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Chapter One




If I dread one thing about my new married life in Cambridge, it is the hour-long session on a Thursday afternoon when I am contracted by the College’s Department of French to instruct twenty-three second-year undergraduates in the heady delights of medieval chivalry. With the exception of one doe-eyed and presumably gay Chinese lad, the cohort of students is made up entirely of girls who, with a pouting attentiveness that borders on the obsessive, lift the art of flirtation to a level I had never dreamt of. They watch my every move, hang on my every word until, by the end of the lecture, I feel like the metaphorical ice-lolly melting in the sunshine: positively licked all over.

My problem is lack of experience. Were I a crusty old professor of sixty, I don’t suppose this would matter; at thirty, however, and at the end of my first academic year as a teacher, I am as wet behind the ears as my nineteen-year olds would appear to be in their more intimate places. Only a few days ago, I overheard two of them bemoaning the fact that I was married.

“Have you even seen his wife?” asked one, a dumpy, bespectacled girl called Izzy with an eternally low cleavage and a penchant for tasselled shawls. “She’s super-fit, Mel; an absolute stunner and I hate her, the cow.”

I pretended not to be listening, gathering up my books and laptop. Mel, a dazzling blonde on an exchange from Yale, was eyeing me up from under a blue velvet Trilby. “Yeah, no wonder he’s only, like, got eyes for her,” she said in a loud stage whisper. “Jeez, Izzy, I saw her last week — you remember she met him outside the faculty building? — my inner lesbian woke up and, like, licked her lips.”

“You serious?”

“Sure,” sighed the American. “I would, Izzy. Just saying.”

“To be fair, so would I,” giggled her friend. “With either of them.”

“Or both. Same difference.”

Blushing, I shouldered my bag and headed for the door, aware of their eyes boring into my rear view.




• • •




Today being my thirtieth birthday, Bryony has insisted on a special rendezvous after work; in accordance with her instructions, I station myself at the south entrance of King’s College Chapel, my heart thumping. The better to watch her unseen, I step behind a massive stone buttress and pretend to be texting.

 Since our marriage on that beach in Tobago last summer, it has been a constant source of satisfaction to me to be able to observe the effect my mesmerizingly beautiful new wife has on both my students and innocent members of the public alike. At slightly later than the appointed hour, I spot her enter the Front Court. She is wearing black suede boots of questionable practicality considering the early summer weather, a short dark velvet skirt which flashes sometimes purple, sometimes red in the evening light, a white blouse, and a linen jacket in the brightest of scarlets. Heads turn — male and female, young and old — as she steps over the ancient flagstones, dodging between tourists, her hips swinging seductively, flashes of slim, brown legs utter perfection. She exchanges easy and natural smiles with strangers, exuding a joie de vivre and an allure that dazzles and beguiles everyone she encounters. I cannot help smiling: she will be deliciously aware that I am mentally undressing her from afar.

Ever open to new cultural experiences, Bryony announced over breakfast that she wanted to celebrate my Big Day by attending Evensong. What harm could there be in listening to some lovely English choral music in beautiful surroundings? I am personally immune to superstition of any sort, but it’ll be instructive to observe the older generation mumbo-jumboing over their religious nonsense. If it makes them happy, let them get on with it.

“Bryony, over here!” I call, emerging from my hiding place.

I love the moment she throws herself into my arms; how can it be that someone so warm, loving — ravishing — can be my wife? It takes my breath away every time, especially as she has recently treated herself to some exquisite blonde highlights which give her short, pixie-like hair an extra exotic lift which I love.

“I saw you skulking there, my birthday darling. Don’t think I didn’t feel your horny gaze upon me.”

“But, I—”

“I love you so much.” She kisses me deeply and reaches discreetly down to check for movement in my trousers. “Just making sure you haven’t succumbed to those luscious Thursday second-years.”

“Bryony, as if I’d ever—”

“I know, Andrew.” Propelling me backwards into the corner of golden stone behind the porch, she squeezes my cock again. “That’s better,” she sighs, slipping a wet, velvety tongue into my mouth. I could fall into her. “I’m only teasing.”

The reaction generated in my underwear having passed her test, Bryony takes my hand and leads me into the Chapel. “I’m so sorry I’m a bit late, but bloody Bernard has asked me to change the spec for my footbridge. Apparently, the client no longer wants it with parallel stainless-steel cable sides but reinforced plate-glass panels. I’m having to recalculate all the load-bearing bollocks.”

I massage her neck as we walk down the nave towards the central door leading to the quire. “Ah, the trials and tribulations of a prize-winning bridge engineer!”

“Exactly,” she says, a hand squeezing my bottom. “But sometimes I envy you spending your days canoodling with salivating girlies.”

“Bryony, I teach them; I reserve any canoodling for my wife!”

“I know, darling.” She touches the front of my trousers again. “Follow me, please.”

She turns left and climbs the five stairs leading to the back row of choir stalls facing the altar. According to a leaflet I’d read at the door, the ornate, dark wood of the Rood screen and choir stalls dates from the time Henry VIII married Anne Boleyn — and we all know how well that went. Above us, someone starts to play something softly on the great, gold-piped organ which dominates the nave. My wife has stopped in front of me and is pretending to admire the architecture.

“Bryony.” I hiss, “why can’t we sit nearer? The rest of the congregation is further up.”

“I need to be fucked — I mean, tucked away in a corner.”

“What? But we’ll be seen!”

“No, we won’t, Andrew. We’ll be out of sight! Those medieval carpenters knew a thing or two about concealing their choir boys for nefarious purposes! Just look at how tall the back desk is!”

“But, Bryony—”

“I’ve researched the whole thing. We’ll be completely hidden.” She flips down one of the hinged oak seats aligned along the wall. “Look, plonk your pert little bum down on a misericord—”

“A what?”

“A misericord! Google it, man. When it’s down, you sit on it; when it’s up you can stand and rest your buttocks on it. They were designed to spare the old monks’ feet during sessions of interminable prayer.”

“You are the most extraordinary girl,” I whisper, obediently installing myself to her left. We are already out of the eyeline of the handful of worshipers.

“Thing is, I have designs upon your willy, lover-boy.”

“So I understand, but—”

“Andrew, it’s your Big Day and I want you!” She flashes me her most dazzling smile and I know I’m really in trouble. “I’ve been aching for you all day at the office. I’ve had to sort myself out in the loos already. Twice. Is that fair?”

I raise my eyebrows. “Good Lord, darling, how awful for you.” Bryony presses her left hand against the front of my chinos, expert fingers roving inappropriately, considering the surroundings. No, this can’t happen! “But, Bryony, we’ll be arrested!”

“No more quibbling!” She leans in, blows in my ear and licks a cool line under my chin. Her scent is intoxicating, but I still feel I must resist.

“Bryony, we can’t — you know — make love, ‘make babies’ in here!”

“We’re only practising.”

“Yes, but this is a public monument, a church. It’s a perfect example of late Gothic Perpendicular.”

“So is your willy, by the feel of it.” She is feeling for it.

“Bryony,” I whisper, trying to ignore her fingers, “I just read up about it. The chapel was begun in fourteen something and took a whole century to complete. It has some of the best mediaeval stained glass on the planet — probably in the universe, and—”

“Andrew.” Bryony lowers her eyelids a fraction and a surge of excitement shoots like summer lightning up my legs. “If it’s historical precedent you’re after, let me remind you that we have made love all over the place: on buses, in Fortnum and Mason’s, on trains and airplanes and once in a box at English National Opera.” That was a Salome to remember. “Need I go on?”

“No, I get it, but in King’s College Chapel, Cambridge? Really? Home of the Nine Lessons and Carols on the BBC? What would the Lord say?”

“Do I give a toss? We’re married, aren’t we? Or is that itself a problem? Does that mean we’re now Mr. and Mrs. Boringly-Unimaginative Billingham?” She pulls up my shirt, undoes my belt and pushes a warm hand inside the front of my trousers. “Do you realize that since our return from the Caribbean, we’ve only ever made love in beds?”

“What about that time on the bathroom floor at your parents’ house?” I can’t believe we’re even having this discussion.

“When my Dad caught us?” she asks, her voice husky. “That doesn’t count.” With her right hand now plying its trade inside my boxer shorts, the left is free to maraud up and across the exquisitely sensitive flesh of my back and shoulders. I am losing this battle. God, how I want her. “Old men can’t help their prostate problems,” she goes on, “even if they were the cause of someone’s coitus interruptus.”

“Bryony, I don’t think—”

“Shh, darling.” She slips the hand out of my shirt and tugs up her skirt, revealing a vista of slim, brown leg from boot-top to hip. Breath-taking nakedness glows golden in the rays of evening sunlight streaming through the stained glass high above us.

“Um, call me unobservant,” I mumble, my mouth dry, “but isn’t there something missing here?”

“Looking for these?” Still stroking my cock with her right hand, she extracts a tantalizing corner of red frilly lingerie from her left jacket pocket. “They seem to have come off. I’m hot.”

I swallow. “I’d say you are.”

“Andrew, it’s time for some love on the wild side again.”

“But I really don’t think—”

“Don’t be so sodding English,” she grins, taking my hand, sliding it over her thigh and between her legs. Further resistance is useless.

“I love you, Bryony,” I whisper, leaning towards her, the scent of her hair sending tremors of desire to the tips of my toes. She lifts her chin and I kiss that adorable soft area of smooth skin behind her ear. Behind me, I am dimly aware of the organ playing more robustly, of the choir processing in. There is something incongruous about this stately group of well-behaved young gentlemen preparing to sing their hearts out in the service of the Lord; their red cassocks, crisp white roughs and surpluses setting off the dark wood and pale stone of the chapel. And all the while, here am I with my wife plotting to desecrate the shrine with illicit love-making that would be deemed lechery and perversion by anyone catching us in flagrante.

Mustering as innocent a look as I can, therefore, I gaze up at the intricate carvings of the Rood screen, again sliding my right hand up Bryony’s smooth bare thigh and edging my middle finger downwards; the soft hair I encounter is already damp with anticipation. My beautiful wife gasps as I smooth a passage up and down, from side to side. She is like a furnace.

In reedy baritone, the minister suddenly breaks into a chant: “O Lord, open thou our lips.”

“You heard what the man said,” hisses Bryony out of the corner of her mouth.

“You really want this? During Evensong?”

She raises an eyebrow. “Let’s call it Evensnog, shall we? Come here!” She plunges her tongue into my mouth, drawing me into her very soul.

“Alright, you horny beast, but there’s still the option of hiding in a side-chapel.”

“Too late for escape, Andrew. They’re starting the Magnificat.”

The organ booms out with a mighty chord and the choir rises to the occasion with My soul doth magnify the Lord.

“So, you’ve got about five minutes to show me what you’ve got, husband. This is Stanford in C, my Dad’s favorite setting.”

“Wouldn’t you rather just listen and feel the vibe?” I hook my finger into her a little and she jumps, letting out a tiny squeak. Fearing louder ejaculations, I withdraw my probing digit.

“I thought you didn’t believe in all this god bollocks,” she says, her eyes wide.

“I don’t, but the music’s lovely.” I slip my left hand across her tummy and into her blouse. There is a distinct absence of bra. “But there’s a time and a place for intimacy.”

“Mmm, I know. And this is both the time and the place.”

Taking my cue from what the choir are singing (He hath put down the mighty from their seat), I kiss Bryony’s hand, peer briefly over the top of the desk and slide to the floor, gently easing my ‘misericord’ back to the vertical. “Did anyone see?”

“Nope,” she replies, “but don’t make a sound.”

I am lying at her feet with my head on a dusty hassock, my trousers and boxers somehow already round my knees. Bryony, still seated and feigning prayer like a good Christian, leans forward a little and slides her hand — oh, so gently — up and down my cock. My God. For he hath regarded the lowliness of his handmaiden. I can hardly breathe, such is the delicate touch of her fingers on my throbbing penis.

Looking calmly about her, Bryony slips off her own seat and hitches up her skirt. Then, with her hands still clasped piously on the desk and bare knees pressed against medieval oak, she crouches over me. In pole position below, I guide my yearning cock inside her. Bryony, her glorious head still bent in supplication, grips the woodwork above me with both hands. An urgent nod from her is my signal. Slowly at first, then gaining momentum, I brace myself against the parquet flooring and flex my muscles; my bottom, thighs and abdomen thrusting up and down inside her — she is so wet and hot! — as she holds herself above me, immobile and innocent to any observer. Only a passing angel would be able to detect what we’re doing, what my own angel is up to. From my lowly position, I see Bryony’s perfect top teeth biting down in concentrated bliss on her lower lip. Her breathing is measured at first, but there is a rhythmic tell-tale movement in the rise and fall of her lovely nipples which rub tantalizingly under her blouse. With increasing urgency, I move within her, listening for changes in her breathing; after over two years together, I feel I can play this girl like a harp. Beyond and above her, I take in the famous sixteenth century fan vaulting of the Chapel’s ceiling. Not many people, I muse, have the opportunity to view English architectural heritage from so exquisitely erotic an angle.

My muscles beginning to rebel, I stuff a hassock under my bottom for extra leverage. Whether it is as a result of my slight sideways movements or the crescendo of vibrations emanating from the gleaming organ pipes above me, Bryony’s mouth opens wide in a silent scream of Amen to coincide with the triumphant end of the music. As the ethereal sounds echo and fade, she quivers, tightens four or five more times over me in a series of tumultuous aftershock orgasms which subside only as some dreary clergywoman begins to intone a reading from the bible.

“The second lesson is taken from Genesis, Chapter Nineteen,” she drones, “beginning at Verse Twenty-four. ‘Then the Lord rained down burning sulphur on Sodom and Gomorrah.’” I smile ruefully heavenwards, wondering whether we too will be struck down before — am I remembering this right? — Bryony is turned into a pillar of salt.

For a minute or two, my wife holds herself still, shuddering inwardly as the sensations diminish. Eventually, she moves an elbow and peers down. “My God, my God, my God, Andrew,” she whispers. “You have not forsaken me. You were… magnificat.”

Sensing a bellow of joy and laughter welling up in me and threatening to ruin the moment, Bryony leans down and rubs a soothing hand under my shirt. She presses down on my diaphragm, her fingertips glancing across my abs and nipples. Slowly, she lifts herself from me, rearranges her skirt, pulls down her misericord and sits back as if butter wouldn’t melt. Which it most definitely would. She is breathing deeply now with her mouth open, eyes fixed upon my towering shiny cock. I lie very still: any extraneous sound will be audible in this echoing atmosphere of pious concentration.

“Here endeth the Lesson. Thanks be to God.”

Bryony grins. “Thanks also be to the fact that your pillar of salt is still so hard, my darling.” The fact that we have the same thought processes melts my heart. “We’ll have to see about that, then, won’t we? Don’t you dare move a muscle either. I expressly forbid it.”

Head forward, she dribbles a silky gobbet of saliva onto her thumb and forefinger. Encircling and squeezing my now doubly lubricated length, she begins to play upon my penis with an exquisitely gentle motion which — musical demon that she is — keeps time with the choir’s tranquil rendition of the Nunc Dimittis. Lord, now lettest thou thy servant depart in peace. My exquisite torturer seems in no hurry to let me depart too soon, however, nor in anything resembling peace if I know my Bryony; she seems intent upon offering me a similar experience to her own.

Towards the end of the Nunc Dimittis, she leans down to me and, with a perfectly straight face, asks, “Have you noticed the organ volume increasing, Andrew?” She is hardly touching me now, holding me just a couple of degrees from eruption, a single finger stroking my balls and inner thigh with a gossamer touch. My mouth is opening and closing involuntarily; it is all I can do not to cry out and bring the world — not to mention the famous fan vaulting — crashing in on our heads. “So, it seems that two kings’ organs can move from Swell to Great in only a couple of seconds: yours and the College’s.” She has the presence of mind to make organ puns at a time like this? The music fades to nothing. I am in heaven, hardly daring to breathe — let alone disobey her and move — before the choir is off again with the final Glory be to the Father juxtaposed with colossal descending organ chords. Still keeping time, Bryony increases the pressure of her ministrations, doubling her speed as the musicians head for the finishing line. Once again, I feel the floor beneath me vibrating with the deep, throaty roar of the organ’s pedal notes.

“Ooohh,” I moan, about to explode at last.

And then, with a movement so fast as to defy the keenest observer, Bryony has slid forward again and impaled herself upon me. As the Stanford resolves into a glorious expression of late Victorian confidence in the key of C Major, I erupt into my wife. Through a series of flashes, I see her breathe in and smile like the cat who’s found another and unexpected source of cream. Whether the worshipers in the Chapel notice anything, I shall never know, but I hear the music fade away once more, rolling like thunder around the building. Through the singing in my ears I distinguish someone’s voice imploring us all to pray.

I reach up and squeeze Bryony’s thigh as the congregation murmurs the Lord’s Prayer into its collective beard. “Th-thank you, my angel,” I stammer, handing her my handkerchief. “Thank you. I wasn’t expecting you back so soon.”

She leans down as far as she can to offer a plausible explanation: “Sudden need for ‘thy rod and thy staff to comfort me,’ darling. Psalm Twenty-three, and all that. Besides, leaving the chapel with your spunk dimittis all over my skirt might have given rise to comment amongst the good parishioners.”

I let out a snort of laughter which Bryony attempts to cover with a coughing fit of her own. Looking up and behind me, I see to my horror that the organ scholar in his loft above has twisted his rear-view mirror the better to watch us at it.

Thrilled and terrified at the naughtiness of my birthday treat, Bryony and I make ourselves scarce as soon as the choir have shuffled out. Having never received either legal summons from the College authorities or thunderbolts from a vengeful deity, we assume that the organist was either catastrophically short-sighted or a good enough Christian to cast no stones.




Chapter Two


“And now,” says Bryony, sitting starkers at her dressing table and applying the merest hint of mascara to her eyes, “all is about to be revealed with regard to Part Two of the Andrew Billingham Birthday Festival Week.”

“There’s more?” I too am naked and lying in our rumpled bed, secretly marvelling at the constant stiffness of my cock in my wife’s presence. And this despite our having just made love in the shower. I raise a Roger Moore eyebrow. “I was looking forward to a return to quiet respectability after that scandalous exercise in indecent exposure yesterday.”

Bryony grins. “You didn’t imagine that a quick shag in the choir stalls was it, did you?” Even with her back to me, she exudes that positive energy I so love.

“Listen,” I say, “the meal last night was lovely too.”

“Actually, Andrew, it’s not the memory of the candlelit dinner that’s turning me on.” She wriggles her bottom, rubbing herself on the hideous pink, padded stool her mother foisted upon us when we moved to Cambridge. “Thing is, I shall never be able to attend an Evensnog again. I’m a convert to a different religion now: more hands on.”

Her words, not to mention the seductive tone of her voice, cause my cock to swell a little more in my hand and I swallow back an urge to burst into song, an old Cliff Richard number springing to mind. The difficulty is that on a weekday, I am normally forbidden from interfering with my wife and disturbing her calm, sensuous morning routine in front of the mirror. I am aware today though of surreptitious glances from her; is she tempting me, willing me to misbehave as a birthday season treat? What if I were to go to her, slip a hand over her shoulder, trickle a finger or two down between — around and under — her firm, smooth, and silky breasts; or seize her by that impossibly slim waist and let my trembling digits wander southwards. The endless sexual possibilities afforded by this angelic creature at her toilet drive me mad, and she knows it.

“I can see what you’re doing under that duvet,” she says. “Down, Caesar!”

“Your Classical references to my tumescence are cruel and unjustified,” I reply, tightening my fist. “I can’t help it if I am so turned on by the sight of my naturist wife preening herself right in my eye line.” Just like her to notice the rise and fall of the duvet. “Now, my darling, if you were slightly less alluring — spottier with sagging boobs, greasy hair, in-growing toenails, a couple of bunions maybe, rolls of overhanging whitish blubber, acres of cellulite, and a hairy back — well, then I might be able to resist you more easily.”

“I doubt it.” She pushes a hand between her thighs, throws her head back and moans quietly. “I wish you still to love me even when I’m a gnarled and hook-nosed old hag.”

I sag a little at the image. “Let’s not get maudlin, darling girl; it’s upsetting Caesar. To me, right now, you are nothing short of a Greek goddess at her toilet and there isn’t a man in the world who could resist you.”

“You used to call me your Aphrodite.”

“You still are. Or Venus, since you prefer things Roman.”

“And who did you say you were?”

“Your Adonis, also known as ‘a penis for your Venus’.”

Bryony snorts with merriment. “You say the loveliest things, husband mine, but you’re putting me off!” She brushes a suspicion of rouge onto her cheekbones. How do girls even learn to do their make-up so subtly? It’s a whole art-form. “Even if some of us don’t swan in to work ’til ten-thirty, I have to be at Bernard’s beck and call by eight forty-five today.”

The single mole at the base of her long spine draws my eye to the shadow between her buttocks. My mouth is dry, the tip of my tongue tingling to explore her darkest, warmest places again. I can still taste the soap from very recent investigations. Thank God the taps in the shower are securely fixed to the wall.

She has paused to look at me in the reflection. “It’s an affliction, isn’t it, the male phallus? It must be a constant bother to you.”

“To you, more like,” I say, throwing back
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