
        
            
                
            
        

    
The Reluctant Girlfriend 2

By Peter Speed


Prologue

This is the second part of the Reluctant Girlfriend trilogy.

Reading the first part of the series is important – it sets the scene for the scenes of reluctant sex in this instalment.

Sophie Nicholls is a shop worker in a small town in the UK. 

She is not interested in a career: her lifetime dream had always been about marriage and starting a family.

Sophie thought she had found true love with local hard man and long-term partner Kev Houseman. 

However a late night punch up with a drug-dealing gang threw their happy lives into disarray.

The gang filmed Kev’s violent attack – and promptly blackmailed the couple. 

The deal? 

Either Sophie became their reluctant sex slave or the footage would be taken to the police – with an almost certain prison sentence awaiting Kev.

Terrified of seeing her man locked up behind bars, Sophie convinced Kev to go along with the thugs’ demand – and agreed to submit to their perverted desires.

And now the deal is about to become even worse…

The entire Reluctant Girlfriend series is available on the Kindle store for download today.

	The Reluctant Girlfriend: The Thugs’ Sex Demand – Amazon.com and Amazon.co.uk
	The Reluctant Girlfriend: The Finale – Amazon.com and Amazon.co.uk




Chapter One: A nasty surprise

The public address system’s speakers rang out clearly in the sparsely populated staff room.

“This is a staff announcement. Could Sophie Nicholls please make her way to the Customer Service Desk immediately? Thank you.”

I groaned. 

I’d only been on my lunch break for a little over five minutes, enjoying reading the latest trashy celebrity magazine in the relative calm of the canteen.

Surely they could cope on the shop floor without me for a mere 30 minute lunch break? 

I work part-time at a small low-cost supermarket less than half a mile from my house. 

With a staff of less than 20, we all pitch in to help make the store a success.

It was a housing estate shop – a priceless lifeline for those who lived nearby but rarely attracted anyone outside the immediate area.

I knew I had to answer the announcement, and sighed wearily as my aching legs took my weight once more. 

This had better be good.

As all of the staff worked on a strict lunchtime rota, I knew that I would never get this time back – and I’d be lucky to even finish my ham sandwich.

This had better be bloody important, I told myself, creeping down the narrow staircase that led down into the stockroom at the rear of the store.

Having worked at the shop since leaving school ten years ago, I know the layout like the back of my hand.

I had never shown the slightest hint of interest in promotion, happy to work as a shop assistant either on the tills or filling shelves. 

Despite showing academic promise during my brief stint in full-time education, my dreams have always been fairly straight forward. 

My lifetime ambition is to get married and have a big family – three children at least. 

Work, to me, had always been little more than a time-filling exercise before life truly begins. 

This meant I was stuck here until that elusive marriage proposal – or a positive pregnancy test – came my way.

I wandered over to the supermarket’s Customer Service Desk, my feet following the correct path without any premeditated instruction from my brain. 

It simply wasn’t needed. Gliding around the small shop floor came as second nature.

I approached the desk, hoping to deal with the matter promptly and make a swift return to my half-eaten packed lunch.  

I missed the peace and quiet already.

Trish, the new girl who was working on the Customer Service Desk today, was animatedly talking to someone standing out of my eye line.

Rounding the pillar that was blocking my view, I froze as the other members of the conversation came into sight. 

It was two of the thugs who had been terrorising me and my boyfriend Kev – one of the smaller ones that I didn’t know and that cowardly asshole Nick, who was grinning absurdly as he chatted with Trish.

My heart sank as I battled inwardly to stop the panic that was rising in the back of my throat.

The conversation abruptly stopped with my arrival, making Trish to turn and greet me with a huge smile.

“Sophie, you never told me you had a son! You don’t look old enough, my dear. He’s such a charming young fellow too. 

“When I told him that you’d gone on your lunch break, he insisted that he would take you out for something to eat. What a lucky girl you are!”

Trish, a 50-something grandmother of six, had only worked at the store for a week. 

She had absolutely no idea that I was only six years older than the man she believed was my child.

“What a fucking idiot,” I thought to myself, producing a fake smile for the benefit of my gullible colleague.

Unbelievably, Trish actually seemed to be rather taken with the two arrogant bastards standing shamelessly in my place of work.

In her defence, Nick did have the same colour hair as me: dirty blonde. 

He was skinny, stood at least six foot tall and obviously spent far too long fussing over his boy band style hair. 

His T-shirt and jeans combination was a little chavvy – but certainly didn’t scream out hooligan. 

Appearances can be deceptive, they say. It was true in this case.

Nick broke the long silence, which was becoming increasingly uncomfortable.

“Hi Mum. Thought we’d take you out for a little treat?”

He made me sick. 

They were part of a low-life drug-dealing gang who had been blackmailing me and Kev for the past week.

My boyfriend is the rough and ready type, always using his fists first and thinking about the consequences later. 

Unfortunately, it was this reckless approach that had placed us into this complete mess.

Kev had given the gang a late night beating in the alleyway next to our house – the turf they used to run their drug-dealing business.

Unfortunately, the thugs had filmed the violence and offered us a deal: I become their sex toy or they’d hand in the evidence to the police.

Kev was already on a final warning from the courts so another charge almost definitely see him go to prison for a very long time. 

It was something neither of us could begin to imagine.

Despite Kev’s protests, I had insisted that we comply with their sick demands – allowing myself to be degraded by the pack of animals lurking outside our back garden every evening.

That was seven days ago and several evenings since then, I had been summoned into the alleyway to satisfy their perverted desires.

This was the first time any of them had surfaced at my place of work though. 

I should have known it would not have taken long for these predators to track me down.

The way Nick was looking in my direction nearly made me vomit. 

What a pathetic little man he was. It had to be him, didn’t it?

Thinking on my feet, I opted to bluff it. If things went to well, I could still grab a few minutes in the staff room. 

Our grim, half-lit canteen seemed like a paradise at this moment.

“What a lovely thought. Unfortunately, I’ve only got a few minutes left of my lunch break and I need to be back so the next shift can take their lunch on time. 

“What a pity. It was such a lovely idea for you to want to treat me.”

Nick opened his mouth to answer as I crossed my fingers that I’d managed to squeeze out of this one. 

He wasn’t the brightest bulb in the pack, after all.

Sadly, the ever-helpful Trish spoke up before Nick had begun to get his words out.

“Oh no, Sophie, I could not let that happen. I don’t mind waiting, love. 

“Your boy has made a special trip to give you a nice surprise and I’m not letting some silly lunch rules ruin that. 

“I’ll happily wait a bit longer for my sandwich. We’ve all got to help each other out, haven’t we?”

I could have punched her, the stupid smiling bitch. 

Instead, I forced myself to thank Trish for her idiocy, producing an Oscar-winning performance to hide my building discomfort.

“Aww, Trish. That’s so lovely. I don’t want to put you out though.”

Trish put up her hand, dismissing my protests away. 

“I won’t hear another word about it, Sophie. Think nothing of it. You have fun with the boys.”

Oh, the irony.

Nick flashed a sinister smile and stepped closer. 

“Thank you so much, Trish. You’re an angel. Mum works so hard that she deserves a nice treat now and again.”

Trish blushed, oblivious to his real intentions. 

“What a kind and thoughtful son you have, Sophie. Now get going before I change my mind.” 

She bossily shooed us away before I could protest again.

Nick put his arm around me and the three of us began slowly heading towards the shop exit.

“What a lovely surprise this is going to be, Mum,” the creep whispered into my ear as we passed through the main doors.



Chapter Two: A dirty little secret

Behind the supermarket stood a row of dilapidated garages.

The pathway through the garages led through to a small pocket park, mainly used by lazy dog walkers and parents with young children.

The garages were barely used for cars anymore – many of the sliding door mechanisms had been ripped off and glass windows long since smashed.

It was presumably only a matter of time before they were knocked down and levelled to provide much-needed space for more housing.

In the meantime, they provided excellent cover for those not wanting their actions to be seen by prying eyes. 

Nick and his friend led me along the concrete path, heading towards the concrete building in the furthest corner.

Since leaving the shop, neither had said a word although Nick’s wandering hand continued to grope my ample backside with almost every step we took.

Finally, we reached the destination – a garage without a door and a half-destroyed orange sofa sitting in the middle, covered with a discoloured green rug strewn over it.

I dreaded to think what Nick had in store. 

Ever since he started snivelling after Kev had smashed his arm with a wooden plank, he’d made my stomach turn.

He was a typical coward, acting the big man in front of his friends but the first to turn and run when things went wrong. 

I loathed him.

Checking my watch, I had 12 minutes before I had to get back to the shop. I needed to get this over and done with.

“Right, you’ve got me here. What do you two little dickheads actually want?”

Nick stepped closer to me, his breath reeking of cigarettes. 

“Now, Mum. Don’t be like that.”

“Don’t call me that.”

Nick grimaced at my response and his tone hardened.  

“OK, slut. We’re giving the orders, not you. 

“You’ve not met my mate Plum here, have you? 

“He’s heard lots of about you though. He wants to suck your small little titties.”

I assessed the small lad standing slightly behind Nick. 

He looked barely past puberty. 

His side-parted dark hair and attempts to grow stubble – and therefore add years to appearance – were laughable. 

The wisps of hair on his chin needed to be shaved off as they looked ridiculous.

I wasn’t taking any chances.

“Er, I don’t think so. He’s not coming near me unless he’s 18. Break out some ID, sunshine.”

Plum flushed but began searching through his pockets without challenging me. 

No doubt he was asked that question a lot due to his boyish looks.

After a minute’s search, he produced his driver’s licence photo-ID, which he presented with a triumphant flourish.

Indeed, they were telling the truth – he was 18 two months ago. 

Damn. 

Still, the delay had cost vital time – I would need to go back to work in eight minutes at the very latest. 

Too much of a delay and people may even come searching for me, a situation that all of us were keen to avoid.

Nick saw me checking my watch and sensed the urgency. 

“Right, now we’ve got the fucking admin sorted, let’s see some skin.”

He stepped forward and roughly pulled open my white blouse, ripping off several buttons in the process.

“Careful, you asshole, I’ve got to work in this,” I hissed, knocking Nick’s unfriendly hands away as I spoke.

He ignored me, took two steps to my right and began undoing my zipper. 

He yanked my skirt and black tights down to my knees, leaving me partially naked.

“Look at the size of those granny pants!” Plum exclaimed, animatedly pointing in my direction. 

It was my turn to blush. I was wearing a plain white bra and big knickers set, comfy underwear that I used only for work. 

I never expected anyone – bar Kev – to see them. 

It was functional, everyday underwear but it seemed to provide much amusement to the pair of thugs.

“I’ve seen her in some right slutty stuff, Plum. It looks like we’ve got hold of her on wash day – and she’s decided to get the big ugly pants from the back of the drawer. Never mind, they’ll be off in a minute.” 

Nick licked his lips and approached me once more.

He pulled off my blouse and tossed it to one side, edging me slowly back towards the decrepit couch in the centre of the premises.

We stopped together just before the sofa as Nick leaned in to kiss me. 

I reluctantly responded, opening my mouth as little as possible to ensure his fat tongue could not properly enter my mouth. 

As the awkward embrace began, I could feel his hands trying to excitedly undo my bra and unleash my breasts. 

The kiss ended as my bra came away in his hands, exposing my pert breasts to the pair.

Instinctively, I raised my hands to cover my naked chest. 

Nick took the opportunity to push me firmly down onto the sofa. 

With the skirt and tights still wrapped around my lower legs and my arms protecting my chest, my balance was hindered.

I fell, landing painfully on the thread-bare sofa that had long since lost any semblance of comfort. 

I groaned as I hit the hard surface, with my feet and hands unable to soften the fall.

The lads could not have cared less. 

Like a pack of animals sensing blood, they were on top of me before I came to my senses.

Dropping to his knees, Plum buried his head straight into my chest. His shyness seemed to be forgotten.

I ignored him though, keeping my eyes firmly pinned on Nick. 

The little bastard had pulled off my black work shoes, and was now busy tugging my legs out of the crumpled up tights and skirt – heading towards my panties.

My body tensed as I realised his intention.

Since we had struck the deal last week, I’d pleasured numerous members of the gang.

They’d mauled my body, groping my boobs roughly and humiliating me by covering my face with their spunk.

But none had dared to touch me intimately. 

Lee, who appeared to be the gang’s unspoken leader, had declared that no-one was allowed to touch me until I’d produced an up-to-date STI test result, displaying that I was clear of all sexually transmitted diseases.

As a result, I had been forced to go to the clinic last week, the all-clear arriving yesterday morning. I was clean, of course, but hadn’t told the gang yet. 

But Nick, it seemed, was tired of waiting. 

Plum was slobbering over my breasts, paying particular attention to my nipples as my hands abandoned my chest, dropping to protect my waist from Nick’s dubious intentions.

He smiled as I tried to stop him.

“Open wide, Sophie. I’m going to make you pant. 

“You’ll be all hot and sweaty for this afternoon’s shift at your shitty supermarket. 

“But you’ll be thanking me in a minute when I make you groan.”



Chapter Three: A deal is a deal

I struggled, holding onto the waistband of my big granny pants with all my might. 

“No, Lee, said you can’t! Don’t touch me!”

Nick paused momentarily at the mention of Lee’s name. 

He was positioned between my legs, his head inches away from my crotch.

I flinched as Plum bit my right nipple hard. 

Both my breasts were already covered in spittle but I continued to ignore him. 

My concentration was almost solely on Nick, who had craftily angled his body between my legs so I could no longer shut them.

Despite my reluctance, I could feel myself getting excited. 

Risky sex had always been a turn-on for me, one of the prime reasons that attracted me to an old fashioned hard man like Kev. 

And Plum’s concentration on my breasts was beginning to make my stubby nipples erect. 

A small wet patch had appeared on my panties, I realised, ardently hoping that Nick wouldn’t notice. At least the colour of my knickers would help disguise my body’s betrayal.

Thankfully, Nick was looking at my face intently rather than the state of my underwear.

I shifted slightly, trying to push him away from my panties. 

He placed a surprisingly strong arm on my hips to keep me front fidgeting.

“You’re right. He told us that no-one could go in there. 

“Luckily, I don’t plan on fucking you, Sophie, at least not today. For starters, I’ll bang you for a lot longer than five minutes.

“No, I’m just going to get a taste of what’s to come. 

“Consider me as a scout – checking out the territory and making sure there are no nasty surprises for the rest when they finally arrive.”

Plum broke away from arousing my breasts and laughed at Nick’s words, his approval delighting his ego-maniac friend.

Nick’s smug face made me want to hurt him badly. 

Obviously my face could not hide my intense dislike for the drug-dealing scumbag as he spoke again, trying to regain control of the situation.

“Come on. Play nicely, Sophie. Remember our little deal? We don’t want Kevin going to prison, do we?”

I looked at my watch. 

Four minutes until I needed to get back. 

Nick’s hands had now crept up to my knickers, trying to tug them down my legs. 

Plum had returned to sucking my boobs with renewed enthusiasm.

I kept my hands gripped around the elastic waistband in my panties, feeling the fabric around my pussy being pushed aside by Nick’s relentless attempts to pleasure me.

Despite fighting my natural instinct to move my hips in excitement as a result of Plum’s attention, I could feel myself getting wetter.

This time, Nick didn’t miss it. 

“Plum, this dirty slut is wet already. I’ve not even touched her yet and her knickers are fucking soaked!

“Obviously, she couldn’t wait to get her clothes off and get fucked by us, Plum. I told you she’s a tramp. She craves cock.”

Nick’s voice had become high-pitched with excitement as he pressed his fingers through my knickers to rub my moist vagina.

Ignoring the pathetic insults from the cowardly moron between my legs, a small groan of pleasure escaped from my lips. 

It was only a faint sound, but loud enough for Plum to look up. 

He broke away from sucking my red-raw breasts, noted my heavier breathing with slightly flushed cheeks, and began to move his head towards mine.

The younger man’s approach was no-nonsense. 

His tongue went straight into my mouth and I did nothing to stop him. 

As Plum eagerly explored my mouth, Nick’s fingers had wriggled inside my panties and the rough stroking of my pussy was sending sparks through my body – despite the internal conflict inside my mind.

I let go of my now pointless attempts to keep my knickers up, placing one hand over the back of the couch to keep my balance as the lads’ mauled my body with increasing fervour. 

The other hand came up to stroke the face of Plum, who had surprisingly prickly skin considering his youthful looks.

With my hands no longer in the vicinity to prevent Nick reaching my most private areas, he swiftly took the opportunity to remove my underwear, mocking the size of the white panties as they slid down my legs.

For some reason, I said a silent thank you that I’d shaved my legs the night before. 

It revealed the contrasting emotions running through my body: why on earth do I want to impress these animals? 

Nick pushed open my legs fully, completely exposing my innermost regions to his gaze. 

He was casually sliding his index finger in and out of my folds with ease as he licked his lips, preparing to give me the orgasm that I was beginning to crave.

I groaned loudly as Nick inserted another finger into my sopping wet vagina, his thumb continually pressing against the sensitive bud of my clitoris.

“Fuck me. Plum, you’ve got to see this! She’s got a fucking forest down here! 

“I can’t even see her growler, thanks to all the hair! Ever heard of using a razor, Soph? 

“Surely old Kev gets tired with picking pubes out of his teeth? 

“Or perhaps he really is such a tight-wad that you can’t afford to buy one?”

My body tensed at the criticism. 

He was right; I had not done my bikini line in several weeks and my pubic region had become a tangled forest of late.

Before I met Kev, I had been meticulous about shaving. 

However, Kev steadfastly refused to give me oral, saying it wasn’t something that a real man should do. 

Oddly, the same logic didn’t apply when he fancied head though.

This lack of interest – and viewing – had seen me slack off in the shaving department. 

My cheeks turned crimson at the insults, my fragile self-esteem knocked even further at these moron thugs mocking my body.

Plum broke off from the kiss to see the state of my genitals himself. 

He sniggered: “Bloody hell, Nick, mate. 

“You’ll get lost in there. Any trouble, send up a distress flare and I’ll help out.”

Both laughed at Plum’s joke while I regained my breath, protectively shifting up the couch moving inches away from them both. 

The gesture was futile. 

Nick’s arms hauled me back towards him within seconds, his lips replacing his fingers in my pussy. 

The warm sensation caused me to cry out with excitement, knowing the orgasm would not be far off.



Chapter Four: Highs, lows and a firm ‘no’

Plum moved back towards my head, unbuttoning his jeans as he did so. 

I knew what was coming.

He placed a hand on the back of my head, guiding my lips towards his circumcised penis, which I estimated to be five inches. 

It was rock hard before I’d even touched him. 

I knew he wouldn’t last long.

I swallowed his entire length in a single gulp, guiltily enjoying the power that I temporarily held over him as I slowly withdrew my mouth over his sensitive head. 

He groaned, pushing my lips back onto his cock again with renewed vigour.

Further down the couch, my hips were thrusting wildly as Nick’s tongue continued to explore my tingling pussy, which felt like it was on fire. 

In turn, I grabbed his head, encouraging his tongue and fingers to delve deeper into my folds to meet my body’s demands. 

My actions shocked both of us, the heat of passion temporarily eliminating the boundaries between us.

In fact, my previous thoughts of resistance had been forgotten.

I screamed as the orgasm finally arrived, a cry that was muffled due to Plum’s cock being halfway down my throat. 

Nick continued licking my throbbing bud as the orgasm gradually subsided, causing me to whimper with pleasure for the best part of a minute.

Having a 26-year-old woman orgasm while sucking his cock proved too much for Plum, who ejaculated into my mouth seconds after my orgasm had finished. 

He grunted and pulled away hastily, leaving only a small trace of semen in my mouth, and began rearranging his clothes.

Nick finally took his lips away from my pussy, allowing me pull away from him. I checked my watch. 

Shit, I was already 11 minutes late for my shift. 

My stomach lurched with panic as I realised that I would be in trouble with the store management, no doubt.

Trish may be able to cover me for a few minutes but the powers-that-be were real sticklers for time-keeping. 

I had some explaining to do.

My mind was racing and I began to scan the garage for my discarded underwear, peeling my body away from Nick, who had remained between my legs but was now standing. 

He stood over me with a sneer in his voice.

“Where are you going, you slutty little bitch? 

“Think you can have a nice screaming orgasm and then simply fuck off? That’s a pretty selfish thing to do.”

My eyes widened as I realised what he meant. 

He was undoing his jeans – he was planning to screw me, after all.

“You can’t! Lee said! 

“I’ve got get back to work. I’m already late. 

“Please, I’ll lose my job and I can’t afford to do that.”

Nick grabbed both of my thighs again, pulling my body towards him. 

He pulled down his jeans and trousers as he spat out of the answer: “As if I give a flying fuck about your job! 

“You’re a trailer-trash whore anyway – we should put you on the game and make some real money from you.”

I tried to slap him but the blow was easily caught by my tormentor, who laughed bitterly before spitting in my face. 

The glob of saliva trickled off my chin as Nick moved into a position to enter me. 

My pleas became more frantic as desperation kicked in.

“Wait! Lee said that no-one was allowed to have sex with me! I’ll tell him! You agreed with it earlier!” 

It was my last throw of the dice, a desperate attempt to get out of this dire predicament. My orgasm seemed a long time ago already.

Nick loomed over me, his eyes gleaming with excitement. “I’ve changed my mind. 

“I don’t give a fuck about Lee or his orders. 

“I’m going to give you the best banging ever.

“Just lay back and enjoy it, gutter whore.”

His arms pinned down my upper body as the rest of his weight pressed down on me, making it impossible for my legs to thrash out. 

Nick began licking my face, covering my skin with his disgusting fag-smelling spittle.

He whispered in my ear: “Ssshhh. You’re going to enjoy this.”

I was screaming as a strange voice from the garage’s open entranceway boomed out. 

“No, I don’t think so. 

“This isn’t going to happen. Let her go.”



Chapter Five: An unlikely saviour

Both Nick and Plum twirled around towards the entrance of the garage, seeking to discover the identity of the confident newcomer.

I craned my neck around Nick’s body to see the person who had arrived to save me just in the nick of time.

It was Lee, the gang’s unofficial leader.

He strode into the garage, his eyes coldly evaluating the scene. 

His aura was powerful and undeniable. 

Neither of the two lads spoke, both almost visibly shrinking before him.

Nick was trying to pull up his trousers and untangle himself from my legs. 

Unusually, he was silent. 

As we pulled our bodies apart, our eyes met. I could see the fear.

Lee stopped in the centre of the building. 

When he spoke, his voice was calm but contained a menacing tone that demanded obedience.

“When I said that no-one was to sleep with Sophie, I meant it.”

His piercing blue eyes drilled into the two gang members standing in front of him, a look that neither of them dared return.

“This is a game – a bit of fun alongside the serious side of our business. 

“It doesn’t involve this kind of thing.”

He moved closer to Nick, his words coming out only inches from his face. 

Nick kept his eyes trained on the floor, unwilling to make eye contact with Lee.

“You’re warned. 

“If you ever disobey one of my instructions again, you’ll never walk again. You do remember what happened to Robbo?”

Unaware of the gang’s history, I could only assume that Robbo’s time as a drug-dealer had not enjoyed a happy ending. 

The mention of his name had seen the colour drain from both Nick and Plum’s faces, a warning they would not ignore.

“Good. I’m glad we’re clear on this. Now get the fuck out.”

Clearly terrified, Plum shot past Lee and out of the garage without looking back. 

Nick cautiously edged around his boss, casting an evil look back at me as he went.

As Nick turned away from me to follow Plum out of the garage, Lee’s right fist smashed straight into his stomach. 

Nick doubled over in pain, gasping for air – surprised by the ferocity of the blow at such close quarters.

Lee leaned over him: “Your card is marked. No more warnings.”

Nick staggered out of the building, holding his stomach and still trying to regain his breath. 

He had not said a word to defend himself. 

He obviously knew better than to argue with Lee.

Lee watched him disappear before turning to me. 

He bent over and picked up my still-damp knickers and bra that had been scattered around the garage during the torrid sex session.

His manner surprised me. 

He handed the underwear over in silence, before turning his back to allow me a little privacy while I got dressed again.

When I had rearranged my bedraggled work uniform as best I could, I broke the ice. 

“Thank you. You saved me.”

He turned back to face me, his blue eyes still radiating anger from the scene he’d witnessed seconds earlier.

His demeanour suggested a completely different character from the arrogant asshole I had previously encountered. 

Gone were the gloating, mocking words that he had used to show off in front of his cronies. 

Those loathsome traits were now replaced with a tender, sympathetic approach that caught me off guard.

He was undoubtedly dangerous – the reaction from the other two had shown that – but he also seemed to have a caring, more humane streak too. 

It was a strange combination.

When Lee spoke, his words were delivered in a matter-of-fact tone without the danger that laced his words moments ago.

“Soph, this is going too far. 

“We only put this sex deal together to wind up Kev. 

“He gave us a good kicking and we thought it was the easiest way to get back at him. We knew we couldn’t win in a fight against him.”

Lee pointed to the sizeable cut, which was still clearly visible above his left eye – a war wound from Kev’s late night assault with a plank of wood. 

He smiled grimly.

“You were the weak point but I never intended to ruin your life. Just have a little fun.”

Despite time ticking by, I couldn’t stop myself from interrupting. 

“This is all a bit of fucking fun? 

“Is that what you call this? 

“You’re animals all of you and I’m your sex slave. You lot are fucking sick.”

Lee’s gaze never dropped from mine. 

He smiled ruefully, perhaps surprised someone was actually willing to stand up to him.

He nodded in acceptance. “You’re right. It seems to be getting out of control. And for that, I’m truly sorry. 

“Leave it with me. 

“I’ll sort this whole thing out tonight. Then I’ll come to talk to you and Kev about wrapping all this up. 

“I have to consider my position with the lads – I can’t just call off the deal. 

“We need to have closure in some way or another.”

Perversely, I felt a thrill of gratitude towards him. 

He had disgusted me ever since our first meeting and had degraded me numerous times in front of his so-call ‘friends’. 

But away from the peer-pressure influence of the gang and without feeling the need to prove his tough guy credentials, Lee seemed to have other qualities. 

I could almost consider him to be a gentleman – if I didn’t already know exactly what he was capable of.

I nodded, agreeing with his logic. 

The situation was becoming uncontrollable. It couldn’t continue – otherwise my life would soon be in ruins.

A meeting was the best way forward – as long as I could stop Kev attacking Lee during it.

Lee held out his hand to help me up. 

I wobbled as I attempted to stand, realising how much the traumatic events of the last half hour had taken out of me.

Lee tenderly placed an arm round me, ensuring my balance was recovered before letting go. 

He escorted me away from the derelict rows of garages, guiding me slowly towards the shop entrance. 

Thankfully, there was no sign of Nick or Plum, who obviously had opted to flee the scene after Lee’s warning.

Standing outside the shop, Lee made to leave before seemingly changing his mind and turning back to face me once more. 

“I’m sorry again, Sophie. I will sort this out.”

I watched as he marched into the distance, dreading having to go back into the supermarket and face the music over my unauthorised extended lunch break.



Chapter Six: Breaking point 

Kev marched into the kitchen a shade after 7.30pm. 

It was obvious he’d been to the pub after work, he reeked of booze.

This had become a regular occurrence over the past week. 

My boyfriend’s fragile ego could not accept the position we found ourselves in – and he had turned to drink for comfort.

After meticulously washing his hands, Kev sat down at the table without saying a word, tucking into his egg and chips without even an acknowledgement in my direction.

Wary of his explosive temper after a drink, I waited for him to speak first. 

Eventually, he raised his eyes in my direction and grunted.

“What’s the matter with you?”

Usually, a question of this type would suggest concern on his part. 

His tone, however, suggested something different. 

Since I had agreed to Lee and the gang’s request, Kev had barely been able to look at me – let alone touch me. 

Every time we spoke, he bristled with anger, resulting in nights of violent rows and sleeping with our backs to each other in bed.

Our relationship had always been fiery, a tempestuous mixture of explosive arguments and mind-blowing make-up sex. 

Now, we were arguing, ignoring one another and bedroom fireworks were a distant memory.

Kev’s brooding approach left me incensed. 

He seemed to actually be blaming me for our predicament despite the fact I was doing all of this to keep him out of prison.

I had abandoned trying to second guess what was going through his mind. Kev’s absurd attitude was driving me insane.

I was giving up my pride, respect and dignity with the local bunch of scumbags for him – and what did he do? 

Evidently, he had chosen to blame me rather than his own stupidity that started this sorry fiasco in the first place.

Inwardly, he may be loathing himself but he wouldn’t talk to me about it. 

Instead he had turned to the booze, deciding to resent me and the sick deal that we’d agreed to proceed with.

It had only been a week but the cracks in our relationship seemed to be widening every day. 

At times, I almost wished he had been charged with assaulting Lee and the others – simply to get him away from me. 

Such thoughts made me feel guilty, not to mention disgusted at my apparent lack of loyalty. 

He was the man I loved, after all. 

However his current behaviour was utterly pathetic at the time when I needed him most.

I steadied myself before replying. 

My eyes were red from crying, my make-up smudged and my blonde hair was bedraggled, a result of continually pushing it out of my face as I wept. 

I had changed out of my mangled work outfit as soon as I’d got home, now wearing a tight black T-shirt and leggings to avoid as many awkward questions as possible.

I had to tell him part of the story though at least.

“I got a formal warning at work.”

“What did you get that for?” 

Kev now looked genuinely concerned, running a hand over his facial stubble as he awaited my response. 

Even though I had no serious ambitions about promotion at work, he knew I took a certain amount of pride in being part of the team. 

And I’d never been in trouble before with the management, despite being one of the longest-serving members of staff.

“I took too long for my lunch break. Paul, my boss, wasn’t happy and gave me this.”

I thrust a scrunched piece of paper across the table between our plates, which were both still full of food but completely forgotten.

Kev gave a cursory glance to the formal letter before returning his eyes back to me. 

His stare was indifferent, reflected in his voice when he spoke again.

“It probably serves you right. Gossiping in the canteen again?”

He snorted and returned his attention to dinner, seemingly oblivious to the tears spilling down my cheek as my emotions rose again. 

I offered no reply.

Chewing a mouthful of lukewarm chips, I could see his brain slowly ticking over, beginning to understand the situation. 

I could see his powerful, tattooed forearm tense and the vein visible through his shaved head began to throb as his temper rose. 

The penny was finally dropping as I knew it would.

I had seen it many times – and waited anxiously for the fireworks to begin.

When he spoke, his voice was almost a whisper. 

“It was them, wasn’t it?” 

I nodded, unable to lie to him, the tears flowing freely. 

The expression on his face scared me, a feeling that I’d not experienced with him before. 

Kev was an aggressive man but he had never raised a hand to me. 

But the look coming across the table sent ice through my veins. 

Fury radiated from every fibre as he stood abruptly, sending his dinner plate crashing to the floor.

“The little fuckers are dead. I’ve had enough of this. I’ll kill them.”

This was no idle threat. 

Kev marched to the kitchen drawer and pulled out the biggest blade that we kept in the house. 

He turned to me, his eyes pulsating with a deadly anger. 

“My little friend and I are going to give them an evening they won’t forget.”

Before I could say a word, Kev turned and marched upstairs, casually tossing the carving knife from hand to hand as he went.



Chapter Seven: Only one way forward

Kev spent the next 20 minutes in the shower while I cleared up the mess from the kitchen floor, plotting the best way of convincing him not to make the situation worse.

I realised the best approach was to be direct and assured.

Kev would continue to ride roughshod over me if I continued to play to helpless female victim.

The only time I had stood up to him – when the gang first offered us their sickening deal – he had listened to me. 

The same no-nonsense approach was required again.

I finished cleaning the dishes in the kitchen and swept the floor.

I took pride in my house looking tidy and I wasn’t letting a bunch of male animals change that. 

I took the warning letter and shredded it into a thousand pieces. 

With all that was happening in my life, a rap on the knuckles at work was the least of my worries. 

Indeed, if the shop’s management ever got the merest whiff of my recent nocturnal activities, then I’d be fired on the spot, I was sure. 

It may not be work-related, but an educated guess told me that publicly sucking off the local drug dealers was a no-no.

I poured out a large glass of red wine and settled on the sofa with the remainder of the bottle within reach, pretending to watch a soap opera on TV as Kev banged about upstairs.

When his large feet began stomping down the stairs, I could feel my palms sweating. 

I took a deep breath, trying to control my breathing.

He had changed out of his work gear, sweat-ridden from driving all day. 

Kev now sported a white muscle-top vest and grey tracksuit bottoms. 

The casual look for a night of casual violence, I thought grimly, as he moved across the living room without even a second glance in my direction.

He went straight to the fridge to grab a can of cheap bitter before returning to sit on the sofa, leaving a noticeable gap between us. 

He placed the knife on the coffee table alongside my bottle of wine and cracked open the can, taking a large swig.

I took the plunge. 

“Give me the knife. I won’t allow you to do this.”

He looked at me slowly and shook his head. 

“No. We’ve tried your way and it didn’t work. It’s my turn now.”

Kev turned his gaze back the television, indicating the discussion was over. 

In fact, I had barely started, the anger quickly rising in my chest.

“Pah! It was your way that got us into the mess! 

“Remember battering two of them with that chunk of wood in the alleyway? 

“Or breaking another one’s ribs and then head-butting him for good measure? 

“Let’s get the facts straight and try not to rewrite history here.”

Kev shrugged, his attention remaining on the telly. 

I wasn’t finished, words tumbling out of my mouth as the wine provided vital Dutch courage.

“You, Kevin, went out there and caused trouble with these idiots. 

“Is it my fault they caught you on tape? 

“Is it my fault that you always punch first and think later?

“Is it my fault that I love you and I don’t want you going to prison?”

Kev continued to avert his eyes away from me but his brow was now furrowed. 

He refused to answer but I could sense my words were hitting the mark.

“I’m the one who goes out there and does disgusting things with those hooligans – simply because I want to protect you. 

“Do you know what I think of while I’m doing the sordid and dirty acts that they demand I do? 

“Do you really want to know what goes through my mind while they suck my tits raw and spunk over my face, laughing at the size of my ass at the same time?”

My partner made no response, studiously avoiding eye contact. The truth can hurt.

“I’ll tell you, shall I? 

“I think about us, getting happily married and having a family when this whole sorry saga is finally over. 

“I’m doing this for us…. and you want to go and ruin everything by doing something even more stupid than last week. 

“Give me strength.”

At some point during my rant I had stood up, berating my partner with a wagging finger. 

He now rose to replicate my stance – towering above me.

When he spoke, his voice was steady although I could sense the anger bubbling underneath.

“I’m not saying you haven’t tried. We just need a new approach.

“I’ll deal with this tonight and life will go back to normal. 

“Leave it with me. I’ve got it all worked out.”

Our eyes remained locked together, the television forgotten completely. 

I played my final shot, my trump card.

“No, Kev. If you go out there tonight, then you’ll never see me again. 

“I mean it. I’ve had enough. We’ve not come this far to see you go to prison any way. Don’t test me on this.”

Kev looked like I’d slapped him in the face. 

He took a tentative step towards me, his eyes widening as I visibly retreated from his touch.

“Soph, don’t say that. I’m trying to do the best for us….”

I cut him off. 

“I don’t want to hear it, Kev. Lee agrees the situation is getting out of control. 

“He’s offered to come around and talk about the situation – like adults – and work something out.”

The confusion in Kev’s mind was obvious, it was clear as he tried to analyse what I’d just said.

“Who is Lee? Wait a minute, not the cocky gob-shite, the pathetic little boss man? You’ve been talking to him?” 

Kev stepped forward once more, his temper threatening to explode again.

Having predicted this response, I kept my cool. 

“Yes, I have. He’s easily the most sensible of the bunch and he has the power to make this situation go away.

“We need him – and we should listen to what he has to say. Having a conversation can’t hurt us, can it?”

Kev’s eyes flashed. “Are you fucking him?” 

He snarled and moved closer still. 

Alcohol oozed from his pores. 

How many drinks had he consumed at the pub before coming home? Way over the legal drink-drive limit, that’s for sure.

“Fuck you, Kevin Houseman. Do you hear me? Fuck you. 

“I doing this to save you from prison and you’re too fucking stupid to realise it. Wake up and forget your stupid ego.”

I realise I was pushing my boyfriend to his limit, further than I’d ever done before, but I couldn’t back down now. 

He paused, mulling over my words carefully. 

He shrugged. “I don’t want that little wanker in my house.”

“It’s not your house. It’s our house. And I’ve already invited him.” 

I was still in dangerous territory but the battle appeared to be won – for now. 

Of course, I had no viable alternative. 

I would not allow his pathetic male pride to put me in a position similar to the horrific garage incident again. 

We had to resolve this saga one way or another – and talking to Lee was easily the best way of making that happen.

Kev tilted his head to the left, as if seeing me in a new light for the first time. 

“What?”

“Oh yes. In fact, he’ll be here any minute to talk this whole this through with us. 

“And I swear that if you touch him, I’ll be walking out that door forever.”



Chapter Eight: The final offer

A frosty silence had descended over the living room, both of us deep in our own thoughts. 

Kev was already on his third can of bitter, never a good sign. 

My hand shook as I poured the wine into my empty glass. 

The bottle had only a trickle remaining in it.

We sat watching the television without speaking or looking at each other, individually mulling over the argument that happened minutes before.

The doorbell ended the uneasy silence, making my stomach lurch with fear.

I stood to answer the door. 

Kev looked at me as I passed him, giving me the perfect opportunity to reiterate my warning.

“Remember what I said. 

“You lay a finger on him and you’ll never see me again, Kev. Don’t cause trouble in this house.”

I didn’t wait for an answer. 

I walked to the door, checking my reflection in the hallway mirror as I went.

Lee stood on the doorway alone. 

His trademark baseball was missing, his blonde hair having been recently shaved. 

His acne remained – it looked almost painful – but he’d removed the awful nose ring that he’d worn previously.

He wore a blue hoodie, dark combats and white trainers. The look was finished with diamond studs in both ears. 

“Evening, Sophie. Are you ready for our little chat?”

Immediately, I noticed his tone was different without the gang backing him up. 

The sneering, immensely dislikeable scumbag who had ejaculated over my face with such spite in the alleyway had disappeared – replaced with this polite, almost charming, lad. 

It was the same persona that had saved me in the garage earlier today.

Was he playing a game, I wondered, as I welcomed him in and offered him a cup of tea. 

I could smell the cheap aftershave waft over me. 

It was potent – like he’d bathed in it before coming round.

Lee declined with good grace and followed me into the kitchen, where I offered him a seat. 

Kev was already standing at the table, staring with barely concealed hatred at our guest.

Ignoring his expression, Lee extended his hand to Kev in greeting. 

Kev looked down at the outstretched hand with disgust, not moving a muscle in response.

Clearly embarrassed, Lee withdrew the gesture quickly and cleared his throat. 

When he spoke, however, he addressed us with a clarity that hinted at the forcefulness of his true personality.

“Right, let’s not prolong this any longer than needed. 

“It’s obvious that this situation can’t go on.”

Kev grunted his agreement. 

I stood between them, waiting anxiously to hear what Lee had to say – and Kev’s inevitable reaction.

Lee continued, his confident manner becoming increasingly obvious as the words began flowing.

“Our original deal seems to be getting out of hand. 

“For that, I’d like to apologise. 

“The problem is that the ball is now rolling and unless we act quickly, my control over the lads will lessen rapidly.

“I’ve spoken to Lichy and we’ve agreed that we need to finish this episode. 

“We need our boys focused on the business – not concentrating on touching up Sophie every chance they get.”

My heart leapt. 

Finally, my nightmare was about to end. 

Seven days of depraved sexual humiliation had been a small price to pay to keep Kev out of prison. 

It had been worth it. 

We could start a new chapter, forgetting the misery of recent times.

Unfortunately though, Lee hadn’t finished. 

My excitement was premature.

“Of course, we need closure. We can’t just walk away as it will reflect badly on me and my reputation.”

He turned his head to look directly at me. 

“And that’s something I can never have.”

His piercing look seemed to go straight through me. 

I turned away, instinctively moving closer to Kev who remained stock still.

Lee turned his sights back on Kev, spelling out his terms in the clearest possible manner.

“This is what I want. 

“If it happens, we all go back to our lives and this chapter is closed for good. 

“We’ll continue using the alley for our business but our contact with you two will be over. 

“In addition, we’ll give you the mobile phone footage too so it can never be used against you again. 

“We’ll wipe the slate clean, if you like.”

He paused, allowing the words to sink in. 

My heart was racing but I knew the tough part of the conversation was still to come.

“What do you want, Lee?”

He turned to look at me again, ignoring Kev as he spoke. 

“I want you, Sophie.”

His eyes flicked briefly to my partner, aware of the immediate danger that his last sentence had put him in. 

After all, he still supported the ugly scar from the first time they met. 

Some wounds take longer to heal than others.

Kev remained silent although his hands had curled into fists. 

His temper was rising once more.

Reading the situation, Lee spoke swiftly looking to lay out the terms in the most business-like manner possible.

“The deal is simple. 

“For the next week, I want to date Sophie. 

“I want to take her on dates and sleep with her in your bed.

“Kev, you can either move into the spare room or move out completely until next Sunday. 

“Sophie will be my girlfriend for all intents and purposes until then – and will do absolutely anything I ask.”

He winked at me cheekily – despite the situation. 

Thankfully Kev was now grimacing at the floor and missed it.

Lee continued: “Additionally, we want to have a party here on Saturday night for us and our customers. 

“Sophie can be the hostess for the event – a small reward for the lads for all their hard work. 

“You can’t be around at all for that, Kev. It would never work.

“Like I say, that would be the full extent of our demands. 

“No extras, no additions, nothing more. 

“After Saturday night, you can go back to your lives and we’ll go back to our usual routine too. It will be all done and dusted.”

The young lad slapped his hands together as if to indicate the end of his proposal, which was met with silence.

Reading the situation, Lee realised this was a good time to depart. 

“I’ll let you two discuss our offer. 

“Let me know your response. I’ll see myself out.”

Without waiting for an answer, he left, leaving us standing in the kitchen weighing up the offer that would turn our world upside down – whatever option we chose.



Chapter Nine: Sacrifice

We had been a couple for two years and I had always thought, without doubt, I would spend the rest of my life with Kev. 

I couldn’t wait to become Mrs Houseman – and start the precious family that I’d longed for all my life.

As an only child, my parents had always been overly protective and were vocal in their disapproval of Kev in the early days of our relationship. 

However he’d won them around gradually, particularly winning brownie points for his attentive and caring nature towards me. 

The irony was not lost on me now.

Kev was now treated like the son they’d never had – nowadays he was part of the furniture at the Nicholls household. 

They regularly quizzed us on when we were getting married. 

“It’s time to stop living in sin,” as my mother constantly told us.

How little they knew.

Once Lee had left, our discussions should have been tormented, angst-ridden at the very least. 

I was expecting all hell to break loose as soon as the front door had slammed shut but my fears turned out to be unfounded.

Once again, I opted for the direct approach. I was willing to go along with the deal that Lee had proposed.

It was only one more week of being groped, humiliated and satisfying Lee’s whims and then we would be free. 

I was willing to continue submit to their degrading demands if it kept Kev out of prison. 

I may be consenting to becoming a reluctant sex slave but we had little other choice.

The idea of being a hostess at a drug dealers’ party made me uncomfortable but Lee seemed to be perfectly reasonable – and his protection could be the key into getting out of this whole mess. 

He was the one that the more unruly elements of the gang respected and feared, and I knew the value of that already.

I offered an olive branch to my boyfriend if he would agree to the deal. 

Kev could settle the situation in his own way if the gang reneged on the new proposal. 

I would stand by him a hundred per cent if they tried to alter the terms of the agreement in any way.

His reaction was strange. 

He seemed dazed, grunting and nodding occasionally but no longer arguing with me.

I tried to reassure him, draping an arm around him and whispering in his ear about a possible romantic weekend away in a month’s time.

His response was minimal, quickly shrugging away my attentions to make the short trip to the fridge for another can.

Kev’s ego seemed wounded. 

Having a stranger stride into his own house and lay down the law had obviously disturbed him deeply. 

And, following his loyal girlfriend’s unexpected threat to leave him, it had undoubtedly been a tough night for Kev. 

But his reaction seemed to be one of despair and defeat, not exactly the support that I needed at this moment in time.

Usually, I could read him like a book. 

At the moment, the book was closed and the darkness was stopping me finding the book’s position.

Real doubt had started to creep into my mind. 

It was keeping me awake at night. 

Was our relationship really as weak at this? 

Why was Kev acting this way? 

Admittedly, the situation was horrible but surely Kev could understand that I was doing all of this for him? 

His moods were nonsensical – he either wanted to risk prison by violently injuring the gang that was blackmailing us or sullenly accepting our predicament, appearing to place the blame fully at my door.

Kev’s unreasonable behaviour was pushing us towards a huge crisis in our relationship – and I wasn’t even sure whether we were still strong enough to ride it out.

And to make things even worse, I felt compelled to see Lee again – whether a deal was in place or not.

Lee was a scumbag, a drug dealer and a sneering liar, making me feel sick in the pitch of my stomach. 

So why was I so calm about spending a week as his ‘girlfriend’?

I left Kev stewing downstairs without saying another word to him. 

He was already on his ninth can and alcohol had stolen any further coherence for the rest of the evening.

After a quick shower, I crawled into our empty double bed and fell asleep, only to be plagued by nightmares about deserted garages, kitchen knives and the pack of thugs that were rapidly ruining my life.



Chapter Ten: A woman in demand

The next day dragged slowly. 

I was preoccupied with forthcoming events and could not concentrate as I sat on my till. 

Luckily, there was no sign of cowardly Nick or any of his cronies, looking for a repeat of yesterday’s lust-filled exploits.

Lee, it seemed, had reined them in, much to my relief.

Kev and I still had not spoken. 

He had slept on the sofa, passing out surrounded by empty cans strewn across the living room.

I’d found him lying face down on the couch as I wandered down the stairs to make an early morning cup of tea. 

When I came back into the living room to offer him some breakfast, he had already gone – he would be late for work, no doubt, which would only further deepen his dark mood.

I had text Lee before work, confirming that we would accept his offer. 

He had yet to reply.

I spent the day trying to predict what being Lee’s ‘girlfriend’ – or reluctant sex slave as I now considered it – would entail. 

With only six days of the deal remaining, I was certain it would not be too long before I found out, a prediction that could not have been more accurate.

I finished work on time and was walking home when my smartphone vibrated in my pocket.

It was a text message from Lee.

“Dinner tonight. I’ll pick you up at 7.30pm. Wear your sexy pink dress. Lee. Xx.”

It felt like I was on a one-way express train that I couldn’t get off; being pushed and pulled by different characters with no control whatsoever over what was happening to me.

Of course, that was nowhere near being truthful. 

I was controlling some elements – to a degree – but yearned for more influence over events.

Also, how did he know about my pink top? 

Was he a fucking peeping Tom? 

I knew the outfit he meant – it was actually a long top, not a dress. 

But, being a male, I wasn’t surprised that he didn’t know the difference.

I quickened my pace, Lee would be picking me up in less than two hours and I still had to get ready as well as cook Kev’s tea.

Kev arrived home a little after 7pm, omitting an unpleasant mixture of stale body odour and alcohol. 

Holding a half-drunk bottle of whiskey in one hand, he swayed slightly as he entered the kitchen. 

I told him I was going out in 30 minutes and his dinner was in the oven, leaving him alone to finish my make-up and my hair.

After yesterday’s insults, I’d spent ages shaving my bikini line. 

My pubic hair was now a neatly cropped strip.

Unusually for me, I’d opted to wear my blonde hair down, nimbly creating some long curls to fall down my back. 

I’d kept my make-up light, not wanting to clash with the bright pink outfit that had been requested. 

The top had a plunging neckline with a flared finish at the bottom. 

It was reminiscent of a baby-doll lingerie outfit, but it was a little more demure.

I wore black leggings to complement the pink top, finishing the look with my comfortable flat shoes, which were black with a small pink bow near the toes. 

They matched my outfit perfectly. 

Looking in the mirror, I was somewhat chuffed with the way I looked. 

Perversely, I actually cared about what Lee thought about me. 

The feeling gnawing away inside of me was strange, I was struggling to define it. 

What was it? 

Nerves? 

Excitement? 

Dread? 

Sexual tension? 

I was unsure. I had not felt anything like it for a long time though.

The doorbell rang as I was putting away the hairdryer. 

I picked up my small pink purse from the bedside cabinet, moving swiftly so Kev didn’t get to the door before me.

As I turned to move towards the stairs, I was surprised to see Kev standing only a metre behind me. 

His undetected presence made me jump.

“Kev! You scared the life out of me!” I smiled, the shock evaporating almost as quickly as it arrived.

He looked at me, almost apologetically. 

“Toby can’t have me to stay until tomorrow so I’ll have to sleep here tonight.

“That scumbag was right last night. 

“It’ll be much easier for everyone if I’m not here – otherwise some of them could get badly hurt.”

His eyes flicked towards the direction of the front door as the doorbell rang again, a longer ring. 

Lee was getting impatient, obviously not used to being kept waiting.

Kev continued: “The thing is….. well, I’ve not got anywhere else to go tonight so I’m sleeping in my own bed tonight. 

“You, and him, can have the spare room, if you like.” 

Kev almost spat the final sentence out, the distaste in his mouth almost visible.

Realising how difficult this was for him, I stepped forward and tenderly placed a hand on his cheek.

“I love you, Kevin Houseman. In a week’s time, this will all be over. 

“Be strong, and let me protect you for once.”

He half-nodded and pressed his lips to my hand as I pulled it away. 

It was the closest bodily contact we’d had in days.

He turned and went into the bathroom, allowing me to head down the stairs and answer the doorbell, which was now being rung for a third time.

I checked the mirror to ensure my outfit still looked right. It did. 

The butterflies in my stomach were making me feel light-headed.

Date week was about to begin.



Chapter Eleven: Opening night

“It’s about time.” 

Lee looked a little miffed that he’d been forced to stand on the doorstep waiting for me for so long.

“Everything comes to he who waits,” I replied, realising I was flirting before I’d even stepped outside the house. 

Immediately, I prayed Kev hadn’t heard upstairs.

He smiled, an expression that rarely crossed his features. 

He’d made an effort too with freshly shaven hair, a tightly-fitted white shirt and faded jeans. 

He stank of cheap aftershave again – but there are worse smells to inflict upon a girl, I reasoned.

We walked to his car, which carried all of the obvious hallmarks of a boy-racer. 

I tried not to laugh out loud as I got into the lowered vehicle.

The exhausts screeched as we left the quiet street, heading for one of the fashionable curry houses in the centre of our sleepy town. 

I hoped no-one I knew would see me, trying to come up a realistic excuse while Lee talked about the wonders of his car. 

It was undoubtedly his pride and joy. I nodded in the right places, my mind a million miles away.

As we pulled into the restaurant’s secluded car park, I opened the car door to get out but Lee stopped me, placing a hand firmly on my knee.

“Sophie, I’m disappointed. I asked you to wear a dress.”

Confused, I shot back an obvious reply. 

“I’m wearing the pink top you wanted. I don’t have a pink outfit other than this one.”

He shook his head. 

“It works better as a dress. Take the leggings off and let’s go get some food.”

Fear gripped me. If I lost the leggings, the top was only just long enough to cover my large backside. 

If I bent over even slightly, the whole restaurant would get a view of my white frilly French knickers and part of my ample bum.

Sensing a certain amount of inevitability over this discussion, I was inwardly relieved that I’d decided to wear my favourite set of lingerie. 

The lacy panties were accompanied by a plain, but classy, bra that displayed my small breasts with impressive effectiveness.

Still, if I could get away with no flashing my panties to the public, I would. 

I tried another approach.

I looked at Lee, pleading with my eyes. 

“Don’t make me….”

“Do it.” He cut me off mid-sentence, his tone confirming the discussion was over.

With a sinking heart, I got out of the car and pulled down my leggings in the most ladylike way I could manage. 

Lee walked around the car, took the discarded leggings and threw them over the car park’s wall into a neighbouring garden.

As I was about to complain, he stepped up to me and kissed me full on the lips, his tongue darting into my mouth. 

Shocked by the suddenness of his actions, it took me a moment to respond. 

Before I knew it, I was passionately kissing him back, my hand stroking his acne-ridden face as his tongue probed my mouth with surprising tenderness.

The kiss ended and Lee smiled devilishly at me. 

He closed the car door, locked the vehicle and took my hand, guiding me into the restaurant.

The meal was great fun. 

Once Lee had stopped talking about his car and the gang, he provided some interesting conversation. 

He had two older sisters and their children – there were four of them in total – were the apple of his eye.

His eyes lit up as he spoke about his family and their days out together. 

It was a million miles away from his life as a small-league drug dealer.

At 22, he was four years younger than me but his criminal responsibilities seemed to have aged him prematurely. 

His hint of arrogance I found sexy although the sneering tone that I had encountered in the alleyway seemed to always lurk underneath the surface. 

He was extremely wary, constantly scanning the near deserted restaurant looking for the slightest sign of trouble. 

His phone vibrated frequently and several times he was forced to leave the meal to take a call in the middle of our date.

Each time, he apologised profusely – once more displaying a confusing range of personality traits that left me unable to fathom his true character.

Eventually, we got around to the subject of sex, as I knew we finally would.

“So has Kev moved out then? Don’t want him to get upset when he hears you screaming with pleasure later.” 

Lee rubbed the scar above his left eye absent-mindedly as he spoke, a triumphant smile set upon his face.

I squirmed in my seat. 

This was a tricky part of the conversation. 

“I’ve been meaning to talk to you about that. 

“Kev’s moving in with his friend for the next week but he can’t do move until tomorrow. It means we’ll be in the spare room tonight.”

Seeing Lee’s expression darken, I moved to reassure him: “We won’t be disturbed. He won’t come anywhere near us, I promise.”

I moved my hand over to his that was resting on the table, giving it a squeeze of encouragement.

Lee smiled. “Okay. 

“If he wants to listen and jack off to my girlfriend getting screwed better than ever before, that’s his problem.”

Lee’s eyes flashed as conversation reached a dead halt for the first time. 

“So are you up for tonight, Sophie? 

“Are you ready for a really good shagging? 

“What number will I be?”

I blushed, remembering Lee’s earlier insistence over the need for me to have an STI test as he goaded me over the numbers of previous lovers I’d had. 

It seemed strange he’d made no mention of it since.

“36.” 

My voice had dropped so low that Lee bent forward, asking me to repeat the figure again. 

I couldn’t make eye contact as I told him again.

After the second attempt, he sat back, apparently satisfied with my answer. 

I could feel my cheeks burning with embarrassment, keeping my eyes fixed on the table.

Lee whistled and smiled. 

“Well, notch 37 on your bedpost is going to be one you will never, ever forget. 

“I hope you’re ready for me.”



Chapter Twelve: Blurred boundaries

We crashed through the front door a little after midnight, inhibitions discarded by the vast amounts of wine and spirits we consumed throughout the evening.

Lee had left his car at the restaurant and we’d spent the entire taxi ride home French kissing, much to the delight of the taxi driver.

Three of Lee’s fingers found their way into my tingling vagina, gaining access to my erogenous zones with only the slightest resistance from me. 

Passion and desire had overtaken my usual steadiness, possibly a result of the stress I’d been under recently. 

“Do you want a drink?” I asked Lee breathlessly as he sucked my neck, giving me yet another love bite.

He stopped and straightened up. 

“No. I want to fuck you. Stop stalling, Soph. 

“Let’s go to bed and make you fucking scream like a banshee.”

I needed no further persuasion. 

My knickers were dripping wet from the first orgasm that I’d enjoyed in the taxi and I was hungry for more.

I guided him up the stairs, giggling as he groped my sizeable ass on every step of the way. 

At the back of my mind, I hoped Kev was asleep and unable to hear us. 

In truth, my partner was currently a secondary consideration – I needed cock.

I opened the spare bedroom door and showed Lee into the room. 

He kicked the door closed behind us and threw me onto the duvet. 

He was on top of me before I could get comfortable, his strong hands roughly pulling my breasts out of my top and pulling my nipples with force.

I whimpered and he responded accordingly, tugging my erect buds more gently. 

I pulled him closer. 

“No. Harder.” 

He seemed surprised by my passion for roughness, revealing just how little he knew about me.

He leaned over and bit my nipple with reckless abandon, making me scream out loud. 

As I did so, his right hand delved into my already sodden panties, numerous digits shoved straight into my dripping pussy. 

I raised my hips, trying to accommodate the fingers inside me with greater comfort. 

He began thrusting his hand in and out of me, enjoying the sound of my incessant panting as the sensations grew stronger.

I gripped Lee close as I approached orgasm again. 

“That’s so fucking good….” I whispered into my new lover’s ear as the orgasm shuddered through my body, the intense pleasure making me hold my face with my hands.

He grinned. 

“You’ll never want to go back to Kev ever. Now, open up.”

I spread my legs wide, as he pulled away from me. 

He pulled my pink top off with minimum fuss and my bra, which had been shoved towards my waist, quickly followed.

I was naked apart from my French knickers, which were now virtually see-through due to the excitement that had been coursing through me over the previous half hour.

Lee stripped and stood before me with his dick already erect. 

I sat up, preparing to suck him off but he pushed me back down.

“Sophie, I’ve fucked your mouth already. 

“I want your pussy real bad and I’m going to fuck you while you’re still wearing those sexy knickers.”

He leapt onto the bed and pushed my panties to one side, delving his tongue deep into my sopping vagina. 

The tingling sensation returned as I enjoyed the intense sensation of being licked out for the second time in as many days.

Sadly, Lee didn’t continue giving me glorious oral for too long though. 

Satisfied that I was wet enough to cope with his manhood, Lee slipped his penis into me, enjoying watching me arch my back in pleasure as he did so.

All my sense were heightened; I realised this was something I’d been longing for – and I didn’t want the sex to end. I was under Lee’s spell already.

My vagina felt on fire as Lee pounded in and out of me, relentlessly hammering into my body as I enjoyed a procession of orgasms.

Flipping me over onto my hands and knees, the thug boss began penetrating me from behind while simultaneously slipping a single finger up my asshole. 

He drove even deeper inside me, the bed’s headboard wildly crashing against the wall as our lovemaking went up another gear.

Lee began talking dirty to me, giving me a flashback of the awful night in the alleyway where I’d first pleasured him.

“Sophie, say you love it.”

“I love it.”

“No. Say it with some passion. You have to actually mean it.”

I spoke louder with more conviction. “I love it.”

“Beg me to never stop fucking you.”

“Don’t stop. Please.”

“Beg properly, you dirty little whore.”

“Don’t ever stop fucking me.” 

I was almost shouting.

“How good am I at this?”

I was gasping for breath again as yet another orgasm threatened to pass through me. 

I’d never known sex like it – even with Kev.

“You’re…. the….best.”

“Louder.” 

His strokes were coming into me quicker than ever, indicating he was close to ejaculating too.

“You’re the best,” I shouted, all efforts to keep quiet now abandoned.

“I’m not wearing a condom and I’m about spunk right inside your pussy. 

“Do you want to have my baby?”

I paused, unsure of the answer.

Lee, however, was in no mood for the dirty talk to end.

“Say it, Soph. 

“Say you want my baby. 

“Ask me to breed you. 

“Say you want us to be a family.”

My head was spinning. 

His words were swirling in my mind as the next wave of pleasure swept over me. I groaned loudly.

Lee shouted at me. 

“Say it, Sophie. 

“Be truthful.”

I couldn’t think about anything other than the feelings flowing through my body. 

I shouted at the top of my voice without thinking.

“Fuck me, Lee. I want your baby. 

“Breed me like a good little girlfriend. 

“Let’s start a family together – fill me up with your lovely cum!”

Barely had the words left my lips when Lee drove fully into me and let out an anguished cry as his spunk shot deep inside of me.

And listening to my demands, his pulsing penis stayed deep inside of me until every last drop of semen had been dispatched.


Chapter Thirteen: Reality

Lee and I lay cuddling together for the next hour or so.

Conversation was kept until a bare minimum. 

I was still wearing my French knickers, wet through from a mixture of mine and Lee’s fluids. 

My vagina was already feeling tender from the frenetic sex session but I could not deny – I felt more satisfied than ever before. 

As we began to drift off to sleep, I gave Lee a gentle kiss on the lips and stood up to go into my own bedroom. 

Lee stopped me, surprised. 

“Are you actually going back in with him?”

I hesitated, unsure of where I should be sleeping. 

“I was going to… would you rather I stayed?”

Lee pondered the question for a moment. 

“Stay if you want. 

“I promise you by the end of the week that you’ll not want to go back into his bed ever again.”

And, with that, he rolled over, presenting his back to me, blatantly uninterested in continuing the conversation.

I looked down at him and made my decision.

The clock said 2.49am as I slipped into bed alongside Kev. 

Too tired to bother to change into my pyjamas, I was still wearing my spunk-filled knickers. 

My body was covered in bite marks from the daytime garage sex session and tonight’s passionate love-making.

The insides of my legs were sticky with Lee’s semen still seeping out of my pussy.

In truth, I stunk of sex but I could not have cared less.

Kev was lying on his side, his face turned towards the wall. 

His deep breathing suggested he was fast asleep. 

I said a silent prayer and wriggled to get comfortable.

I was suddenly conscious that I would need to be up again for work in less than four hours’ time.

After several minutes, I finally settled into a comfy position by turning my back to Kev, unable to see the single tear trickling down his cheek onto his already wet pillow.


The Reluctant Girlfriend: The Finale – out now

Sophie’s story dramatically concludes with the final part of the trilogy – The Reluctant Girlfriend: The Finale.

Here’s the first chapter of the new book:

It was moments after dawn. 

My body felt stiff, unhappy with only a few hours’ sleep. 

It was struggling with my newfound partying lifestyle, unused to the late nights and early mornings.

Having rung in sick twice in the past five days, I was now hanging onto my job with my fingertips – if that.

Rumours of my partying were becoming commonplace in the supermarket’s staff canteen. 

I could see the looks and feel the hushed whispers; an uncomfortable silence greeting my presence where there would have previously been smiles and friendly chit-chat.

I needed to keep my job but why did they insist on judging me? 

My life did not begin and end with some shitty housing estate shop, no matter how many years I’d worked there.

I stretched, pushing my dark blonde hair out of my eyes. 

I reached for the water on my bedside table, easing the half-finished alcopop bottle out of the way to reach the glass behind.

I glugged the tepid fluid down trying to ease my headache and rid my mouth of the foul taste that had formed in the three hours’ worth of sleep I’d enjoyed.

Once it was drained, I gently placed the glass back on the dresser and flopped back down on the bed. 

I cursed myself silently as I noticed the lipstick that had stuck to the glass’s rim.

I’d forgotten to remove my make-up again before going to bed last night. It wasn’t the first time in recent days. 

Urgh. It was something a tramp girl would do. 

I had always been meticulous over removing my make-up before bed in the past but that had changed in recent times.

And it was playing havoc with my skin meaning I was having to pile on more and more cosmetics onto my skin every day to cover it up.

It was like a vicious circle. 

Not only that, others were noticing the change in my appearance and it was adding fuel to the gossips’ wild theories about my life.

Fuck them. 

What did they know about my life? 

They may have been right but nonetheless.

With their supposed perfect little lives and judgmental opinions, I didn’t give two hoots what they thought.

I broke my gaze away from the empty glass and looked over at the man lying next to me still fast asleep.

Lee looked so innocent while he slept.  His shaved head had grown a little over the past couple of days, giving it a cute fluffy look. 

It needed another cut – I’d volunteer to do the honours later with Kev’s clippers that were floating around the house somewhere.

His acne-ridden face looked sore, no doubt exacerbated by the copious amounts of booze that we’d been drinking together. 

I smiled. Sometimes looks can be truly deceiving. 

Lee was a blackmailer, a drug dealer, a thug and a bona fide scumbag.

And I couldn’t get enough of him regardless of his bad boy nature. 

He was a beast in bed. 

I had been ravaged by him time and time again. I could not even recall how times I’d orgasmed in the past few days. 

My body ached and my now fully shaved vagina was sore from over-use. 

The sex was fantastic but always rough, ready and animalistic. 

Lee did not waste too much time on foreplay but his sexual performances had been relentless, driving into me without mercy until I begged him to cum. 

It was mind-blowing, making me feel almost sick with pleasure. 

The head-spinning, the breathlessness, the intensity – it was not like anything I had experienced in the past.

I had been sleeping naked. I glanced down at my body, covered in goose bumps. 

Every part of my body was shaven now apart from my head. Lee had insisted upon it if I wanted oral from him.

It didn’t take me long to make a choice.

Trying to make as little noise as possible, I edged open the drawer next to the double bed – pulling out the red negligee and thong that Lee had presented to me earlier in the week.

He had bought me a large bag of cheap slutty underwear and sex toys, insisting I throw away all of my old and baggy underwear. 

It was another sign of control; yet another decision that I accepted without complaint. 

My bladder hurt but I knew that I did not have time to nip to the loo. I slipped on the naughty underwear, knowing it would not be on for long.

The alarm would go off in about three minutes. 

From the outset, Lee had been quite clear in his instructions. 

He did not mind the alarm buzzing so early in the morning but I had to be sucking his cock when it happened.

It was non-negotiable. 

When Lee first made his demand, I thought he was kidding. 

As it dawned on me that he was being deadly seriously, I had been appalled at his arrogance and sneering demeanour.

How times change – even after only a few days. 

Now I couldn’t wait to go down on him. 

Pleasuring my man had quickly become my favourite occupation in life.

**
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