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			Chapter 1
		

		

		Chirp! Chirp! Chirp!

		

		Bloody birds! They are seriously getting on my tits. But at least something is stimulating my neglected pair of mammary glands, so I suppose I should be grateful.

		

		And I am in a way. Weirdly enough, at this particular juncture, I can find some positives to the many negatives that make up the weird and wonderful tapestry that happens to be my life. Although that certainly wasn’t the case a month ago when I could never see the proverbial silver linings to all the dark foreboding clouds that were forever rolling in. This is much better. I’m infinitely more optimistic in my current state of mind.

		

		And what state is that, I hear you ask? Other than optimistic, what term could apply to your narrator at this present moment in time?

		

		‘Annoyed’ I decide, ignoring the more obvious answer that some other people would give. I’m annoyed at the noise of those chattering birds, and I’m annoyed with my boyfriend for not having sorted it out. I told him yesterday about the problem. Yet what am I hearing again this morning?

		

		Chirp! Chirp! Chirp!

		

		That’s what I’m hearing – loud and clear like a clarion bell ringing out danger in my ear. There’s a nest at the top of the drainpipe right outside our bedroom window. It’s the crack of dawn and the birds are making a hell of a racket as the conscientious parents set about the business of feeding their greedy hatchlings.

		

		I suppose I shouldn’t grumble too much about it. I mean it’s not like they actually woke me up. Although that’s not the story I’ll be telling George, my good-for-nothing boyfriend who is fast asleep beside me and oblivious to the noise. I was wide awake when the dawn chorus started. I usually am at the moment. Apparently that’s not a good sign and I should be increasing the dosage of my medication. But sod that for a lark, which is another type of bird, and I’ve taken a dislike to all the feathered species. Life can be boring enough for a girl in the suburbs without spending it comatose, drugged up to the eyeballs so she doesn’t upset the ‘majority’ with her anti-social behaviour – those sanctimonious prats who deem themselves ‘normal’, and in whose ranks I’m thankfully not included.

		

		Chirp! Chirp! Chirp!

		

		God this is intolerable! I need a distraction. What time is it, anyway?

		

		I glance over at the clock. It’s only just gone six. Too early to wake George up and ask if he fancies a shag. He never does at this time in the morning, which is a massive pity, because I certainly could be doing with something hard and throbbing pumping away between my legs.

		

		Nothing new there then!

		

		And yes, I admit it, if that’s what you’re thinking. I’m a bit of a slut at the best of times but right now I seem to be permanently randy, with a salivating pussy that’s constantly demanding attention - another bad sign, or so Martha, my care worker, tells me. But that’s a load of bullshit in my humble opinion – a malicious web of lies spun by a middle-aged goody-two-shoes, whose snatch is probably drier than an Arab’s sandal. She’s just jealous if you ask me – jealous of my youthful beauty and the fact that her husband fancies me, or at least I’m sure he would do if he was ever to set eyes on me. George wouldn’t see it that way, though. He would undoubtedly agree with Martha, and be insisting I make an appointment to see the wicked witch. But then he always take sides with Martha, especially when it comes to me having fun, which for some odd reason they think is inadvisable. Calm and tranquil is best for me, rather than bubbly and over-excited.

		

		Best for them more like!

		

		And that’s no word of a lie. There are times when I might agree, though – on staying calm that is. I’ve seen a vid of myself when I’ve been ‘over-excited’ and it didn’t make for very pleasant viewing – not what you’d call attractive in any shape or form. But that’s an entirely different matter. George and Martha have to be wrong on the sex thing, however. I mean, what’s the matter with being hyper-randy all the time? There are some people who would pay a fortune to feel the way I do. And George more than anyone should be grateful that I’m always gagging for it and happy to put out for him at the drop of a hat. In fact he should be taking advantage and screwing me right now, sliding his hard dick into my moist juicy cunt, drilling me incessantly with a stonking erection and making me scream as I endlessly come, instead of impotently lying there in the Merry Land of Nod with a cock that’s infuriatingly soft. I know this of course, as I’ve already had a feel, hoping for a morning glory that I could put to good use. But sadly the only hardness in this bed at present belongs to the frustrated girlfriend.

		

		My nipples are like bullets. Under the duvet I confirm this, crossing my chest from the left to touch the right breast, circling the aureole and stroking the bloated bud. It’s really gentle stuff, the way Gentleman George tends to do it when he can be bothered to show some interest. But he’s asleep right now, dead to the world, and I need more life. So I give the nipple a serious pinch, nipping it hard as I stifle a scream, allowing the air in my lungs to noiselessly escape.

		

		Fuck that feels good!

		

		The pain is so delicious. It spreads from my nipple over my generous sized breast, down to the plain of my trim flat stomach, and onwards to the ripeness between my legs – long legs I might add, and a very shapely pair. But they are irrelevant at the moment. All I do is spread them for better access to what really matters.

		

		I carry on pinching, embracing the pain that frees my body. I follow its path with my other hand, stroking the swell of young mammary flesh, down past my ribcage and over my belly to the core of my being. I find the smooth mounds that are daily shaved – a little indulgence that I take huge pleasure in doing, and one that I know seriously annoys George because he thinks that only porn stars and prostitutes should be brazen enough to lack some pubic hair. Can you believe that! He’s supposedly really bright with a degree and all that, but a complete and utter moron in some respects, belonging to another age – Victorian morality suiting him better than Twenty-first Century sensuality.

		

		Well maybe that’s a little unfair, but I’m not feeling very generous at the moment towards my useless boyfriend who prefers sleeping to sex. And it shows you how much he knows about me, despite all the ‘professional’ help he’s given and the support groups he goes to in an attempt to understand and control my condition. I might look like a porn star, with my honey blonde hair that’s as fake as their orgasms, and my double D tits that are actually natural, but I’ve never been paid to perform for the camera. Nor am I a professional whore for that matter – I might fuck like one, but I never charge for the many sexual favours I give out. I’m just an extra-ordinary girl with a permanently ravenous pussy, and a boyfriend who’s soft and asleep at the moment.

		

		Annoying!

		

		So I take care of myself, which I often do when there’s no one else around that’s capable of helping. I gently stroke the bloated lips of my undernourished sex, caress the inner folds that are so sensitive and wet, dab at my vagina and tease a finger in, and flick around my clit to make the nerve endings sing, dreaming of a tongue busily working, knowledgably pleasuring me and drinking my nectar.

		

		But it’s not George’s tongue I conjure to aid the masturbatory fun. Surprise, surprise – Georgie Porgie prefers Puddin’ and Pie to the delights of eating my succulent pussy. He’s sadly not a fan of cunnilingus. He kisses the girl then makes her cry, but for all the wrong bloody reasons. She spreads her legs and coaxes him down, but Georgie Porgie shies away and refuses to lick her out. Or to use another euphemism that made me laugh lately - he doesn’t ‘tend to my lady garden with his tongue’. But that doesn’t mean I’m a stranger to the act. I get regularly attended to, thank you very much, although don’t ask me any of the gardeners’ names.

		

		Anyway, it’s nice what I’m doing – this gentle fingering of my pussy. But I’m not really into ‘nice’ at the moment. In fact the notion of niceness makes me want to be sick. It’s such an insipid word and should never have anything to do with sex, even if it’s only masturbation. So I pinch a lip, adding some hurt to that on my nipple. That’s better! But it’s still not satisfying me enough. So fingers are bunched and they plunge into my cunt. I stab my vagina with the slender digits, dreaming of a big fat cock ramming up.

		

		George’s?

		

		Hardly!

		

		Oh don’t get me wrong on that particular front. Georgie Boy has a decent sized tool, much bigger than average in fact, so I’ve no complaints about the dimensions of his equipment. But what’s the point of dreaming about something that’s flaccid for most of the time, when what’s needed is a big hard throbbing member, which is how I usually see them on other men – it’s only George who’s ever soft when naked around me. I don’t dream of anyone’s cock in particular – just a mishmash of the many that have been inside me: the biggest of the crop, because that’s what I prefer.

		

		Sorry about that…

		

		Well I’m not to be honest. I don’t want to hurt anyone’s feelings, but I simply don’t subscribe to the farcical adage that size doesn’t matter. Nice girls might – the type that men should marry as they make good wives and mothers. But as I said – ‘nice’ doesn’t work for me during sex. Nor does ‘small’ in any respect. Big and nasty is what I like.

		

		So what the fuck am I doing in this bed, you’re wondering. What am I doing with nicer than nice George?

		

		Using him I suppose. Taking advantage of his kindly nature and the security he offers.

		

		But that’s not always the case. There are times when I think I do actually love him. There are times when I’m nice and caring towards him – wife material and all that shit. It could only have been a few weeks ago that I was happy to be here - when I would wake up in the morning along with George and a kiss and a cuddle was more than enough.

		

		It’s true, I tell you!

		

		It’s true, I tell myself, finding it hard to believe. What happened to the nice days, I wonder. What happened to the nice version of the girl that is also me? When did I flick again from being someone decent, and turn back into a nasty cheating slut who is horrible and scathing?

		

		Not long ago – two, three weeks at the most. I know it can’t be more because I can still remember that girl. There’s an element of decency still lingering in some recess of my psyche. It calls out – a weak little voice crying into the void. I feel a pang of guilt and stop playing with myself. Reality comes back to replace my whorish dreams. And then…

		

		Chirp! Chirp! Chirp!

		

		Off they go again, annoyingly chattering and pecking at my brain. I close my eyes and try to force them away, or at least turn the noise into something sweet…

		

		Tweet! Tweet! Tweet!

		

		Well that’s just the same. The little buggers are driving me insane.

		

		Oops!

		

		Now there’s a word that shouldn’t be used in this politically correct household. But some people use it behind my back, of that I can assure you. I know what they say when I’ve excused myself from the interminably boring conversation when George is hosting one of his dinner parties. I could be a steak on the plate – something to stick the knife into; or a bottle that is corked – something to turn the nose up at. They haven’t the guts to say it to my face, but I know what they’re all thinking and what they bitch about when I’m not around.

		

		Bastards! Shit-brained, two-faced, pseudo-liberal, bastards!

		

		George isn’t one of them, though – he’s far too nice to say something derisive about me. He’s a saint is my boyfriend, an absolute angel. What he’s doing with me, I have no idea, because few other men would put up with my nonsense; and it’s not as if he’s some hideous dog to look at – a flee-bitten mongrel that no one else would have. There are plenty of nice girls who would snap him up given half a chance, yet he’s lying asleep beside nasty old me, having shared this bed for over two years. But that’s modern love for you. At least he says that he loves me, and I believe that it’s true. And I love him back when I’m feeling different – on a day that’s not today.

		

		I look at him. He’s out for the count. Beats me how he can sleep through all this noise, but it doesn’t seem to disturb him. I wish it would. Then we could spend the next hour messing up the bed with some filthy early morning sex. No chance, though. As with so many other things, George isn’t big on early morning sex, and he’s fast asleep anyway. His eyeballs are dancing under his lids – REM that is, so he’s probably dreaming.

		

		I wonder what of. Is it about me? If that’s the case then it’s a nightmare he’s having and I would do him a favour by waking him up. But it’s more likely to be something ‘nice’ he’s dreaming of, like winning that tennis tournament he’s entered. When does that happen? This weekend I think. Not that I care – I certainly won’t be going to watch him. I hate the bloody sport and the tosspots that play it.

		

		Chirp! Chirp! Chirp!

		

		Christ! Can they not shut up? What is it with birds and all the constant blabber? Feed me! Feed me! Feed me! Give the worm to me and not my ugly little brother who’ll be getting tossed out of the nest as soon as I’ve got the strength for hatchling murder! Selfish little buggers!

		

		Woof! Woof!

		

		Oh for heaven’s sake! Now that bloody dog across the road is at it. Rover is his name. Can you credit it? A dog called Rover! How mind-numbingly unoriginal is that!

		

		But what about this for some lateral thinking so early in the morning... Why isn’t Rover a ginger tomcat? That would be better than being a barking dog. Cats don’t make much noise, apart from the occasional purr and meow. They’re very good at climbing and like to eat birds – so if Rover was a cat it could do us all a favour by massacring the avian family outside.

		

		Maybe we should get one – a cat not a dog. A ginger one would be good as I like bright colours, and definitely a tom as I can’t abide other females who are catty like me. Not a tom with balls though, as it would spray in the house and stink the place out. Neutered would be best. A neutered male who has even less interest in sex than my low sex-drive boyfriend - then George wouldn’t feel undermined in the masculinity stakes and act like it was him who’d been castrated. And if I took a leaf out of George’s book and didn’t feed the pussy for a couple of days, depriving it of meat and portions of cream, then it would hopefully sort out the chattering birds and I could get some sleep. Problem is though – even without a set of testicles, it would probably wind up Rover for a laugh, strolling around in front of him, tormenting the poor hound when chained on a leash and making him bark all the louder. Cats are evil like that. It’s probably why I like them.

		

		But should we get one?

		

		What’s worse – ‘Chirp! Chirp! Chirp!’ or ‘Woof! Woof!’?

		

		Holy shit! Can you believe I’m actually asking that?

		

		I’m bored, that’s what it is! Bored in the totally wrong sense of the word, thanks to my sleeping boyfriend, who should be boring into me with his dick right now instead of lying there impotently and knocking out the Zeds. I’m quite thirsty as well, now that I come to think of it. A cup of tea would be nice. I could get up and make one, but I can’t be bothered – I’m not that bored, thank you very much. So I lie here naked under the duvet and look at my saintly boyfriend, whilst outside suburbia slowly wakes up to the sound of chirping birds and a barking dog called Rover.

		

		He’s nice is George – easy on the eye, I’ll give him that. Classically handsome in a pretty sort of way, with a smooth muscular body that quite frankly is to die for, thanks to all the sport he plays and the hours spent in the gym. If Michelangelo was still around and chiselling away, he would probably pick George to model for his David, that’s how perfect my boyfriend is. I’m very lucky to have him – at least that’s what I’m told. He’s a bit of a catch for a nutcase like me, with his stunning looks and bigger than average cock, with his well-paid job and this semi-detached house in suburbia that he owns. He’s faithful as well, or so he has me believe - a loyal mutt like that bloody dog over the road, although George doesn’t bark anywhere near as loud, and he never bares his teeth, even when there’s a cat like me around tormenting him to distraction.

		

		I’m not very faithful, but you’ll have guessed that already. It’s my libido you see – a raging libido that can take over my being and needs plenty of penile sustenance to keep it in check when the thunderclouds aren’t around in my life. God knows what would happen if I didn’t get laid when I’m in this state. And I mean properly laid: a lot more regularly and a darn site more enthusiastically than Georgie Porgie obliges. I imagine I’d be pulling my hair out, climbing the walls, and would probably end up killing someone if I didn’t get a good shagging at least once a day, so I think it’s my civic duty to act like a slut at times like these. It’s a public service in a way. I should get a mention in the New Year’s Honours list – an OBE for all the fucks I give for free.

		

		I don’t tell George that I screw around behind his back, although he’d probably understand, what with it being part of ‘my condition’ which lets me get away with a multitude of sins. And he’s SO, SO, understanding of it all - it drives me to despair how understanding he can be. I wish he could just let loose, rant and rave, slap me about and put me in my place, instead of being so in control – monitoring, watching, looking for a sign, ready to deal with another episode if it smacks him in the face.

		

		Chirp! Chirp! Chirp!

		

		‘SHUT UP!!!’

		

		I didn’t shout that out loud of course – I just screamed it in my mind.

		

		They’re seriously doing my head in now. I can tell that I’m riled, so I take the advice and try to calm down by looking at George, telling myself how lucky I am to have such a wonderful boyfriend. But it doesn’t work, for he’s pissing me off even more than the birds. He’s fast asleep and I want him to wake up. Why can’t he hear the infernal racket outside? I want to shake him violently and force him to listen. I want to whip the duvet off, look at his perfect sportsman’s body and find that he’s got a morning glory for a change. I want to jump on top of him, straddle his groin and stuff the big bone right up my snatch. I want to ride his dick as he mauls my tits, giving them a slap as he calls me his bitch. Then I want to be just that and play a female Rover as he takes me from behind like a filthy dog: fucks me on all fours; uses my ass as well as my cunt; buggers me as he fingers me; fucks me as he frigs me. I want to hear him growl as he hammers his dick into me, fucking my throat as well as those other holes. Ideally he’d call a friend to join in the fun, deep-dick me at both ends in a bit of spit-roasting. No! On second thoughts - he should beat me up for being such a slut and wanting anyone other than him. He should take a belt to my ass and mark it in righteous anger, claiming me as his before he uses his property, fucking me wildly then delivering his muck somewhere inside me. I want him to take control and be a proper man: shag me senseless in all manner of positions, and make me scream as I come to his command, time and time again!

		

		Yeah right! Get real girl.

		

		Reality is a nice gentle lover rather than a nasty violent fucker, George employing the missionary position most of the time as he thinks it’s more personal to see my face as he screws me, his cock in my cunt and never up my ass. But I’d still settle for that. Then I could claw at his perfect back as he fucks me with his big dick, scratch the flesh with my red-painted talons. I could clutch at his lovely sportsman’s buttocks as he powers his meat into me, spoiling their flawless beauty with some nasty marks. I could savage his neck and bite him as he comes, give him an embarrassing hickey that he has to take to work. But he’s fast asleep, and even if I wake him, none of this would happen – George, as I said, not being big on morning sex.

		

		Resentment boils. Suddenly I see my hands wrapped around his neck and I’m forcing the life out of his sickeningly perfect body. I’m choking him, choking him, yet still he understands and doesn’t try to fend me off! What must I do to get some reaction from this man – like some violence coming back with a domineering slap that sends my head reeling and thrills me with the pain?

		

		Oh Jesus!

		

		Calm! Calm! Calm! Must keep calm!

		

		I turn away, fighting with myself, battling with the self-hatred that threatens to consume me. Maybe I do need to up the medication. I’ll give Martha a call later on and talk some of this over. If nothing else, it’ll help to pass some time and act as a distraction.

		

		And then I suddenly remember.

		

		Chirp! Chirp! Chirp!

		

		Now that’s sounding better with this new perspective… What a busy morning it’s going to be, what with important calls to make, and George’s dad coming round.

		

		Yeah, that’s right! It almost slipped my mind with all that noise outside, with my ravenous cunt demanding attention and my annoyingly somnolent boyfriend getting on my nerves. George’s dad will be making an appearance when his son is elsewhere, earning a lucrative crust to feed us both with! For the first time I’ll be meeting my boyfriend’s father on my own. He’s popping by to do something in the bathroom, and it isn’t a piss or a crap. He’s going to measure it up apparently. George has decided it needs an overhaul having seen something fabulous in a glossy magazine, and his dad has volunteered to do the work. He’s a bit of a handyman is Mr Adams – a plumber no less, and they don’t come cheap in this part of the world. He’s pretty fit as well, despite being in his forties. And I mean fit in the proper sense of the term: big and butch, raw and manly, a bit of a hunk when all’s said and done. He might be mature and almost twice my age, but he’s very well preserved from what I can tell. He’s also a nasty piece of work and a right mean bastard who loathes me with a passion that is verging on the certifiable.

		

		Oh yes! I’m very much looking forward to his visit. I wonder if the birds will still be at it when he arrives.

		

		Chirp! Chirp! Chirp!

		

	
		
			Chapter 2
		

		

		George is running late. I am SO not happy about this. It’s after eight, and I’m not talking about dinner mints. He still hasn’t had breakfast, and more importantly - I still haven’t had any sex. That flaccid dick of his hasn’t even been in my mouth, let alone me getting it hard so he could ram it up my snatch. There are millions of sperm held trapped in his balls when right at this moment they should be swimming into my womb in search of an egg that they’d better not find, George having squirted them there after a very lengthy fuck.

		

		He rushes into the kitchen and grabs some cereal – something healthy with bran in it which he has with low fat milk. I would prefer Coco Pops at the moment, with artery-clogging full-dairy, but we never seem to have any of that in the house – everything is healthy, which doesn’t have much appeal in my current state of mind. Perhaps I should volunteer to do the shopping when he’s at work – a tour round Tesco or Waitrose perhaps. That would be interesting! Not the shopping – there’s no chance of me doing anything as mundane as that! I mean the look on his face when the offer is made, George not wanting to discourage me from making myself useful, but dreading what I’d buy if I actually did make a trip to the supermarket. It’s something to file away and torment him with at a later date, but not at present. I’m still hoping to tempt him into being late for work.

		

		Not wanting to be too obvious, which would only antagonise this candidate for sainthood, I’ve put on a dressing gown to cover my nudity. It’s a tasteful little number that looks very stylish, made of black silk and should be very seductive, although despite the generous amount of cleavage I’m showing, it sadly isn’t working.

		

		I sit on a stool at the breakfast bar and watch my boyfriend as I calmly sip my tea like a prim and proper dowager – putting up appearances à la Hyacinth Bouquet, while hidden from sight my pussy is slavering, snarling like Rover in need of a bone. George parks himself on the other side from me and manically wolfs down his cereal. On the surface it’s an irony of role reversal, although just like my tits and ravenous cunt, my darling boyfriend fails to notice.

		

		I give him the once over. He’s wearing a bathrobe having just had his shower – it’s made of white towelling as opposed to black silk, and comes past his knees to hide his best asset, whereas my slinky number barely covers my snatch. His expensively cut hair is still wet and tousled - it will get combed later once he gets dressed. He’s a man of routine is George, especially in the morning when the autopilot is on: wake up to the news on the radio alarm; do hundreds of crunches in the machine that he has; into the bathroom for a shit shower and shave; lay out his clothes, but not put them on – breakfast comes first, in case he dribbles like a baby and spoils the perfect effect; then back upstairs to dress in his business attire of suit shirt and tie and shiny black shoes, before heading out the door by quarter past eight. Notice the routine doesn’t include giving his girlfriend a good shagging, as that gets placed in an evening box if it happens at all outside the weekend, all neat and tidy where it should be, in the bedroom, nice and safe.

		

		I have this urge again to kill him!

		

		“Was there a problem this morning?” I ask, fighting it down. “You’re running a little late.”

		

		“I needed to iron a shirt.”

		

		That’s all he says. Not even a hint of accusation – just matter of fact. Why doesn’t he kick off and throw a violent fit – smack me hard across the face, scream at me for being such a lazy bitch, and tell me to do something useful around the house. I could have done that shirt and saved him some time. Actually, now that I think about it – I did say something yesterday morning about ironing a few for him. It’s always a bad idea to set expectations that are never going to be met. I obviously found something more interesting to do. Or somebody more like – John I think he was called, a lady garden tenderer who made me come twice with his oral efforts then come again when he fucked me really hard, like all good gardeners should do. Who could be bothered to iron a shirt when you have that as an alternative?

		

		Anyway, I know that’s it. He’s hiding it well, but there’s disappointment in his eyes. Any chance of having a quickie before he gets dressed has just flown out the proverbial window. To make matters worse, he’ll probably have a headache later on this evening, unless he has a row of neatly ironed shirts waiting in his wardrobe when he comes home from work, in which case he’ll make the effort and rise to the occasion and reward me like a dog with the gift of his bone. I know his game. The manipulative bastard. Who does he think I am… his personal slave? If he wants one of those he can get on the internet and order one from Thailand, or whatever God-forsaken country they get mail-order brides from nowadays.

		

		I mull that over for a second. Perhaps I should suggest it to him, and instead of a bride, which would be highly inappropriate as he already has a girlfriend, we order a young Thai of the male variety to do the domestic chores. It would be a perfect arrangement. For the price of a flight and few quid spending money, George could have his shirts, and even his underpants ironed, and I could have a horny Siamese stud, who’s gifted with his cock as well as his hands. He could serve up Thai treats for dinner in the evening, and serve as a little amusement for me during the day to fill the lonely hours when my boyfriend is at work. The houseboy could even climb the drainpipe and sort out that bloody bird’s nest. Do Thais make soup from those, or am I thinking of Chinese?

		

		With George offering little in the way of distraction, my mind continues to run riot for another minute or two, conjuring up all manner of Oriental delights. I see myself conjoined with a dark-skinned Adonis, who has a whopping big cock and a really filthy mind, working our way through the Kama Sutra, or whatever the Thais use for inspiration. Not that he’d need much in the way of inspiration with me around. I could show him plenty of tricks in my current state of mind. I could re-write the book, and add a few new chapters. The depravity I can come up with defies belief.

		

		Filthy minded slut!

		

		It’s true though. That’s what I am, and I’m really glad. I’m so happy that I have such an active and creative imagination which specialises in sex but goes much further. People fear us and call us insane, but mania is a gift that shouldn’t be sneezed at – it should be embraced and celebrated, our difference applauded. And quite rightly so! It tends to be downplayed and rarely openly stated, but Western culture is littered with talented bipolars, my two female idols included in their number: Marilyn Munroe for her sensuous beauty that lives eternal on the silver screen; and Amy Winehouse for her incredible voice, in your face panache and gritty style. Such a shame they felt the need to shorten their lives like so many of us do.

		

		Sobering!

		

		Sometimes that creative mind can stray down paths that are best avoided. So I leave my Thai fantasy and come back to reality. Then I wonder why I bothered because it is boring to an extreme. George finishes his cereal. The bowl and spoon are placed in the dishwasher. He gives me a wry grin, which I dutifully return – the happy couple in the morning living the suburban dream. Is it any wonder that suicide is a plague I must fight when optimism doesn’t shine so bright in my life?

		

		“Have to rush,” he says.

		

		I nod my head. “No chance of a quick fuck then?” I ask, pushing the optimism to a farcical limit.

		

		He laughs, thinking it’s a joke.

		

		“No, of course not,” I say as he heads for the stairs, answering the question for him. “Time’s getting on and you mustn’t be late.”

		

		Five minutes afterwards and he’s back in the kitchen, looking immaculately perfect in his newly ironed white shirt and dark business suit. I swear at times he looks better than me, which surely can’t be right.

		

		I get a peck on the cheek.

		

		“Remember - Dad’s coming round. He’s got a job to finish off then he should be here after that. He reckons about eleven,” George says.

		

		Then he’s gone.

		

		This is the bit that I always dread.

		

		Chirp! Chirp! Chirp!

		

		Now there is only me and the birds left to hate, and I can hear them just as loudly from down here. I wonder if they were chirping when Marilyn took her life. I hope not. How awful to die with that noise in your head, possibly carrying it onwards into a dark eternity.

		

		I say a little prayer.

		

		“Sleep and don’t dream, my lovely Norma Jean.”

		

	
		
			Chapter 3
		

		

		I had a very encouraging chat with Martha. She assured me it’s perfectly natural to fantasise about killing your partner – she does it all the time apparently, jokingly telling me that it’s cheaper than divorce. She suggested I talked it over with George, which I have no intension of doing. I mean, how would that sound? ‘Hello darling, welcome home. I keep having this urge to wring your neck, but apparently it’s fine. Now let’s get your cock out – there’s something else I have an urge to do.’

		

		No, I can’t see it. It would spook him no end. We would spend the whole evening talking it over, when I want to spend the whole evening with him fucking me senseless in all manner of positions – or at least giving me ten minutes of missionary humping, which is more his weekday style, and that’s only if I haven’t induced a headache by not ironing a few of his shirts.

		

		God, I’m feeling so randy! My snatch is on fire despite being so wet. And it’s only ten o’clock, for heaven’s sake. Eight whole hours before George is home. There’s no way I’m going to get through the day without having something big and throbbing inside me. My vibrator would be the boring answer – but I’ve already had a lengthy session with that and I’m still like a snarling bitch in heat. I suppose I’ll end up getting on the internet and do a little surfing once Daddy Dearest has been and gone. There’s this new thing called Blendr that I’ve started to use, a very sensible ‘dating’ site that doesn’t bother with the date and goes straight to the sex. Evenings are best – when the working day is done and there are plenty of randy men looking for some fun. But I’m twenty-three and gorgeous and a right dirty slut who’s a bloody good fuck, so finding a willing partner on Blendr is a piece of proverbial cake at any time of day.

		

		I didn’t mention anything to Martha about my rampant sex drive, or the fact that I haven’t been sleeping well of late. No need to worry her about trivia, I thought, when there are bigger matters afoot... like homicide!

		

		Dring! Dring!

		

		Oh fuck! Is that George’s dad? He’s early if it is! And I’m back in the kitchen, still wearing my skimpy dressing gown with nothing on beneath it.

		

		How inappropriate!

		

		I have a bit of a panic, wondering what’s for the best. If I answer the door like this then I’ll get some scathing remark, like him calling me a tart or a right lazy bitch – probably both because he’s nasty like that, and infuriatingly observant. If I rush upstairs to put on some clothes, he’ll probably hear me, use his own key to get in, and it’ll get reported back to George that I ignored him, which will guarantee a headache tonight and no sex for yours truly. I ponder for a second and then think, ‘What the hell!’ I know what I am, and I’ve no problem being called it. Anyway, it’ll be interesting to see how the old bugger reacts. At least a scathing remark would mean he’s taking note of my charms, which is more than his good-for-nothing son had managed earlier this morning.

		

		Making sure that my cleavage is on full display with my nipples modestly covered by gossamer-thin silk, I go to the door and open it. And there he is, Mr Adams with an especially sour look on his harsh rugged face. I fight back the urge to do my Lurch impersonation ‘You rang?’ in a long slow monotone drawl. He’s a bit touchy about the name which is lacking the second d. I called him Gomez once and he almost bit my head off. That was with George aka Pugsley at my side. I wonder what he would do now without his son around.

		

		“You’re early,” I say with a sarcastic grin, offering that as an implied excuse for my slovenly state. “George said you would get here around eleven.”

		

		Mr Adams makes no reply. He just stands there for a moment fighting back the rage that I always seem to inspire in him. Then I have a rare moment of victory in our ongoing war. He tries his best not to, but his eyes can’t resist scanning me up and down, taking in with a glance my scantily dressed body: long shapely legs that are bare all the way to the milky thighs; curvaceous hips that the gown can’t disguise; more cleavage than is decent for a nice girl to be showing; a fabulous pair of tits that are only partially covered by the black silk, with nipples protruding like a couple of bullets; honey blonde hair falling over my shoulders to add to the deliciousness of the overall effect. What red-blooded man wouldn’t take note? His son for one – but definitely not the dad.

		

		I wait expectantly. If he had an ounce of decency in him, he would tell me that I look a vision of feminine sensuality, and how lucky his son is to have me for a girlfriend. But oh no – Mr Adams would never dream of complimenting me.

		

		“God, what a slut!” he says before pushing his way past. A real gentleman to be sure, although of course he’s right. I am a slut – it’s just that I wish he’d picked up on something else, like my fabulous pair of tits which he must have admired.

		

		“You didn’t mention lazy,” I reply as I follow him into the kitchen, quietly seething, despite having fully expected the remark. He’s always done it – slating me off at every opportunity. It’s just that this is a new situation, and optimistic old me had hopes for something different. Never having been alone with him, I had wondered if the nastiness was purely for effect – the man wanting to ridicule me in front of George and show me up as a poor choice for a girlfriend. I thought that perhaps without his son for an audience, he might show some civility. But clearly he just enjoys taunting me for the sake of it.

		

		I take some comfort, though. It’s good to know we have something in common – another silver lining that my optimism finds.

		

		“Sorry to have disappointed you,” he snarls, putting his tool box down on the breakfast bar. He turns to see me leaning against the door frame, shakes his head in what I have to admit looks like genuine disgust. “Lazy slut then! Or are you deliberately half naked in an attempt to provoke me. It won’t work, if that’s what you’re up to. I wouldn’t touch you with a bargepole, let alone my hands… or heaven forbid, my cock.”

		

		I’m more than quietly seething after that catty remark – I can feel my blood start to boil. The nerve of the man! Another of the Adams Family who seems immune to my charms. It infuriates me, but I pretend indifference. I won’t give him the satisfaction of appearing hurt by his comment. “It didn’t stop you looking when I answered the door, though, did it? I wonder what George would say if he were to find out that you’ve been eyeing up his girlfriend like a dirty old letch?”

		

		Mr Adams sarcastically laughs and shakes his head again. “Fuck knows! It’s a mystery what goes on in that boy’s head at times. I mean, asking a mad trollop like you to move in with him. I think he must be loopier than you, to be honest, because you treat him like shit and he takes it like a crapper. God only knows why he puts up with you.”

		

		These are all very good points - and so directly put. Mr Adams is clearly in a confrontational mood. “Because he wants to be with me,” I say which has an element of truth to it. “I’m apparently what he wants, and for more than my body. I make him happy.”

		

		“Happy!” sneers Mr Adams, looking at me like I was some hideous creature spawned by the devil. “Don’t make me laugh. I remember last year, you had him climbing the walls. Crying in our house he was – a grown man in floods of tears, stressed to the high heavens because of your behaviour. Why he didn’t turf you out then, I have no idea. It’s what I told him to do. He said it was an illness; that people should understand, and allowances should be made. Well I say bollocks to all that! You’re just a nasty piece of work and a right dirty slut who belongs on the streets, earning a living with her filthy snatch. That’s where he should throw you – lazy little parasite that you are. Look at you. Halfway through the morning and you still aren’t dressed - probably just got out of bed.”

		

		“I’ve been up for hours!” I snap back, somewhat shocked by this verbal attack. I know he hates me – but this is going too far.

		

		“Whatever!” Mr Adams snarls, taking off his jacket and laying it on the breakfast bar beside his tool box.

		

		This catches me off guard and silences me for a moment. As always, I’m struck to my heated core by how butch he looks. I detest the man, but I have to admit he cuts a striking figure, despite being almost twice my age. There’s a rawness about him that burns like neat whisky and has the same sort of intoxicating effect. Lots of men try to emulate it, but there’s something different and much raunchier about hard-packed muscle earned through manual graft as opposed to being forced in the gym, too often with the help of steroids, which apparently makes a man’s cock shrivel - not a good trade-off in my opinion. Anyway, back to Mr Adams… He’s a big bloke – bigger than his son who stands at six foot one: a couple of inches taller; broader at the shoulders; chunkier round the chest; more flesh round the gut, but not by much. His arms are massive, as are his hands – a pair of dangerous looking weapons. Not for the first time I find myself wondering if he’s bigger elsewhere – if he’s packing another dangerous weapon in his workman’s trousers. As I already mentioned - George is pretty big in that department, and you know what they say – like father like son.

		

		“I’ll get started,” Mr Adams grumbles. “Make yourself useful for a change and put the kettle on. You can bring me up a cup of tea.”

		

		God! Another of the Adams Family who thinks I’m his personal slave. I decide to do it anyway. Bizarrely enough I want to engage – to lock horns with this nasty brute of a man who happens to be my boyfriend’s father. It’s certainly more fun than sitting here on my own.

		

		“How do you take it?” I ask as I move towards the kettle while he heads out the kitchen door.

		

		“Strong, with a splash of milk - no sugar,” he replies over his shoulder.

		

		“Bastard,” I hiss once he has gone. Horny looking bastard though, despite being well into his forties.

		

		With nothing better to do, I dwell on this as I make his tea. It’s obvious where George gets his good looks from. They’re very similar in that respect, although temperament wise they’re like chalk and cheese. Age has removed the pretty element from Mr Adams’s face: given him a few wrinkles and thinned out his lips, added character if you ask me. And his blue-collar job presents him differently from his son: the strong square chin is covered in light brown stubble, not having been shaved for at least a few days; and the similar coloured hair is wavy and tousled, not having seen a comb in a while. There’s grime on his calloused hands, and dirt under the nails – he’s rough and rugged rather than manicured and perfect. His shirt isn’t ironed, nor is it gleaming white, adorned with cufflinks and an expensive silk tie. It’s checked and short sleeved, with huge bulging biceps proudly on show; open at the neck with a thatch of brown fur poking out at the top. He isn’t wearing a dark suit that was expensively tailor-made. He’s in khaki workman’s trousers that were bought cheaply off the peg, with pockets down the sides, and a thick leather belt around the waist. Instead of black shoes that have been polished to a shine, he’s wearing sturdy brown boots that are undoubtedly dirty, and should have been taken off before he stepped inside. I could have insisted he’d done that, which would have annoyed the big brute, but I prefer them on as they complete the effect.

		

		So there you have them: Daddy Adams and his ‘Boy George’ – in many ways so similar, yet in others so different. It’s the mature handyman father versus the city slicker son. And I think you’re guessing rightly who in my manic brain has won.

		

		Chirp! Chirp! Chirp!

		

		Well! Well! So they are still blabbering noisily away. I’d forgotten about the birds for a moment. Mr Adams is clearly a major distraction for a girl with a pecking disorder.

		

	
		
			Chapter 4
		

		

		“Tea!” I brightly announce as I enter the bathroom where Mr Adams is jotting down something in a notebook.

		

		He snaps the notebook shut, lays it down and accepts the mug. “Cheers!” he says.

		

		Cheers! Now there’s a thing. We are making progress - that was almost civil and appreciative of my efforts. Perhaps now that he’s got a few things off his chest, we might call a ceasefire to the verbal warfare and have a friendly conversation.

		

		“Will he be able to fit in everything that he wants?” I sweetly ask, trying to get the ball rolling.

		

		“No chance! This is a big space for a bathroom, but not that big. He’ll get a scaled down versions, though. I’m sure it’ll make all his yuppy friends green with envy.”

		

		Mr Adams takes a sip of his tea. He screws up his face, clearly not liking it, then spits it out into the toilet.

		

		“You’ve sugared this!” he snarls, as if I’d just tried to poison him.

		

		“Sorry! I forgot! Two sugars – that’s how I take it,” I meekly protest.

		

		“Useless cow,” he snaps.

		

		The tea gets sloshed into the toilet and the mug put down in disgust. It’s a bit over the top, if you ask me. I mean it was a genuine mistake. I’m not used to making tea for anybody else. I feel a bit hacked off that once again he’s angry with me, but fight back my own anger and try to reconcile.

		

		“I’ll make you another one,” I say, moving towards the discarded mug.

		

		“Don’t bother,” snarls Mr Adams, his sour mood quickly restored by sugar of all things. Again he shakes his head and looks at me in disgust. “Christ, you can’t even make a cup of tea without messing it up. What does he see in you? I suppose you must be one hell of a good fuck, because it can’t be anything else.”

		

		There’s a pause. I wonder if he’s pondering this, and scandalous as it sounds, I’m tempted to ask if he’d like to find out. Thankfully I don’t, as this would probably please him, confirming what he already knows. He would undoubtedly refuse my generous offer, repeating his earlier bargepole remark, and play the sneaky tell-tale by informing George which would bring me endless bother. I struggle to find a suitable alternative retort, but Mr Adams gets in there first by picking up on the thread he left dangling as bait.

		

		“Yeah, that’ll be it. I would imagine he’s getting his end away all the bloody time with a dirty little trollop like you around for him to use whenever he wants: a blowjob every morning and a shag every night – probably a lot more, if he’s anything like me when I was his age. ‘Five a day’ that was my motto when it came to emptying my balls, and I would imagine George is the same. I suppose you put out for him at the drop of a hat. Play the dirty whore and gobble him down your throat, then swallow his spunk when he fires it in your mouth. I bet you even take it up the back alley, as well as your filthy snatch.”

		

		The nerve of the man!

		

		My initial instinct is to slap him hard across the face. But that would be too much of a girly cliché, so I stop myself and glare at him, again shocked at the outburst. I can feel my heart racing as fury ignites, threatening to detonate an explosion inside. This latest rant enrages me on a multitude of fronts, and as I battle for calm which I know I must do, I find myself mentally ticking them off…

		

		One: the view that George can only be with me for sex, and that I’m no more than a cum bucket for him to use when he pleases. Admittedly I’ve got shagging on the brain at the moment, but there’s more to me than sex during my ‘nicer’ periods.

		

		Two: the assumption that his son is some sort of stud; that he’s screwing me senseless for hours on end, drowning me in his sticky mess five times a day! I mean, chance would be a fine thing, but sadly he’s not, or doing anything like it.

		

		Three: the ludicrous notion that George is adventurous enough to try anal sex, which I can assure you he isn’t. He was horrified when I suggested he slip his cock up my ass. He thinks sodomy is worse than me shaving my pussy.

		

		Four: that the father of my boyfriend is basing all of this on his own voracious appetite and filthy minded ways – assuming the son is like the father, a chip off the old block and all that sort of crap. If the brag is to be believed on the sexual front, and Mr Adams was indeed a ‘five a day’ man in his youth, then that makes it all the more annoying that the trait hasn’t been passed on to his good-for-nothing son.

		

		And five: that all this dirty talk and innuendo has made me even hornier. My snatch is so wet, there’s juice running down my legs; and my nipples are harder than ever, the buds lewdly tenting and surely very tempting. Yet this big hunky man, who claims he was such a stud in his youthful prime and probably still has plenty of life left in him, seems totally immune to my feminine charms and receptive sexual state.

		

		That last one more than anything sets off a rage inside me, and I decide that Mr Adams needs taking down a peg or two. “Anything like you!” I snap right back at him. “Well I pity Mrs Adams if that’s the case, unless she’s getting serviced by the milkman while you’re fixing leaky taps. If she was ever getting ‘five a day’ then it was fruit and veg she was having, not portions of your meat – that’s if George is anything to go by. Trust me: your darling son can barely get it up, let alone fuck for hours on end and come more than once in the course of a week, let alone a day. And as for being adventurous with regards to anal sex, he’s never so much as put a finger up my ass... Although I think he quite likes it when I do it to him. The truth of the matter is: when it comes to pleasuring a woman, your son is a damp squid, a complete and utter dud!” I pause for a second to take a breath. Mr Adams has been stunned into silence, so having won the upper ground I press on with the verbal onslaught, first splaying my arms as if offering myself up. “I mean, look at what he’s got at his disposal. And it’s not just a drop-dead gorgeous body. I’ve been with plenty of other men and I know my worth. As you quite rightly guessed – I’m a hell of a good fuck. Yet George rarely takes advantage. And when he does make the occasional effort, it feels like a chore that he’s forcing himself to do. So obviously he’s with me for some other reason than sex as it plays such a small part in our relationship.”

		

		This appears to shock Mr Adams. He looks genuinely upset. The man is shaking. The vein on his temple is visibly throbbing. “No!” he says, refusing to accept my admittedly rather exaggerated account of things. “You make him sound…”

		

		Oh the ecstasy! It is verging on orgasmic. In fact I think I might come purely from the pleasure of taunting him so much. I see a weakness and go in for the kill. I know it’s not true, but I can’t resist aiming an arrow at this newly discovered Achilles Heel.

		

		“…Gay! Do you really think so?” I ask sounding shocked at the idea. Then I feign indignant hurt. “But perhaps he is. Oh my God! Now that I think of it, you’re probably right. So that means he’s using me as a beard to hide the fact that he’s queer. I mean, as you point out – there has to be a reason why he puts up with a mad woman like me.”

		

		“Stop it!” shouts Mr Adams, clenching his fists. There’s fury in his eyes and danger in this room. I’ve fired my arrow and it has hit the mark, but unlike Paris at Troy, I haven’t killed Achilles – instead it’s Mr Adams who looks like he’ll kill me.

		

		My manic brain sees it in a flash. He actually believes there might be something to the notion. And in a narrow-minded stereotypical Alpha Male way I can see the reasoning…

		

		This big tough guy is a skilled manual worker. He might be proud of his son, but George works in an alien office based world which isn’t anywhere near as butch as Mr Adams’s line of business. Blue collared workers often deride the white collared ones, considering them less manly because of what they do, so maybe sub-consciously he sees George in the same way. I know George’s history, and I would imagine there were doubts as the boy was growing up, preferring books to tools, racket sports to the more ‘masculine’ football and rugby, going to the theatre instead of going to the pub and chasing after girls. That last one of course would have been the big concern to Mr Adams, especially as George turned into a really handsome young man, but there weren’t many girlfriends on the scene, which must have raised suspicions in the father. George told me he was too busy with studying then work, but I doubt Mr Adams would have bought the story. He probably feared his son was a closeted queer, while in reality George has a low libido – not something the randy dad would have even considered of his son.

		

		Then I came along as the live-in lover! At first this would have been good news when daddy got an eyeful of the delectable creature his son had managed to bed. Suddenly from celibacy and the possibility of being gay, he’d fathered a straight son who was also ‘five a day’. Then a new horror was revealed after my first breakdown and George stood by me during the hospitalisation: a mental illness potentially being brought into the family, with future grandchildren that are nuttier than a Snickers Bar. But he obviously took some solace in the notion that the relationship was based on sex - that his homophobic doubts were thankfully unfounded, and that his gentle cultured son must be one hell of a stud on the quiet to keep a highly sexual woman like me satisfied – a chip off the old block after all.

		

		And now that notion has just been shattered and all the old suspicions are back in his face, stronger than ever.

		

		Chirp! Chirp! Chirp!

		

		Off they go again. There is the potential for murder accompanying the sound, yet I decide to twist the knife.

		

		“Stop it,” I echo with a maniacal laugh that doesn’t need to be faked. “He does take after you then, because that’s exactly what George said this morning when I tried to play with his soft cock and coax it to hardness. It’s what he says every morning and almost every night. Oh well, at least you don’t have to worry about me forgetting to take the pill along with my medication then George getting me up the duff and fathering those mad children that you fear.” I shake my head, allowing my mane of honey hair to seductively flow. “It all makes sense now that you’ve mentioned it: the way he looks, so pretty and perfect, vainer than most women about his appearance; putting up with me instead of finding himself someone decent to marry and start a family with. And let’s face it, he’s so ridiculously gorgeous, he could have any girl he wanted. But oddly he wants me, and it’s not for sex. So you’re right! He has to be gay, or at very least, partly inclined that way. I mean, what red-blooded heterosexual man would be getting his dad to sort out a fancy bathroom to show off to his effeminate friends?”

		

		Chirp! Chirp! Chirp!

		

		The little buggers are still at it. As Mr Adams and I throw optical daggers at each other, the sound of those birds thunders around.

		

		“No way!” he insists. “You’re making all this up.”

		

		I shrug my shoulders, pretending indifference to what he might think. “It wasn’t me who raised it in the first place. I’m only confirming what you obviously suspect.”

		

		Chirp! Chirp! Chirp!

		

		They’re getting louder, stabbing with the sound. And I can’t resist. I twist the knife again – directly at Mr Adams this time instead of via his only child.

		

		“Making it all up! I don’t think so... Anyway, talking about ‘making’ – it was you who made George, passing onto him your genetics. Either that it was the way you brought your son up. Nature or nurture – whatever way you want to look at it – it was you who made George what he is… So is that why you said you wouldn’t touch me with a bargepole, let alone your cock? Like father like son I suppose.”

		

		“You bitch!” yells Mr Adams, drowning out the birds. Then the evil bastard tries to drown me. He makes a lunge, grabs me by the hair and drags me over to the toilet where he had earlier tossed the tea I had so considerately made him.

		

		“Get off me!” I shout, struggling like a terrier, whacking out at him, striking blindly. But I’m just a poor defenceless girl and no match for the man’s strength. And oddly enough, I’m no match for his rage – I’ve found a worthy rival in that.

		

		I thought he was dragging me just for effect, but he actually does it! It’s like playground bullying, only infinitely worse. Holding my hair tightly to make a pony-tail at the back, he forces my head towards the bowl of the toilet. I’m confronted by white and a horrible brown, the tea making the water appear this unfortunate colour, as if someone’s had a nasty dose of the runs and forgot to flush it away.

		

		“You evil bastard! Stop this!” I yell into the approaching bowl. The sound echoes around it and blasts back out to hurt my ears with the noise.

		

		I’m hurting elsewhere. I swear that Mr Adams is tearing my hair out by the roots – the way he’s carrying on, I’ll be bald as a coot by the time this is over. He’s also captured one of my arms and is forcing it painfully up my back, pinning me in this undignified position and causing havoc with the socket in my shoulder. I try to kick out, but without any room for a swing and no shoes on my feet, there’s little impact when I make contact with his shins. Instead it’s Mr Adams who again takes the upper hand, kicking my feet from under me so I sink to my knees.

		

		Now he has me where he wants. My head goes into the bowl. This is SO revolting. I can’t begin to describe how disgusting it is. I can feel the tea-stained water soaking my hair at the front, re-dying it to a very unflattering shade. I can see under the rim which hasn’t been properly cleaned – not something you tend to notice, or at least I certainly don’t. Normally the sight is thankfully hidden, but from this bizarre angle, it’s plain to see and absolutely repulsive.

		

		“Lies! Lies! You’re nothing but a filthy lying slut!” yells Mr Adams. “A nasty piece of shit, and you know what needs to be done with them.”

		

		Oh that was witty, but I’m in no mood for the joke. I find it even less funny when he releases my hair. There is momentary relief for my aching scalp. But it doesn’t last long. In an instant a big boot is placed over my neck holding me in position and grazing my skin with the sole – I knew I should have insisted he take those thing off.

		

		It’s bad. It’s really, really bad.

		

		Then would you believe it – it gets even worse. The evil bastard actually flushes the toilet.

		

		Whoosh! Whoosh! Whoosh!

		

		The water is swirling all around my head. I swallow some as I try to take in a breath. It’s stinging my face, creeping into my eyes which are clamped tightly shut, but obviously not closed enough. It gathers in the centre and it’s flooding my nose. I’m sure I’m going to drown. Thankfully this water torture lasts for only a few seconds. But Mr Adams is far from finished venting his rage.

		

		Chirp! Chirp! Chirp!

		

		The birds outside are getting on with their day, merrily chattering away. But it’s not the racket of those noisy little buggers that’s bothering me now. I can hear Mr Adams fumbling, and it’s a sound I know well. He’s using only one hand so it takes him a few moments, giving me time to appreciate what he’s doing. I’m coughing and spluttering, seriously hacked off, and very worried because he’s taking off his belt, and it’s not to drop his trousers, which is the usual reason that happens in my company.

		

		“Lying bitch! You’ve hurt my boy so much! And now you’re making disgusting accusation. Accusations about George! And insinuations about me!” the man growls. “Well it’s payback time now! I’m going to hurt you in return – and hurt you a lot, which is what you deserve, you deceitful little trollop.”

		

		It’s like an explosion of pain that rocks my kneeling body as the doubled up belt comes crashing down on my ass, forcing a yell from me that roars around the bowl like a clap of ear-shattering thunder. He hits me again, achingly hard. Then again and again, not holding back. I can feel the leather snarling through the silk dressing gown - a savage dog ripping the cloth apart to bite at my flesh beneath.

		

		Heavens! Am I giving the man ideas - telepathically telling him how to hurt me more, for he’s only stopped the belting to attack the gown!

		

		“Too easy for you with this on,” Mr Adams sneers, pulling the gown off me with his belt-holding hand, ripping the flimsy material apart. It’s left as a rag around my knees, and my ass is now totally bare, as is the rest of my body.

		

		With his booted foot still on my neck, keeping my head in the toilet bowl, and his strong calloused left hand keeping my arm pinned painfully behind my back, Mr Adams starts lashing out again. This is really scary. The man has flipped his lid. He’s nuttier than me - screaming and shouting, cursing me to hell as he wallops me with the belt.

		

		“PARASITE!” he hollers, thundering the weapon down on my already aching buttocks, marking them now with some nasty welts that I know are going to take some explaining should George ever clap his eyes on them.

		

		Not that Mr Adams seems to care. “LAZY! GOOD FOR NOTHING! LYING SLUT!” he bawls - each accurate accusation accompanied by an almighty thrash, moving the blows down to the back of my thighs before returning the torture to my poor battered ass.

		

		Pain can be liberating and I like it at times, but this is something else. I can honestly say I have never known anything like it. The agony of the thrashing is hideously unbearable, but I have no choice but endure and suffer the hurt. Each stinging crack from the doubled-up leather belt sends a tortuous blast of pain from my violated buttocks all around my poor traumatised body. I struggle to get free, but there’s nothing I can do except ride it out and pray I’ll survive.

		

		And I want to survive!

		

		In the agony of the assault, I resolve not to let this powerful man destroy me, through his brutish violence or any other means. A month ago I might have felt otherwise, but now I’m determined to cling to life. This is the part of the bipolar cycle where optimism thrives, so I don’t want to become a victim like Marilyn or Amy. I want to rise from this inferno of flaming pain like a phoenix from the ashes of demise, and somehow turn the tables on this sadistic beast.

		

		Finally there’s a pause. I can hear him breathing, fast and angry. I hope that it’s over, but apparently not.

		

		Whoosh! Whoosh! Whoosh!

		

		Fuck! The vindictive bastard’s gone and flushed the toilet again. That really wasn’t necessary. This had gone too far already.

		

		“If only I could flush you away!” Mr Adams yells above the din of the water that once again is attacking every orifice my face has to offer.

		

		Then he’s off again with the belt. He’s hitting me all over, wildly and randomly. Hard to believe, but this is worse than before. My ass was starting to numb to the pain, but now he’s striking at fresh sensitive flesh, and I have no idea where he’s going to hit next. It becomes a whirlwind of pain. Snapping leather hits all over my back, across the shoulders, round the sides, hitting my waist and catching my breasts. I’m coughing up water, I’m howling in pain. I’m writhing in agony, trying to escape. My mind is exploding in this blitzkrieg of suffering. I fear that he might actually go the full hog and an ambulance will be needed, or even a hearse!

		

		Then it ends.

		

		The big workman’s boot is removed from my neck. I’m dragged up by my hair and finally released. Weak from the beating, I stagger backwards and find a wall for support. What a sight I must look. My hair and face are soaking, dripping murky coloured water onto my battered body. I know I’m shaking, and definitely aching. It’s mainly on the rear that the bruises and welts are forming, but some of the blows have marked my front. I don’t look though. I don’t want to see the battered state that I’m in. Instead I stare at Mr Adams, a limp ragdoll firing hatred from my stinging eyes.

		

		He fires hatred in return, his anger far from sated.

		

		Chirp! Chirp! Chirp!

		

		The chorus is still at it, louder than ever. Those bloody birds are pecking at my skull. I can feel them at it inside my head, like it’s an egg the hatching chicks are trying to break out of.

		

		Once again we have a standoff to the sound of busy birds. Mr Adams is seething - the hatred is crushing him, his mind is drowning in a choking haze, his furious eyes blinded to my nudity. But in my own twittering rage I can see with crystal clarity – I can see Mr Adams all too well. The man is suffering and there is fear behind the bullying bravado. It’s not all about me, although I’ve certainly got a part to play. It’s about George, it’s about himself, and it’s about the mortality of man. It’s about paternal frets and a lineage that might not happen – this branch of the Adams family that could end with his son. It’s about giving Mrs Adams ‘five a day’, yet only one issue from all the shots that have been fired – a chip off the old block that could turn to dust, with no phoenix to rise out of the ashes through incarnation or the miracle of birth…. Or putting it another way… It’s about the bloody birds that are chirping in his head. He has an avian infestation just like me.

		

		The moment is broken when Mr Adams looks down. He sees my breasts that he has shamefully bared - young and pert orbs with nipples scandalously erect. They are quivering like the rest of my tortured body, shimmering with sweat and the murky toilet water that has dripped from my hair. He looks at them in silence, taking his time unlike earlier this morning, seeing their fullness and womanly appeal. I watch his eyes, appreciating all this. There is the temptation for me to stray and look elsewhere, but the pure fury in his eyes has now been corrupted, and the cocktail that I see traps mine like a snare.

		

		My eyes are tapped, but Mr Adams’s are free. He moves his look downwards, over the plain of my trembling stomach to the gash in my body that has known so many men. Even though I am shivering, the fire of his eyes warms my shaved pussy, and I am glad that it is naked like the rest of me, because nothing should be hidden when you want to be free… when you stand before the man who might master your mania.

		

		I am still trapped by his eyes. But I do not need to look down to know what he sees: puffy lips that are bloated with need, moisture seeping from the heat within. Fury still rages, but I want to show him more and let him see deep inside. My arms hang limply from the pain he has inflicted, but I find the strength to move them and open myself up. Spreading the lips, I show him the inner folds that are succulent and ripe, and a clitoris that is throbbing, aching for his touch.

		

		“You’re sick!” snarls Mr Adams, his eyes glued to my sex.

		

		“You can talk,” I say in return, for oddly enough, I do not fear this violent man. I still hate him with a passion that transcends all other loathing. He has marked me with his wrath and hurt me like no one has ever hurt me before. He represents a danger that could blow me away. But I do not fear him. It’s the unknown that is frightening, and I know Mr Adams. He has revealed himself to me through his cruel sadistic actions. I know his hate. I know his pain. I know the insecurity that has been tormenting his brain.

		

		And now that he has freed me from the visual trap - I know what’s going on in his workman’s trousers. They are straining at the front with an obvious erection.

		

		It comes as no surprise when he reaches out and places his right hand on my left breast. For a second we play out the famous scene from ‘The Graduate’: shy inexperienced Benjamin’s first physical contact with the worldly Mrs Robinson, only here it is the male who is twice the other’s age. But his shyness evaporates as he feels my mammary heat. He squeezes the flesh, hurting me again. I’m furious with myself for responding so easily, but instinctively I push outward, welcoming the attack, arching my back as I let out a groan.

		

		“Slut!” he yells.

		

		I groan in reply, embracing the hurt and the accusation, rejoicing in the victory I know I am gaining. So he squeezes my breast harder like he’s trying to crush it in his powerful hand. “You, filthy, filthy slut!” he shouts, the words like oil to my burning fire, the physical hurt he is causing acting like bellows to stoke the heat he inspires.

		

		I’m pulled closer by his vice-like grip on my tit. Without the wall for support I wobble on weak legs, but I do not collapse. I find the strength to remain standing and to gain my revenge. His other hand comes out and pushes mine away from my succulent cunt – the honey trap Mr Adams simply cannot resist. There is no subtlety or finesse. Roughly he enters me with a big calloused finger and I groan again as it slithers all the way up, my receptive vagina offering no resistance – on the contrary, it welcomes his brutal penetration. He shakes his head and manically laughs. “No shame whatsoever. It doesn’t matter what I’ve done to you. It doesn’t matter who I am. You’re just a dirty slut who’s gagging to be fucked.”

		

		This is partly true of course, but not entirely. I’m certainly gagging to be fucked – he’s spot on with that. I’m so desperate to be screwed, it might be my undoing if it doesn’t happen here and now. But I don’t want to be fucked by any old Tom with a big Dick or some dirty Harry. Oh no! It has to be Mr Adams who does the sordid deed. It has to be this man for the reasons he mentioned, but not because they don’t, but because they do actually matter: because of who he is; because of what he has done. I want him to fuck me, because if he walks away now then he will have won and I will miss out on some serious fun and a hold on the man forever. And it has to be him because he is my prescription. Sod the pills and the shrinks who dish them out. I have discovered another drug that is much more effective in mastering my mania. Crazy I know, but that’s what I am – this is all part of my condition. Look it up in Wikipedia if you think I’m joking.

		

		I reach out and grab a handful of my new medication.

		

		Chirp! Chirp! Chirp!

		

		The birds are still screeching, but now I’m enamoured to the sound.

		

		“Slut!” he snarls again, but he makes no attempt to push my hand away from the erection I have found so easily – a trunk of throbbing meat which is covered by his trousers. Instead he repays my boldness by finding my bloated clit. With one strong hand still squeezing my aching tit, he squashes the hyper-sensitive clitoral bud between forefinger and thumb whilst pushing the other three digits into my vagina. It hurts like hell, but I moan nonetheless, not wilting in the slightest under the sexual attack. Instead I grow stronger and pull down his flies, slip my hand inside and through the gap in his boxers to find the searing heat of his fully erect manhood.

		

		God what a bastard! And God what a cock!

		

		The raw thrill of the contact rips through my body. I feel the penile mass and can sense its power. It’s a vibrant throbbing member that easily beats his well-blessed son’s for length and girth, and I know for sure it will beat it on every other level – this potent organ that has fathered a child and will soon be inside the girlfriend of that issue. I’m shaking in anticipation as I grapple with the tool, running my hand along the long fat shaft, arriving at the knob to feel the sticky wetness that has seeped from the eye, using it to rub the silky head.

		

		“Is there enough there for you, slut?” he arrogantly asks.

		

		I shiver at the term, liking the use of it. I groan at his hurt, thriving on the abuse. I want more. I want it all. I want the violence to soar and consume me, for only brutal assertion can truly master my mania.

		

		“It’s big enough,” I state plainly without trying to flatter. “But I know from sad experience that it’s more than size that matters. You need to be able to use it as well. So were you just bragging earlier, or does it run in The Adams Family? Pugsley is pretty big, but I know how disappointing he can be in the sack. Is it the same with Gomez, or can you actually use this big dick for something other than pissing?”

		

		That earns me a hard clout. The hand that is wet with the juice of my sex, comes up to smack me across the cheek - a powerful blow that sends me reeling. My breast is freed, as is his cock. I stagger sideways and end up on the floor, clutching the side of my hot reddening face with a hand that a few seconds ago was clutching his hot throbbing dick.

		

		Chirp! Chirp! Chirp!

		

		That’s all I can hear. He’s towering above me ranting and raving, but there are no discernible words that I’m making out. In his fury, Mr Adams grabs me again and drags me to my feet, pinning me to a wall. Without thinking, I spread my legs for him as he grapples for his cock. Fumbling in a rush, he manages to pull it out and once again contact is made. Hard living flesh is prodded at my stomach – Mr Adams’s much taller height meaning our sex is not conveniently aligned. No worries. Determined to have me, he couches and corrects. The silky cockhead that is slick with the juices I have coated it with, finds my naked pussy and bullies its way passed the bloated lips to hover at the entrance of my vagina.

		

		With his free hand, my boyfriend’s father pulls my hair again, bending my neck so I stare up at his harsh features. He snarls at me nastily, “I’ll show you what I can do with it!”

		

		Then he does! In the most wonderful manner imaginable.

		

		The stab is brutal, like he is trying to slay me with his fleshy weapon. It’s a mighty thrust that goes all the way up, stretching me wide and penetrating deep, the man rising as he does so to lift me off my feet like a skewered piece of quivering meat. I scream out in pain and I holler in whorish bliss as every nerve ending in my vagina fires off under the friction. Never have I experienced such an electrifying moment – a raw sexual energy that is palpable in its intensity. White light blazes manically around my head as he stuffs me full of hard throbbing dick. Sneering in my face, so sure of himself, he lets go of my hair and grabs the back of my thighs to hold me in place, raising them up so it’s like I’m sitting on an invisible chair. Then he pulls partly out and thrusts violently again. He’s so strong, he can hold me. I don’t need the support, but I need the man more than air at this moment, so I wrap my legs around his burly waist, trapping him inside me, my vagina pulsing round his cock which is so vibrant and alive, feeling his power, his potency and his hate.

		

		It all happens in seconds. The heat rises rapidly from our primal union and suddenly I’m engulfed by the flames of fornication. “You bastard!” I scream, annoyed yet overjoyed. The orgasm that hits me is like an avalanche crashing – terrifying in its power, dazzling with light. It sweeps me away in a spinning fall, every nerve in my body exploding with the climax. I scream and I shake. I cling for dear life, using arms as well as legs to hold on to him as I violently come around his magnificent big dick.

		

		“God that was easy. No sooner am I in you and I’ve tripped your switch,” he laughs in my orgasmic face. “But that’s what happens to filthy sluts when they get a real man’s cock inside them.”

		

		Arrogant bastard! I hate him all the more for being so smug and so right. And I want him all the more for making it so good. But for once I’m lost for words, so I say nothing of this. All I do is groan in ecstasy as my climax continues.

		

		Then I screech like a banshee, howling like a she-wolf as he starts fucking me like crazy – his cock a manic piston punching into my vagina.

		

		Lord what a blast! It’s nuclear and cataclysmic, forcing the most incredible surrender. He’s the one in charge – the alpha of the pack breeding a lowly bitch. The man is so big and butch, dominant and assertive. Having beaten me with violence, he’s now conquering my body, rightfully claiming me like some trophy of war. But you have to ask: who’s the real winner in this situation? He might be proving a point and boosting his ego, but the orgasm he’s still giving me is out of this world. It goes on and on like a tide that never ends, electrifying my sex and washing over my body, thrilling me as he ploughs me with his magnificent big tool.

		

		Crazed by the sex and needing more flesh, I find the strength to move my hands and rip open his shirt, popping the buttons that sprinkle to the floor. He is hairy underneath unlike his smooth chested son – hairy like an animal, something raw and primal. I run my fingers through the mat of thick brown fur, clawing at his hard rugged flesh as he powers his cock relentlessly into my cunt.

		

		God this is so good. I howl as we rut. I think that my orgasm might have finished, but it’s difficult to say. I feel so incredibly aroused and wonderfully alive, gloriously taken by this brutal beast of a man. I’m crushed against the wall which adds to the hurt he has already given me, but the discomfort enhances the glory of the fuck. I’m squashed by his hard muscular mass, my inner thighs made raw by the roughness of his trousers as he relentlessly plunders me with his battering-ram dick. It’s so, so good – raw and dirty, violent and forbidden. It’s like he’s trying to destroy me with an overdose of rough sex – make it so wild and scary, too much for me to bear, perhaps hoping I’ll beg him to stop.

		

		No chance of that, though! I could have this man fuck me for the rest of my life. And it feels like he has the stamina and staying power to oblige.

		

		But then suddenly he stops, his cock rooted in me so I’m impaled by the throbbing phallus. He snarls and I wonder what might be up. Perhaps there is an urgency or a need for some change. Perhaps there is another point he wants to make – prove to me that the father is more adventurous than his one dimensional one and only son. He doesn’t admit to any of this, which is fine by me. I don’t want explanations. I just want him to take me however he wants.

		

		“You’re enjoying this too much, you dirty slut.”

		

		Without saying anything further, he lifts me off his cock. It’s like I weigh nothing as my legs untangle from his waist and I’m pushed up the wall. My tits reach his face and then another victory is mine. He simply can’t resist and buries himself in the left breast, grazing the flesh with the roughness of his stubble as he smothers his rugged facial features in a soft mammary gland. Wanting to hurt me, or perhaps impress with more tricks, he finds the nipple and attacks with his teeth. Energised afresh, I scream as he chews violently on the bud, gnawing it like Rover might worry a bone. Wanting to engage and play my part, I grab hold of his head, but I don’t push him away. I pull him closer, howling in hurt and whorish need. Angered or encouraged – who really knows or cares in the slightest – but as a consequence he chews even harder, on the nipples, the aureole and the surrounding flesh. The bastard is mauling me like I was a piece of raw meat fed to a tiger, and I’m absolutely loving being so wonderfully devoured.

		

		Finally he stops and prises himself away. I slump down the wall, seeing his face which is sneering as I drop.

		

		“Fucking hell! You even enjoyed that! I’ve never come across such a filthy slut who likes to be hurt. Well let’s see if you enjoy this!”

		

		In his sex-fuelled fury, Mr Adams grabs me again and drags me to my knees. His cock is now directly in front of my face.

		

		Grateful to see it at such close quarters, I gaze at it and groan. Fuck its big! A real monster of a prick – the obscenely fat shaft curving slightly upwards just like his son’s, although this one is longer and gnarled with more veins. The knob at the end is an incredible size – a huge tapered strawberry that is glistening with our juices. I’m given a moment to admire this magnificent beauty, then…

		

		Whack! Whack! Whack!

		

		He’s battering me again, holding the base of his shaft like he’s yielding a club and using his weapon to smack my awestruck face, walloping the meat across both of my cheeks. There’s a final blow to my nose then the knob is at my lips.

		

		“Open up, slut!” Mr Adams demand as he grabs my hair with his other hand.

		

		I quickly obey, desperate for a taste of this incredible organ, parting my jaws as wide as possible. Then without frills or ceremony, my mouth is stuffed by hot living flesh – the knob brutally rammed between my lips, the mass of the thing bloating out my cheeks, my electrified tongue flavoured by his sweet tangy juice that is leaking profusely from the eye. Some shaft quickly follows - God what a stretch! My jaws scream in protest as they are pushed violently apart by the invading dick – the muscles round the hinges aching as they struggled to cope with the unnatural extension. But cope they do, and thankfully so as Mr Adams grabs both sides of my head and sets about fucking my face.

		

		The man is a bastard who plays it to perfection. There is no subtlety at all, no sickening niceness or unnecessary restraint - just violent punching of hard vibrant cock flesh in and out of my widely stretched mouth. It’s a delicious agony of violation as my boyfriend’s father uses his big dick like a battering ram, banging repeatedly at the entrance to my throat. It thrusts in and out, slamming against my gums and cheeks on the in-stroke, the man ravishing my mouth in a maelstrom of oral rutting. There’s not the slightest bit of consideration shown. I’m just a vehicle to be used for Mr Adams’s brutal pleasure. It’s hideously degrading, yet raunchy as sin, and to be frankly honest, I’m loving every second.

		

		I want more of it! I want more of him! I especially want more of that fabulous big cock!

		

		I reach up to steady myself by clutching his buttocks and pulling him in, making it clear that my throat is his to use – not that he needs an invitation, but an little nudge in the right direction never does any harm. I hear a grunt of brutish enjoyment as once again his knob batters the entrance, but this time Mr Adams carries on thrusting and rams his meat all the way in. I feel it slithering down my gullet, stuffing me so full, making my head spin with the threat that it poses. I hear words of abuse but I’m totally lost to them. All this girl is conscious of is the wonder of the dick that’s being forced into me, stretching my gullet in an agony of hurt, choking me with a mass of rock hard penile flesh as it blocks off any access of air to my lungs.

		

		He’s holding my head, cramming it all in, crushing my nose with his trouser clad groin. I’m pulling at his buns, pulling at him, welcoming every inch of his big solid prick. For almost a minute we conjoin like this, thoughts of murder perhaps running through both our mind. I’d prefer it if it didn’t happen – at least not until he’s come, but it occurs to me it wouldn’t be such a bad way to die.

		

		But homicide apparently is not on the immediate agenda as Mr Adams eventually pulls his cock out to allow me a gasp of air.

		

		“Dirty slut!” he snarls, his knob still in my mouth as I inhale around it.

		

		A lungful of air and that accurate statement is all I’m allowed, then Mr Adams is off again, fucking my face, now using the throat as well as the mouth.

		

		Holy Mother!

		

		I’ve been with a few men who’ve nastily used me and treated me no better than shit, but this really takes the biscuit for rough violent sex. He’s just using my face, drilling me with his meat, the man groaning unashamedly, enjoying the hurt he knows that he’s giving. And as I absorb the oral pounding, I honestly wonder if he’s really trying to kill me, by choking me with his dick, or thrilling me so much. Is the bastard trying to murder me with an overload of submissive bliss?

		

		Okay, so you might not like it as rough as this, or as scarily near the edge with a violent man who’s been seriously enraged. But I bloody well do! It might sound bizarre, but with the threat of death going through my manic head, I feel so incredibly alive.

		

		Still not getting it?

		

		Well try and imagine the thrill of a parachute jump then take it a step further as you get your head around this… Get your head around this cock, because trust me – it’s amazing. Get your head around this man, because he’s the nightmare of your dreams. Get your head around that parachute, knowing it’ll never open, because someone’s gone and sabotaged the thing. Get your head around the idea - this is it here and now, freefalling to eternity and the oblivion that awaits.

		

		Scary!

		

		Of course it’s fucking scary. It’s a mishmash of stuff that’s the energy of life, burning so bright that it blinds near the end: hate and lust; fury and longing; something so wrong that makes it so good. It’s the snake in the garden tempting Eve with an apple – one bite and you’re lost forever. It’s your boyfriend’s father choking you with his cock – ramming the meat incessantly down your aching gullet. A forbidden snake if ever there was one, yielding an apple, threatening to spit out its creamy venom.

		

		But then he stops again with me orally impaled. Perhaps he’s really close. It wouldn’t surprise me after such a display of oral rutting. I wonder if he’ll come down my throat. I hope not. Of course I want his spunk, but definitely not yet, because I doubt Mr Adams will favour me with two portions and I want a lot more sex. He won’t hang around after he blows off a load. Not today at any rate, of that I’m certain.

		

		“You’re still enjoying it!” he snarls, perhaps annoyed, perhaps impressed, or perhaps using it as justification to do what he plans next. “But I’m not finished with you yet.”

		

		This time he hoists me to my feet. Barely able to walk, I am dragged a few yards, twisted around and thrown towards the washbasin which I grab, leaning over, using it for support. Ignoring my face which looks a mess, I watch in the mirror awash with anticipation. Mr Adams is behind me, his cock in his hand - the hard potent meat slick with my saliva. He takes a moment to examine it and decides that a little more lubrication is needed for what he has in mind. Not for my benefit, I’m sure - the man is too much of an animal to be so thoughtful, thank goodness. His hand comes up to his mouth. He swipes it across his tongue and lashes the palm and fingers with his own saliva. This he quickly slathers around my asshole, stuffing a finger up as the only other piece of preparation. That’s fine. I don’t want his consideration. I don’t want him to be all nice like his perfect son. I want his hate, and I want his pain. I want his cock hurting as it brutally spears my tight little anus.

		

		There’s another swipe of saliva that’s used on his knob. Then a moment later I feel it pressing at my asshole. He looks down to check the position then he’s staring at me in the mirror. He wants to see my face - not the penetration.

		

		He grabs my hips

		

		“Ooomph!” he yells out.

		

		One hard stab and he’s back in me, thrusting upwards as he pulls me to him, slamming into my sore buttocks that are marked with his belt, and stuffing my bowels so incredibly full. Now this is where size really matters. It hurts! It hurts like blazes! The pain of the entry is an agony in the extreme – my anal ring is screeching under the sudden stretch – the girth of his fat cock opening it so wide. But I’m glad. I’m choking back the cry and holding back the tears as I welcome every aspect of his violent penetration. He’s staring in the mirror and I’m staring at him back. Eyes clash and threaten a smash. The hate is bouncing off the glass.

		

		“YOU… DISGISTING... LITTLE... SLUT!” he cries, punching out each word with a hard bang at my ass, drilling me deep as he slams into the buttocks that are still tender from the belting. I take each vicious stroke revelling in the hurt that comes along with it. My guts are aching at the ferocity of the thrusts. My asshole is screaming under the stretch of his girth. And my drizzling pussy is juicier than ever before.

		

		Then he starts hammering into me, buggering me wildly.

		

		“YOU EVIL BITCH!” he screams as he rams away.

		

		“SPONGING SLUT!” he yells.

		

		I don’t answer back. I don’t want to spoil the moment. I just let his rage wash over me as his cock punches in and out of my violated ass. He’s trying to hurt me with words and hard living meat. He’s doing a good job and it feels absolutely brilliant. It’s nasty and it’s dirty – it’s my boyfriend’s father – the rough and ready handyman who’s proving himself very useful – doing what his son is incapable off – giving my ass a manically good fucking!

		

		The abuse is dropped after a few minutes, but the pounding carries on. He hammers into me so incredibly hard, I have to brace myself, holding the basin tightly; otherwise he’ll smash me into the mirror.

		

		Bang! Bang! Bang!

		

		God what a brute! God what a buggering!

		

		A change of technique comes into play. Having opened me up and stretched my anus into gaping submission, he’s pulling his dick all the way out and ramming it back in with savage ferocity, each new penetration an invasion of ecstasy. Then he’s back fully in me screwing real deep, sawing my guts with his long piece meat. His hands leave my hips as he carries on shafting. One’s on my clit, squeezing again; the other is at my nipple, violently pinching and twisting the bud. The searing pain makes me yell.

		

		“Harder!” I holler “Hurt me more, you evil bastard!”

		

		He does. His reasons are beyond me now, but I don’t give a toss. All I care about is the sex that is manic beyond belief. I feel a blinding pain as he yanks on my tit. I see madness in his eyes, reflected in his gaze. He’s out of control and I’m right there with him – hating the bastard, wanting him more. The frantic buggering continues unabated. He’s squeezing my clit, he’s twisting my nipple. My very being is alive with burning hurt and the euphoria of anal rutting.

		

		So good! So good! So nastily good!

		

		He’s buggering me like crazy, really drilling his dick into me. With his hand once again working on my clit, I feel another tightening inside my sex. My legs are shaking, my body is quaking. I’m howling like a slut, groaning with the hurt and the glory of the brutal anal fuck.

		

		Then suddenly I’m there again. I come so powerfully, it feels like my whole body is being ripped apart by the orgasm that runs and runs like my gushing cunt. Mr Adams snarls victorious having brought me off again. “Filthy slut!” he cries as he carries on buggering me through the climax. “Dirty whore who loves it up the ass!”

		

		I can’t deny it. I’m in sodomised bliss. Then with me still massively coming, he pulls his big cock out of my ass leaving a vacuum of anal desire in its wake. Like the master that he is – this master of my mania - Mr Adams spins me around and forces me to my knees. One hand is in my hair pulling my head back, the other is on his shaft, jerking on the meat as he finishes himself off. It takes only a few strokes then he’s blowing his load. I watch transfixed as his balls explode and spew out their creamy mess – spurt after spurt of hot sticky cum which Mr Adams considerately aims right at me. It lands as thick strands on my turned up face, splattering my features from brow to chin, warm and gooey on my appreciative skin – a facial that beats anything you can get at the beauticians. Some goes in my hair where it adds to the wetness. Even more goes in my mouth which is greedily gaping, just like a hatchling desperate for a worm. I get another victory as this parent feeds me and flavours my tongue with his copious seed. I recognise the taste – it’s similar to his son’s. Gleefully I swallow then open up for more which he impressively provides with further powerful blasts. He finishes off by slapping me with his meat, whacking his soiled erection against my face, another pounding from this man that I happily take.

		

		“Clean it!” he then demands.

		

		And without thinking, I do. I lick his cock, and wash every part of it with my dutiful tongue. I slurp in the head and draw out the last drops of his delicious cum, sucking luxuriously on the sensitive skin. I try to hold onto it, wanting more sex. But as I suspected, Mr Adams is done with me, for today at least. He pulls away from me and stuffs his softening meat back into his trousers.

		

		I’m still on my knees when he picks up his belt and puts it back on. He looks at his shirt and the buttons that are missing, but elects not to make an issue of my boldness. Then he finds his notebook and stuffs that away as well. It goes into one of the side pockets – handy they are.

		

		“I’ll see myself out.”

		

		“Okay,” I answer, not sure what else to say.

		

		He reaches the door and turns. “Mention anything of this to George – or to anyone for that matter, and I’ll strangle you – I promise.”

		

		I believe him. Having already flirted with the notion, I can easily see myself dying under this man’s hands. My pussy is tingling at the very thought, as I find this an oddly exciting proposition, and will fantasise about it later when I use my vibrator again.

		

		“Why would I want to do a stupid thing like that?” I smugly assure him. “That would ruin my relationship with your precious son. And of course your relationship with him as well.”

		

		He glares at me. I think for a moment that he is actually going to kill me, but sanity has prevailed and he fights down the urge. He still hates me though - even more now perhaps, because I have knowledge of him - and knowledge is power. We have a hold on each other – both possessing a destructive weapon that if released would have casualties beyond the intended target.

		

		“What about the marks? You’ve left me in a dreadful mess,” I say.

		

		“You’ll think of something - your sort always does,” he snarls.

		

		With those charming parting words my boyfriend’s dad leaves me. Shakily I get up and go back to the washbasin and look at myself in the mirror. Facially I’m a mess, but nothing that won’t clean up. The bruises on my body however will take some time to heal. Not concerned at present, I wipe the spunk off my face, collect it in my fingers then enjoy another taste of Mr Adams’s chowder. He’s a little saltier than George I decide – not quite as sweet.

		

		Definitely Chirp! Chirp! Chirp!

		

		Rather than Tweet! Tweet! Tweet!

		

	
		
			Chapter 5
		

		

		Chirp! Chirp! Chirp!

		

		I’m lying on the bed listening to the birds. I find their blabbering very pleasant now.

		

		I’ve had a shower. The bathroom has been tidied, so all signs of my encounter with George’s dad have been scrupulously removed. I’ve even ironed my boyfriend a couple of shirts. Does that hint of guilt? Oh well – I won’t be around, so he’ll never guess.

		

		I’ve decided to go and stay at my mum’s. There’s no way that I can be here when George comes home from work. There’s no excuse I could possibly come up with to convincingly explain the state I’m in. Even the truth wouldn’t sound convincing – your psychotic dad did it before he fucked me up the ass!

		

		So I’m going to my mum’s for a bit of pampering. I feel I deserve it after what’s just happened. But only for a few days until the bruises have cleared – I wouldn’t want to be away from my saintly boyfriend for too long.

		

		And anyway - Mr Adams will be starting on the bathroom next week – and I have to be around for that! Someone should be here to make him a cup of tea... with lots of sugar in it to sweeten him up.

		

		Chirp! Chirp! Chirp!

		

		THE END
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			Tales from The Dark Side Extract – Welcome to The Dark Side
		

		

		“Miss Marshall!”

		

		“Miss Marshall!!!”

		

		“Wha... What?”

		

		“I said wake up, Miss Marshall. The library is a place for study and research, not for catching up on your sleep. Your final exam is tomorrow – you should have your head in a history book, not pillowed by your arms.”

		

		Stella Marshall looked up through bleary eyes to see her history teacher, Mr Baxter, standing beside her with an exasperated look on his handsome face. It was an expression that Stella knew all too well, for she had been the main cause of that look over the past two years with her casual approach to her A Level course. Stella knew that Mr Baxter prided himself in the fact that during his ten years of teaching the Sixth Form at this elite public school for girls, none of his students had ever failed the exam. Stella Marshall threatened to be the first.

		

		“Sorry, sir... I must have dropped off - too much last minute cramming, I suppose.”

		

		Mr Baxter was unimpressed and puffed out his manly chest with an indignant intake of breath. “There would be no need for cramming if you had paid more attention during my classes. What were you studying anyway that you found so interesting that it sent you to sleep?”

		

		“The Highland Clearances, sir.”

		

		Lee Baxter slowly nodded. “Very commendable – it is an immensely important subject, and one that is bound to be included in the exam tomorrow. What aspect of the Clearances have you decided to focus on?”

		

		“Punishing dissenters, sir,” replied Stella, her mind now fully roused from sleep. And with a sharpening of the brain, her usual degree of mischief was coming to the fore. “I find it a fascinating subject. I was actually trying to envisage what it would have been like to be set upon by a Landowner and his men.”

		

		“Most unpleasant, I can assure you!” exclaimed the history master. “They were notorious brutes who showed little mercy to their tenants – females especially were treated appallingly.”

		

		Stella threw her teacher the enigmatic smile which she knew was forever a torment to the man – it was a smile that was part of the flirtatious game Stella had played over the past two years, hoping it would be responded to, and that the rumours concerning this sexy history master would be thankfully confirmed. Stella found Mr Baxter very attractive, very attractive indeed - and it was an attraction that went way beyond the history master’s physical good looks and hunky rugby player’s body. Stella was sure there was something wonderfully dark and sinister that lay seething under the aloof manner Mr Baxter always adopted with his pupils – an element of sadism that made him a doubly appealing prospect for an adventurous girl like Stella Marshall. For such were the rumours – not only did Mr Baxter enjoy fucking Sixth Form girls with his impressively large cock, he also liked to give their buttocks a good spanking and torture their nipples with his teeth. But if that was the case, why had Stella’s flirtation come to nothing, despite her startling facial beauty, a fabulous pair of tits that she would happily have bit, and a spectacular ass that yearned to be smacked by a firmly yielded hand?

		

		“Unpleasant! Do you think so, sir?” Stella asked, deciding to push the game even further than normal. The academic year was almost over – it may be her last chance to be added to the list of pupils who had learned more than history from Mr Baxter. “I think that some of the experiences would be very pleasant indeed. Not for everyone of course, but definitely for me, because... well... I’m different from most other people... or at least most of the girls here at this school.”

		

		Stella leaned back in her chair and took a deep breath, so that her breasts swelled out in her peek-a-boo bra and her nipples protruded through the fabric of her blouse. Sure of her worth, Stella then threw her teacher a mischievous grin that would make most men go weak at the knees.

		

		Avoiding her look which he wasn’t immune to, but unable to resist the other bait, Lee Baxter had to fight for composure when he gazed down at the beautiful sight of Stella Marshall’s impressive bust. It was not the first time he had feasted his eyes upon it, but never had it been so provocatively presented... and presented audaciously when they were alone, the library being empty save for Stella and himself.

		

		“You’re certainly more trouble than most of the other girls,” replied the teacher, forcing a degree of calmness into his voice that his heart and his loins certainly didn’t share. “I can’t recall ever having to send any of my pupils to the headmaster as often as you, Stella. At times it almost seemed like you were deliberately provoking me – a Sixth Former – a young adult - acting like an immature child.”

		

		“Sorry, sir,” replied Stella, noting with pleasure the sweat that was forming on her teacher’s brow. She moved her right hand from the table where it had laid, and stroked her slender neck with long elegant fingers that bore no rings but had red painted nails in defiance of school rules. Slowly the hand moved downwards, deftly unfastening blouse buttons on the way, leaving her cleavage on full display along with a hint of her lacy white bra. The first task complete, in a seamless action she moved her hand onwards, over the plain of her flat girlish stomach and down to the hem of her scandalously short skirt – another infringement of the rules that was being blatantly flaunted with the showing of a pair of milky thighs. “It wasn’t personal in any way,” she continued sweetly as if nothing was happening. “If the truth be known, I actually much prefer you to all my other teachers, but...”

		

		“But what?” stammered Lee, his heart in his mouth, the man stunned by Stella’s brazen display. Could this be the moment of truth, he wondered? There would be no better time to test the girl out and sod the bloody exam tomorrow. She was probably destined to fail miserably anyway.

		

		“No. It would be wrong for me to say,” teased Stella, her hand now inching slowly upwards and bringing her skirt with it until a glimpse of her white panties could just be seen. “It’s too embarrassing - I couldn’t face you again if I told you.”

		

		His eyes glued to the shameless action, Lee Baxter forced another response. “Tomorrow you sit your final paper then a week later the summer term will be over – our paths are unlikely to cross thereafter. So tell me this dark secret, Stella. You have intrigued me, girl.”

		

		Stella forced a blush that was more like a flush. “It’s disgraceful, I know, but... I kind of like it.”

		

		“Like what?” blurted Lee.

		

		Stella demurred and lowered her eyes, then raised them again to look at her teacher with a glint that suggested without blatantly screeching. “Being sent to the headmaster,” she told him.

		

		Lee looked puzzled as curiosity fought with his burning lust. “You enjoy sitting on your own outside his office?” he asked.

		

		Full succulent lips parted in a gentle smile, revealing a set of dainty white teeth. “Not that part, sir. Not sitting outside - although that can be fun as well after what he’s done.”

		

		“Done what? Explain yourself, Stella!”

		

		Moving her hand to the swell of her bloated sex, Stella blatantly stroked the moistening cotton. Going for broke, the wanton schoolgirl let out her long kept secret. “Sorry, sir. But you weren’t to know. None of the teachers were to know for fear they might be lenient on me. You see, sir – my mother gave permission for the headmaster to cane me.”

		

		“What!” roared Lee, stunned by the statement. Then quietening his voice for fear of being overheard by passers-by in the corridor outside, he continued, “The cane. But that was abolished from English schools over twenty years ago. And even when legal it was rarely used on girls.”

		

		Stella grinned as she continued her shocking confession, absently playing with herself as she did so. “I know. But my mother feared I would turn into a delinquent if a firm hand wasn’t taken during my schooling, so an agreement was reached. The headmaster is an old family friend and he agreed to take on the responsibility in secret. He has caned me regularly over the years. Not overly severely, but it hurts quite a bit, and... Well, if the truth be known – I actually enjoy it. So I’m afraid it never worked as a deterrent to control my behaviour, quite the opposite in fact. I always looked forward to it, and would go out of my way to earn a punishment, hence my poor conduct in your classes, sir. In hindsight, my only regret is that he didn’t hit me harder as I was always thrilled by the pain as the cane struck my flesh. And I loved looking at the marks on my ass afterwards and masturbating remembering the feel of the cane as it thudded down on my buttocks...” Her face turned to shock and her pussy-stroking stopped, seemingly realising what she’d been doing unawares. “…Oops, sorry! You certainly didn’t need to know that bit, did you, sir? I think I’d better get going. Please don’t mention anything of this.”

		

		Stella stood up. But she made no attempt to gather her books and walk away from the table where she had fallen asleep. She stood in front of her teacher, hoping for a reaction to her disgraceful confession and sluttish display.

		

		Lee Baxter stared at the girl before him, stunned but delighted by what he had heard and seen. Stella Marshall had always fascinated him. Smart but seemingly unmotivated, she had been a thorn in his side for the past two years, but a thorn that Lee had been happy to bear. The girl was a dream for someone like him, with her natural blonde hair framing a beautiful face, flawless skin with a natural rouge to the cheeks, piercing blue eyes that danced with mischief and full ruby lips that were made to be kissed. She was physically mature beyond her years, trim but curvaceous... an eighteen year old girl with a womanly body that was made to be fucked. Lee had lusted after her from the moment he saw her, but had refrained from making any advances. Having sex with his pupils was bad enough, but Lee never took advantage of overly-young girls, despite so many being on offer. It was his policy to bide his time till they reached eighteen and then he would screw them if they were up for a good fucking, and spank them as well as part of the deal, although none had appreciated that aspect of the fun.

		

		There was no other girl in the Upper Sixth Form that Lee had wanted to bed as much as Stella Marshall, but sadly she was the youngster of the crop and had been irritatingly forbidden to Lee for most of the year. And to add to Lee’s frustrations, now that Stella had reached the teacher’s self-imposed age threshold with her eighteenth birthday two weeks ago, the exam season was upon them and Lee’s professionalism had held him back, not wishing to distract the girl from her studies and ruin her slim chances of passing her A Levels – and more importantly, ruin Lee’s chances of maintaining his perfect pass record. But there would be no holding him back now – the girl was positively throwing herself at him. She was practically begging for a fucking, and by God she would get one, and get one very soon.

		

		Stella was still waiting, flicking glances between Lee’s lust-strained face and the strain that had developed very quickly in his trousers.

		

		Lee’s cock was literally throbbing with need, his heart pumping ten to the dozen and his breathing hard and excited. He desperately wanted to take the girl to his rooms and fuck her straight away, but he forced a restraint. He was definitely going to have her several times over. But there was something infinitely more important at stake, so that pleasure would have to wait for the time being. There was a huge opportunity here to be seized and Lee was determined to take full advantage. This revelation about having been caned over the years – about having an ass that was acclimatised to a thrashing, and even better, that she actually enjoyed it! Could it be that at last Lee had found the girl, the one that Angus MacLeod had tasked him to search out?

		

		‘Sod it!’ thought Lee. It was worth the risk. Stella was most definitely a contender for the role – Lee’s only realistic hope if the truth be known as no other girl had shown the slightest potential.

		

		Driven by an urgent lust for his pupil and the prospect of a fabulous reward if Stella played along with his developing plan, Lee reached out with his hand to grab her left breast and gave it a good hard squeeze. Stella squirmed for a second, taken by surprise, then she let out a long pleasurable groan, thrilled that at last her teacher had taken the bait.

		

		“You’ve been gagging for me to do that for the past two years, haven’t you, you little cock-tease?”

		

		Stella’s breath had been taken by the strength of the squeeze, so no words of agreement came forth. Her only response was an ecstatic grimace and a pleading in her eyes for more. Lee obliged her, and a moment later his other hand was under Stella’s skirt, feeling the swell of her bloated pussy – a cotton covered mound that was drenched in her juice.

		

		“You’ve been asking for that as well, you dirty little minx. But are you up for it, Stella? Do you seriously want me to take things further? Or are you just some silly flirtatious schoolgirl playing a dangerous game, who hasn’t the nerve to see it to the end?”

		

		Stella stared into her teacher’s suddenly stern face and melted at the hardness that she saw there. Then she purred in delight at the roughness of her treatment and the promise of what might follow. “Of course I’m up for it, sir,” she finally managed to say. “Oh God, yes, I’m up for it. I’m all yours – you can do whatever you want with me.”

		

		A wicked smile spread across Lee’s handsome face and a fire burned brightly in his chestnut eyes as his hand pushed beneath Stella’s panties to feel the naked warmth of her succulent snatch. Fingers danced over her pussy lips, parting them to feel the inner folds, and one forced its way into her vagina.

		

		“Really!” said Lee as he enjoyed the juicy gash. “Then come to my study in an hour’s time, Stella. We’ll see if you’re as good as your word. In the meantime get back to your revision and try to stay awake. You’d best not fail me, girl!”

		

		Amidst her ecstatic moans, Stella purred out an answer, “I won’t, sir. I won’t let you down. I’ll pass the exam.”

		

		That wasn’t what Lee had actually meant, but he didn’t correct his pupil. Instead he enjoyed a little more fingering and another grope at Stella’s pert young tits. Then he released the girl and walked away without another word. There were some things he urgently needed to arrange and a telephone call he had to make. It was early afternoon, so there was a reasonable chance Angus would be awake by now and willing to hear what Lee had to say.

		

	
		
			Her Nemesis Series Extract – Her Nemesis Master
		

		

		It was a Wednesday – middle of the week in the middle of the month that fell in the middle of a British summer, and surprisingly it wasn’t raining outside – the weather was actually quite fine. But the vagaries of the London climate were irrelevant to Emily Johnson – personal assistant to Donald Harper, the man in charge of Infotron, a powerhouse in the field of global telecommunications. Whilst most of the staff had left for the day, Emily had been detained up on the top floor of one of the swankiest office blocks the capital boasted, where the temperature was kept at a constant twenty-two degrees of air-conditioned comfort.

		

		Donald was heading off to the States at short notice and Emily needed to work late to ensure everything was ready for him. It was well after seven in the evening when she was finally happy that it had all been taken care of and that the trip would run smoothly as always. Tired, but pleased with her efforts, Emily made a quick call to her husband, Les, who worked from home as a free-lance writer when his wife afforded him the chance. Emily stressed how exhausted she was, the usual signal for Les to make sure he had the flat neat and tidy by the time she arrived home, and that there’d be a bottle of white wine chilling in the fridge. It went without saying that Les would have dinner on the table once Emily had showered; then later he would offer to massage her feet as she relax and sipped her wine. It all sounded rather pleasant – nothing less than Emily felt she deserved.

		

		Having filed everything away and made sure the office was left organised, Emily collected her Chanel bag, which like every other label Mrs. Johnson paraded, was actually the real deal. She headed to the washroom to check her appearance – something which Emily did regularly throughout the day to make certain she always looked immaculately fresh. Nothing was really needed, but the lips were still touched up to ensure they were full and glossy, and her expensively cut ash-blonde hair was shaken and ruffled to give it that ‘I never bother with it’ look. The rest she deemed fine having taken a few minutes to admire the new ensemble she was wearing. Be it from the front, the rear, whatever the angle, Emily reckoned it was perfect for the office – the balance just right between professional decorum and sensuous femininity. There was a strand of pearls that was a birthday present from her parents, above a white silk top that showed the necklace off along with some creamy flesh. The top hinted at the swell of her ever so fine breasts but revealed nothing of her cleavage, which was stunning underneath, but not something to be flaunted during working hours. And she really liked the new charcoal coloured suit, with a short-sleeved bolero jacket that emphasised her trim waist and generous bust. It was matched by a tight fitting charcoal skirt that stopped a couple of inches short of her knees and did a great job for her ass – Emily’s best feature, and that’s high praise indeed, given the quality of the competition elsewhere on her body!

		

		Happy with what she saw, Emily applied a spray of perfume behind both ears and then Mrs. Johnson was ready to go.

		

		In a walk that was second nature, having practiced it endlessly as a young girl, Emily sashayed down the corridor like a fashion model. She was in a pair of Jimmy Choo shoes with three inch heels, which Emily deemed to be just right – enough to lengthen her already long shapely legs without making her look like a high class tart. Passing the main demonstration room, she saw a couple of salesmen preparing for a presentation the following day. A nod was given and a curt little smile. The guys looked pleased that she had noticed them. Emily knew they’d be hoping she would mention their late presence to Donald, which was something she might do, or then again she might not – it was an example of her delicate use of power – and where power was concerned, Emily Johnson liked to play her part.

		

		Running over the day in her mind, stroking her ego with the high points, Emily arrived at the elevator, called it and waited. It took several minutes before it came to the top floor, which was longer than normal. Given the lateness of the hour and the empty office, that should have come as a surprise to her, but Emily was too distracted with her self-congratulation to register the fact. Nor was she overly concerned when the elevator finally arrived and the doors opened to reveal a well built young man with dark sultry features. As was her want, Emily threw him a look that was verging on the scathing, making quick assessments that would prove to be hideously wrong.

		

		She didn’t recognise him as a person. But that was no surprise as Emily rarely ventured out of the top floor to cross paths with the rank and file below. First impressions suggested that there was nothing unusual about this stranger to raise any alarm. He was dressed in a functional dark grey suit, white shirt with cufflinks that could have been real gold, and a white-on-blue polka dot tie that wasn’t passing as silk. All in all, it was the uniform of business, similar to all the other men around the office, so he was indistinguishable from the hoards who worked for the firm.

		

		Yet one thing was unusual – he was there in the elevator. He had purposely taken it up when common sense dictated that he should have waited for it to go down. But this anomaly didn’t register in the brain of Emily Johnson, at least not until she had got in and the doors closed behind her.

		

		Was that her first mistake? Or was that her first knowing step on the path she would take – a path to debasement and the filthiest sex imaginable? Flick the coin – for who can possibly say. But Emily got in alone with this man.

		

		Whoosh!

		

		That was the sound of the doors, quickly followed by the sound of Emily’s blood as she experienced an immediate adrenalin rush - the flavour of danger that heightens the senses and makes the heart beat faster. She could smell the musk that was natural, not bought - and taste the energy that frazzled in the air. And there was something else that Emily was aware of – some intuitive sixth sense coming into play, detecting a stare that burned her body. She had elected to stand at the front of the elevator with her back to the man, and Emily could feel his eyes looking through her fashionable designer clothes: she felt them on her back where her ash-blonde hair fell; she felt them on her legs – bare calves and covered thighs; and most of all she felt them on her ass – that fabulous booty that took the body prize, and was presented so beautifully by its owner.

		

		Suddenly Emily was very self-conscious about the tightness of her skirt, and the fact that the jacket only fell to her waist so that her incredible shapely rump was being shown to best effect. It was the look that she’d wanted – Emily was mightily proud of her derriere, and dressed for it to be admired - but being alone in the elevator with an unknown man gave her cause to wonder if perhaps the skirt was a little too provocative.

		

		A little too provocative! It was like a red flag to a bull. But then Emily Johnson wasn’t the type of woman that many men dare charge with a threatening horn – at least not in the safe environment of her workplace. There are always exceptions, however, as Emily was about to find out...

		

		The top floor of the office block was twenty stories up, so it was a long ride down to the lobby. As the numbers started falling from twenty through the teens, Emily felt increasingly awkward at being alone in the elevator with this musky scented stranger and his burning eyes - who now, that she thought about it, had no business coming up to the top floor, other than to accompany the person who had called for the elevator all the way back down. Accompany Emily to be precise!

		

		To ease her tension and pass the time, Emily busied herself with her compact. She had already checked her makeup in the washroom, but it seemed like a smart way of ignoring her unwelcome travel companion. With her back to the man, she examined her face in the small mirror. The horror of her thirtieth birthday was approaching in a few years time, but Emily consoled herself with the knowledge that most people would guess her younger – she certainly was blessed with more youthful features despite her propensity to frown and scowl. She absently admired herself, feeling inwardly smug at her prettiness. Then suddenly she felt inwardly terrified when she heard the man’s deep gruff voice.

		

		“Boy, you certainly are a piece of work! A real cockteaser and no mistake! Tell me, Blondie, do you take it up that lovely ass of yours? I hope so, because I’d certainly like to fuck you that way! It really is top class!”

		

		Holy Mother! Now that came as a surprise! The prim and proper Mrs. Johnson was naturally outraged at what she had just heard, and more than a little afraid.

		

		Emily looked to her right, totally gobsmacked. She was about to turn round and unleash a torrent of indignity, but she froze, quickly thinking better of it. It was a dangerous situation, to be alone in a confined space with an unknown man – a man who had the audacity to make a pass at her, and a disgusting one at that! Electing for caution, Emily decided to pretend that she hadn’t heard what the man had said, or if she had, then she was ignoring it – not deigning his vulgarity with a reply. She went back to checking herself in the small mirror of her compact, or at least that’s what she feigned. In actual fact she was trying to see the man’s reflection.

		

		She succeeded! He was standing there grinning at her, smug and assured, staring back in the mirror, fully aware of what Emily was doing.

		

		Now this was getting extremely scary. Worried, she flicked her gaze to the digital display above the door, hoping they might be near to the safety of the lobby, but much to her angst, they weren’t even halfway down. Her eyes darted back to the mirror. There he was again, inescapable in the confined space, grinning at her with filthy-minded intent.

		

		Thud! Thud! Thud! Emily could hear her heart pounding in her chest, jiggling her breasts with the violence of the action, which probably wasn’t too smart. She gulped, battling for control. The situation was way out of Mrs. Johnson’s comfort zone – adrenalin was not something that usually flooded her system – Emily was more a Camomile Tea type of girl. But her heart was pounding now, by God it was. Then it almost stopped when the man in the elevator addressed her again.

		

		“Yeah, you’ve definitely got a great ass, Blondie. Looks really sweet in that tight fitting skirt – no panty line either, so I take it you’re wearing a thong. Either that or nothing, you dirty bitch! How would you like it if I pushed the skirt up and stuffed that ass full of cock? You could watch me in the mirror as I buggered you from behind.”

		

		OH! MY! GOD!

		

		Emily was stunned and horrified to be hearing such foul disgusting language. What on earth was going on? Crassness like this had no place in her perfect little world. This wasn’t some building-site filled with course uncouth men where vulgar harassment might be expected. This was an office block in a prime London location where high paid professionals worked. How dare he say such things to Emily Johnson? Did the man not realise whom he was addressing?

		

		Steeling herself, determined not to be intimidated by this boorish brute, Emily slowly turned round with an expression of disdain, hoping that the look she gave him would discourage him from saying anything else. It usually worked for her – Emily had a reputation for being able to turn men to stone with her Medusa glare and a haughty tilt of her pretty chin.

		

		But the man wasn’t petrified. He remained a tower of living flesh that wasn’t in the slightest intimidated. And to make matters worse, he even had the gall to blow Emily a kiss!

		

		As you might imagine, Emily was fuming by this point, and with anger came the courage to look the man over properly for the first time. He stood around six foot tall, six one at a push – just a couple of inches more than Emily in her heels. He had a solid looking build, hunky some might say, pretty tasty if you liked a lot of beef on a man, which Emily had never subscribed to in the past. His face was quite threatening with jet black hair and equally dark eyes, and black designer stubble that added to his ruggedness. Emily had to admit that he had a certain appeal, or at least he would appeal to women who liked a bit of rough. But he certainly wasn’t Emily’s type – or at least that’s what she’d have told you on the day of that first encounter - Mrs. Johnson professing to prefer more sophisticated sorts, so normally she wouldn’t look twice at such an uncouth man. Yet she looked at him now, and she looked at him warily. There was such arrogance to his countenance and fire in his dark eyes – a self confidence that defied belief. He absorbed Emily’s glare and smirked at her again then continued with his foul mouthed diatribe as he in return looked Emily up and down.

		

		“Oh yeah... you’ve got a lovely pair of tits as well! And a real pretty face under that dyed blonde hair. The coral shade of lipstick really suits you. It would suit you even better if you were to get those tits out as I bet it matches the colour of your nipples...”

		

		Emily gasped. How could he possibly know her reason for the shade? That was a closely guarded secret – a little bit of naughtiness in her prim and proper life that only her closest confidents had been told about!

		

		“Really!” exclaimed the man - delighted at her transparency. He stared at the breasts where the nipples were hidden then back to the face with lips the same shade, fully on view and partially opened in complete and utter shock. “You saucy little minx!” he added. “And I bet you enjoy wrapping those coral painted lips around a fat cock. You look like the sort who gives really good head. I’ll definitely get you to suck my cock before I stuff it up your ass.”

		

		Emily was mortified and totally stunned. It didn’t seem possible this was happening to her. She half expected the man to laugh and say it was all a joke – a crude piece of banter that got way out of hand. She could have handled the situation if that had been the case. She would have slapped him on the face and that would have been that. But the man didn’t laugh! He was actually serious about what he said! The whole thing was scarily surreal.

		

		Affronted, Emily turned away and glanced again at the display above the door. There was a sigh of relief - they were approaching the 4th floor and almost at the lobby. To calm herself before arrival, Emily rested her hand on the bare skin beneath her pearls and felt the clamminess of her perspiring skin. A vein in her neck was pulsing, ticking out the beat of her galloping heart. She kept looking at the counter, praying for the numbers to fall to zero. Poor Emily didn’t know what else to do. Then suddenly a thought struck her.

		

		As four moved to three on the digital display, Emily wondered if this was some sort of set up – an office prank at her expense. Perhaps that evil cow, Tessa Clifford, was testing Emily out, trying to get some dirt to use against her. Tessa was head of Human Resources, and Emily’s sole rival in the all female battle to be the company’s queen bitch. They hated each other with a passion, Tessa having vigorously opposed Emily’s appointment three years ago when an influential family friend had secured Mrs. Johnson an interview when the post of Donald Harper’s P.A. became vacant. Emily had interpreted this as pure jealousy of course – twenty pounds over-weight and fast approaching forty, it was obvious that Tessa didn’t want to see a younger, more attractive woman strutting around the top floor. The fact that there had been better qualified applicants for the post was irrelevant in Emily’s view - a smokescreen that Tessa threw up to hide her ulterior motive. But Donald insisted, and Emily got the job – social networking carrying sufficient weight to secure the appointment – the ‘Old School Tie’ coming into play, even in this day and age. War with Tessa had been declared from the very first day: a private war that was professional and backstabbing, underhand, and at times downright ruthless.

		

		But would the evil witch organise something like this? Emily couldn’t imagine that Tessa would dare. But just to be safe, she turned to the man again and quietly stated that she wasn’t interested in anything he had to offer, and would he please refrain from speaking to her in such a foul and vulgar way.

		

		The man laughed in return, but not in jest. It was a laugh that sent a shiver through Emily’s bones.

		

		“Oh you’re interested,” he said very matter-of-factly. “I know your type, Blondie - a real slut for cock. I bet you service the boss and most of those other big shots up on the top floor. Part of the job description for a personal assistant, isn’t it – giving good head to relieve corporate stress. Good head, good cunt and good ass as well - perhaps all three at once. Why else did they hire a dumb blonde like you? But you should help out the ordinary guys as well. And by God, you’ll help out me! Don’t worry; I’ll have you begging for it in no time. In fact, why don’t we do it now?”

		

		With this, the man leaned forwards and punched the ‘STOP’ button on the wall. The elevator came to a juddering halt between the 1st and 2nd floors.

		

		Panic set in anew. Emily was now terrified. She wondered if the man was actually serious and planned to assault her here in the elevator. Emily dived into her bag and took out her mobile phone. She held it out like a knife to fend him off.

		

		“What are you doing?” Emily asked - her voice kept low as if afraid to yell out and let the world know of her trouble. “I’m not interested in having anything to do with you! I suggest you stop this disgusting talk and start the elevator again. I’ll call Security... I will! They’ll be waiting at the bottom, so don’t try anything funny.”

		

		The man shook his head and laughed at Emily’s threats. Then he told her of his plan.

		

		“I’m not going to fuck you in here, you stupid bitch. I was only joking about that. I want more from you than a quick knee trembler against the elevator wall. There’s a men’s changing room down in the basement - really basic with just a shower and a toilet. Not many people know that it’s there. Most people use the posh facilities on the ground floor. A few weirdo joggers use it at lunchtime, but other than that it’s never occupied. Except by me of course... I’ve screwed lots of women in there. Screwed them and buggered them which I really enjoy – I absolutely love fucking a woman up the ass. But I’ve never had anyone with a rump quite like yours. So come on, Blondie! Drop all the stuck up, butter wouldn’t melt crap, and take the elevator down to the basement with me. You can suck my cock and then I’ll bugger you really hard – take you from behind like a dog, so you’ll know you’re now my bitch. Let’s do it! You know you want to.”

		

		The man’s finger hovered over the ‘BASEMENT’ button. He looked at Emily quizzically. Emily shook her head and quickly reached out to punch the ‘START’ button, again telling the man that she wasn’t interested. Emily silently prayed that he would leave it be – that she would arrive at the lobby safe and sound.

		

		She did.

		

		There was no further attempt to halt the elevator or cajole Emily into going to the basement. When they reached the lobby only a few seconds later, the man laughed quietly and departed without further incident.

		

		Emily watched him leave, striding towards the entrance with all the macho confidence of a street fighter who’d just left an opponent battered on the ground. Feeling like such an opponent, Emily stood by the elevator unable to move her legs. She waited until he’d left the building – the man making his exit whilst whistling a jaunty tune, seemingly indifferent to the terror in his wake. Noticing her distress, the security guard in the lobby asked if there was a problem. Emily blurted out some nonsense about elevators making her giddy – and it was such a long way down from the twentieth floor – although not quite as long as it could have been. Refusing the guard’s offer to fetch her some water, Emily waited in the lobby for a couple of minutes before she left the building and took the underground home.

		

	
		
			Abuse of Power Series Extract – Revenge of the Karinovs
		

		

		It was with the coldest of ice blue eyes that Anastasia Kovalenka gazed down on the courtyard below her. She was standing in her father’s office; a room so opulently furnished it might bring into question the man’s commitment to the communist cause. But as Alexi Kovalenko was Head of the KGB in the Soviet controlled state of Mordavia, no one would question any of his actions. Not even the president of this puppet of Moscow would question a directive issued by Alexi, such was the power the man yielded.

		

		Anastasia took a sip from her glass of chilled white wine, some rather pleasant Chablis which she had recently taken to drinking, and as she flavoured her palate with its sharp dry acidity, she caressed her bare nipple with the tip of her finger, rejoicing in the coolness she had stolen from the glass. Her sensuous pleasure in this self-arousal was enhanced all the more by the vision she looked upon – a young man stripped to the waist – an Adonis of perfect muscular proportions and handsomely crafted facial features.

		

		Abandoning her nipple as she looked hungrily at the youth, Anastasia dipped her index finger into the wine and brought it to her mouth. Her full luscious parted in acceptance and her soft supple tongue welcomed the digit. She closed her eyes as she sucked on her finger, recalling the times she had sucked on the young man’s cock.

		

		A shiver of pleasure ran through Anastasia as those wonderful memories washed over her. His cock was even more beautiful than his body - long and thick and vibrantly alive – no man had ever filled her so well or brought her to such incredible orgasms.

		

		As she looked on him again, Anastasia’s hand drifted downwards passed the swell of her milky white full breasts with their rose coloured nipples, then over the plane of her toned flat stomach that she vowed would never be stretched by a child, to the wisps of fair silky hair that adorned her swollen pussy. She covered her mound with the softness of her fingers which absorbed the blood heated warmth of her sex. The middle finger was used to run the lengthy of her cleft, curling and flicking as it prised the lips open, allowing Anastasia to pleasure her inner folds. Again she closed her eyes in fond reminiscence – so skilful the young man had been with his tongue. How had a youth of but twenty years old managed to acquire such a talent?

		

		Anastasia bristled and reopened her eyes, all fondness now cast aside. The answer to that question was obvious – that was why the young man was standing in the courtyard and her father was striding towards him.

		

		She heard the smack through the opening in the window: a hard slap across the left cheek that spun the young man’s head to the side, then in quick succession a reverse swipe across the right cheek to spin his head again. This violence was followed by a tirade of abuse that was hurled at the young man in a fevered pitch. Anastasia listened, fully aware that the words were for the benefit of the assembled audience, the Mordavian police force who were colleagues of the cadet – the young man who was the focal point of her father’s current wrath.

		

		“Filthy dog!” Alexi yelled. “You are employed at my patronage to keep stability in this cesspit of a country – to keep your peasant race in check – to maintain law and order in this piss stain on the globe. You are NOT here to fraternise with Russian women. Do not think to foul your Soviet master’s gene pool with your inferior stock. Russian women are NOT to be approached. MY DAUGHTER IS NOT TO BE APPROACHED! How dare you make advances! How dare you touch her with your grimy hands! How dare you think she would even look at you! SCUM! DEGENERATE FILTH!”

		

		Another slap across the face sent the young man’s head reeling. Anastasia winced at the severity of the blow, but she felt no remorse for what she had done. He deserved this punishment – how dare he flirt with another woman just because Anastasia had laughed in his face when he suggested they make their affair public.

		

		Anastasia had enjoyed the sex with the young man – she had enjoyed it enormously, but surely he must have realised that it could never be anything more. He was a cadet in the Mordavian police force and she was a high born Russian with unparalleled beauty and influential connections in the Politburo. Her destiny was for greatness, not to be a policeman’s wife. She had used him for pleasure, and given plenty back in return; but their affair could never become public knowledge - it could never be known that she had given herself to a Mordavian. She would be a laughing stock in Moscow and her father would be furious – even more furious than he was at present.

		

		It had been foolish to get involved with him, but oh so delicious. Anastasia knew that the affair had to finish and had intended to terminate it in the fullness of time. But he had fucked her so well, thrilled her body so intensely, it was difficult to bring things to an end. Yet she knew an end must come, and she would have been prepared to do it gently if only he had remembered his place. But he had dared to flirt in front of her with some dark skinned Mordavian slut in a stupid attempt to make her jealous and yield to his wishes to openly perpetuate their connection in defiance of all social norms.

		

		What an idiot!

		

		How dare he?

		

		Her father was right – he was degenerate filth. The Mordavian dog deserved all that he got.

		

		It was no lie that she had told her father. He had touched her – he had made advances – she had been mortally offended by his behaviour – what did it matter if she had been economical with so much else - her honour demanded satisfaction.

		

		So he was to be flogged in front of the capital’s police force as an example of Moscow’s power over this pitiful little country, and a reminder to the inhabitants that they should know their place – every last one of them, including the police.

		

		Anastasia took another sip of her wine whilst she leisurely toyed with her pussy. Such a shame she would no longer have it pleasured by her youthful ex-lover, but a new one would be easy to find. She was nineteen and stunningly beautiful, with long blonde hair and ivory skin that had never been exposed to the sun – what man could ever refuse her? And what man would ever defy her after this exhibition of her devious control?

		

		Then the command was given by Alexi Kovalenko for the flogging to begin. The young cadet was tethered to the whipping post which had been installed in the centre of the courtyard, and a Mordavian captain stepped forward – this would be the man who would do the flogging and take Anastasia’s revenge.

		

		Anastasia looked at him with interest – he was massively built and had such an air of authority despite being under the Soviet yoke – his face was hard and rugged with the most incredible coal black eyes. He removed his uniform jacket then much to Anastasia’s delight he removed his shirt to reveal a rich mat of black hair covering his broad manly chest. Instinctively Anastasia’s fingers sought out her clitoris and she peeled back the hood to squeeze on the little bud. At a guess she would put this man in his late thirties, almost twice the age of her former lover, but maturity might be interesting for a month or so. Anastasia made a note to find out the captain’s name; perhaps he might be the lucky one to next gain her favour and know the joys of her ravenous cunt.

		

		The captain stood to the side and was handed the whip – a short handled cat of nine tails. Anastasia watched with growing excitement as the captain made a few trial swishes then without any warning he brought the whip crashing down on the young cadet’s back, striking him squarely between the shoulders.

		

		“One!” shouted a Russian military officer who stood to the opposite side of the Mordavian police captain. He was there to confirm that proper strokes were delivered.

		

		Anastasia saw her former lover jerk at the blow and responded in kind as she squeezed on her clit and let out a pant to accompany his groan.

		

		“Two!”

		

		The blow landed a little lower, the cadet groaned a little louder and Anastasia squeezed a little firmer on her hardening clit.

		

		“Three! Four! Five!”

		

		Lower and lower, louder and louder, firmer and firmer did Anastasia squeeze and she groaned along with her former lover as his back was flayed for a sin of her invention.

		

		“Six! Seven! Eight! Nine! Ten!”

		

		The captain returned to the top of the shoulders then worked his way back down again. With each blow Anastasia squeezed hard on her blood engorged clitoris using forefinger and thumb, and between each stroke she fingered the fleshy petals of her vulva and penetrated her vagina with the other three digits. She squeezed and frigged as the captain swished and flayed, masturbating to the rhythm of his whip, thinking of a cock she could no longer have and fantasising over another that was there in the courtyard – a mature meaty flogger to whip her youthful cunt.

		

		“Eleven! Twelve! Thirteen! Fourteen! Fifteen!”

		

		Anastasia was panting out the numbers in her head, dizzy with the metronomic sound of the count and the thrill of the blows as they fell on the cadet. The yells of her ex-lover as he struggled under the pain were more intoxicating to her that the wine that she drank. And the fire in her pussy, which drizzled with her juices, yearned for his cock and that of his tormentor to stoke her heightening passion. She took a gulp of the Chablis then tossed the glass aside. In true Russian fashion she smashed it in the hearth. She grabbed hold of a breast and massaged its full flesh. She pinched on her nipple thinking of his teeth.

		

		“Sixteen! Seventeen! Eighteen! Nineteen! Twenty!”

		

		The cadet was sinking, his contrition was complete and Anastasia was soaring with such blissful revenge. His agony was her ecstasy, his subjugation was her mastery, and his public humiliation was her private triumph. As he screamed under the impact of the final stroke and count, Anastasia screamed as well under the waves of orgasm that flowed from her oozing cunt. The cadet whose name she was wiping from her memory had brought her to a climax for the final time. Now the Mordavian dog who had dared to cross her could be consigned to the gutter and forgotten forever. She would have no more to do with such degenerate filth.

		

		Such was the view of Anastasia Kovalenka as she collapsed against the wall still riding her orgasm, two fingers squeezing hard on her blood engorged clit and three wedged up her drizzling cunt, a hand massaging her full ripe breast.

		

		But fate can be fickle and ever so cruel – cruel like a Russian bitch in heat!

		

		Down in the courtyard, the punishment now over - the captain who had delivered the strokes went to assist in the freeing of the cadet from his bondage.

		

		“Forgive me, Dimitri, but I had no other choice,” he whispered into his nephew’s ear. “I held back as best I could – be assured that the blows would have fallen harder from one of their own men – they can be so easy to fool at times. We will tend to these wounds immediately, although I fear there will be some scarring. Bare your marks proudly my boy, in remembrance of our struggle. The times are changing, Dimitri, and this public exercise may yet serve us well. We will rise from the ashes of our subjugation as these communist mongrels fall all around us. And we will have our revenge – on the Russian dogs who think to enslave us, on that bastard of a tyrant who has issued this decree, and on his slut of a daughter who has brought this all about – she above all others will know of our revenge. The revenge of the Karinovs will be brutal indeed.”

		

		So spoke Yuri Karinov – a man of his word, and the future chief of police.

		

	
		
			Other Books Extract – Her Licence to Bondage
		

		

		Debbie stared at the screen in utter shock, terror washed over her. She could scarcely believe what she was looking at.

		

		The picture in front of her showed a naked woman suspended from the ceiling, hers arms were stretch high above her, her wrists tied by straps and chained to a hoist. Ropes had been tied around her body, above and below her large firm breasts and made a V shape through her cleavage to wrap around her neck. She supported herself precariously on one leg like a crane; the other leg had been tied at the ankle and raised behind her back leaving her shaved pussy on full display. She had a very beautiful face under long black hair and a leather bit in her mouth to stifle her tortured moans from the pain that was being inflicted upon her.

		

		The pain was coming from several sources. There were clamps attached to both of her nipples, and the clamps were joined by a chain with a heavy looking weight pulling it down, stretching the woman’s already agonised looking tits and adding to their torture. There were splashes of wax all over her breasts and stomach - hot wax, Debbie surmised, from the burning candle that sat on a table to the side. But the bound and gagged woman’s main source of torment came from something else. It came from a man who stood to the side flaying her back with a whip.

		

		Debbie was captivated by the image. At first she was fearful when it appeared on the screen, afraid she may be caught looking at pornography, looking at a scene of sexual depravity during working hours... in her boss’s office for heaven’s sake. She would be sacked on the spot and branded a pervert of the most degenerate type.

		

		But once the initial shock had passed, Debbie knew that discovery was highly unlikely – it was after five o’clock on a Friday and most of the staff would have left the office and be down the local pub by now. And those that might still be around would never dare enter Simon Mathews’s office without knocking first – only Debbie was allowed in here.

		

		So after a few minutes Debbie managed to relax and looked at the picture before her; confusion was swirling around her brain, and hormones were swirling around her loins turning her pussy incredibly wet.

		

		How had this come about?

		

		And why was she feeling so aroused?

		

		Debbie McFarlane had not purposely gone looking for pornographic material on her boss’s laptop. The thought would never have crossed her mind.

		

		Well, that’s not strictly true – Debbie was so enamoured and intrigued by Simon Mathews she was fascinated to know what went on in Simon’s life outside of the office. But tempting as it may have been, Debbie would not dare invade the privacy of her boss and go randomly searching for personal things. Yet she had still managed to uncover this folder and the extensive range of material it held. She had still opened it; and that was a crime against the man she adored – Debbie was appalled at her behaviour.

		

		But it was by accident that Debbie had found it. She had gone into Simon’s office and logged onto his laptop purely with the intension of accessing the ‘Bond’ file and copying it onto her pen drive. She would then take it home and do the work at her leisure over the weekend. She had made a simple search for ‘Bond’ then a few moments later the results were shown – two folders. That narrowed thing down a lot!

		

		Debbie had looked at the names before her – ‘Bond’ was obvious and undoubtedly the correct result – that was the folder Debbie was meant to find – or so she naturally assumed. But there was another name beside it that made Debbie stare in wide mouthed surprise –

		

		‘BONDAGE’

		

		Her heart raced when she saw it. What should she do?

		

		Debbie knew the answer – copy the ‘Bond’ folder and close down the computer – leave and never mention she had seen anything else.

		

		But she wanted to look inside – the name in bold letters was calling to her.

		

		Of course there could be nothing to it – it may just be another project that Simon was working on that he had jokingly named – something to have a laugh about with his colleagues in the pub. But that wasn’t in keeping with the Simon Mathews Debbie thought that she knew – Simon took his work far too seriously for that sort of larking about; Debbie was sure this was something else – something private – something very private indeed.

		

		Debbie knew it was wrong, but she so wanted to have an understanding of what her hero and mentor was about – take a glimpse into another world where Simon dwelled. She so wanted to satisfy her curiosity; and perhaps, if the material was so disgusting – revolting Debbie with its perversity – the illusion of aloof perfection that Debbie held for this man might be shattered, and Debbie could get Simon Mathews into perspective and get on with her sorry life.

		

		The cursor hovered over the folder and Debbie’s finger hovered over the mouse – her heart fluttered in her mouth – daring herself to click.

		

		‘But it could be a trap!’ thought Debbie.

		

		Perhaps this was a test. Could Debbie be trusted? If she opened the folder would an alarm be set off and would Simon Mathews suddenly appear to send Debbie packing in disgrace?

		

		Was this the final test in the three month trial?

		

		Perhaps.

		

		Or perhaps not.

		

		On impulse Debbie threw caution to the wind and double clicked on the folder.

		

		And there they were, more shocking than Debbie could possibly have expected. And there was nothing innocuous about any of the content – it was pure and utter filth. Spread over her screen was a variety of small thumbnails depicting images of women and men. Each was different, although some featured the same people, but all had one theme in common. They were photographs of women tied and bound using a range of different equipment, with men tormenting their bodies with all manner of evil looking tools.

		

		Debbie clicked on the first one.

		

		And that was the one she now looked at with juice seeping out of her cunt - a cunt that she fingered through the material of her panties, pressing the wet fabric into her lips and pleasuring her clit. The image excited her so much.

		

		Why?

		

		Debbie wasn’t sure – it was all so new to her. She had certainly never imagined herself in such a scenario; bound and gagged and being flayed with a whip. If it had been suggested to her she would have shied away, terrified of such depravity. How could anyone enjoy inflicting pain? How could anyone get off on having pain inflicted on them? Debbie’s brain couldn’t fathom it out; although her pussy seemed to understand – it was throbbing and oozing more juice than she had ever known it to do. Unconsciously, Debbie rubbed her clit a little harder.

		

		Debbie felt confused at her obvious arousal. She felt confused because it looked so wrong, because it looked sinful; and because nothing had ever excited her as much.

		

		But was it possible to take pleasure from such an act? Or was the pleasure only in the viewing?

		

		The man in the picture was clearly getting his kicks, his face had a lusty self-satisfied leer, and the swell in his leather trousers was of an unmistakably hard cock. He was certainly having fun as he lashed the tethered woman.

		

		But was she?

		

		Her level of arousal was more difficult to gauge from the photograph – with men it was so easy to see – women could more easily hide their arousal... and fake their sexual excitement – Debbie knew all about faking a climax. There was no obvious moistness around the bound woman’s pussy; no swollen clit to give it away. The only clue was on her face - the expression on her beautiful face – ecstasy sat there as well as agony: a level of ecstasy that Debbie had never known.

		

		For a second Debbie closed her eyes and tried to imagine such joy, such sexual fulfilment so beyond her own experiences - beyond her wildest dreams.

		

		She felt the ache in her arms as they were stretched above her; she felt the agony on her nipples as they were squashed by the clamps; she felt the scalding of the wax as it splashed across her breasts; and she felt the lash cutting into the skin of her back.

		

		“Oh! Ohh! OHHHH!!!” she cried.

		

		Then Debbie’s legs were twitching; they convulsively opened and closed; her pussy pulsated as she rubbed her clit, her whole body was an explosion of firing orgasm as she came and came and came.

		

		For a few moments Debbie was lost in her climax as physical pleasure washed over her body adding to the joys she had imagined. Then suddenly panic engulfed her. She opened her eyes and looked frantically around for any sign that she might have been seen.

		

		Nothing.

		

		Hastily, with all the guilt of a thief, Debbie inserted her pen drive into the computer port and took a copy of what she needed for the weekend. A copy of ‘Bond’ which she was sure she would work on; it was unthinkable that she wouldn’t do the necessary research... Simon had asked her to do it!

		

		But Simon had also said to have some fun over the weekend, and Debbie would do whatever Simon told her; so she took a copy of ‘BONDAGE’ as well – that was something else she wanted to research!
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