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  THE BLACK VELVET BAND


  Vav Garnek


  It felt like a homecoming.


  The big Boeing 747 from JFK touched down at Dublin airport and as Earle and Lorreli Casey walked down the steps there was that unmistakable otherness you always get arriving in a
  foreign country.


  Its an accumulation of indefinable, almost unnoticeable, things that let you know immediately that this is not home: the feel and scent of the very air itself, temperature, sights and
  sounds and smells.


  Yet for Earle at least, born and raised in the Bronx, it was still a return. He was third-generation Irish and like most of his family, most immigrants in fact, the desire to go back and have a
  look at the Old Country was strong. Although this was his first visit, the feeling of coming home persisted.


  It was different for Lorreli, of course, but she had visited Ireland years ago and parts of it reminded her of her New England home.


  Earle, thirty-five, and Lorreli, thirty-one, had been married for around a decade and had three children. This was the first time they had ever been on holiday without them  it had taken
  a lot of long and careful planning  and they were determined to make it something special and memorable.


  They had hired a car for the duration and booked into a good hotel in the center of Dublin for the first night. So they spent a very pleasant day and evening exploring the city and discovering
  its many delights.


  But the following morning they were up early and off after breakfast, heading toward their real destination some 250 miles south-west. Ballybunion stands on the southern tip of the mouth of the
  Shannon, facing out across the ocean back toward America. Small and unspoilt, it has the reputation of being one of the most beautiful spots in a beautiful country, with miles of empty golden
  beaches swept by spectacular Atlantic rollers, framing the famous green of the rolling County Kerry countryside. It was also, allegedly, where Earles family had originated.


  The Ballybunion Golf and Country Club had one of the finest links golf courses in the world. Back in the 1990s when Bill Clinton was still President and visited Ireland he insisted his itinerary
  included visiting the course and playing a round.


  The hotel which Earle and Lorreli were using as their base to explore the area and do some genealogical detective work was old, grand and five star. But since this was Ireland and it was
  attached to a golf course, it was also extremely friendly and reasonably priced. They fell in love with it immediately.


  That first week passed in a sort of golden haze. The summer weather was hot and sunny under azure blue skies. They went for long walks along the deserted beaches, explored the countryside, the
  small towns and villages, visited a few churches and registry offices and unearthed a few Caseys  although without definitely being able to identify them as family.


  They even managed to find a local boatman who, for a very modest fee, was prepared to forgo a days fishing in order to take them up the River Shannon to Limerick and ferry them back again
  at the end of the day.


  Although Ballybunion had its fair share of tourists, Earle and Lorreli were objects of curiosity wherever they went (although to be fair the interest was always extremely friendly and polite).
  This was hardly surprising. At five feet nine inches, of slim build, with long, straight blonde hair and a transatlantic accent, Lorreli was hardly your average colleen. While
  Earles muscular six feet and 195 lbs, short dark hair and hazel eyes, hardly made him your average mick either.


  As they were on their way out of reception one morning they noticed a new poster that read:


  
    Traditional Irish Ceilidh

    here in the club room this evening

    with our resident Black Velvet Band

  


  And so just for the craic they decided to go.


  They ate in the hotel restaurant that evening: a wonderful meal of Dublin Bay prawns for starters, prime Irish beef steaks and salad, and a syllabub of summer fruits all washed down with a crisp
  bottle of white wine. So by the time they got into the club room it was already almost full and the atmosphere electric.


  Nevertheless they managed to get a small table near the front and Earle got a couple of drinks from the bar just as the band warmed up.


  It was traditional Irish folk: pipes, tabor, fiddles and acoustic guitar. Of course Earle and Lorreli had heard folk music before, but never like this, live and in front of such a noisily
  enthusiastic audience.


  Soon they were swept along with the wild, almost pagan rhythm of the jigs and reels, the sudden, dramatic changes in tempo, the haunting ballads and were clapping and whooping with best of
  them.


  But it was the lead singer who really captured Lorrelis attention. He was around twenty-eight, tall, well over six foot, well built, blue-eyed with light-brown curly hair. He was wearing
  a faded green Irish rugby jersey over tight blue jeans  with an almost ludicrously impressive bulge at the crotch.


  Hey do you think that things for real? Lorreli whispered in Earles ear.


  How the hell should I know, why dont you ask him, he replied.


  At the end of the set the singer came down off the small makeshift stage and, wandering amongst the crowd, launched into The Black Velvet Band. This was obviously their final
  number and a firm favorite with the crowd judging by their reaction and the way they all joined in after the opening few bars.


  He stopped at their table and made a great show of serenading Lorreli:


  
    
      
        
          Her eyes they shone like diamonds


          I thought her the Queen of the land


          And her hair it hung over her shoulders


          Tied up with a black velvet band.

        

      

    

  


  As he was singing he reached into his pocket and pulled an inch or so of material and then invited Lorreli to continue. It was a long length of black velvet ribbon, which he then took from her
  and bound into her already ponytailed hair, tying it off with a bow and a flourish as the song finished to rapturous applause.


  Thank you that was great, said Earle. Would you join us for a drink?


  Sure, great, Ill have a lager, said the singer, pulling up a chair and swinging it round so he was sitting with legs either side of the back rest. Im William,
  William ORomeo.


  Seeing their puzzled expressions he explained: Here in the Republic you dont find too many Williams since William of Orange. But my parents are Italian and so the
  ORomeos just what the locals call me as a bit of fun.


  Over the lager William proved to be extremely entertaining company, with a fund of stories and gossip about Ballybunion, and he flirted outrageously with Lorreli in his lilting Irish brogue.


  Ill get de next round, he said and then disappeared to the bar.


  Lorreli whispered urgently in Earles ear: You know weve talked about a threesome? Well, hes the one. I want him, in fact Im practically creaming my jeans as it
  is.


  Whoah, whoah, he replied. When I said threesome I meant another woman . . .


  Spoilsport, she hissed. I agreed to come with you to your Old Country. Now its my turn to have some fun. Its perfect, the other side of the world
  and no one will ever know. Its now or never, this or nothing. Please, darling.


  William returned carrying a tray and gave a huge conspiratorial wink to another member of the band as he placed it on the table. It contained three large glasses almost full with Guinness and a
  bottle of champagne, which he made a great show of opening and topping off the pints with.


  Cheers, he said. Its our national drink, Black Velvet . . . like the band. And, as we say in Ireland, may you be in heaven half an hour before the devil knows
  youre dead.


  Exactly half an hour later and ever so slightly tipsy, Lorreli stood up, picked up the room key from the table, swung it ostentatiously so everyone concerned couldnt miss the number and
  announced: Right Im off to bed. Whos coming? Then she flounced out.


  There was a long silence and William was suddenly very sober and serious. I guess datll be you then, pal?


  Nooo, Earle replied slowly, I think she means both of us. You go up, Ill give it ten minutes . . . and if youre gone when I get there Ill know
  Ive made a terrible mistake, but I dont think I have.


  Pausing outside his room, Earle took a long, deep breath and stepped inside . . . and the sight that met him stopped him in his tracks.


  The room was lit only by a few candles, but the curtains were open and light from a bright, full moon streamed in through the windows, gilding everything with silver, while outside, across the
  golf course, he could see it glinting off the ocean.


  Lorreli, his wife, was sitting on one side of the vast bed clad only in her bra and knickers. Completely naked, William stood between her parted thighs. She had his cock in both hands and was
  sliding them slowly up and down his shaft, head bent forward and mouth stretched wide around his glans.


  Hi, honey, what kept you? We were trying not to start without you, she said, pausing for breath, and with a start Earle realized that the huge bulge in the front of Williams
  jeans earlier in the evening had been entirely genuine.


  Lorreli lay William down on his back and stripped off her underwear. She straddled his groin, facing Earle and gently eased just the first thick inch or two of his prick inside herself 
  Earle could clearly see it disappearing into her pussy.


  She gasped, almost in pain, and stopped, allowing her body to accommodate his girth, then settled a little deeper, and again, and again, until finally William was fully sheathed inside her. She
  closed her eyes, crooned to herself in pleasure, and relaxed, allowing her full weight to settle onto his groin.


  Gradually, she began to undulate her hips, moving up and down in time to some accelerating drumbeat only she could hear. Faster and faster and longer and longer until finally she came with a
  fierce suddenness and a single shriek that shocked them all.


  She was shaking
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