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  CHAPTER ONE


  Mike Forest watched as his lovely young wife went through her nightly routine. How long had it been since he'd paid so much attention? He suddenly felt guilty. Not because he was watching, but because of the reason. He was comparing Jean with the young female guest a short distance down the hall.


  Was Beverly Landry giving her blonde hair one hundred strokes with a brush? Was she sitting at the dressing table wearing a thin nightgown? Or was she nude? Were those enormous breasts really as firm as they appeared?


  “Are you sure you don't mind if Bev spends a few days with us, Mike?” Jean asked suddenly.


  She had finished brushing her short black hair and was leaning forward looking for blemishes on her face—blemishes that weren't there. Mike met her dark eyes in the mirror then looked away. He was propped on an elbow, smoking a cigarette. His wife's question, interrupting his own mental questions and somewhat erotic thoughts, caused him to nervously mash the cigarette out in an ashtray on the bedside table. Could Jean read his mind? He didn't want to appear too interested.


  “Why should I mind?” he answered, dropping back to the pillow, suddenly glad he was wearing pajamas and was covered by a sheet. Just for self-punishment for his thoughts — as a sign that he really wasn't considering doing anything wrong — he'd go right to sleep without even touching his wife.


  Jean was applying cold cream, seemingly unaware of the fact that it had seemed like minutes for him to counter with a question of his own. He was tired of questions without answers. There had been too many questions even before the blonde arrived.


  “I can tell that Bev likes you,” Jean said, carefully removing the cold cream with a tissue. He closed his eyes to keep from looking at her body through the blue chiffon. “Mike, I wish you would call her Bev. It's such a little thing, really, and she prefers not to be called Beverly.”


  He opened his eyes. “Why the hell make such a big deal out of the fact that I called her Beverly a couple of times!”


  “You don't have to raise your voice,” Jean said calmly, tossing the used tissue into the wastebasket. “She's my friend, she wants to be yours, and she likes for her friends to call her Bev.”


  “Then I'll call her Bev,” he said, raising up and reaching for another cigarette. “You introduced her as Beverly when I came home from work, I started calling her that — and let's don't make such a big thing out of something so simple. She's your friend, my friend, our friend, and I wasn't aware that I had raised my voice.”


  Jean swung around on the bench. Mike averted his eyes from her bare legs. “You're smoking a lot,” she said. “I'm ready for bed.”


  He snapped the lighter. “Then come to bed, honey. I can smoke in the dark.”


  “Why are you nervous? Acting nervous, I mean. Don't you want Bev here? She was—she is my best friend. She's unhappy about something, I'm sure, and I think the stay will do her good.” She paused. “She thinks I made a very good marriage, by the way.”


  He raised his eyebrows. “And you don't?”


  “Foolish questions have no right to be answered,” Jean said, smiling. “You didn't answer mine and they weren't foolish.”


  “That's a matter of opinion,” Mike said, once again mashing out a cigarette before he had taken more than a few puffs. “You didn't give me much of a chance. Yes, I am a little nervous. We've been getting along just fine and I don't know how it will work out to have another person in the house.”


  “Bev will be good company for me,” Jean said, standing up. “And at night—in the evenings—for both of us.”


  “I heard you the first time,” Mike said, grinning, knowing he was saying it to cover up his thoughts. Kidding was the best way out of things sometimes.


  “I trust you,” Jean said, walking over to the light switch. “Ready?”


  Mike didn't say anything. As the room was plunged into darkness he wondered if he could trust himself. Several hours with the sexy looking blonde and he was excited—what would several days do to him? But he had a sexy wife getting in bed with him! Or she had been damn sexy before they had slacked off. Was that his fault?


  He didn't make a move to touch her as she pulled back the sheet and got into bed. They hadn't planned anything, by words or looks, and he knew she would be surprised if he took her into his arms for any more than a good night kiss. How dull the marriage had become!


  “Good night, Mike.”


  He hesitated. He wanted to kiss her, but he didn't want it to stop there. Many times they went to sleep without kissing. And when had that started? Was that his fault? Did she think the marriage had become dull? Was that the reason she was so glad to have the blonde there? There he went with the questions again.


  “I'm not sleepy,” he said.


  “It's late and you have to work tomorrow, honey.”


  There it was, clear and firm. She must have noticed his excitement. She wanted the action early in the evening, saying she had trouble sleeping afterward. That had started after the first couple of months of their marriage.


  “Do you miss New York, Jean? The life there?”


  “No. What makes you ask such a question?”


  “I thought seeing Beverly—Bev—might cause you to miss the faster life.”


  “I didn't live a fast life in New York,” Jean said. “I've told you that. I worked in an office, had a very dull job, hated it, then came home and used my head and hooked you—remember?”


  “I don't know if you're speaking the complete truth,” he said, chuckling. “I think your body had just about as much to do with it as your head.” He reached for her.


  “Not tonight, Mike, please. I'm sleepy and we might disturb Bev.”


  He hadn't touched her, hadn't moved, but he knew that he was too excited to go to sleep. He wasn't sure if he wanted his wife for herself, or as a substitute for the blonde down the hall. Because the fantasies involving Bev's fabulous figure had gotten him started.


  “We won't disturb her tomorrow night or the next?” he asked softly. “How about when we go to bed early? Won't she hear us then? Know what we're doing?”


  Jean sighed. “All right,” she said.


  Mike was sorry he had insisted, but that didn't keep him from kicking the sheet aside. His passion was demanding relief. He swung from the bed and quickly stripped out of his pajamas, thinking he'd have to remember to get his robe before he went into the hall—wishing he hadn't thought of the blonde's big breasts again.


  His wife had pulled the nightgown up around her waist. He didn't want it to be that simple. He straddled her, tugging and pushing to get at her breasts. She raised enough to get the gown over her head, helping with her hands, and he pushed the pillow aside.


  “No,” he said when she started to reach to help him. Then he buried his face between her breasts, squeezing the firm mounds with his hands at the same time. He felt the small nipples become hard against his palms.


  He felt that he should be kicked for thinking about the visitor down the hall. He had what he wanted. Jean's breasts were plenty large enough, just right, in fact. There was no danger of them ever sagging.


  Mike moved his mouth to a pebble-like tip. Would Bev's breasts jut proudly without a brassiere? He heard Jean's steady breathing, knew that she was trying not to get completely aroused. He moved his lips and tongue to the other firm mound, nibbled at the erect nipple. The hell with her sleep. She could sleep the next day.


  He had been resting on his elbows, his hands against the sides of her breasts, pressing them gently, and her arms had been raised over her head. Now he felt her fingers trailing along his back and shoulders. She had arched slightly, and at some point her breathing had picked up, become louder, and he knew she was ready.


  Still he delayed. He wanted it to be good for her, perfect, and he realized that he was no longer thinking about Bev. When had he stopped? And what difference did it make? This was his wife, his sweet wife, and he loved her. It was his fault they had been neglecting this wonderful pleasure that was so necessary for a marriage.


  He raised his head. Why couldn't he speak? He could almost count the times he had told her that he loved her. Why was that? What made him bashful about saying the words?


  “Mike, darling, what's wrong?”


  Jean's hands were clasped around the back of his neck. She was trying to pull his mouth to hers, her body was arching demandingly, and he knew that she didn't care at that moment if she didn't sleep the rest of the night.


  “Nothing,” he said, lowering his mouth to her eagerly parted lips. He tasted the familiar sweetness, thrilled as their tongues met in mutual passion, and hated himself for his thoughts—his ability to think about another woman at such a time.


  There was something wrong. He'd been having the same thoughts for the past year or so. He was twenty-eight, he was married, and yet he had never had his fling like other men. His fault, he guessed, but the sad truth. Two women in his life, besides this one he'd married, and could he help it if he was always thinking about trying it with other women?


  Jean's hands found him, rather roughly, and he pulled his mouth from hers. Then he moved and lowered himself to her, thinking fleetingly that at least he wasn't too inexperienced to give his wife pleasure. Not in the simple direct approach, anyway, and she would probably slap his face if he tried it any other way.


  They were well adjusted, moving together in easy rhythm, and he smiled to himself as he heard her whispered words. She was fast, he didn't have to worry on that score, and he speeded the tempo as she gasped and went taut, trembled in her usual single rippling wave of passion, and then went limp.


  He knew that she wished he would stop right then. She was through, wouldn't really try any more, and he almost wished that he had joined her. Most of the time he did. But it was always so quick, and now he'd have to go the rest of the way alone.


  At the end it would be like being alone, like being all by himself, and that wasn't right. But there was no use telling her. He'd talked before— hints, mostly—and she'd pretended. But halfheartedly, he thought. He wished she would really go wild like the women he'd heard and read about.


  “Please, Mike, it's very late.”


  Mike had been moving slowly. He went faster without saying anything. He wanted to finish just as quickly as possible. He felt as if he were doing something wrong. Even as he hurled himself into the violently explosive spasm he was vaguely conscious of a deep feeling of resentment.


  * * *


  Alone, staring into the darkness, waiting for his wife to return from the bathroom, Mike continued his thoughts. Two women before Jean, the first when he was eighteen. Al Evans had made the contact, arranged everything, and the three of them had been drunk.


  Mike heard his wife coming down the hall and he swung from the bed. That had been his first time to drink, too. There wasn't much to remember about that woman. They had been in a motel room, rented by the woman, and by the time Al had finished—and was snoring loudly—the naked woman had been tired and in a hurry.


  Just like Jean, Mike thought, finding his robe in the darkness. Only he had been scared of the large woman's hot engulfing flesh—and of what he was doing—and it had ended quickly for him. Even in his drunkenness he knew that the woman had passed out without responding.


  He had been disgusted, and the next day he had left for college. Al Evans, the same age, had joined the Navy. Now he and Al were partners in the real estate firm their fathers had operated as partners before them.


  “Don't make too much noise, Mike.”


  Mike slipped past the shadowy figure of his wife without answering. Al, the woman-chasing bachelor, would have a chance to make time with Bev Landry. Yes, Al Evans would probably feast upon those enormous breasts, caress that golden flesh — and would the blonde beauty be wild and passionate?


  Going into the bathroom, tossing aside his robe, stepping into the shower, Mike tried to deny his feeling of jealousy. But he couldn't. In the next room there was a beautiful, sexy woman and Al would make her just as sure as hell.


  Adjusting the water, welcoming the warmth, Mike thought about the other woman in his rather dull life. He had meant to marry Claire after college. There had been several times in the back seat of a car. Quick, almost totally without satisfaction, these affairs had been little more than the extension of hot and passionate petting and necking.


  Then he had discovered that Claire Powell was taking on just about everybody else and his brother — saving him for marriage before actually going to bed, he supposed—and about that time his father and Al's father had been killed while on a business trip.


  He had quit college, in his third year, and had come home to run the firm. He held things down until Al had been discharged from the Navy.


  Mike turned the water off—and his thoughts— as he heard a knock on the door. He stepped out of the shower stall, grabbed a towel. “Yes?” he called. “I'll be right out.”


  “Oh, I...
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