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 Preface






Language:
British English including spelling has been used throughout.






Story
style: Some content within the book is slightly more explicit
than is normal for this author. However, it was considered
necessary to show motivations and background influences. Apologies
to any regular readers who may find this not to their liking.






Disclaimer:
This tale has been inspired by and is based upon actual events.
Therefore, to protect those still living, whether they deserve it
or not, as well as the dependents and friends of those refereed to,
names of people and places have either been changed or omitted.
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 1 Lust






“Good evening
Daniel.”

“Hi Tara. How you
tonight?”

“Fine thank you.
And you?”

“Good. When you
going to come out with me?”

“You know I’m too
busy for that.” Though she’d to admit how nice he was, she didn’t
want to get too involved. The remembrance of her previous life was
still too painful. Anyway, with the bringing up of her son and
consequent need to work round the clock, she really had no
time.

“It’s about time
you had a night off. All this working isn’t going to do you any
good in the long term.”

“Maybe, but I need
the income.”

“How about taking
next Friday off?”

“You don’t give up
do you?” Laughing with appreciation for his consideration. They’d
got to know each other quite well over the preceding months during
which Dan had become a regular.

“Not as a rule.
How about it? Do you good.”

“I suppose you’re
right. It probably would do me good.” She’d never admit it openly
but the three job, round-the-clock, routine was staring to get to
her. An evening off would be nice even though she’d not be paid.
But she’d still have the income from her other two jobs. “All
right, I’ll ask Mrs B but she may refuse, Fridays are usually
busy.”

“She could get
someone in for the evening.”

“Perhaps, but
that’s not for me to say. All I can do is ask.”






“Well?”

“She was reluctant
but did acknowledge I’ve hardly ever asked for time off and have
never let her down. Like you, she also thought it was probably time
I had a break.”

“Good. I’ll pick
you up at seven.”

“All right.”

“Have to go now;
I’m due back on board. See you Friday. Don’t forget.”

“I won’t.”






“You know he likes
you. Wouldn’t be surprised if he wasn’t falling in love.”

“I hope not Mrs B.
He’s nice but I’ve no time for any such thing.”

“You mayn’t be
able to do anything about it.”

“Oh dear. I hope
it’ll not spoil our friendship. I’d miss that.”

“Have to wait and
see. But don’t be surprised if he wants more. Ah, good, here’s
Janet.”

“G’d evnin Ms B,
Tara.” Her Southern European accent in full evidence.

“Hello, Janet,
thanks for coming in.”

“Tank you ask me.
Need all can get.”

“Right. Now, we’ve
a booking for a large anniversary party, thirty plus, Tara and I
will take care of them if you’d look after the rest.”

“Oks.”






~~~~~~~~






“Hi, Charlie.”

“Hello Claire. No
Melissa?”

“We broke up.”

“Bloody hell
Claire, you get through them faster than a box of tissues.”

“Suppose I do. But
they all turn out to be so wimpy, and boring. So ‘normal’.”

“But most of
them’ve been lookers. What more do you want?”

“Yea, okay, they
have. But the sex is so boring. I want more. I want adventure. I
need a challenge.”

“Come of it. I’m
sure it can’t have been that bad. I wouldn’t have minded trying it
out with some of them if it hadn't been for the fact I'm the wrong
gender.”

“Yea, well your a
man. Don’t take much to satisfy you lot.”

“You can be a real
bastard at times.”

“Just tell it as
it is.”

“Why do you bother
going with them if you feel like that?”

“Because I’m a
bloody fool. Always hoping they’ll be different; more what I want.
Anyway, boring or not, sex is sex.”

“That’s a bit
mercenary. I hope you realise how brutal you can be at times. I’ve
often seen you reduce those lovely girls to tears. There’s no need
for that.”

“Maybe, but it’s
better they know rather than pretend all’s okay.”

“You could be a
bit more gentle in the way you tell them. And sometimes I don’t
think you give them a real chance.”

“Maybe. But,
what’s the point of someone who always gives in? Who always does
what you want? Who never challenges you? Where’s the fun in
that?”

“Well I think
you’re a fool. I’d certainly not give up so quickly on them.”

“Yea, as I said:
You’re a man.”

“Thanks.”

“Anytime. Now,
where you taking me?”

“Dan and the
others have been raving about this new place they found some months
ago. I’ve always been on duty the last few times we’ve been in port
so haven’t been yet. Thought we might try it out.”

“Okay, I’m always
up for something new.”

“Yea…”

“Don’t come the
righteous one with me. I’ve seen you dump enough people over the
years.”






“Doesn’t look like
Dan or any of the others are here. Must be on duty, didn't bother
checking the roster before I came ashore.”

“Never mind them.”
Her lascivious nature having been alerted by the beauty she’d
spotted.

“There’s a table
free over there.” Nodding toward the window.

“Ah?” The strength
of her pulsing libido having tuned out all other noise.

“Over here.”

“Yea. Okay.”
Reluctantly turning her attention back to him, allowing him to
guide her to the table.

“G’d evnin. What
may get you?” Janet fulfilling her role as waitress for the
evening.

“Claire?” Who
appeared oblivious to the two of them.

“What? Oh. Cider.”
Then recalling her manners or at least the appropriateness of
displaying some. “Please.”

“Right. Cider and
a pint of bitter please.”






Bloody hell, what
a beauty! Look at those breasts! That waist! Those hips! That hair!
And, those sensual lips! Want her! Want! Want! Want! She was so
caught up with the ‘vision’ she didn’t even notice the developing
dampness.

“Friday?”

“What?”

“Friday, you
coming?”

“Oh. Yea.”

“Should be
good.”

“Always are.”

“Do you want me to
pick you up?”

“No, I’ll make my
own way.”

“Okay,
seven-thirty to eight.”

“I’ll be
there.”

“Bringing
anyone?”

“No, no one at
moment.”

“Let me know if
you change your mind. Need to let chef know numbers.”

“Yea, okay but
doubt I’ll meet anyone worthwhile between now and then.” Mind, if
she could get her hands on that beauty she’d be changing her mind.
Wonder what she’d be like? Her thoughts running riot with lewd
imaginings. Have to find someway to get to know her. Perhaps
Charlie could tell her more? But, after his previous attitude,
better not ask. Anyway said he hadn’t been before so probably
didn’t know anything. Perhaps she’d come back on her own?

“Come on.”

“What?”

“Time we moved on.
Dungeon?”

“Oh, yea, okay,
suppose so.” Glancing back across the room before rising from her
chair.






Though her lewd
imaginings of being with ‘that beauty’ occupied her thoughts for
the rest of the evening, she’d allowed herself some distraction.
She couldn’t ignore the young, pretty women dancing away. The
Dungeon catered for all and she knew she’d be able to find someone
for at least a one-night stand. Probably be the usual wimpy sort
but that’d not matter for one night. 


 2 Something Missing


A kaleidoscope of
exploding fireworks ravaged her brain as her lover’s kisses and
tongue explored each and every crevice. It was as if each enzyme
within her were popping with atomic force. She almost cried out as
the searching tongue engaged further with her sensually taught
flesh, slowly descending. Was there a better lover? Could anyone
else satisfy her like this? And yet, there seemed to be something
missing. Something undetected. But all thought became suspended as
the display within her brain resembled the new year celebrations of
Sydney Bridge and The London Eye combined. Multicoloured starbursts
cascaded as she neared her climax. Her partners heavy, laboured,
sensual breathing simply enhancing her own pleasure. Ultimately the
cry of ecstasy was unpreventable.


They lay entangled
in each other’s arms, luxuriating in a sense of wellbeing and
fulfilment. Neither spoke not wishing to break the intimacy of the
moment. Love radiated from both sets of eyes as they softly
caressed each other’s naked flesh. It was an eternal moment, never
to be repeated. Of course there would be others but experience had
taught each would be different, unique, a one off. This was a
moment in time that would never reoccur. That would be lost for
ever, except to their memories. They closed their eyes in pure joy
and fell asleep still entwined.


Matilda stirred as
bright daylight passed over her relaxed features. Her long blonde
tresses lay in a tangled mess across her lover’s arm upon the
pillow. She didn’t want to stir, didn’t want to disturb her still
sleeping partner. Didn’t want to lose the peaceful quiet of the
happy early morning. But it was time they got up. Time they got
going. Why did it always have to be like this? Why couldn’t they
simply remain this way for the day, for ever? Looking upon the
prone, naked form beside her she felt all the love she had for her
swell up. How she loved her. How she simply wanted to spend
eternity with her. And yet, there still seemed to be that something
missing. What was it? Had they simply just got too familiar? Had
they fallen into a rut of repetition? Though their lovemaking was
always satisfying, the previous excitement they’d known seemed to
be absent. Was it just her? Sam stirred.


“Come on Sam, time
to get up.”

“Let’s stay here
for the day.”

“You know we
can’t. Now come on.”

“Ahh. Okay.”
Brushing sleep dust from her eyes. Then looking up into the loving
face: “Morning beautiful. Lovely night.”

“Morning darling.
Yes it was. Satisfied?”

“Yea, suppose so.”
The not so enthusiastic response causing Matilda to look further
into Sam’s sea green eyes, where she saw the reflection of her own
blue orbs. Did she detect something of what she’d been thinking,
feeling?

“You feel it
too?”

“What?” Sitting
up, allowing the sheet to fall completely away. “What am I
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