I kissed her on the cheek, and then my wife came up and they both hugged. They were crying, wiping away tears. Over the course of the past few months my wife Irene and Candice, a young girl I knew from work, had become the very best of friends. They would miss each other, lots. I was really sorry to be seeing Candice leave. I would miss her too, but then perhaps it was all working out the best for everyone concerned. 

Candice was four months pregnant, expecting my child toward the end of April. She had stayed in Rhode Island so as to spend Christmas with our family, choosing to go back to Arkansas right after and spend the New Years celebrations for the new millennium with her family there. 

Her grandmother, who it was that she had been living with over the past year, was giving her advice and telling Candice to take care of herself and the baby and the food she ate and how to exercise etcetera. She thought it best that her youngest grand-daughter should be going home to have the baby there. Irene and I might have preferred for her to stay. We had even talked about adopting the baby as our own, allowing Candice the opportunity to get on with her life, and have the opportunities that a beautiful young lady like her was entitled to, without the burden of a child to take care of. 

She had promised that she would think about it, and then with just a simple smile and a look it seemed directed at myself she picked up both her bags and headed out the door toward where the bus was waiting, the final call having just been made. 

Candice had arrived a few months before from Arkansas to live with her grandmother in Rhode Island. She was tiny, maybe not much more than a hundred pounds, and sweet and very shy, but as beautiful perhaps as any woman I have known. She had just graduated from High School and stated on her application that she was seventeen years old. 

I was one of the service writers, making work orders for the technicians at the back, and Candice was our new cashier, a frightened pretty little thing who hardly said a word. I lived close to her grandmother and would often drive her home, and the more we got to know each other the more it seemed we got along. She started babysitting for Irene and I and loved our kids as though they were her own. 

It was in February I believe, about three months after she had started that an incident occurred in which it seemed that we were much alike, despite the difference in our ages of almost twenty years. We arrived at work one morning with our heads shaved! It was in aid of the Cancer Society and each of us, quite separately had both agreed to go to houses in our neighborhood collecting ‘challenges’ that if we raised sufficient money we would shave it all off! 

I was surprised! She looked so different, at least at first! We laughed and then became the very best of friends, and as I drove her home that night she spoke to me about a movie at a theatre we had passed. Its title was ‘The Lover’. It was the original French version that was being shown and was being played at the local arts theater, a place where lots of foreign movies were viewed. She said it was a love story, a movie she’d already seen, but in the English version, a version which had been severely edited and with many of the scenes and the 'good stuff' all cut out. 

The movie theater was not in a good part of town. She really did want to see it, but didn’t want to go there by herself, and so I volunteered my services, insisting that I’d really like to see it too! 

Irene, right then was in Canada, and had taken our children to the lake to see their grandparents. It was convenient. There was nothing really to go home to anyway! 

Candice ran upstairs into her grandmother’s apartment as I now waited for her with the car outside. 

I hardly recognized her as she came out, a pink low-cut woolen blouse that showed the stature of her small and pert young breasts, and the shortest little mini-skirt that showed the beauty of thighs. She sat beside me in the car, as excited I think that I had seen her. I could tell she was excited, like it seemed that she was going on a date with her boyfriend - if she had one! 

We arrived at the theater and were watching the movie, the story of a young French girl who at the age of fifteen was living in French Indo-China with her mother and two brothers. She was fifteen and attending a boarding school in Saigon, traveling to and fro on a cluttered old ferry and a rickety old bus. 

The girl to my surprise was very similar in looks to Candice, the same eyes and cheekbones, the same deportment, the same innocence and expressions as the young girl that I was privileged to be with. I that it was perhaps because of this that Candice liked the movie so much, the fact she somehow could relate to the main character. 

An older man, a ‘china man’ had spoken to the girl while on the ferry, and then had offered her a ride to Saigon in his chauffeur driven limousine. She accepted. They sat together in the back, and with the journey being long she had closed her eyes as if to sleep. His hand had now reached across the seat and then touched hers, their fingers now entwined as she felt his. 

No words were being spoken as his hand then touched her thigh, the hem upon her flimsy skirt pushed upward as he did it. 

I turned my eye to look at Candice, perhaps interested to see what her reaction might be as to what was about to occur, the fingers of the ‘china man’ now underneath her skirt. Candice smiled and then as if it were instinctive my arm slipped up and round her shoulders as she moved and lay against me. It was like I was on my first date, the night that Melanie Jones and I first went to a movie by ourselves; and Candice with her head now resting on my shoulder as my fingers rubbed her neck. 

We saw the little panties as she slipped them from her thighs; the way it was she closed her eyes reacting to his finger! Candice gently rubbed my knee. My hand caressed her cleavage, and gently she now rubbed my thigh, my hand upon her youthful breasts now playing with her nipples. 

He took her to the boarding school, the girl by now exhausted. He’d fingered her and made her cum. Her wetness had enticed him, and pulling up outside the school the chauffeur opened up the door, and all she did was thank him. There were no kisses, fond farewells, or promises to meet him; but afterwards while at the school she thought about him often. 

It had happened so naturally, Candice’s tongue, her wetness deep within my mouth. My fingers touching her belly as her hand caressed my crotch. 

The girl had seen the limousine pull up outside her school, then running out she met him there. He opened up the door for her, and took her to a place he had, a bedroom in a marketplace where shadows could be seen outside, but no-one saw within. 

My fingers found the clasp above, the zipper just beneath, her skirt now open at the waist my fingers slipped within. Her hand caressed my horny knob. I felt the little ball of fur, the lips that were beneath, the clit, the little love canal, the wetness of her snatch. 

The girl lay naked on the bed. The ‘china man’ had gotten scared, and said she was too young, too small; he feared that he could hurt her! She begged that he might put it in; then briefly sucked his penis. The ‘china man’ had had enough. Her love canal was anxious, and then we watched him lay her down, then opening her little thighs he placed it in her wetness. She gasped as then it all went in! She murmured as he fucked her. 

Candice now did up her skirt, the movie still not over, and getting up we went outside and got into my car! We pulled into a parking lot. I saw her take her panties off, her skirt, and then her bra. She could not wait! She found my belt, my zipper and my shaft, and then without a word at all she kissed me as she held my cock and rubbed it in her love canal and teased her horny clit! 

We fucked, and then I took her home and fucked all night in bed! By morning we had fucked six times, then went to work exhausted. She fucked me every night that week, until Irene got home, the guilt, the passion of our sex, it seemed had overwhelmed me! 

Irene then wanted cock as well, I fucked her every night; and Candice wanted fucking too, as much as she could get. We went to Wendy’s every day, two burgers and a bag of fries, and then we’d find a private place. We’d park and fuck and eat! 

I went to see a herbalist. I needed to be fit! I wondered just how long I’d last, and Candice fucked my cock so hard I thought that she could hurt it! She babysat my kids a lot. My wife was her best friend. The more I tried to get away, the more she seemed to find me and when I'd drive her home at night she'd fuck me up against the car or in the grass beside it! 

Two months had passed; then three, then four. I’d never used a condom. I’d thought that she was on the pill! She told me she was pregnant! 

We watched the bus as it pulled out, and Candice wave goodbye. I then kissed Irene on the cheek and told her that I loved her more than anyone there was!
