probably not. But if they do say anything I'll tell them I stayed at Laura's. I do a lot when Roy 

goes out of town like this." 

Matt lived in a modern, three storey townhouse on the edge of the city centre. He drove into the 

integrated garage and the door slid down behind them at the click of the remote control. He led Kelly 

through the hallway and into the kitchen-diner, the only room on the ground floor. 

"Fancy a drink? Tea? Coffee? Chocolate?" 

"Really, Matthew, haven't you got anything a bit stronger?" 

"Yeah, upstairs." 

On the second floor there was a lounge, a bedroom that Matt used as a study and a small 

bathroom. Matt took Kelly into the lounge. Opposite the doorway, a large window overlooked the 

road. A plasma screen television, hooked up to state-of-the-art home cinema system, hung on the wall 

to the left. 

"A paradise of boy's toys," Kelly said, taking it all in. "An Xbox and a Playstation? My, we are a 

big kid underneath, aren't we?" 

"Well, what do expect a high earning bachelor boy to spend his money on?" Matt walked across 

the room to the drinks cabinet on the right. "What would you like? I've got pretty much everything." 

"Baileys, please." 

"I suppose you want ice? I'll have to go back downstairs. Make yourself comfortable." Matt 

gestured to the sofa. 



While he was downstairs Matt heard the strains of his stereo. He smiled at her choice of music - 

evidently they had the same taste. He dropped two ice cubes into Kelly's glass and went back upstairs. 

She had kicked of her shoes and was lying on the sofa, knees bent, head on the arm-rest, eyes closed, 

looking divine. From the doorway, he could see her knickers. He smiled. She hadn't noticed his 

arrival. 

"Haven't you ever been told never to mess with a man's remote control?" 

Kelly opened her eyes and looked at him. "I didn't think you'd mind." 

"I don't, since you made a good choice." 

"Robbie's great. I took Laura to see him at Knebworth, it was amazing. Roy wouldn't come, 

miserable bastard." 

"Do we have to keep mentioning him? I might not like him, but if he finds out about us I could 

still get in a lot of trouble." 

She stood and walked over to him. "But aren't I worth it?" 

"Of course you are." 

They kissed. And as Robbie Williams sang She's the One, Kelly and Matt made love on the 

living room floor. 

 

Matt woke early next morning with Kelly lying next to him. She was still asleep; on his left, her 

head resting on his chest and her arm draped over him. He had his arm around her. Matt couldn't 

remember any other night when he had shared his bed and slept so soundly. Normally he woke feeling 

tired after tossing and turning and failing to get comfortable with a stranger next to him. 

But it had been different with Kelly. She had drifted off to sleep almost as soon as she lay down 

her head. He had quickly followed. They'd slept like babies, safe in each others' arms. 

He kissed the top of her head. She looked beautiful. 

"I love you," he whispered, so as not to wake her. 

He slipped his arm from around her and sat up. She stirred when her head moved. 



"Wha... ?" 

"S'okay. S'okay. I'm just going for a shower, that's all." 

"Hmm. What? Okay. Sorry. I forgot where I was for a moment." She smiled. "Morning, 

handsome." 

"Morning." 

He got out of bed and padded into the en-suite, where he pulled the cord that switched on the 

shower, climbed in and pushed the button that turned on the jets of water. The room soon steamed up 

and condensation formed on the glass panels that surrounded the cubicle. 

With his eyes closed and head tipped back as he washed his hair, Matt didn't notice the shadow 

Kelly cast when she entered the room. He jumped when he heard the shower door slide open. Kelly 

stepped in with him. 

"Mind if I join you?" 

She didn't wait for an answer, and instead kissed him. She reached up to the small shelf in the 

corner of the cubicle and grabbed the bottle of shower gel. 

"Hmm," she said when she read the label. "With honey and milk extract, for sensitive skin. 

Sensitive skin, eh? I'll be gentle then." 

She poured some of the peach coloured cream into the palm of her hand and rubbed it on Matt's 

chest. She took care to work up lather, rubbing her hands all over the front of his body. 

"Turn around. I want to do your back." 

He did as he was told and she poured some more shower cream into her hand. She gave his back 

and buttocks the same treatment that she had his chest. At one point, she reached around and gripped 

his erection. She pumped it lovingly a few times, then let go. 

"My turn," she said. 

Matt turned to see her pouring the cream over her breasts. 

"Hurry up and get me clean, before the water washes it away." 

Matt raised his hands and massaged the soap into Kelly's bosom. She moaned and rocked her 



hips as his hands slipped over her skin, down her belly and brushed her pussy. Matt took great care 

cleaning her breasts. 

"These seem quite dirty," he said, rubbing her nipples. "Better make sure I do this properly." 

He bent his head and sucked one of them. He could still taste the soap but sucked and licked 

regardless. When he was satisfied that it was clean, he turned his attention to the other. 

"Oh, Matthew." 

He put his hands on her hips and spun her around. She put her hands against the glass and leaned 

forward, spreading her legs enough to give her lover access. Matt guided his cock into her with one 

hand and held onto her with the other. When he was safely inside, he gripped her hips with both hands 

and set about fucking her. 

Each thrust pushed Kelly forward. Matt's knees were slightly bent, hindering his motion, but he 

still had the force to push her up onto her tiptoes. The higher she got, the less he had to bend and the 

harder he could thrust into her. 

In time they both screamed in orgasm. She dropped back onto the flats of her feet, forcing him 

out of her pussy with a plop. As soon as she was unplugged, a stream of his ejaculate flooded from 

her, mixed with the shower water and washed down the drain. 

Ten minutes later he was cooking breakfast while she dried her hair. She joined him at the table 

as he served. 

"I'm honoured," she said. "Ro... I mean, I don't usually have breakfast made for me." 

Matt smiled and put a second slice of bacon and a fried egg on her plate. 

"Still," she continued, "I'm a bit disappointed it's not breakfast in bed." 

"Don't push it." Matt laughed. 

"Well, that way I could have served up a dessert of my own." 

Matt shook his head to clear away the vision that had formed. He put food on his own plate and 

sat down opposite her. 

"What time are you leaving?" Kelly asked. 



"Early afternoon - I'd like to get there in time to eat, and it's probably a four or five hour drive." 

"Longer if the traffic's bad. Can I see you before you go?" 

"I won't have long." 

"I just want to say bye." 

"Okay. I'll be here at one. You'll have to stop by then." 

 

Matt dropped Kelly off at her house and then went into work. He was going to be out of the 

office for a day and a half, and he wanted to make sure that Doris was briefed. 

"Refer anything you can't deal with to Jerry, he's covering for me. And if there's a serious 

problem, call me on the mobile." 

"Don't worry, Matt. You're always the same when you go anywhere. We'll be able to cope 

without you for a day." 

"You're a star, Doris." 

"I know." 

After a quick lunch at McDonalds, Matt headed home and packed his overnight bag. He was 

putting it and a suit-carrier into the car when he heard Kelly call to him. 

"I hope there's enough room in there for these." 

Matt turned around. She had two small bags with her. 

"Kelly? What are you doing?" 

"I'm coming with you. I can be your assistant. Or your property adviser. Whatever. The point is, 

I'm not sticking around here on my own." 

"I'm not sure this is a good idea." 

"Of course it is. Who'll know us up there? No one. We won't have to sneak around. It'll be great. 

Now, put these in." She handed him her bags and got into the car. 

Matt was too stunned to do anything other than go along with her. He jammed the bags into the 

boot and then struggled to shut it. He checked that he'd locked his front door then joined Kelly in the 



car and they set off. 

They hit heavy traffic twice on the journey. Firstly north of Birmingham where the M5 met the 

M6, then again around Manchester. They stopped twice for a break. In all it took them nearly six 

hours and Matt's wristwatch chimed seven as they pulled off the motorway and wound their way 

through the Cumbria country roads. 

"It's been years since I've been up here," Kelly said. "I'd almost forgotten how beautiful it is." 

Eventually, Matt pulled into the driveway of a grand thatched cottage. 

"What do you think?" Matt asked. 

"I've stayed in worse places." 

"It's one of four cottages that the old man owned up here. The executors plan to sell two and keep 

two for the grandchildren's trust." 

"And that's why we're here I take it. To decide which?" 

"Exactly. This one will probably be sold. It's got a high rent and is rarely let." 

"Maybe dropping the rent would attract more tourists." 

"Maybe, but the maintenance costs are high. It might not be worthwhile dropping the rent." 

"You'll have to let me look at the figures. If I'm here as your assistant I may as well make myself 

useful." 

They got out of the car and Matt knocked on the door of the cottage. There was no answer. 

"I'm not surprised," Matt said. "His car's not here." 

"Who's car?" 

"Bob Leyman. He's the managing agent. He normally greets the guests, hands over keys and 

helps them settle in." 

"I know what a managing agent does, Matthew. I own holiday rentals myself don't forget." 

"Sorry. Anyway, we're having dinner with him so he can bring me up to speed with the 

properties. And don't forget, you're supposed to be my assistant, so no canoodling at the table." 

"Yes, Mr. Marsden." Kelly had a playful glint in her eye. "If I'm your assistant for the 



weekend..." She stood next to him and put a hand on his chest. "Does that mean I have to do 

everything you tell me?" 

Matt looked into her big blue eyes. "I guess it does." He bent his head closer to hers. 

"Oh, goody." Kelly's smile was a mile wide. 

Before they could kiss, a Mercedes pulled onto the drive behind Matt's Audi. An overweight, 

middle-aged man got out and introduced himself. He gave the couple keys to the cottage, where they 

deposited their bags. Then he drove them to a pub on the banks of Lake Windermere where they 

ordered some food and a bottle of red wine. 

Over dinner, Bob told Matt about the state of the local property market, and gave his opinion on 

what should be done with each of the properties. Matt took it all in, carefully reading all the material 

that Bob gave him. Kelly played the part of attentive assistant almost to perfection. She listened to the 

conversations and read the documents after Matt had finished with them. Only the odd comment 

hinted at her experience of the property world. 

After dinner, Bob drove them back to the cottage and agreed to meet them the next morning. 

Beyond the front door to the cottage was a narrow hallway with doors to the left and right and a 

stairway. 

The door on the left led to cosy cottage lounge with a large fireplace. Matt went right, into the 

kitchen. He retrieved one of the bottles of wine he had put in the fridge earlier. 

"So," said Kelly, "I'm the best trainee lawyer you've seen in a long time, am I?" 

"I had to say something. You started talking about reducing margins to increase occupancy and 

actually sounded as if you knew what you meant." 

"I did." 

"I know that, and I think you're right, but no trainee should be thinking that way. The look on his 

face when you started to question his fees, I had to stop myself from laughing." 

He handed her a glass of Riesling. "I'm glad you came." 

"Me too." 

They kissed. A long, lingering kiss. Matt hadn't drunk any of his wine yet, but he could taste it on 



Kelly's tongue. They finally broke the kiss and went through into the lounge. 

"Did you read the history to this place?" Kelly asked. 

"Didn't bother. I'm only interested in its value, not its history." 

"Matthew. In a property like this, its value can be affected by its history. Apparently the local 

land owner had it built for his mistress in the nineteenth century." 

"Really?" 

"Really. It was built as a lover's hideaway." 

"How ironic." 

"Quite." 

Matt lit the gas stove in the fireplace and they snuggled down on the sofa to watch a film on TV. 

Kelly wasn't particular interested, but she seemed quite happy watching it in Matt's arms. Until the 

wine ran out. 

She put the wine glass on the floor and looked up at Matt. "Mr. Marsden. Is there anything I can 

do for you?" 

"You could go and fetch the other bottle of wine since you've finished that one." 

"I was thinking more along the lines of helping out with this rather large swelling." She put her 

hand on the lump in Matt's trousers, which grew at her touch. "It looks so painful." 

Matt kept his eyes on the screen as Kelly undid his trouser button and fly. She unbuttoned his 

boxers, groped around inside and pulled out his erect cock. She held it upright in her hand, admiring 

it. She pulled the foreskin back to reveal the dark red head. It shone, clean and smooth compared with 

the craggy skin of the rest of organ. She pulled it until it was taut, then let go. The foreskin slid back 

up to rest under the rim of the head. 

Again she pulled the skin down and watched as it returned. "It's so beautiful." 

"You think so?" 

"I mean, as they go it is. They're not the most aesthetically pleasing appendage, not that I've seen 

that many up close, but yours is beautiful." 



She pulled the skin down again and ran a finger along the underside of the exposed lip. Matt 

shivered. Kelly smiled. Matt was only half watching the film now. 

"I think it's more to do with the way it makes me feel then the way it looks." She traced a finger 

along one of the veins that ran along its length. "I don't mean... It's not as if I haven't had orgasms 

before, of course I have, but with you... I don't know. It's not just physical. There's something more. 

Does that make sense?" 

Matt's attention was now firmly on Kelly. She looked up at him, her blue eyes wide and filled 

with emotion. 

"I think I've fallen in love with you, Matthew." 

He smiled at her. Her gaze was fixed on him but her hand was slowly pumping his cock. 

"Well?" 

"Kelly, I fell in love with you a long time ago and I don't think I ever fell out of love. I guess this 

past couple of weeks just reminded me of that." 

She smiled, and then bent her head and took Matt into her mouth. She took her time pleasuring 

him. It was an act born out of love, and Kelly made it last. Each time Matt got close to orgasm, Kelly 

would stop sucking, lift her head and kiss him. Three times she brought him to the edge and then 

denied his release. 

On the fourth occasion, when she tried to lift her head again, Matt held her in place and the 

teasing stopped. His cum oozed into her mouth, and she drank and drank until there was no more. 

Then she carefully put Matt's cock away and zipped him up. 

"Matthew. Let's go up to bed." 

 

Kelly got up first the next morning. She was in the bathroom when Matt woke. He lay in bed 

until her return. 

"Are you okay, Kelly? You don't look well." 

"I'm okay. That Scampi last night must have disagreed with me, that's all." 



"You sure?" 

"Matthew, I'm fine. Stop fussing." 

After breakfast they met Bob Layman as arranged and he took them to see the other three 

Wingfield properties. Matt made no decisions, and instead put all the paperwork, including three 

independent valuations of each property, in his briefcase to take back to mull over in the office. 

The three of them had lunch, and then Matt and Kelly packed their things back into his Audi and 

headed back down the motorway. 

Just before the Westhampton junction, Kelly asked if Matt could drop her at Laura's. 

"Why?" 

"I need to see her anyway, but it'll also be better if the neighbours see me arrive home in Laura's 

car rather than yours." 

"Good point. But are you sure Laura won't mind driving you home?" 

Kelly shook her head. "I'll stay at hers tonight and tomorrow and drive back on Sunday. I'll take 

her out somewhere. We haven't been out together since the reunion." 

"Okay. Hey, I've got an idea." 

"What?" 

"Do you remember my nana?" 

"I remember her pearls of wisdom you used to tell us all about." 

"Would you like to go and see her?" 

"She's still alive?" 

"Alive and very much kicking. What do you say?" 

"Why not, it might be fun to see some old photos of you." 

"I warn you though; she's not one to beat around the bush. She speaks her mind, always has." 

Matt pulled off at the next junction and wound his way down the country lanes that led to his 

grandmother's care home. He told Kelly to wait in the corridor while he went in to his Nana alone. As 

always, she was delighted to see him. 



"Matthew! It's only Friday, are we going for lunch early?" 

"That might prove difficult, Nana. My car's only got two seats." 

She looked at him quizzically. 

"I've brought someone to see you." 

That was the cue, and Kelly entered the room. "Nana. This is Kelly. Remember? I told you about 

her." 

"Of course I remember. I'm not senile yet. Come and sit down, dear girl. Matthew, run along and 

get some tea and biscuits from the canteen, there's a good boy." 

As he walked along the corridor, Matt heard the fading voice of his grandmother. "Now my dear, 

you are positively glowing. I know that look, is there anything you might want to share?" 

When he returned, Matt walked in on the end of the same conversation. "It's okay my dear, I 

won't say a word. It's our little secret, mum's the word." Nana tapped the side of her nose. "Matthew. 

Put the tray on the table and pour would you." 

They stayed with Nana Edith for nearly two hours. She told Kelly stories of Matt's youth and to 

his horror retrieved her photo albums from a cupboard. Kelly found the pictures of Matt in short 

trousers very amusing. 

When it was time to leave Kelly kissed Nana's cheek and waited by the door for Matt. He hugged 

Nana and she whispered in his ear. 

"She's delightful, Matthew. Simply delightful. You take good care of her, do you hear? She's a 

special girl." 

"Of course, Nana. I will. I'll come and get you on Sunday and we'll have lunch." 

"Yes, you will. I'll be waiting." 

Matt and Kelly went out to the car. 

"She's wonderful, Matthew. You're lucky to still have her." 

"I know." 

  



All for Love 

 

Matt went into the office earlier than usual on Monday morning so that he could catch up. For 

several hours he ploughed his way through his post and in-tray. It was almost time for mid-morning 

tea break when Jerry burst into the office, clearly excited by something. 

"She's left him!" 

"What? Who?" 

"Kelly Lakeland. She's left Roy." 

"Left him? What makes you say that?" 

"He was in Brussels for a conference over the weekend. He got back this morning expecting her 

to greet him with open arms, and she wasn't there." 

"She might just be staying with friends." 

"Not likely. Roy said she always leaves a note when she's doing that. Besides, she's cleared out 

her wardrobes. There's not even a pair of shoes left in the house." 

"Seriously?" 

"Straight up. And there's more. I've checked the company records. She's been gradually dumping 

her shares ever since the merger talks broke down. Clever thing to do really; I guess she didn't want to 

affect the share price too much. Anyway, she got rid of the last of them in one fell swoop on Thursday 

morning, after he'd left for the conference. She must have moved out over the weekend." 

Matt thought about what to say. Part of his heart was leaping for joy. Another part was terrified 

that he was about to be found out. 

"Well, erm. I guess he deserved it. The way he spoke about her on the golf course made me 

sick." 

"I suppose he did. Still, poor guy, she'll probably try and divorce him and clean him out. I'll catch 

you later." 

When Jerry had left the room, Matt scrambled for his mobile phone and sent Kelly a text 



message asking if it was true. She normally replied immediately, but not this time. He was still 

waiting for a reply when Jerry returned an hour later with more news. 

"Get this, Matt. Roy Lakeland went into his office after speaking to me this morning, and on his 

desk was a letter from his wife resigning as the company's financial director." 

"Never!" 

"God's honest truth. She really has left him. I can't believe it." 

Matt's mobile rang. It was sitting on the desk in front of him and he could see on the screen that it 

was Kelly calling. He didn't answer. 

"Aren't you going to get that?" Jerry couldn't possibly see who was calling from his position. 

"No. It's no one." 

"Really?" Jerry leaned forward to view the screen. Matt snatched it away and hit the 'off' button. 

"Did that say Kelly?" Jerry asked. 

"No. Don't be silly. You didn't see it properly." 

"It did. Didn't it?" 

As if his mind was working in slow motion, not wanting to see the full picture, Jerry put the 

pieces of the puzzle together and reached the right conclusion. 

"Oh my god, Matt! She's your mystery woman. Isn't she? Shit. What have you done? If Roy finds 

out we'll lose the account for sure. Shit, Matt. What the fuck have you done?" 

"Calm down, Jerry." 

"Calm down! Matt, you've been porking my client's wife, and you expect me to be calm. You've 

put both our partnerships, possibly even our jobs at risk. You do realise that, don't you? How could 

you be so stupid, Matt? If Maurice or David find out they'll go ballistic." 

"It's not like I've broken any rules, Jerry." 

"So you admit it?" 

"I'm not admitting anything." 

"Jesus H Christ, Matt. What the hell have you done?" 



Maurice walked into the office and closed the door deliberately behind him. He turned to address 

the two younger men. 

"Gentlemen. I heard raised voices. It doesn't do for two of my brightest young associates, and 

potential partners I might add, to be fighting so openly. Especially when there are clients in the 

building. Would one of you care to tell me what's going on?" 

Neither of them spoke. 

"Mr. Marsden?" 

Matt looked at his desk. 

"Mr. McTaggart?" 

Jerry looked from Maurice to Matt and back again. Matt could read what he was going through 

in his eyes. He had to decide between his friend of ten years, and his career. Jerry looked at Matt once 

more. Sweat was forming on his brow. Matt shook his head slowly, pleading without words for Jerry 

keep quiet. 

"Tell me, Jerry," Maurice said. 

Jerry mouthed the words I'm sorry to his friend then turned to Maurice. With profound sadness 

he said, "Matt's been having an affair with Roy Lakeland's wife, and now she's walked out on him." 

"On Roy or on Matthew?" 

"Roy." 

"I see. Is this true, Matthew?" 

Matt glared at Jerry but said nothing. 

"Mr. Marsden, I suggest it would be in your best interests to tell me the truth. We may then be 

able to resolve this matter without any unpleasantness." 

Matt thought for a second. "With all due respect, Maurice, I believe that who I choose to spend 

time with outside office hours is none of the firm's business." 

"When it involves one of our most important clients, and a personal friend of mine, it is very 

much the firm's business." 



Matt said nothing. 

"Do you know where Mrs. Lakeland might be? Perhaps you, or Mr McTaggart, could persuade 

her that it would be best to return to her husband and work on their marriage. He need never find out 

about your indiscretion. And we'll be in no danger of losing him as a client." 

Matt remained silent. 

"For god's sake, Matt. Tell us where she is." 

"There's no need to shout Mr. McTaggart." Maurice turned to Matt. "I'll make this easy for you, 

shall I, Matthew? Either you tell us where we might find Kelly Lakeland, so that we can sort this out, 

or I shall consider your non co-operation and your sordid affair to be gross misconduct under the 

terms of your contract." 

"You mean you'll sack me?" 

"If you prefer to put it that way." 

"Don't bother. I quit." 

"I urge you to think carefully, Matthew. You walk out now, and you'll be ending your career. I'll 

see to it you don't get a reference, and that you find it most difficult to work in this city again. Your 

reputation will be ruined." 

"Reference? You think I'm worried about a reference? Ever since you had my profile put 

in Chambers Guide I've had all sorts firms on the phone trying to hire me." 

Matt slammed the palm of his hand on the desk. 

"Hell, I've had five enquiries in the last two months alone. Try and ruin my reputation, stop me 

from working in Milton Keynes if you must. I was getting tired of this town anyway. Now, if you'll 

both excuse me, I need to sort out my belongings. I'd hate to walk out of here with anything that's not 

mine." 

"There's still a way out of this, Matthew. Tell us where she might be." 

"Goodbye, Maurice." 

Maurice left and Jerry walked towards Matt's desk. "Matt, I..." 



"Don't, Jerry. You've already said enough, don't you think?" 

"I was... I..." 

"You didn't have to say anything! You could have kept a secret, you've kept them before." 

"But nothing like this, Matt. We're not talking about you calling in sick so you can stay in bed 

with some girl you picked up in the club. We're talking a partnership here. You've seen the billing 

figures; you must have some idea of how much the partners pull down each year. I want a piece of 

that, Matt. And I can't believe that you'd risk you own share of it for some woman." 

"She's not just some woman, Jerry." 

"Come off it, Matt. She's just another notch on your bedpost, you'll move on to the next one soon 

enough." 

"There won't be a next one. Kelly's all I've ever wanted. Ever since I was a boy." 

"Matt..." 

"Just go, Jerry. Get out of my way before I say or do something I'll regret." 

Jerry turned around and trudged out of the room. He stopped at the doorway and looked back at 

the friend he had just lost, and then left. 

Matt began sorting through the contents of his desk. Doris tentatively knocked on his door and 

came in. 

"Matt? Is it true?" 

"Is what true, Doris?" 

"That you're leaving." 

"Word travels fast." 

"These walls are thin, and you were shouting. Besides, Maurice just sent an all staff e-mail. He's 

making an example of you. A warning to the rest of us, I guess. He said you'd been having an affair 

with a client." 

"That's not strictly true." 

"It's Kelly Lakeland, isn't it?" 



Matt nodded. 

"I can't say I blame you. If I were a man, or a lesbian, I'm sure I'd find her hard to resist." 

"It's more than that, Doris. I'm love with her." 

"And she's loves you? Is that why she left her husband?" 

Matt looked at her. 

"Your door was open when Jerry told you," she explained. 

"I guess it's one of the reasons, but she has others." 

"I'll miss you, Matt. It won't be the same working for someone else." 

"I'll miss you too, Doris." 

After Matt had sorted through his things, he hugged Doris and bade her farewell. Then he put his 

things in his car and drove home. For better or for worse, he no longer worked at Smith & Jones 

Solicitors. 

 

Once he got in, he called Kelly's mobile. He got her voice mail, and duly left a message. Not 

satisfied, he rang Laura. 

"Matt? Nice to hear from you." 

"Laura, is Kelly still with you?" 

"She's staying here until she gets herself sorted." 

"Can I talk to her?" 

"She's not here right now." 

"Where is she?" 

"She's... She's at the doctors." 

"Is she okay?" 

"I'm sure she's fine, bad tummy, that's all." 

"Laura, can you give her a message for me?" 

"Sure." 



"Tell her... Tell her that they've found out. They made me choose and I did. She'll understand." 

"She might, but I don't." 

"Can you just tell her? Please, Laura? I'll explain more when I get there." 

"You're on your way up here?" 

"I'll be there as quick as I can." 

 

Matt raced up the motorway, cursing the traffic that slowed him down. His mind wasn't on 

driving; it was on Kelly, on his job, on his future. Had he done the right thing? Despite what he had 

said to Maurice, Matt knew that if word got out about what he had done, it would be hard to get work 

anywhere else. 

Before long he pulled up outside Laura's. He had barely turned off the engine when Kelly rushed 

out of the house. She ran up the garden path and greeted him with a hug at the gate. 

"Is it true? Have they sacked you?" 

"No. I resigned." 

"Oh, Matthew." 

"What could I do? They made it clear it was a straight choice. The firm or you." 

"And you chose me?" 

Matt nodded. "And I'd do it again." 

Kelly kissed him and he kissed her back. 

"It'll be alright, Matthew. It'll be okay. You can start your own firm; I'll give you the money. 

You'll have the best offices, the best staff, the best everything. You'll have a law firm that beats your 

old place hands down." 

"Kelly, I can't take your money." 

"You don't have a choice, I'm giving it to you, and I'll be offended if you don't take it." 

"I suppose I could start my own firm. I wonder if Ruth and the other girls are still thinking of 

leaving." 



"Marsden and Co." She grinned. "Sounds fantastic." 

"It'll be hard work." 

"But you'll be brilliant." 

They smiled at each other and kissed again. 

"What about you?" Matt asked. "Laura said you went to the doctors, what's wrong?" 

"Nothing's wrong, Matthew. In fact, things couldn't be better." 

"So why go to the doctors?" 

"All these years, Matthew, I thought it was me. But it wasn't. It couldn't have been." 

"Couldn't have been what? Kelly, what are you talking about?" 

"I'm pregnant, Matthew. I'm having your baby." 

"But I thought... Laura said..." 

"I know. After the accident, they said it might take a while for my body to get back to normal. 

We only tried for a baby for a year, less actually. Roy has hardly touched me since. Once in a while, 

when he's gets bored with the bimbos. Guess we just didn't try for long enough." 

"Are you sure?" 

"Yes. I'm sure I'm pregnant, the doctor just confirmed it. And I'm sure it's yours, Roy hasn't come 

near me in months." 

Matt smiled. "Really? You're... I'm... Oh, Kelly. That's... That's fantastic." 

He scooped her up in his arms and spun her around. Again they kissed, and they didn't stop until 

Laura appeared at the door saying that she'd made them some tea. Matt carried Kelly into the house, 

still kissing her. 

 

Matt sat at his new desk in the law offices of Marsden & Walker. He picked up the phone, put it 

down and picked it up again. He checked the number and then dialled. A receptionist answered. 

"Jerry McTaggart, please." 

"Who's calling please?" 



"Tell him it's an old friend." 

"One moment." 

Tinny music played until Matt was put through. 

"Hello?" 

"Jerry. It's Matt." 

"Matt? I didn't except to hear from you after what I did." 

"It's water under the bridge, Jerry. Actually you did me a favour." 

"I heard you and Ruth set up your own firm. Her leaving wasn't unexpected, but still..." 

"It's the best move I ever made." 

There was a brief, uncomfortable silence before Matt continued. "I was sorry to hear about the 

partnership. I feel somewhat guilty." 

"It  wasn't your fault, Matt. No need to feel guilty. I had to talk fast, and called you some 

unpleasant names but we managed to keep the client. I stuffed up, that's all. I should never have let 

him go to court; I knew we'd get hammered." 

"You have to do what the client wants, Jerry. Even if he is an overweight idiot like Roy 

Lakeland." 

"I know. Wish the partners saw it that way. How's Kelly, by the way?" 

"She's fine. Heavily pregnant and worried about getting her figure back for the big day, but fine." 

"You're getting married then?" 

"As soon as her divorce comes through. I don't suppose you could have a word with your client, 

could you? Ruth's doing her best for Kelly, but Roy's an awkward bastard." 

"I heard she was trying to take him for everything he had." 

"Come on, Jerry. You know what he was like, don't you think Kelly deserves her fair share. 

Besides, if it weren't for Kelly, he'd have nothing. Did you know that when they both submitted a 

schedule of assets to the court, Kelly's list of Roy's assets was more accurate than his own? She knows 

better than him where all his money is because she put it there." 



"I didn't know that." 

"And she's happy to leave him his precious business," Matt said. 

"Which is falling apart around his ears. The share price started to fall after Kelly resigned, then 

collapsed after we lost the trial." 

"I know. He's using that as an excuse to delay proceedings. Are you sure you can't have a word in 

his ear, Jerry?" 

"He's not my client any more, Matt. Even Maurice has fallen out with him. I told you Maurice 

was only friends with his money." 

"Never mind, it was worth a try. Actually, the wedding is one of the two reasons I called you." 

"Yeah?" 

"Well, the thing is... How do I put this? I need a best man. And you're still the best man I know. 

What do you say?" 

"Matt, I'd be honoured. But are you sure?" 

"Sure as anything. Come on, it won't be right if you're not at my side." 

"Okay, I'll do it. And I'll give you a stag night you'll never forget." 

"Make that a stag weekend. Amsterdam sounds like a nice place." 

Jerry laughed. "Yeah, right. I'll be sure to take a camera so I can blackmail you later." 

Matt laughed with him. It was as if the argument had never happened, they were simply two 

friends who worked in different cities and hadn't spoken in a while. 

"Thanks, Jerry. It means a lot that you'll be there." 

"Well, I couldn't miss it could I? What was the second thing?" 

"The second thing. Yes. Jerry, you know how tough it is in today's market. We're expanding 

quickly and it's risky taking on people who you don't know." 

"Very true." 

"I'm surrounded by women up here, Jerry. Ruth is a great partner, and Betty and Jill are fantastic 

at what they do; but I'm outnumbered. Even our office manager is a woman. And I still feel guilty 



over you not getting your due down there..." 

"Are you asking to come and work for you?" 

"No. I'm asking you to come and work with me. You and me, Jerry. Partners. Just like we talked 

about when we were at college." 

"I thought you said that Westhampton was the dead end of the universe?" 

"It was, but it's a regeneration area now. The local government is throwing money around like 

you wouldn't believe. Take this building we're in - it's state of the art. Environmentally friendly air 

conditioning, built-in wireless networking with a secure room for the server, it's got the lot. It was 

built by the local development agency, and we've got it on a three year lease at subsidised rent, with 

an option to purchase at the end of the term." 

"Really?" 

"Yeah, there're so many new businesses up here, Jerry. And they all need a good company 

lawyer." 

"I don't know, Matt." 

"Think about it, okay?" 

Matt's secretary knocked on his door and entered. 

"Hang on, Jerry. What is it, Doris?" 

"You know I wouldn't normally interrupt Matt, but you said..." 

"Yes, what is it?" 

"Your friend Laura has called. Kelly has gone into labour." 

"When?" 

"Not long ago. Laura's taken her to the General." 

Matt spoke into the phone again, "Jerry, I have to go. I'll call you in a couple of days. Think 

about what I said, okay?" 

"I'll think about it. Good luck, Matt, and send Kelly my love." 

"Bye, Jerry." 



Matt put the phone down and searched his desk drawer for his car keys. Doris assured him that 

she would be able to cope, and Matt raced to the hospital for the birth of his children. 

 

Westhampton Hall, the former home of the Earl of Westhampton, was built in the eighteenth 

century. It survived the industrial revolution and now sat in the heart of what was left of the 

Westhamptonshire countryside. Its landscaped gardens covered almost two hundred acres. 

Kelly had attended a wedding there when she was fifteen, and decided that was going to be the 

venue for her wedding day too. But falling pregnant with Roy's child had prevented it. When her 

divorce finally came through, and Matt and Kelly could start to plan a day to remember of their own, 

she had insisted that Westhampton Hall was the only venue under consideration. 

Matt sat in the front row of chairs that had been set out in The Oak Room. He'd always imagined 

he'd be getting married in some small church, or even a big church, but now he couldn't think of a 

better place to pledge his future to the woman the loved. 

Jerry sat next to him, almost as nervous as Matt himself. Both wore traditional morning dress 

with light blue waistcoat and cravats that Kelly had picked out to match her Bridesmaid's outfits. 

Nana Edith sat behind Matt. She tapped him on the shoulder. "I'm so proud of you, Matthew 

dear." 

Matt smiled at her. That must have been the twentieth time she'd said that so far, and the 

ceremony hadn't even started yet. 

In the far corner of the room, by the entrance, a lone pianist had been playing soft music. 

Following a signal from the Master of Ceremonies, he launched the hundred-year-old grand piano 

into Air  from Handel's Water Music. 

Matt and Jerry stood, as did the rest of the guests. 

"She's not come through the door yet, Matt," Jerry whispered. "Still time to climb out the 

window and make a run for it. I'll stall this crowd." Jerry looked over his shoulder then said, "Oh no. 

Too late." 

Matt turned to look at the entrance to The Oak Room. Kelly was walking towards him with her 



father. She wore a straight, elegant dress; the colour of which she insisted was champagne, not cream. 

It had three thin straps over each shoulder, and a large champagne rose where the straps on the left 

met the dress. Her rich brown hair was high on the back of her head, as it had been at the reunion just 

over a year ago. 

Matt smiled. She looked magnificent; more magnificent with each passing day. 

Behind Kelly came Laura and Julie, each of them carrying one of the twins. Mark was in Laura's 

arms, Carol in Julie's. The twins wore their white christening robes for the second and last time. 

But all eyes were on Kelly. She glided up the aisle, projecting an air of quite calm and elegance. 

As she neared the front row of seats, Matt stepped forward to meet her. She kissed her father's check 

as he patted her arm, then they parted and her father went to stand next to Kelly's mother. 

Matt offered Kelly his arm. She took it, and they approached the Registrar's desk. 

The civil ceremony took less than half an hour, after which Matt, Kelly and their guests 

adjourned to bar while the room was reset for the reception. Their wedding breakfast was six courses, 

prepared by Westhampton Hall's award winning chef. At the end of the meal, Jerry led the toasts, 

which were made with one-hundred-pound-per-bottle Champagne. 

Everyone agreed, it was a beautiful wedding. 

 

The letterbox flapped and the mail landed on the floor. Matt rolled over to hug the empty space 

where his wife should have been. He could hear bacon sizzling in the pan downstairs and the smell 

filled his nostrils, making him hungry. 

He got up and pulled on his robe. On his way past he knocked on his son's bedroom door and 

opened it. 

"Up you get, Mark. It's a big day today." Matt turned on the lights. 

"Aw, Dad." Mark pulled the covers up over his head. 

"Up. I want you washed, dressed and at the breakfast table in twenty minutes. We're going to 

make today the best birthday Nana's ever had. One hundred is quite a landmark." 

"Awww. It's early." 



"Last warning, Mark. Up. Now. Or I'll come over there and force you out of bed." 

"Okay." Mark pulled down the covers and sat up. 

"And tell your sister too." 

Matt padded downstairs and picked up the mail from the floor. He carried it into the kitchen, 

inspecting the envelopes as he did. Kelly was turning over the bacon. Matt admired her. 

"Why," he asked, "does my wife insist on wearing nothing but one of my shirts to cook 

breakfast." 

"It was close at hand. Besides, I'm not wearing just your shirt." She lifted up the shirt tails and 

flashed him her black panties. 

"Oh, you." Matt hugged her from behind. He kissed the back of her neck. "If I hadn't just woken 

the kids up..." 

"You'd what?" 

"I'd remind you why I married you." 

He continued to flip through the mail, sorting the junk on autopilot. He came to a letter whose 

address had been handwritten. He recognised the handwriting straight away. 

"Hey, the invitation's here. Laura sure doesn't waste time; I thought the booking was only 

confirmed last week." 

"You know Laura." 

"I can't believe it's been twenty-five years." 

"Me neither." Kelly sniggered. "Hey, do you realise." 

"Realise what?" 

"That this means it fifteen years since we first... You know." 

"God, yeah. Seems like yesterday." 

"Doesn't it?" 

"You know I nearly didn't go to that reunion? Jerry talked me into it. Guess I still owe him for 

that. Best thing I ever did." 



The bacon was ready so Kelly put it on a plate along with a fried egg and all the other breakfast 

delights that she prepared on weekends. As they sat down, they were joined by the twins, neither of 

whom had yet washed and were still in their pyjamas. 

Over breakfast they talked about what they had planned for Nana's hundredth birthday, and again 

discussed where they should go on holiday that summer. Matt and Mark wanted to go to Florida 

again, but Kelly and Carol fancied Australia. Yet again they agreed to disagree. 

After breakfast they all got ready and then piled into the Mercedes for the drive to Nana's care 

home. Before they set off, Matt voiced the one thing that was concerning him about the coming 

reunion. 

"Do you think he'll be there?" 

"I doubt it. I mean, he didn't go to the last one, did he? And he had something to brag about then, 

what's he got now?" 

"True." 

"But even if he does show his face, you know what?" 

"What?" 

"I couldn't care less. He tried his best to stop us being together. He failed. Now he's just a washed 

up ex-dotcom-millionaire, and there's nothing else he can do or say to spoil things for us." 

"I love you, Kelly." 

"Really? Even after fifteen years of me?" 

"Really." 

"Good. Because I love you too." 
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