

Forced by Fury

By Camille White


He never worried too much on his way to his city apartment, even though he often had to climb over junkies and prostitutes to get there. They were harmless for the most part. There were risks – it was the city after all – but nobody he knew had ever been attacked on their way home. 

Especially not by a woman. 

That’s why when it happened to Adrian, he didn’t tell a soul, not even his wife. Especially not his wife. It was the one secret that he knew he would take to his grave, a secret that made him feel guilty and ashamed, but also the jerk-off fuel on more occasions than he could remember. More times than anything else. By far. 

His wife had noticed the change in him since; he was different. He couldn’t help it though. Nothing would ever be the same after that night. 

The evening it happened, the streets had been slick and black after the rain. It was cool, but not cold, as Adrian’s footsteps echoed off the dark city buildings, his black leather office shoes leaking water through the old seams. The streetlamps cast their cold light in weak triangles in regular patterns, leaving just shadows between. 

There were a few scurrying workers going home to their Netflix and microwave dinners here and there, but the long street was more or less deserted. It was a Monday night in autumn. It was a very quiet time, but pleasant because of it. The empty streets always made Adrian think of those apocalypse shots in movies where instead of a tumbleweed, a Coke can rattles around on the pavement, rolls repeatedly back and forth under a car. For a moment, he could imagine that something drastic, something exciting, had happened. 

No such luck. 

Adrian turned into the alley to take the shortcut to the apartment. He was meeting Kirsten, his assistant, for takeaways and to go over some overdue client accounts, but he was late already and rushing. She was waiting upstairs. The apartment was used sparingly these days, but when they’d first been married, Carly and Adrian had often spent nights there, apart or together, busy with work. 

As he walked down the alley, it took him a second to realise there was someone walking behind him. Not wanting to appear weak or worried about alley attacks by frenzied junkies, he boldly kept walking, eyes straight ahead. His heart thumped a little bit faster though. Being a city finance manager didn’t predispose him to great strength and agility, even though he tried to go to the gym at least twice a week. He wasn’t a fighter, but like any man, figured he’d put up a good fight should he have to. 

The breath left his chest in relief as a bearded, hooded homeless man in a yellow skirt ambled past him, so disinterested in Adrian it was almost embarrassing how scared he had been. He wished he’d looked. No harm in that. Better safe than sorry.

He still didn’t look. 

Adrian came to the large wooden door at the bottom of the apartments, and shoved his hand deep into his pants pocket to pull out his keys. Fumbling, he struggled to see the right key amongst the dozen keys on his keychain. 

He actually really needed them all, unlike many show-offs with cluttered keyrings, but it never ceased to frustrate him. The door was in a dark well between streetlights, so he pulled out his mobile phone to use the light, feeling utterly conspicuous, a sitting duck, exposed, his back to the world of downtown alley dwellers even though nobody was there. He found the key finally and slid it into the lock. 

Then, in the perceived safety of silence and before he had a chance to twist the key in the lock, he felt it. A knife blade was being pushed against the flesh covering his kidney, and hot breath hit the back of his neck. 

‘Get inside. Do it quick. If you struggle, I’ll kill you!’ The voice was hoarse, demanding. 

‘Y-y-yes, okay! I-I-I won’t…’ Adrian stammered, adrenalin squirting into his bloodstream, pumping into his brain and muscles. His breath became shallow, his brain scanning for options. He stepped into the dark doorway quickly, hoping they just wanted some drug money. He had a few hundred bucks in his wallet, his weekly cash. 

Instead of being taken into his apartment on the second floor where Kirsten sat with a glass of wine playing on her phone, pissed off no doubt, Adrian was forced into the bottom floor apartment which was unlocked. The apartment was empty of furniture and appliances, just the bare walls and dust lingering in the air, tools scattered around. 

Adrian was guided into the middle of the room, still in darkness with just tiny shards of light coming from the slightly obscured slit windows from outside. The only sound was their breathing and the low hum of the city. 

‘Strip.’ The voice was distinctly female, to Adrian’s surprise. ‘And don’t fucking talk.’

‘You’re a … woman!’ Adrian’s voice was almost a squeak, with his mind now reeling with this new information. What the fuck was going on here?

‘I said, don’t fucking talk, you moron. Take off your pants. Leave your shirt on. Faster!’

The woman was behind him in the shadows, but he didn’t dare turn around to face her. 

‘Now take your boxers off.’

‘M-my boxers? Uh… ok,’ Adrian said, gulping as he pulled his pant legs down to his socked feet, then stood upright and gingerly slid down his jocks that sat on top of his crumpled pants, for a moment revealing his shrunken penis and testicles amid a bush of black pubic hair. His legs shone white, his shirt hanging over his genitals, covering them with a worthless flutter. 

‘Don’t move.’ Then she added quickly, ‘or I’ll stab you, mother fucker.’ 

She stood behind him, and he could hear her… was she undressing? He cocked his head to the side to try to catch the movements, the sounds. There was a very distinct sound of a zipper. 

‘What do you want from me?’ asked Adrian boldly, a small laugh in his voice, but his question was met with the sensation of the cold knife blade in his ass crack, dangerously close to his asshole. He gulped and was quiet, waiting, smiles gone. 

The woman crouched down behind him and spread his cheeks.

‘Is this some kind of joke?’ Adrian asked, incredulous. Who would do this to him? Paul? Adam? He thought they were out of town. But why? How did she know this place was here? 

The woman then examined his balls from behind with a warm hand. The sack shrugged up to his groin in the chilled air, the skin flattened so it almost disappeared. He felt self-conscious and was starting to feel a little scared. 

He feared for his genitals – maybe she was going to cut them off, maybe she was a man-hater. The fears flew through his mind one by one; sex, his marriage, his sense of being a man, urinating, STDs! How could a man live without a penis? 

‘Is this what you really want?’ he tried again, this time suggestive questioning. ‘Oh! Oooh!’ his mouth fell open as she stroked his penis, and all of a sudden, it felt nice. He felt ashamed for being so easy. Then he wondered, maybe this was a present from his wife? It seemed doubtful, but one could never tell. 

Maybe this was Kirsten! He couldn’t see her, and it didn’t sound like her, but… she was supposed to be upstairs. He’d had crush on her for years, but they were both married and nothing would ever happen between them, he’d thought. Maybe he’d underestimated her. 

‘Don’t move,’ she demanded, then appraisingly, ‘Not too bad. Not too bad at all.’ 

It definitely wasn’t Kirsten. 

‘What the hell are you doing?’ Adrian exclaimed as she moved around to the front of him and started to pull at his penis, holding it out, stretching the skin. The knife was still glinting in her hand. She seemed very intent on inspecting him. He wondered what for. 

‘Shut up idiot.’ 

‘I’m married you know! Ahhh—’ Adrian’s voice had climbed in pitch the more naked he had become, and the more she touched his penis. This woman couldn’t have given less of a fuck about his marriage. 

‘Kneel, asshole.’ Adrian did as he was told without argument, since by this point he was pretty confused – was he being hurt? Was this an abduction? A murder? His knees hurt on the hard floor. The woman stood in front of Adrian’s face, her bush tickling his nose. 

‘Lick me.’ 

When Adrian stared up at her, all he could see was the mane of black hair shrouding her face and an angry expression in the eyebrows. She combed her fingers through his hair before grabbing it in a fist, forcing his face to her, and demanded again, ‘Lick me. Do it you fucking scumbag!’ 

As Adrian slowly licked this strange woman’s pussy lips, he began to taste her juice. She was really enjoying this! he thought, as he more enthusiastically buried his nose and mouth in her folds, licking into her pussy, lapping at her little hard button of a clit, all the while hoping he was doing what she wanted so she didn’t cut his dick off. 

She smelt like sex and perfume, but quickly he got the distinct flavour of semen on his tongue. He knew the flavour, because every young boy tastes his own from time to time. Just to check, you know. 

Adrian screwed his face up, and because she was looking down at him, she saw the moment he realised what he was tasting and laughed a mean laugh. She pushed his face closer into her mound and moaned through her laughter, making sure the pot of cummy gold was forced into his face, into his mouth, his nose. Adrian took a deep breath and pushed his tongue into her body just as she demanded, and after a while he stopped tasting the acrid taste of another man’s hot semen. He must have got it all. He wondered briefly who the other man was, and if he had been treated like this too. 

She was moaning, the knife held out in the air as he was forced into pleasuring her. His face was wet with her juices and probably some leftover come (it seemed fresh), but when she grabbed his hair with her free hand and yanked his face up so she could see him, he felt the fear creep back into his blood. She was wild and mean, but at the same time so gentle and clearly enjoying herself. So many contradictions in one wild-haired parcel. 

She pulled him up by his hair to standing. Then without hesitating, she knelt on the cold concrete and took Adrian’s semi-hard cock into her mouth and suckled on it, gently at first as it grew quickly in length and girth. Then, opening her mouth wide, she hungrily sucked on it, taking it into her mouth, licking at the swollen knob, grasping the shaft with her hand. He couldn’t help but get hard, and soon his cock was extended to its full size and hard as hot ceramic. 

Soon Adrian started to moan, just a small sound, but they both felt the rush of semen enter his shaft, preparing. She stopped sucking, taking her lips off his dick so she could say, ‘If you come, I’ll fucking kill you.’ 

Then she started sucking again, harder, faster, jerking his cock so he felt like he was going to come any second. Then, the thought, she would take great relish in killing him for it. Women were so cruel. Adrian felt sorry for himself. 

He whimpered as she suddenly stopped working his cock with her mouth, and just in the nick of time too. She stood up, pulling her top off to reveal small, firm breasts with large, hard nipples. Her bush was webbed with saliva and pussy juice, the knife still waving around a bit too near his face. She hadn’t put it down this whole time. 

Adrian could see her face better now. She had petite features, pale lips, dark eyes with thick lashes. She waved the knife towards her nipple and huffed impatiently. 

‘Fuckwit, get over here.’ 

Adrian, taken aback by the sheer force of her, obeyed. Hands by his sides – he didn’t dare touch her – he bowed his head to her breast and took the large, haughty nipple and part of her breast into his mouth, licking around the ridge of the areola, sucking gently on the smooth, pale flesh. Noticing how different it felt from his wife’s. 

His wife flashed in his mind, but quickly he was distracted by clomping footsteps and the unmistakeable sound of Kirsten on the phone. She was pissed off, and leaving the apartment, chatting to one of her friends on the way out, arranging drinks. Adrian breathed a sigh of both relief and fear as the door slammed behind her. 

‘Harder, bastard,’ the woman said, clipping him on the back of the head with her palm, pushing him into her tit. She gasped as he sucked harder, then pushed him to the wall, a few steps, and again yanked his head to where she wanted it. 

This time her back was to the wall, and she pulled him close to her body and forced his damp, strong erection into her vagina, deep and hard. He stammered, ‘Oh God, mmmm…’ and she gasped at the force of entry, bucking against him. 

He slammed her against the wall, his pants around his ankles, the knife still in her hand as she clutched at his back, moaning, fucking him. This one moment, with her getting off on him so much, was his one moment of power, but it was fleeting. 

She stopped him thrusting by holding the knife to his throat and saying stop. She pulled him off her with a soft ‘schluck’ as his cock popped out of her. 

Adrian was sweating, dishevelled, gasping for air, his shirt unbuttoned, his penis sticking out the bottom, glistening, stiff and swollen. He was overwhelmed by how good this felt, but at the moment of that pause, reality comes flooding back to him. His wife, this violent woman, his cock. 

Before he can get too much further down this train of thought, she’s instructing him again. 

‘Get on the floor you skanky rat fucker. Lie down.’ 

Adrian was too aroused to be shocked, and did quickly as he was told, but as he lay down on the cold concrete floor, he could feel small stones against his spine, little concrete chips. It hurt. It would leave marks. 

‘Do I have to?’ he asked meekly, hoping for a reprieve from this cold floor – the wall had worked great – but she wasn’t having a bar of it. With Adrian lying flat on his back, head laid back on the concrete, chips biting into his scalp and back, she lowered herself onto his erection with the most self-satisfied smirk he’d witnessed in a long while. 

She pulled herself up and down on his slimy cock, using one hand to rub at herself, the other still wielding the knife. She moaned and then sighed so sweetly it took Adrian a moment to realise what she’d said.

‘If you come, asshole, I’ll stab you.’ 

The sigh, while breathless, was then followed by a stream of passionate whispered insults aimed at Adrian, interspersed with her moans. 

You fucking cunt.

Rat bastard, fuck me.

You piece of shit. 

Asshole, fucker, cocksucker. 

Soon she was fully on top of him, her knees on the concrete floor scraping as she rode Adrian’s body, her tits squashed against his chest, her face in his neck. Her fever pitch was growing in intensity as she fucked him harder, deeper, and faster, the slapping sound of their flesh visceral, hot and damp. Her hair stuck to her forehead, sweat trickled between her breasts to mingle with their sticky pubic hair, adding to the grinding pulse of their flesh. 

Adrian’s cock was being clutched by her muscles and he feared he was going to squirt his load right inside of her, he was so close, but he knew if he did it before she stopped then she would know, because he would go soft. Then, it would all be ruined. 

Don’t come, don’t come, don’t come…

The mantra rattled around in his brain as he struggled to keep it together. Then, before he had to wait too long or worry too much, this crazed woman started to come, her moans getting so loud he thought all the neighbours must be able to hear. 

Her orgasm was intense, her strong flexing muscles clutching his cock in spasms, her head thrown back, eyes rolling. Adrian’s fear kept him from letting loose with his orgasm, but he was so close, especially as she thundered on top of him, ‘Oooh God yes!’ It all seemed to play out in slow motion for Adrian as his body held on with every cell, trying not to come into this woman’s exploding vagina. 

However, show over, she slowed her rhythm and her body shuddered just one time, and she got off him. All she said was, ‘You cunt.’

The words echoed in the empty room. 

Then as he made a move, she said, ‘Stay there and don’t move, do you hear me? Do. Not. Move.’ 

‘Y-y-yes I understand,’ Adrian stammered, his erection stuck to his stomach as he tried to sit up. She waved the knife at him menacingly and he lay back down in defeat as she put her shorts back on, pulled her top down, and tucked the knife into a secret pocket in her jean shorts. 

Once she was dressed, she looked at the sweaty, quivering man in front of her with such distaste that Adrian recoiled in surprise. He just stared at her, gobsmacked. 

Then, she turned on her heel, calling over her shoulder, ‘Sayonara sucker!’

She walked out the door and didn’t look back. Adrian sat on the floor and wept, and then he jerked off onto the bare concrete floor, concrete chips digging into his naked flesh, dust creating swirling patterns in the fractured light. 

Outside, it had started to rain again. 

And that is how Adrian’s dirty secret came into being. 


More titles coming soon – check out Camille’s Amazon Author Page for more details.
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