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Chapter Two 

“Okay, Ricky, the kids are in bed. They’ve had their story. Now as long as Richie 
sleeps for once we can talk.” Beth looked at her husband expectantly.

“Okay, what about?”
Beth punched her husband playfully. “You know fine well what about. Your mad idea 

to offer to spend a day in bed with whoever wins in the auction. I’m not at all happy about the 
idea. What would you think if I offered to do the same? Actually, that’s a thought. You’ve 
seen the way some of the men look at me.”

Ricky had never thought of this scenario developing. “No, you can’t do the same. I 
mean to say what will it look like? They’ll say the Matthews have gone completely bonkers.”

“You don’t like the idea though do you?”
“No, I don’t.” 
“Well then, why should I like the idea of you offering yourself up as some sort of 

gigolo?”
“But I’m not. Look, I’ve already told you. I’ll emphasise that it will be a day in bed, 

not a night.”
“Do you mean some people don’t fuck during the day?”
Ricky was shocked at his wife’s blunt, crude language.
“Of course they do but that’s not what I am offering.” 
“Whether you’re offering it or not, that’s what some women will think. A chance for 

young, handsome Dr Matthews to screw me.”
“What if someone outside the village wins? In that case no one will ever know what 

happened.”



“Yes, what if someone outside the village wins? What if someone with a lot of money 
sees your photo on Facebook and decides they would love to be screwed by Dr Matthews 
even if Dr Matthews makes it quite clear that sex is definitely off the menu? I mean it could 
be someone famous like Taylor Swift. I don’t know what she is like I admit but you know 
how some of these modern young women behave, rich or not. A first night fuck is pretty 
common I believe.”

“Where do you get your ideas from?”
“I read magazines and I listen to the young women at school, some of them from very 

good families, but on nights out they are just as likely to have sex with someone they’ve just 
met as any young man is.”

“Really?” 
“Really. I think you could be opening a can of worms, Dr Matthews. Go on one of the 

forums on the internet where women discuss what they’ve been up to and you’ll be shocked. 
Just the other day three of the young members of staff, all women, were discussing a website 
one of their boyfriends had been looking at. It was one of these party sites where young 
women hire male strippers and are encouraged to do all sorts of things with them. Apparently 
some of the women suck the men’s cocks and some even have sex with them.”

“What! You’re pulling my leg.”
“No, seriously. The women on the staff said they didn’t believe what went on on the 

videos was real but was done by porn stars or something but one of them found a forum 
where women who’d been to one of those parties talked about what went on and one said she 
had had sex in front of her friends and had even held the man’s penis inside her when he 
came.”

“My god! Well, Beth, you can rest assured I will not be having sex with anyone 
except you. What else did the woman who said she’d had sex say? I mean how did she justify 
her behaviour?”

“She said it was a night out! Sometimes these parties are hen nights and you can see 
the bride to be being fucked in front of a crowd of her friends by a stranger.”

“I find all this hard to believe. I cannot imagine young women in this village behaving 
like that.”

“Perhaps not but you’d be shocked by what some young women get up to on a night 
out, even the married ones.”

“I’ll have to ask Jackie at the End of the Bridge what you and your friends get up to 
on a Thursday night.”

“Nothing like what I’ve told you but some of the women are very sexually 
adventurous.”

“Are they? What do they tell you?”
“I’m not telling you. It’ll just get you worked up and you hardly need being more 

worked up than you are normally. And, because of your insane proposal, you won’t be able to 
do anything about it if you do get worked up! But if you are determined to go ahead with this 
idea you’ll need to agree to a set of rules I will draw up.”

“Okay. But don’t make them too restrictive. I want to encourage as much money as 
possible.”

“All right, but I’m going to specify what you will be wearing at all times. Okay?” 



“I suppose so.”
“You can take your top off but never your boxers.”
“Okay. Anything else?”
“You can’t touch any woman anywhere. They can’t touch you.”
“Beth, come on. They’ll expect a little kiss. Surely we can kiss?”
“Mmm. Perhaps. I need to think about that.”
“So, what have we got so far?”
Beth repeated what she had said.
Ricky growled. “Well, I don’t think that’ll have the women fighting to win the 

auction.”
“Okay, you can kiss, but that’s all.”
“Okay, that’s a bit better. Come here and give me a kiss.”
“I can’t, Ricky. I’ve got too much work to do. You know what usually happens when 

we kiss. And I’ve told you, no nooky.”
“Oh come on, Beth. I promise I won’t get you worked up.” 
Beth gave Ricky a quick peck on the cheek. “Later, I might give you a proper kiss. 

Now if you want to watch TV or read go into the other room so I can get on with my 
marking.” 

“Oh, all right, But a man has needs you know.”
“So does a woman and that’s what I’m worried about. In fact I won’t give you a kiss 

later or anything else. Until you change your mind I’m sticking to my sex ban.”
“What! You can’t do that.” 
“Oh, but I can. Pussy power is the greatest power in the world and it’s in my power to 

prevent you entering my pussy. Or touching my breasts or kissing me or touching me in any 
way whatsoever.”

********************
The next day and over the weekend the rumours started building up but neither Ricky 

or Beth heard much about them until Ricky went to another evening meeting on Monday. He 
was the Parish Council’s representative on the Village Hall Committee.

As soon as he entered the meeting room, the chairman, Mrs Raquel Williams, known 
locally as Randy Raquel due to her alleged sexual appetite, cornered Ricky before he could 
sit down.

“What’s this, I hear, Dr Matthews,” she breathed into his left ear as she brushed her 
ample bosom against him, “about you offering to auction yourself to spend a day in bed with 
whoever wins in the Church Heating Fund Auction?”

Ricky stood his ground. The swell of Mrs Williams’ bosom against him was not 
altogether unpleasant and although she had a hungry look about her she wasn’t bad looking 
and had a very inviting mouth, large and red with full lips just about encasing a very long 
even redder tongue which seemed to run across her lower lip constantly almost beyond Mrs 
Williams’ control. 

“Raquel, it’s true so I hope you’re going to put in a big bid for me. A day in bed 
together would be so much fun.”



Mrs Williams staggered to her chair. The room was swirling. She pushed her legs 
together anxious to stop the wetness that was currently flooding her vagina dripping down her 
long legs.

Suddenly Mrs Williams stood up. “I’ll be back in a moment. Forgot to go to the loo.”
“Too much information, Raquel,” Lilly Willow said.
The Village Hall Committee was responsible for running the village hall, all 

voluntarily of course but inevitably some of the same people who were on the Parish Council 
were also on the Village Hall Committee. Dr Matthews had asked Lilly why he had to act as 
the PC rep when she was also on the committee but Lilly was there as a rep of another village 
group, the Greens, so it was only right and proper that the PC should have its own, separate 
rep. Dr Matthews wasn’t satisfied with this answer but for the moment he was prepared to go 
along with it as long as the Village Hall Committee Meeting didn’t clash with a home game 
of his beloved Newcastle United. Lilly had reminded him it was high summer and the start of 
the season was a few weeks away.

“Have you and Beth drafted any rules for your auction yet?” Lilly stared at Ricky.
“I’ll tell you later, Lilly. It’s time for the meeting to start.”
Mrs Williams, hot in the face and feeling very flustered, hastened back to her seat. 

The meeting began and followed a similar pattern to the PC meeting with the whole emphasis 
being on the running of the Village Hall: number of weekly/monthly bookings, 
weekly/monthly income, any special fund raising events, cost of repairs, heating, etc., bills 
and so on. The Village Hall was having a Jumble Sale in the near future and details and 
responsibilities, who was doing what and when and so on were discussed. The Church 
Heating Fund Auction was also discussed and Ricky was forced to answer a few questions 
about what exactly he was doing.

Although the Village Hall wasn’t particularly well off the committee agreed to give 
the Church Heating Fund Auction a donation of £500. Village organisations in Follingham-
by-the-Tyne tended to help each other out whenever they could. Ricky thought he was going 
crazy, the way the meeting rambled on. At last he stood up and said, “Excuse me. I must get 
home and see my family.”

********************
Things remained relatively quiet until Thursday when the women of the village met 

for a drink at The End of the Bridge. Fortunately for the outspoken women in the group Beth 
was late as Ricky had had a very late surgery and she had to wait for him to get home before 
she could leave for the pub. In spite of her own needs Beth had kept up her sex ban. She had 
also started to dress very provocatively around the house when the children were in bed. It 
was driving Ricky mad.

“You can’t do this to me, Beth. It’s making me ill.” 
“Oh, but I can and I’ll continue to do so unless you withdraw your auction offer. I’ve 

told you, no nooky, cutie.”
“But you’re not going out to the pub dressed like that, surely?”
“It’s just for a drink with the girls.”
“But it looks as if you’re asking for it.”
“Oh, I see. That old argument that it was the victim’s fault she was raped.”



“No, I’m sorry but you’re so beautiful and you look so sexy. You’ll give every bloke 
in the pub a hard on.”

“Probably,” Beth laughed and jiggled out of the door, lasciviously swaying her hips 
exaggeratedly. She was wearing a short tight skirt, high heels and a low cut blouse with a 
push up bra that emphasised her full round breasts. She was determined to stop Ricky going 
ahead with his offer for the Church auction. At the pub the girls were having other ideas.

“Look, this Church auction, we need to have a plan,” said Randy Raquel Williams.
Luscious Lucy Green, an even bigger version of Raquel, thrust her bulk forward as 

she swigged her pint. “What do you mean, Raquel?”
“Well, we can hardly talk about this in front of Beth, can we?”
“Guess not, but what are you talking about?”
A spindly thin woman who hardly ever spoke, Enid Pinch, butted in eagerly. “I think 

she means what sort of rules do we need to make sure whoever wins the chance of spending a 
day in bed with the handsome Dr Ricky Matthews comes from the village. The last thing we 
want is some rich outsider winning.”

“Enid, are you going to bid?”
“Of course. I bet you all are.”
Every woman present, all thirteen, nodded vigorously.
The well-named Marilyn, long blond hair, naturally flirtatious and very sexy very 

quickly latched on to Enid Pinch’s concern.
“That’s a good idea, Enid. We’ll make that Rule number one. We’ll have to convince 

Beth that no one outside the village can make a bid.”
“But how can we make sure that a high bid is made, big enough to help the church?” 

Luscious Lucy wondered.
Enid, who no one ever took any notice of usually, was quick to develop her plan. 

“Look, as we all want to win the auction why don’t we all pledge a sum of money. I’ll 
organise it if you like.”

Randy Raquel was quick to back her up. “That’s a great idea, Enid, but how much did 
you have in mind that we should each contribute?”

“About two thousand pounds each.” 
“What! I cannot afford that,” piped up Chris Robertson.
“Gladys Stewart wants to put in a bid, I hear,” said Lilly.
“But she’s ninety two!” gasped out Marilyn.
Enid spoke up again. “I’ve got another idea. We can give Gladys all the money so 

she’ll win. That’ll be twenty eight thousand pounds.”
Several of the women started protesting that that wouldn’t help them but once again 

Enid had an answer.
“We’ll all benefit. We’ll split the day up into sections so we all have an hour or half 

an hour in bed with Dr Matthews.” 
“Enid, that’s brilliant, you dirty bitch!” exclaimed loud Sheila just as Beth entered the 

pub.
“Sssh, here she comes,” whispered quiet Hannah Harrison.



For a moment silence descended around the boisterous group. Apart from Lilly most 
of the women were aged between twenty five and thirty five and most had young children at 
the first and middle schools in the village.

“Evening, girls,” Beth said as she sat down. “Been talking about me? You’ve gone 
quiet all of a sudden. I could hear you half way up the street.”

Lilly acted as the spokeswoman and quickly said, “No, Beth, but we have been talking 
about your Ricky.”

Beth sighed. “I know, you’re all planning to put in a bid for him, aren’t you?”
“No, of course not,” from the flustered Enid.
“No, no, we wouldn’t dream of it, would we, girls?” from Hannah
“Of course we are all thinking of bidding for him,” confessed the sexy Marilyn. “You 

know fine well, Beth, your husband is a hunk.”
Lilly again, “We did think we should have, or rather you should have some rules so 

that no one outside the village can bid for your husband.”
“I agree. I’ve already told him he can take his shirt off but not his boxers.”
The thought of the delectable Dr Ricky Matthews bedecked only in boxers sent a 

definite tremor around the group. Randy Raquel’s tongue could scarcely keep still.
“I’ve also told him he can’t touch nor can he be touched.”
This time there was an audible sigh of disappointment.
A brief moment of silence then shy Enid spoke up. “But surely, Beth, you want the 

auction to be a success and raise a lot of money for the Church Heating Fund?”
“Yes, I do, but not at the risk of my husband prostituting himself.”
Luscious Lucy said she thought some mild form of encouragement should be 

expected so the women in the village could at least dream?
“They can dream all they like, as long as they don’t touch.”
“What about kissing? Surely a kiss would be all right, Beth?” insisted Chris 

Robertson.
“I don’t know. As a matter of fact Ricky himself said kissing should be allowed but 

I’m not so sure.”
“Well at least think about it, Beth,” Marilyn said, squirming on her seat at the thought 

of wrapping herself around Beth’s husband.
“I don’t think your Mickey would like you even talking like this, Marilyn. You know 

how jealous he gets even if a man looks at you.”
Marilyn nodded and carefully pulled the sleeves of her top down to conceal a bruise 

that was rapidly turning black and blue.
Jane Wright who had remained quiet throughout all this at last spoke up. “I think 

that’s enough talk about Beth’s husband. What are you all going to do for the Church 
Heating Fund Auction? Let’s throw some ideas about.”

Lilly and Chris quickly said what they were going to do. A few of the women said 
they would do an evening’s baby-sitting, a couple were good gardeners and were offering to 
do people’s gardens for them or even their allotments if they had one, bake cakes, knit 
sweaters to the winner’s choice of design, and so on. However, Luscious Lucy Green 
topped the lot by threatening to pose in her bikini or less for her to be photographed.



Luscious Lucy was a large, voluptuous woman with extremely generous amounts of 
flesh. Her cleavage tonight was a wonder to behold. She wore a low cut, peasant type off-
the-shoulder blouse with a push up bra so that her bosom was almost spilling out. Even 
Jackie, the owner of the End of the Bridge had commented on it asking her if she was trying 
to give Jackie a run for her money.

As if all this flesh on display wasn’t enough, both the material of the blouse and her 
bra were so thin that Lucy’s nipples stuck out like chapel hat pegs.

“And your husband is going to let you do that, is he?” Marilyn said.
“He won’t have a choice. He does what I say, unlike some women I could name.”
“Ladies, ladies, let’s all calm down,” came the quiet voice of Hannah Harrison. “I 

think unfortunately, Beth, your husband’s outrageous offer has made some of us think too 
far out of the box.”

“Okay, who wants a drink?” Beth offered. A few did and Jane said she would give 
Beth a hand.

“By the way, Beth,” Jane said as they waited to be served. “What’s with the outfit?”
“What do you mean?” 
“Well, you know yourself you’re a very attractive woman but you don’t usually flaunt 

it so much. What’s going on?”
Beth smiled. “It’s for Ricky’s benefit really.” 
Jane was puzzled. “Ricky? But he’s not here.”
“I know he’s not. But I’ve got to do something to stop this auction nonsense. So I’ve 

told him there’s no sex until he changes his mind. This is just to drive him crazy so he will 
change his mind.”

“Oh, Beth, that’ll be so disappointing. Can you not let the auction go ahead and think 
of something else to protect Ricky?”

“I can’t. If you can, I’ll listen.”
They collected their drinks and returned to join the girls but not before Beth had 

warned Jane she was to say nothing about her sex ban.
The remainder of the evening was spent on their usual topics of discussion: babies, 

children and husbands, although inevitably at times the conversation drifted back to Dr 
Matthews’ auction offer.

Beth stepped out of the pub and instead of turning up the road to go home suddenly 
walked across the road to the vicarage.

Jane called after her as they usually walked home together. “Where are you going, 
Beth?” 

“I’ve had an idea. I’m going to see the vicar.”
“Don’t you think it’s a bit late?”
Beth glanced at her watch. 10.45. “Yes, it is but this can’t wait. Come with me. I’ll 

only be a minute or two.”
Jane hated walking through the village late at night on her own even though it was a 

very safe, quiet place so reluctantly she joined Beth.
It took a while for the vicar to answer the door. He was dressed in his dressing gown.
“Oh, it’s you. Can I help? It’s rather late.”



Beth said, “I’m sorry, vicar to call so late but I thought it was better to get this off my 
chest as soon as possible. May we come in? It won’t take a moment.” 

 Ernie Goodenough couldn’t take his eyes off Beth’s chest. He knew he should return 
to the warmth of his wife’s side but Beth Matthews in such an undressed state was not a 
common every day sight and he instantly opened the door wide and said, “Yes, of course.”

Beth’s words tumbled out of her. “Vicar, you have to stop my husband from offering 
himself up as some sort of gigolo. It’s driving us apart.” 

“Who is it, dear?” came a voice down the stairs that the women recognised as Mrs 
Goodenough’s.

“Just some church members. Won’t be long, dear,” he called back.
“Why don’t you come and talk to me tomorrow, Beth, after school? It’s late and I’m 

sure we’re all too tired to discuss this properly now.”
Hastily he ushered them towards the door and held his hand up as Beth tried to 

prolong the encounter. “Tomorrow, ladies. Good night.” He shut the door.
Beth stood for a moment staring at the closed door before turning towards Jane. “That 

was rude. He isn’t normally like that.” 
“Beth, it’s very late. I think he and his wife were about to … you know.”
Beth laughed. “You think he was on a promise, Jane, dirty girl?” 
Jane huffed. “I’m not a dirty girl, Beth. We shouldn’t have called so late. Even a vicar 

and his wife are entitled to some private time. And I bet after having such a long look at 
your breasts he was eager to get back to what his wife has on offer.”

Beth pretended to be shocked then burst out laughing.
“Sssh! Come on, let’s get home before some nosy neighbour calls the police and 

complains that there are two drunken women having a brawl in the street.”
 

 
 

Chapter 3
The month of May in the beautiful wide open spaces of the sparsely populated county 

of Northumberland was the month when winter finally released its hold and summer began. 
Spring had all but vanished as a separate and distinctive season of its own. Either winter 
went on and on and on or summer came suddenly and early in April with bright warm days. 
The Church Heating Fund’s first meeting had been at the beginning of the month and as 
May burst forth in all its plumage and hastened on towards high summer, the women, or 
rather the Fourteen as they had decided to call themselves, became more and more excited 
at the thought of what lay ahead in the form of Dr Ricky Matthews, semi-naked or 
otherwise.

Walking along the riverside path one wonderfully warm day Luscious Lucy Green 
and the equally large and formidable Randy Raquel Williams gazed at the slowly trickling 
river, seduced by the sound of the water splashing over the small rocks and stones. It hadn’t 
rained for weeks and the river was as low as they had seen it for a very long time. The two 
women stopped and sat down on a nearby bench. There came a heavy scent of wild flowers 
from the chalk hills and a flurry of butterflies – Peacock, Red Admiral and Blues – settled 
on the bench as if in greeting.



“Ah, look at the butterflies. Aren’t they pretty?” Lucy said lazily.
“Yes, they are. So bright yet so delicate,” murmured Raquel.
“Have you thought of what you’ll wear for the day or hour you spend in bed with 

Ricky Matthews?”
“What! No, of course not,” Raquel answered. “I don’t think it will matter, will it?”
“It could do. I’m going to wear as little as possible so I can become naked in a flash.”
“Really?” 
“Really. I think most men can’t resist naked female flesh. As soon as I get in the room 

I’ll be ripping my clothes off.”
“What do you think he’ll do?”
“I won’t give him the chance to turn me down. I’ll thrust my naked bosom straight 

into his face.” Lucy ran her hands over her voluptuous breasts. “His mouth will be on my 
nipples before he can say a word. And then it’s hello wet slit as I slide down over his cock.”

“I see you’ve thought it all out. Are you going to shave – down there?”
“Of course I am. Men are very visual. They like to see everything. It’s bound to turn 

him on, don’t you think?”
“I don’t know. I mean it’ll be very embarrassing if he turns you down.”
“Yes, but he may not turn me down. What have I got to lose? He’ll be thinking of my 

big breasts and big bum for weeks afterwards. I know his wife is very pretty but she’s a bit 
on the skinny side. Even if I don’t get Ricky on the day, I’ll get him later.” 

“You wicked woman. I’ll tell Beth what you are planning to do.” 
“You won’t, will you? I thought we were friends.” 
“Lucy, you should see your face! I’m only joking. Of course I won’t tell her. But I 

never thought you could be so devious.”
“You can’t just wait and see what happens, Raquel. You need to plan your moves.”
“I’ll have a think about it. I wonder what the other women are planning on doing.”
“At least Beth has agreed that Ricky can give us all a kiss. She obviously hasn’t 

thought this through though.” 
“What do you mean?”
“Well she hasn’t specified where he can kiss us.”
“Lucy Green, you dirty woman.”
At this point in the conversation the women rose from the bench and resumed their 

afternoon stroll.
********************

 
Some of the other women who were members of the Fourteen had been dreaming up 

equally devious plans as Lucy and Raquel. Hannah Harrison lived opposite Enid Pinch and 
next door to Marilyn Masters. Hannah and Enid were both quiet, reserved women and they 
were frequently amazed at Marilyn’s antics.

Living near each other and all having husbands in extremely well-paid jobs none of 
them worked for a living. They tended to meet two or three times a week for coffee and 
Marilyn had taken it on herself to instruct the other two women what they should do to 
make themselves more attractive and alluring to men.



“Watch this,” she suddenly said one day as there was a knock at the door. “It’ll be the 
postman. I think he fancies me. Watch from the hallway. Here goes.” Marilyn stood up, 
loosened the top three buttons of her thin summer blouse and sashayed to the door, 
whispering loudly and breathily, “I’m coming. I’m coming. Won’t be long.”

She opened the front door and sure enough it was the hapless postman holding a large 
parcel. He gasped as he took in Marilyn’s cleavage.

“Would you mind taking in this parcel for number ten? There’s no one in.”
“It’ll be a pleasure,” Marilyn cooed, stroking her long blond hair. She staggered when 

he handed her the parcel and pretended she couldn’t carry it.
“Here let me take that,” the postman said
Marilyn promptly plonked the parcel back in the man’s arms.
“Follow me,” she said and waggled her hips lasciviously as she walked into the 

lounge past the astonished faces of Hannah and Enid.
“Put it there, please,” Marilyn pointed to a space on the small coffee table and she 

bent down as if to help the postman but, of course, the whole point was to display even 
more of her ample bosom. The postman stared and stared.

“You can let go of the parcel now,” Marilyn said at last.
“Oh, yes, of course,” the poor postman blustered. “I was just making sure it was 

secure. I didn’t want anything to fall out.”
Marilyn raised an eyebrow and ran her tongue across her bright red lips. “Thank you. 

You’ve been very helpful. I’ll show you out. Follow me.” 
Once again the poor man followed the swaying hips of the lubricious curves of the 

sexy Marilyn. By the time he got to the front door he had a massive stirring in the groin area 
so that he could hardly walk.

Marilyn stared at the growing bulge. “Sorry about that,” the postman gasped as he 
followed the woman’s eyes.

Marilyn smiled. “It’s quite all right. It was what I expected. Do call again.” She shut 
the door just before the man’s jaw dropped wide open. Was that a promise he had been 
given? He shook his head. The behaviour of some of the housewives he encountered daily 
was becoming difficult to handle.

Inside Marilyn’s house she turned to the other two women and simply said, “See.”
 

Chapter 4
Meanwhile Dr Matthews had heard of the women’s plotting and he wondered how he 

could cater for them all. He decided it would be better to be prepared so he started doing 
some research online. He was surprised to find there were a number of websites that offered 
services to women and couples. Generally the men offering their services would not involve 
other men but they would have sex with the wives while the husbands watched if that was 
what they wanted. 

After a few minutes of playing around Dr Matthews was none the wiser about any 
techniques he could use if it did come to the point where he simply could not get out of 
having sex with the village women. He would have to discuss this with Beth at some time 
but as the auction was still a few weeks away he could leave it for now. But could he really? 



He was becoming desperate for sex and was beginning to feel more and more ill the longer 
Beth’s sex ban went on. How could he get out of this problem he himself had created?

The Thursday night women at the End of the Bridge could talk about nothing else but 
the auction and Gladys Stewart had already been approached by Enid Pinch. When Enid 
outlined the plan Gladys clapped her hands and said she would be the one to win the bid if 
some of the other women joined in to make it look real. Also Gladys insisted that she would 
be first when the special day came for Dr Matthews to spend a day in bed with the fourteen 
women.

Inevitably Beth heard the rumours about what the Fourteen were plotting and one 
night decided to discuss it with her husband.

“Ricky, you do know don’t you what the women are planning to do, don’t you?”
“No, I only know what you have told me that some of them are going to pretend to bid 

but the winner has already been decided.”
“It’s not just that. They are clubbing together to put in two thousand pounds each and 

because of that they want to split the day up into fourteen sections so they all benefit.”
“Is that all? I can live with that. I’ll have to dream up a number of different activities 

to keep them occupied.”
“I wouldn’t bother. I‘m pretty sure they all want to have sex with you.” 
“What! You must be joking.”
“No, I overheard one of them talking and I’m pretty sure that’s what they meant.”
“Well, I won’t allow that and I’m sure neither will you.”
“You’ll have to withdraw. You simply can’t allow all these rumours to keep 

circulating. In any case if the BMA hear about it I’m sure you will be struck off and won’t 
be allowed to practice as a GP anymore.”

“Good God! Before I withdraw let’s try and think of a way around this.”
It took a few days for Ricky and Beth to agree what could happen between Ricky and 

the women.
“I can’t withdraw, it’ll be too embarrassing.” 
“It will but I will make you withdraw if you don’t agree to a set of rules I’ve drawn 

up. Don’t worry, we won’t need to publish them beforehand but we will need the women to 
sign a contract on the day.”

“What sort of contract?”
“Let’s sort out our rules first, then the contract will make more sense.”
“Okay. What’s the first rule?” 
“It’s about what you will wear - minimum and maximum and what the women will 

wear - minimum and maximum.”
“Okay, the second one?”
“How about   no sexual contact?”
“Right, that seems reasonable. Kissing? Hugging?”
“Okay, but both must be non-sexual.”
“Agreed. What next?”
“The women cannot take photos. All mobile phones will have to be checked in.”
“Yes, but where? Who’s going to do that?”
“Me, of course.” 
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“You aren’t going to be at the hotel, are you?” 
“Of course. You don’t imagine for one moment that I am going to let you loose with a 

room full of randy women without being there to keep an eye on things, do you?”
Ricky rubbed his face. “I mean won’t it be embarrassing, you sitting watching and 

waiting while each woman goes out to do whatever with me?”
“But that’s the point, isn’t it? They will not be doing “Whatever” with you, will 

they?”
“I don’t think the women will accept all this.” 
“Tough. They’ll have to.”
“Look, Beth, why not turn this into a test for me?”
“A test? In what way?”
“Well, instead of making it impossible for the women to indulge in their sexual 

fantasies why not let them try to do whatever they like?”
“I don’t like the sound of that. What exactly do you mean?”
“Well, suppose one of the women – I don’t know, someone like Mrs Williams.”
“What! Randy Raquel?”
“Is that what they call her?”
“Yes and with good reason.”
“Okay, what about that large woman, Lucy something or other?”
“You don’t mean Luscious Lucy, she’s even worse than Randy Raquel.”
“Okay, any woman. It doesn’t really matter which one. Suppose they are told they can 

do anything they like to tempt me into having sex with them?”
“I don’t like the sound of that. There’s no way I’m agreeing to that.” 
“No, listen, Beth. You see the auction provides us with two entirely opposite 

positions. On the one hand we have to say that it is perfectly innocent and that a day in bed 
with me means just that and nothing else. At the same time in order to tickle the women’s 
imaginations and fantasies we have to let them know that there is a possibility of having sex 
with me, no matter how remote.”

“And who is going to hint at that possibility?” 
“Why you, of course. You can tell them - your Thursday night lot -  that what you 

have to say must not be passed on to anyone else. Then say that you’ve been discussing the 
rules for the women who win the bid and between us we’ve agreed that any of the women 
can flirt with me, the challenge being to make me have sex with them. You can also add that 
I had better win and resist or it would be bye, bye Beth. What do you think?” 

“I think you’re doing my head in. It’s madness, utter madness.”
“I think you need to really think about this, Beth. Do you seriously think that some of 

the women are not already planning on what to wear and what to do when they enter the 
room where I am lying in bed?”

“I hadn’t thought of that.” 
“Well, you need to because I bet those two you mentioned, Luscious Lucy and Randy 

Raquel have already talked to each other about what to wear and what they expect to 
happen.”

“Stop! This was all very well as a joke but this is going too far, far too far!”



“I’m sorry, Beth. Perhaps I should pull out after all. I never thought my offer would 
be taken the way it has. I meant it as a bit of fun, a sort of joke. I never for one moment 
thought that so many women would look upon it as a chance for sex.”

“That’s because you don’t know the way women, modern women, behave. It doesn’t 
surprise me at all. I warned you when I told you what the young women at school had been 
checking up on online.”

“Okay, how about this? I withdraw the offer to spend a day in bed but instead offer a 
photo opportunity for women.”

“That sounds much better but how would that work?”
“Well, the highest bidder could have a two hour session where I will dress up as 

whoever or whatever the winner wants but I will not pose naked, but perhaps topless. The 
second highest bidder can have a one hour session and the third highest a half hour session. 
What do you think?”

“I’ll be happier with that, Ricky but I have a distinct feeling the women will be very 
disappointed.”

“Tough. Things seem to have got out of hand very quickly. Why are the women so 
interested in having sex? What’s wrong with their own lives?”

“I don’t know.” Beth stood up and walked across to kiss her husband. “Perhaps it’s 
because they are not married to such a gorgeous man as you, Ricky.”

“Well, I’m seeing the vicar tonight as he too has heard the rumours and he wants me 
to outline exactly what I will be offering.”

“Good. Suggest the photo op, see what he says.”
 

********************
 

Ring! Ring! Ricky pressed the button outside the vicarage. Ernie Goodenough 
appeared quickly as if he had been lurking behind the front door. He threw it open 
enthusiastically and declared, “Come in, Ricky, come in.”

The vicar directed Ricky into a small study near the front door.  
“Please, take a seat. Now what can I do for you.”
“I’m here about the auction, Vicar. I just want to make it clear what I will be 

offering.”
Ernie smiled, “Fine. Go ahead.”
Dr Matthews out lined his ideas for the photo op as the vicar listened more and more 

incredulously.
“Is that all right?” Ricky ended eventually.
Ernie Goodenough stood up and started pacing up and down the narrow area.
“I don’t know how to tell you this, Ricky but right from the beginning when the first 

rumours began to emerge of what you were proposing to do, I was distinctly uneasy. What 
you’ve just told me though, simply isn’t good enough.”

“I beg your pardon! What do you mean?”
“Well, the more I thought about your original idea the more I thought, knowing you 

and your wife, that you were clever enough to put in place sufficient safeguards in order to 
make the offer enticing but perfectly above board. I admit that some of the church members 



have come to me to express their doubts about your proposal but wherever I go in the 
village the one topic of conversation, especially amongst the women, is how much they are 
looking forward to the church auction to see who will win the chance of spending a day in 
bed with the handsome Dr Matthews. The conversation is never salacious or suggestive, just 
enthusiastic and I get the impression that all, not just some but all of the women in the 
village, old, young, middle-aged and ancient will come to the auction to put in a bid for you 
so I say no to your suggestion to change your offer. If you do there’ll be a riot.”

“But I cannot run the risk of some over sexed woman forcing me to have sex with her. 
My wife would go crazy.” 

“I’m very sorry, Dr Matthews but you should have thought of that possibility long 
before now and before you made the suggestion to spend a day in bed with …”

“But what am I going to do?” 
“I honestly don’t know. You and your dear wife will have to come up with a plan to 

deal with the situation on the day when you fulfil the winner’s dreams.”
Earlier that day Beth had met with the vicar and tried to get him to get Ricky to 

withdraw from the auction. The conversation had lasted longer than the previous night as 
Ernie Goodenough had been haunted by the vision of Beth’s breasts ever since he had seen 
more of them than he had ever seen before. While Beth was dressed much more modestly 
for her job as primary school teacher Ernie was keen to be able to look at her beautiful face 
and curvy figure for as long as possible. He squirmed in his seat as he faced Beth and tried 
in vain to listen to what she had to say.

It was no good. He was adamant. Ricky’s auction offer had to stand.
As the vicar ushered her to the door Beth casually brushed against him with her full 

breasts. She fluttered her dark deep eyes and whispered huskily, “Please think about it, 
Ernie, and I’ll call later in the week to discuss the matter further.”

Strangely enough Beth failed to mention her conversation with the vicar to her 
husband when the opportunity arose.

 
Chapter Five

Beth pretended to be amazed when Ricky told her of the vicar’s response to Ricky’s 
offer.

“You mean he turned you down flat, just like that?”
“Yes. He was adamant that I would have to go through with the offer as made 

originally. He said wherever he went in the village all the women were talking about was 
my offer. He said there was nothing suggestive in their talk, just enthusiasm. What am I 
going to do, Beth?” 

“You mean what are we going to do? Whatever you may think we are in this together. 
First of all we’ll let the offer go ahead as planned. However, we won’t tell them that you 
will be dressed in so many clothes that no matter how randy any one woman is it’ll be 
impossible for them to have sex with you. Also part of the contract they will have to sign 
will mean that I am allowed to look closely at what each woman is wearing and if they are 
nearly naked they won’t be able to take part.”

“Will they have to sign a clause stating that whatever does happen it will be fully 
confidential and they will not be allowed to talk about it or write about it afterwards without 



incurring an automatic financial payment of ten thousand pounds payable immediately to 
us?”

“Yes, we’ll include that. We may have to get it drawn up and signed by a solicitor to 
give the contract proper weight.”

“Okay. Anything else?”
“I don’t think so. This is what we’ve got so far:
 
1. The women have to be dressed appropriately – as decided by me or they will not be 

allowed to take part. 
2. You will be dressed appropriately – again as decided by me. 
3. You will be allowed to kiss each woman on the lips once, no sustained kissing. 
4. No sex is to take place. 
5. They will have to sign the document which includes the confidentiality agreement 

we just discussed.”
 
“Okay, but we must keep quiet about this. Do you know any solicitor you can trust?”
“Yes, I think so. We’ll use the one we always use, in Corbridge.” 
“Good.”
“You’ll have to keep quiet with your Thursday night lot.” 
“Don’t worry. I will. I’ll just play it very cool.”
 

********************
 

The day of the auction rolled nearer and nearer. The sun climbed higher in the sky, the 
days became longer and all was peaceful in the village of Follingham-by-the-Tyne.

The most intense activity was in the brains of the Fourteen. They couldn’t not keep 
asking Beth about it.

“Aren’t you worried about what your husband might do with some of the women?” 
Randy Raquel asked Beth one Thursday evening.

“No, I trust my husband. He’ll remain faithful.”
“But what if someone has planned to seduce him? You know, gone out of their way to 

trap him?” This from Luscious Lucy.
Beth just smiled. “I told you, I trust my husband. He won’t do anything he shouldn’t 

do.”
The two large women exchanged glances. “You seem remarkably relaxed about it all, 

Beth,” said the sexy Marilyn. “Aren’t you worried about him?”
“Look, can we talk about something else. How many times must I tell you I trust my 

husband?”
“Sorry, Beth. I won’t say another word.”
“I don’t mean that, Marilyn. Can we not talk about our usual stuff?”
“Well, we always talk about our husbands,” Hannah Harrison said.
“Yes, we do. Our husbands, not mine all the time.”
“Okay, has anyone seen this month’s Parish Magazine?”



A few of the women had and the conversation at last switched to something other than 
Beth’s husband.

In the homes of the Fourteen the husbands were becoming suspicious. Marilyn’s 
husband, Joe, a burly builder had already warned her about getting mixed up with that lot 
from the pub.

“You don’t fancy that smarmy Dr Matthews as well do you, Marilyn?” he had hissed 
into her face as he grabbed her arm and squeezed it hard. This was just before she left for 
the pub.

“Aww! You’re hurting me,” she said.
“Well, do you?” as he squeezed harder, grinning as Marilyn squirmed in pain and 

tried to get away from him.
“Joe, I swear I never even look at other men.”
“You’d better not or you know what’ll happen.” He let her go.
Marilyn rubbed her sore arm, fighting back the tears that would ruin her mascara. She 

left the house as soon as she could.
Enid Pinch, the only other single woman apart from the ancient Gladys, was already 

working on her plan. Being a rather shy, timid type, she was hoping the handsome Dr 
Matthews would give her a proper kiss. That was all she asked. A kiss could lay the 
foundation for a full year’s worth of dreaming. Recently she had discovered a toy on the 
internet that could greatly enhance her dreaming. She had sent away for it, hoping it would 
arrive in a very discreet parcel, as promised.

The dominant women, Randy Raquel and Luscious Lucy couldn’t care less what their 
husbands thought of the whole situation as most of the time they all lived separate lives. 
Occasionally Raquel and her husband would have a session but it was all very regular and 
systematic without any of the passion that Raquel craved for. As for Luscious Lucy she took 
her sex wherever she found it and was well-known in the locality as a husband stealer. Her 
husband didn’t seem to mind as he did exactly the same:  he enjoyed liaisons with whoever 
took his fancy and often pursued married women whom he fancied with relentless skill and 
perseverance. Once the unfortunate women gave in then he tossed them aside and began his 
next crusade.

Enid had collected all the money from the women and put it into a separate bank 
account. The Fourteen were ready for the big day.

In the village choir some of the tenors had questioned Ricky about his insane offer. 
“Be here soon, Ricky. Next week, isn’t it? Are you prepared? How are you going to make 
love to fourteen women in one day?”

“Calm down, George. You’ll just have to wait and see.”
“You’ll never manage it, old boy,” said Andy.
“How do you know? I’ve done it five times in one day with my wife.”
“Really?” 
“Yes, really.” 
“But she’s gorgeous. Some of these women are nowhere near Beth’s beauty.”
“Come on tenors, we’ll do your line. Page eleven, mid-section from the letter G,” 

interrupted the choir master.



Similar conversations had taken place in church until both Beth and Ricky were fed 
up and looking forward to the auction being done and dusted.

 

 
 
 

Part 2 The Auction
Ernie Goodenough hoped the auction would go viral. At least he hoped someone 

would publicise Item 9. I Will Spend A Day In Bed With …. It was something he couldn’t 
do himself, of course, but he knew he would have to make sure there was sufficient room 
for all who had indicated they would be attending the auction. Accordingly all three rooms 
of the Village Hall had been booked. If there was an over spill the crowd would just have to 
go over the road and gather in the church cemetery. He would have to arrange for a 
loudspeaker to be installed.

He was over joyed when a day or two before the auction an anonymous note was 
shoved through his letterbox warning him that for Item 9 there could well be some external 
telephone calls with bidders from outside the village. At the same time the vicar was 
worried. He knew that both Beth and Ricky had stressed that only villagers could bid.

“What should I do?” he muttered to himself over and over again. In the end he took 
the most practical route to solve the problem. He rang the Matthews at home.

 
********************

At last the day of the auction arrived. Follingham-by-the-Tyne was excited. The 
Fourteen had been mildly upset by the installation of the relays to the cemetery but were not 
aware of the extra telephone lines in the village hall. The vicar explained that most of the 
village ladies were expected to attend so the church and the cemetery were being used as an 
overflow.

On a fine June evening at about seven thirty the auction began. There were enough 
bids for items 1 to 8 to bring in a fair amount of money with some items being more fought 
for than others. 

“Now then,” the auctioneer announced, “here is a star buy. A week’s holiday in 
France. Who’ll start me with one hundred? Thank you, sir. One fifty? Two hundred? Good. 
Three? Thank you, madam. Four? Five? Five hundred pounds. Any more. Come on, it’s 
worth at least seven or eight. No.? No more.” The auctioneer banged down his gavel. “Sold 
for five hundred pounds. What’s your number, sir?”

The winner held up his paddle. “Seventeen. Thank you.”
Other items were sold much more quickly: cars as taxis, cakes, handy men and so on 

provided some competition but really it was as if the crowd was collectively holding its 
breath until Item 9 I Will Spend A Day In Bed With …. came up.

“Ricky, can you come and show yourself?” Judge John Jeffries asked. The judge 
always took control of the village auctions simply because he was good at it although he 



didn’t act as the auctioneer. That position was held by a professional auctioneer, Scott 
Alexander, from Thomas Miller’s, a local auction house.

Ricky stood up and made his way to the front of the hall. He tried not to hear the 
women’s whispers of “He’s more handsome than I thought” and “It’s not fair to have a man 
more beautiful than a woman” and so on.

“Dr Matthews has explained to me that he is offering to spend a day in bed with the 
winner not a night. By that I think Dr Matthews expects no hanky panky to take place. I 
know the vicar was reluctant to allow this offer to take place but it has been the subject of 
much discussion and has aroused keen interest. I suppose several other offers could be 
interpreted in dodgy ways if you are that way inclined. I mean Stanley Bagshaw has offered 
to be a slave for a day. Now what will he be told to do? Perish the thought. Anyway, as I 
have already said Dr Matthews and his wife expect no hanky panky to take place and the 
winners will have to abide by a set of rules that the Matthews have drawn up.” 

Gasps from various women peppered around the hall. The auctioneer took over. 
“Thank you, John. Now then who is opening the bid for Item 9. Fifty pounds?”

Luscious Lucy shot her hand up.
“Thank you. Any more. Come on, ladies, don’t be shy. Any increase on fifty?” 
“One hundred pounds!” yelled Randy Raquel quickly followed by Enid Pinch with 

“Two hundred.”
“Enid Pinch, you can’t bid,” shouted Marilyn, who was itching to bid but dare not as 

her husband was sitting right next to her.
“Five hundred pounds!” shouted Hannah Harrison.
“This is more like it,” said the Judge. “Now, let’s see some really big bids come in.”
“Twenty thousand pounds!” came a voice from the back of the hall where three 

telephone lines were being manned.
Some of the Fourteen couldn’t stand it. “Go on, Gladys,” urged Lilly. “Time to put 

our bid in.”
Gladys Stewart staggered to her feet. “Twenty eight thousand pounds. I’ve got the 

cheque or you can have cash if you want, vicar.”
“Thank you, Gladys, a cheque will do. Any more bids?”
“One hundred thousand pounds!” from the voice that had bid twenty thousand 

pounds. Ricky Matthews stared at his wife, mouthing, “What’s going on?”
On the front row beautiful Beth Matthews mouthed back, “It’s all right. You’ll see.” 
The auctioneer drew himself up to his full height. “One hundred thousand pounds for 

Item 9 Spend a day in bed with Dr Matthews. Are there any more bids?”
Another voice from the back coughed out “I have one here of one hundred and twenty 

five thousand pounds.”
Beth Matthews turned pale. Who was this bidding? She had thought one hundred 

would be enough. She twisted in her seat. “Come on, sister-in-law,” she muttered to herself.
“And the winner is …”
“Just a minute, Mr Alexander.. I have another bid. Two hundred thousand pounds.”
The auctioneer hesitated. “Is it genuine? I mean I’m sure it’s worth two hundred 

thousand pounds to spend a day in bed with Dr Matthews but it’s an awful lot of money.” 
“It’s genuine, all right. Here she is now.” 



At that moment into the humble village hall of Follingham-by-the-Tyne swept the 
glamorous figure of the well-known Cheryl Foxy-Spice, singer, judge on a well-known 
reality TV show and local Geordie girl made good. She was almost as beautiful as Beth but 
not quite.

Beth indicated she should come and sit beside her. At once Johnny Jameson stood up 
and gave Cheryl his seat. For a moment Cheryl hesitated then sat down. She stared at Beth. 
“Have you ever thought of being a model? You’re even more beautiful now than when you 
got married.”

Beth was taken aback. “Thanks, Cheryl. Thank you for bidding for my husband,” she 
said to keep up the pretence.

Cheryl stared at the podium where the judge and Ricky stood. “My God, is that him? 
He’s gorgeous,” she said joining in the pretence as if she had never seen Ricky before.

“Yes, that’s Ricky, my beautiful handsome husband.” 
“And all this is for the Church Heating Fund you say?” 
“Yes.”
“Your husband is prepared to sacrifice himself for the sake of the church?”
“Yes, I suppose he is in a way.”
The judge interrupted, “Miss Cheryl Foxy-Spice would you please step up to the 

podium?”
Cheryl stood up and swayed slowly towards the podium, taking full advantage of a 

mesmerised audience and her voluptuous curves. She had the sort of rear that made old men 
a hundred yards away ejaculate involuntarily.

“What a cheek!” Randy Raquel hissed.
“I thought we had covered all angles. We didn’t want any bids from outside the 

village. How has this happened?” Luscious Lucy was outraged.
Enid Pinch spoke up. “Look at Beth. She’s smiling. Has she done this without telling 

us?”
“Why would she do that?” Raquel wondered.
“Perhaps she was fed up with all the talk about how the Fourteen were all going to 

have sex with her husband,” Luscious Lucy said.
“But how did she know?” 
“It would be very difficult for her not to know in a small village like this,” Enid Pinch 

said.
“But we never talked about it in the pub when Beth was there.” 
“But we did talk about when she wasn’t there.”
“Did your husband know what you were planning to do, Lucy?”
“Of course he did but he didn’t care. He told me to get on with it and leave him in 

peace.”
********************

A few days earlier Beth had made her final decision. She had just walked in the door. 
She had to go and pick up the children so she looked at the phone for a while before 
deciding she had better pick it up.

“Hello, Beth Matthews speaking. Is that you, vicar?” Beth knew the number and 
instantly recognised it.



“Yes, Beth, it is. I need to ask you a very important question.”
“All right. Go ahead.”
“I know that both you and Ricky said you only wanted bids from villagers for Ricky’s 

item in the auction. I’ve been warned that there may be bids from outside the village. 
Apparently news of the auction including a photo of Ricky has just gone viral on Facebook. 
It’s already got ten thousand likes and lots of comments from women saying how handsome 
your husband is.  So, would you mind if there were bids from outside the village?”

“Not at all.”
“Are you sure?” 
“Yes, very sure. You’ll need to get some emergency lines put in.”
“What?”
Beth went on to explain what she had done.
 

********************
Back in the Village Hall the vicar was just finished congratulating Cheryl Foxy-Spice 

on winning the auction. “Thanks to you Miss Foxy-Spice we now have enough money to 
buy the new heating for our very old church. I hope you’ll come along and bless it at a 
special ceremony when it’s completely installed.” 

“Thank you, Mr Goodenough. I look forward to it.” Cheryl flashed him a special 
smile that made the vicar squirm as a certain appendage he was very fond of began to rear 
up alarmingly.

Ricky grinned and gave Cheryl a long kiss on the cheek. “Thanks, Cheryl. You’re not just 
a stunner, you’ve saved my marriage and me from those sex-mad women over there.” 
Ricky gestured to where Luscious Lucy, Randy Raquel and a few more of the Fourteen 
scowled and snarled.

 
Part Three Fulfilment

 
Beth prepared herself for the weekly visit to the pub for the girls’ night out. She 

wasn’t looking forward to it one little bit after she had thwarted the Fourteen from carrying 
out their devious plans. However Beth needn’t have worried. She had such a happy, 
generous disposition as well as being beautiful that the women could not be angry with her 
for very long.

“Glass of red, Beth?” Chris Robertson asked her as soon as she appeared.
“Thanks, Chris.”
It was only the sex-mad and, truth to tell, sex deprived Luscious Lucy and Randy 

Raquel who tried to be angry with Beth.
“How on earth did you get Cheryl Foxy-Spice to bid so much? It’s absolutely 

astonishing,” Luscious Lucy began.
“Yes, Beth, how did you do it?” Raquel added.
“Wait and see. Cheryl and my Ricky will be going to bed together at the Cockthorne 

Hotel in Newcastle next week.”
“What! Are you happy about that?”



“We know you are beautiful, Beth but Cheryl Foxy-Spice has the most curvaceous 
backside in the whole country. Ricky will never be able to resist her.”

“Wait and see. Actually, you’re all invited to come along and see what happens.”
“See what happens? Do you mean we’ll be invited into the bedroom? You cannot 

allow that, surely, Beth?”
“Oh, but I can. I’ve booked the lounge and drinks will be provided so if you can get a 

day off work, those of you who work that is, then take the train and enjoy the day out. 
You’ll be able to see exactly what Ricky and Cheryl get up to in bed.”

Suddenly, several of the women had a tingling sensation in their lady bits as their 
imaginations ran wild.

********************
For the Fourteen the following week was the slowest they had ever lived through. 

Beth had carefully arranged the event for half term as otherwise she knew she had no hope 
of being able to attend.

Beth and the Fourteen arranged to travel by train together and all the way to 
Newcastle she had to firmly resist telling them anything at all about what would happen. 

Chatting happily the fifteen women wandered around to the Cockthorne main 
entrance. Ricky was waiting for them and embraced his wife on the steps leading up to 
reception. Most of the women clapped. Two scowled.

Breaking away reluctantly from her husband Beth strode up the steps. “Follow me, 
ladies.”

“Appropriate name for the hotel for this event I suppose,” muttered Luscious Lucy to 
Randy Raquel as they followed Beth up the steps to the hotel entrance.

She led them to a private room where there was a small bar laid on with a choice of 
wines and spirits. Beth waited until all the women had a drink and were comfortably seated 
before she said anything else.

“I’ve got someone from The Sun coming with a photographer so when Cheryl arrives 
I think the photographer will want to take a photo of all of us with Cheryl and Ricky. The 
journalist may want to ask you some questions. You don’t have to answer them if you don’t 
want to or to have your photo taken but I hope you do as it’s all in a good cause and will 
give added publicity to the Church Fund. Enjoy the day. When Cheryl and Ricky go up to 
their room we’ll give them five minutes to get ready then we’ll have a  peek in and the 
photographer may take a photo of Ricky and Cheryl in bed together.” 

“Are you sure you’re happy with all this, Beth? I mean Cheryl Foxy-Spice is one of 
the sexiest women in the world. Ricky won’t be able to keep his hands off her.”

“Lucy, I trust my Ricky. He won’t do anything sexual at all with Cheryl, I assure 
you.”

Ricky smiled at his wife as he paced up and down glancing out of the window that 
over looked the hotel entrance. He wore a blue suit, beautifully tailored, a white shirt and a 
bright red tie. His black leather shoes shone in the blinding summer sun.

“Here she comes,” he said suddenly. The women nearest the window looked out at the 
gloriously sexy Cheryl Foxy-Spice swaying into view. Seconds later the celebrity was 
ushered into the room by her minder. She flashed a smile all teeth and lips.

“Good morning, ladies. Good morning, Dr Matthews.”



Cheryl held out her hand and Dr Matthews lifted it to his lips and gently kissed it. 
“Call me Ricky, please Miss Foxy-Spice.”
Cheryl smiled, leaned forward to reveal her voluptuous cleavage and said. “And you 

must call me Cheryl.”
Beth introduced herself quickly before this verbal encounter could drag on. “I’m Beth, 

Ricky’s wife. We met at the auction, remember?”
“Of course, Beth. Ricky, your wife is so beautiful I’m surprised she isn’t a model.”
“I know. I’m a lucky man. And even luckier to have you spend a day in bed with me.”
“The feeling is mutual, Ricky.” 
“Would you like a drink, Cheryl, before you go to your room?” 
Cheryl nodded and accepted a glass of red wine. Ricky took a small whiskey.
“Can I ask you both to sit together in the middle of the other ladies,” the photographer 

said.
The Fourteen, now fifteen with Beth, sat in a semi-circle facing the photographer. 

Cheryl and Ricky squeezed in amongst them.
“When I raise my hand I want you all to raise your glasses and say ‘Cheers.’”
The group settled themselves, the man raised his left hand and took a couple of shots 

as the group did as instructed.
“Cheers!”
The photographer checked his camera. “Good. Now, can I have a photo of Cheryl and 

Ricky?” 
After that he took one more of Cheryl, Ricky and Beth. The other man with him 

already had the information he needed to go with the photos.
Beth directed the rest of the operation. “Okay, Ricky take Cheryl to your room. We’ll 

give you five minutes to get into bed then we’ll come up and take some more photos.”
Most of the women were enthralled by the view of Cheryl’s bottom as she swayed out 

of the room, the curves seeming to vibrate the message ‘Have you ever seen anything as 
sexy as this?’

Luscious Lucy and Randy Raquel were surprised at how cool Beth was behaving. 
“Are you sure you’re all right with this, Beth?” Lucy asked her.

“Of course. It’s all in a good cause and it’s a bit late to get worked up about it now.”
“Don’t you think your husband will be tempted?”
“No, he will behave like a perfect gentleman. He knows what will happen if he 

doesn’t.”
“Another sex ban?”
“At the very least. Probably a no contact ban.”
“But what if he did do something and both he and Cheryl kept quiet about it?”
“He knows it isn’t worth the risk.”
“But what if he does do something with her? In spite of the risk?”
Beth smiled at the questioning women. “He won’t. I just know he won’t.”
She looked at her watch. “Okay, ladies and gentlemen, that’s given them enough time 

to get undressed. Let’s go and see the happy couple. Follow me.”
Glasses were put down. The group rose and hastily followed Beth upstairs to the 

honeymoon suite.



Beth reached the door to the suite first. Gently she knocked on the door. “Are you 
both decent?”

“No, but you can come in anyway,” Ricky said.
Beth opened the door and the other women eagerly rushed in followed quickly by the 

journalist and photographer.
It was a magnificent sight to behold. Ricky and Cheryl were sitting upright in the king 

size bed facing them. Ricky was naked to the waist, the top of his boxers just visible 
beneath his belly button. Cheryl wore a thin, pink, baby doll top which just about covered 
her nipples but didn’t hide them from jutting out temptingly. Nor did it cover most of her 
full breasts. The bed clothes were pulled down to reveal a tiny pair of matching panties that 
were just enough to allow a photograph of the couple to be shown in a national daily 
newspaper.

The women gasped. The men’s mouths were open.
“Gosh, Beth, this is so sexy,” said Marilyn.
“Now, Ricky, for the benefit of the photographer, I want you to put your left arm 

around Cheryl’s neck. Cheryl I want you to tilt your head towards Ricky as if you are about 
to kiss. Ricky, you can also put your right hand across Cheryl’s tummy. Keep it decent but 
make it look as if it could be heading for something else. Got that,” Beth said.

Ricky and Cheryl did as instructed and the saucy photo took pride of place on the 
front page the following day.

All the women clapped. “Beth, you are such a good sport,” Marilyn said.
“And so are Ricky and Cheryl,” Beth said laughing. She turned towards the two men. 

“Okay? Have you got what you came for?”
“Certainly, Mrs Matthews. Thank you for your cooperation.”
“Don’t forget to mention, it’s all in aid of St Cecilia’s Church Heating Fund in 

Follingham-by-the-Tyne.”
“We won’t, Mrs Matthews. Thank you, once again.”
“Okay, girls, let’s leave these two in peace to enjoy the rest of their day.” 
 Beth ushered the party out, turned and winked just before closing the door behind 

her.
 

THE END

 


