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Chapter One: Trouble

I shot a quick sideways glance at Kev as the noise in the alleyway increased.

He continued to stare at the television, evidently trying to ignore the escalating sound of activity next to our new home.

My boyfriend may have been attempting to play it cool on the surface, but the pulsing vein in his neck told a different story.

He was close to snapping – and then all hell would break loose.

We'd been in our house for only two weeks but the night-time activities by certain individuals were becoming a serious problem.

A gang of youngsters – I'd age them in their early twenties – gathered in the alleyway next to our three-bedroom home every evening.

Usually it was three of them, all tall males with a tangible sense of menace radiating from each of them.

Random people came and went as the evenings wore on, but these were the three main players.

Kev insisted they were dealing drugs, and I saw no reason to doubt his verdict. It seemed perfectly logical.

What was surprising was how brisk their trade was – in the middle of a moderately up-market housing estate.

But it was undoubtedly their patch, and they would not take any prisoners.

Kev's patience with the situation had finally reached breaking point after ten nights.

With his volatile temper, I'd been surprised it had taken so long.

I've dated him for almost two years and have lost count of the number of times that he's been involved in late night punch ups.

He was a hardworking man, with a fierce temper.

Punch first and deal the consequences later was always Kev's approach to life.

When he approached the gang of lads, I tentatively watched from the side window with my phone ready to dial the emergency services.

Kev Houseman was widely regarded by people in our small town as someone could look after himself.

But three against one?

That was more than a match for anyone.

I was surprised – and, admittedly, a little disappointed – to see no violence though.

Harsh words were exchanged and Kev was pointing animatedly, displaying his powerful, tattooed right forearm.

The discussion did not last long, the troublemakers wary of the aggressive stranger that was so displeased with their presence.

They had retreated, stepping away from the confrontation but never turning their backs to Kev, staring intently as if to memorise his features for future reference.

Initially it seemed to have done the trick.

We heard nothing more for the next few nights, allowing us to settle into our new home in relative peace.

Until tonight.

They were back – louder, more provocative and in greater numbers than before.

I ran my manicured, pink fingernails over Kev's bicep soothingly.

"Leave it, Sweetheart.

They're looking for a reaction.

“They are not worth it."

Kev tried his best to relax and smile at me reassuringly.

It didn't fool anyone.

His skin was red underneath his dark closely cropped hair, another sure-fire sign of a brewing eruption of anger.

My fingers stopped tracing on Kev's skin as a loud bang came from outside our gate.

I could feel his muscles tense as loutish laughter shortly followed the loud noise.

Kev stood up, pulling on his trainers that had been left in the middle of the living room floor.

"I'll be back in a minute.

“Pause the film, Soph."

He turned and opened the back door, picking up a chunky piece of wood from the garden as he headed towards the gate.


Chapter Two: Where it all began to go wrong

I grabbed my slippers and ran after my boyfriend, stopping at the gate, which he had left open seconds before.

I could hear raised voices in the alleyway already, instinct making me hang back in the shadows away from the confrontation unfolding only yards away.

"I warned you before.

“You scumbags are not welcome around here anymore.

“Get lost."

Kev delivered his wording coolly, a decisive and clear message to the hooligans that stood before him.

I edged forward into the gateway to see the scene unfolding.

Kev was standing directly in front of them, casually holding the wood by his side.

He looked relaxed although his voice contained enough malice to ensure the thugs knew he would follow up any threat.

I had been right.

There were more of them this evening; a group of three stood directly in front of him while another two stood under the street light at the far end of the alley.

Trees blocked the view of the other house next to the alley, its secluded nature undoubtedly one of the reasons why it was so popular with this criminal element.

No-one would able to witness the events that happened here, making me uneasy.

The tallest of the gang stepped forward.

He wore a baseball cap, had a silver nose ring and had a serious problem with acne.

With an exaggerated swagger that suggested his position as leader of the gang, he took a step forward towards Kev.

With a smirk, he looked down on the man who seemed so determined to upset their little operation and curled his lip.

He sneered.

"I don't think so, Old Man.

"You're on our patch now and you’d better get used to it."

The gang sniggered behind him, giving their leader added confidence.

He sounded like a pathetic schoolyard bully.

I could feel my skin crawl with repulsion.

He continued: "Now, stop wasting my time.

“I've got a business to run.

“We gave you a free pass last time but not again.

“Don't make us hurt you."

I could see him edge another foot closer to Kev.

They were nearly nose-to-nose.

The tension was palpable.

"Now, little guy, turn around, go inside and get back to your telly."

His eyes flicked towards me, still standing in the gateway, and his eyes lit up.

"And take that little slut of yours with you too."

I retreated into the gateway, instinctively putting an arm across my chest.

I looked down at my outfit; baggy blue pyjama bottoms and a tight pink vest top, which gave anyone looking an eyeful of my small but pert chest.

My dyed blonde hair had been scraped back into a ponytail – I was ready for bed, hardly anticipating having my looks evaluated by the local hoodlums.

Thankfully, the evening gloom stopped them from seeing my embarrassment, the deep shadows masking my blushing.

The yob and Kev continued to eyeball each other intently.

The only sounds that could be heard were cocky catcalls emanating from the rest of the gang.

Probably frustrated by Kev's steadfast refusal to either retreat or engage in further conversation, the thug broke eye contact and turned his head back to his cronies.

Like a performer whipping up an eager crowd, he gave the gang a confident thumbs-up and signalled for them to move closer.

He turned back to his adversary, threateningly cracking his over-sized knuckles loudly as he did so.

He never even saw the blow coming, the wood striking his left temple with a sickening thud.

I yelped out loud as the crunching blow landed, but the sound was not heard by anyone else.

He crumpled to the floor, blood gushing from the open wound just above his eye.

"Lee!"

The gang's cockiness had evaporated with one blow but they were not finished yet.

The two larger lads standing closest charged at the man who had dealt with their leader in such brutal fashion.

Years of late night fighting after the pubs had closed meant Kev was already waiting for them.

Stepping over his now-prostrate foe, Kev moved to meet the new danger, bristling with aggression and adrenaline.

"So you want some of this too then, you little fuckers?"

Outnumbered, I saw my uncontrollable boyfriend drive straight into the pair of troublemakers.

He hit one of the yobs flush on the arm, who fell into our fence squealing that his arm was broken.

Kev moved to strike him again and the yob pleaded pathetically for mercy, trying to scramble to his feet while still gripping his injured arm.

The distraction was enough to stop Kev's momentum, providing the ideal opportunity for the other attacker to counter.

I screamed as I saw him move behind Kev.

"Kev! Watch out!"

As warnings go, I admit it wasn't the best but it was effective.

The lad, who was mixed race with a shaven head, stood a good six inches taller than Kev.

He grabbed my other half around the neck, using all his strength to keep his opponent in wrestling-type sleeper hold.

I saw Kev drop the wood as his air supply was suddenly cut.

Panic rapidly began rising in my chest as I considered whether to help Kev deal with the scumbag.

I have never been a fighter but there’s no way I could simply stand aside while my partner got a good hiding.

Luckily, my warning scream had given Kev vital seconds to prepare for the attack.

He'd dropped the wood on purpose, allowing him to use both of his elbows to smash into the ribcage of the man behind.

Hearing several snaps as the elbows continued to fly, a sharp stamp on the toe saw Kev released from the choking grip.

He span and head-butted the taller man flush on the chin.

He too fell to the wet floor, greeted on the floor by a plethora of punches and kicks.

The hooligan’s face was bloodied and his body lying limp when Kev rose, turning to see the rest of the gang fleeing into the distance.

The coward with the injured arm lay snivelling against the fence, looking anxiously at the prone bodies of his mates.

Kev loomed over him.

"Glad we've had this little chat.

"Stay away from my house or I'll get really angry.

“And I can promise that's not something you little boys want to see.

"Now fuck off."

Holding his injured arm, the yob hastily nodded his agreement as Kev picked up the wooden block that had done such damage.

Stepping over the moaning wounded gang members and leaving them to nurse their bruised bodies and wounded egos, Kev took my hand and locked the gate behind us.


Chapter Three: Reality dawns

Kev stood in front of me in the kitchen, covered in blood and red marks from the fight.

Not much of it was his blood, to be fair.

His knuckles were scraped raw and his nose had been cut.

He was panting, trying to catch his breath.

I could feel the adrenaline pumping through my body after watching the violence up-close, my own breathing ragged.

I grabbed a dishcloth and ran it under the cold tap.

“You were amazing,” I said as I switched off the water and partially wrung out the cloth in the sink.

Kev said nothing as I approached him, using the cloth to dab at the blood smeared to his stubble and his cheeks.

I felt Kev’s hands move around me, pulling me closer to him.

He had broken out of the trance that he had been in since we’d stepped back into the kitchen, looking at me with lust in his eyes.

Kev brushed the dishcloth away and forcefully kissed me.

It was passionate with an almost frenzied touch to it.

I embraced the sudden sexual element – this certainly wouldn’t be the first time that we’d got down and dirty together after a late night scrap.

Indeed, it was almost routine foreplay in the early days of our relationship.

Kev’s hands were now mauling my body.

One hand was already inside my pyjama top, roughly massaging my small boobs.

His other hand moved to my ass, repeatedly slapping my buttocks through my pyjama bottoms as we kissed.

They would be red-raw before we’d finished, I knew.

My backside has always been my least favourite feature.

Being a fairly slim girl with small boobs, I can never seem to lose any of the weight from my butt.

It was big and curvy, always the first place that extra pounds went to rather than anywhere else on my small frame.

I tended to wear bigger panties to cover up my big ass, preferring the French knickers look to anything else.

Kev, though, loved it.

He often bought me cheap G-strings, requesting me to shake my sizeable ass in front of him while he shot the footage on his mobile.

I reluctantly agreed, happy that my curves pleased my man.

The flimsy panties were usually ripped off in the middle of our heated sex sessions, much to my relief.

Having my flabby bum cheeks on display with a thong was not something that I particularly enjoyed.

His hand slipped out of my top, both palms now gripping my bottom tightly.

I moaned with expectation and began to fumble with Kev's jeans zipper, my body pressed up against his toned muscles as we kissed.

Foreplay was not on Kev's agenda tonight though.

To my surprise, he knocked away my wandering hand and viciously span me around, making me gasp.

As one, we advanced forward several paces before reaching the kitchen table.

Kev's powerful arms bent me over the table, my backside a tempting target.

I propped myself onto my elbows as he yanked down my pyjamas and black lace knickers, his movements oozing sexual aggression.

I heard his trousers zipper being undone and prepared for him to enter me.

I cried out as Kev penetrated me deeply from the first stroke.

His penis was not small – a good eight inches at least – and he showed no consideration for me, thrusting into my pussy with rough abandon.

I squirmed as he began thrusting in and out of me, putting a hand roughly into my hair to keep me firmly in place.

As Kev continued to plough into me from behind, my groans become louder as the uncomfortable sensation of trying to accommodate Kev's bulging manhood passed.

By now my vagina was dripping wet with excitement, the thorough pounding was beginning to make my head spin.

He now began smacking my substantial backside with real venom.

"Harder!" I demanded, unsure whether I meant the slapping that was making my ass feel like it was on fire, or the fierce strokes pumping in and out of me.

Kev said nothing but increased his pace another notch.

We came together.

As the short, fast and hard thrusts petered out, Kev collapsed on top of me as his semen shot deep inside of me.

Never one for many words or post-sex cuddling, my boyfriend promptly kissed me on the cheek and began to untangle himself.

He stepped away and began to pull up his jeans.

I remained bent over the table for a moment, trying to catch my breath.

My bottom would be tender for days and I could feel Kev's spunk oozing out of me already.

Slowly, I eased off the table, bending down to pull up my panties and pyjama bottoms from around my ankles.

I followed Kev into the living room, planning to head towards the toilet to clean myself.

"Watch the end of the film, Soph?"

Kev made the request lightly as if the last 15 minutes of violence and torrid sex had never happened.

Smiling at his apparent ability to instantly blank out recent events, I went to reply but stopped in shock as a brick smashed through our living room window.

I screamed at the top of my voice as Kev ran to the window, hoping to catch the culprits.

The street was deserted, echoing footsteps the only sign of departing mischief.

A note was attached to the brick, held in place by an ageing rubber band.

Kev peeled the note away, glaring at the words with ferocious intensity.

He said nothing apart from a snort, passing me the note without making eye contact and turned back to the wrecked window.

With a sinking feeling forming in the pit of my stomach, I took the scrap of paper.

My hand was shaking as I read.

The scrawled note was written in terrible English.

It read: “Tuff Guy,

“We got your fighting on camera.

“Tape is going to police tomorrow unless you agree to our demands.

“Meet same place tomorrow at 9pm to agree deal.

“Bring your slut too."


Chapter Four: Deal or no deal?

I looked at the clock. 7.15pm – we were due to meet the yobs in less than two hours.

I’d taken the day off work.

As a part-time sales assistant in the local low-cost supermarket, throwing a sickie to get the window fixed was hardly a matter of life or death.

Last night, Kev had arranged for a friend who specialised in double-glazing to come around and fix the window today.

He had said nothing about the note, leaving early in the morning for his job as a lorry driver without mentioning the topic to me again.

The window was quickly boarded up and was now due to be replaced the following day – the whole process carried out with minimum fuss.

Having the smashed window dealt with so quickly should have cheered me up, but it did nothing to ease my nerves.

Being a natural-born worrier, I’d spent the day fretting and re-reading the note.

Two points kept swirling through my mind as I skimmed through the scrawled handwriting for about the 50th time.

Kev was already on a final warning from the authorities.

Last year, he had been handed a two-year suspended sentence after new-fangled CCTV cameras had caught him head-butting a man outside one of the pubs we frequent regularly.

Only the mitigating fact that the drunken victim had forcefully groped me at the bar only moments before had spared Kev from a jail term.

If there was another incident of violence – particularly with this apparent video footage being used as evidence – then Kev would not be so lucky.

Bluff or not, he could not risk it.

It was as simple as that.

The other point was more selfish.

Why did they want me?

I had no idea who they were and I hadn’t been fighting with them.

Being branded a “slut” was hardly the nicest description at the best of times, but the final sentence on the note sent a chill of concern down my spine.

I had not eaten all day.

The sick feeling in the pit of my stomach had been gnawing away, growing as time ticked by.

Kev walked in at 7.30pm, whistling cheerfully as he strolled into the kitchen.

He had not shaved so his stubble had morphed into almost a full beard.

He looked sweaty after a day’s driving but did not appear overly concerned by the scheduled meeting with the drug-dealing scumbags.

I should have guessed.

“Alright, Sweetheart, the window looks good.

“How’s the rest of your day been?”

I looked at him as he sat down at the table to begin tucking into the steak and chips I’d prepared for him 20 minutes earlier.

I’d barely touched mine, but continued to push it round the plate while striking up conversation.

There was no point in being subtle.

It wasn’t Kev’s style.

“What are we going to do about tonight?”

Kev broke away from devouring his lukewarm food to look at me, probably surprised by the unusual directness of my question.

I returned his gaze, needing answers.

He smiled at me reassuringly, before rummaging in his pocket and producing a metal object that he placed on the table between us.

A knuckle-duster.

Oh God.

“This little beauty will sort the whole situation out.

“I borrowed it from one of the lads at work.

“Time to sort out these little shits once and for all.”

He patted the brutal weapon with some sort of warped affection as he spoke.

“Are you fucking kidding me?”

I couldn’t believe he was going to be so stupid.

Sometimes I wonder what goes through his mind.

“Do you not understand?”

He looked at me with concern, my high-pitched tone and fraught manner was out of character.

“You will go to prison.

“I’ll be left on my own.

“They have video footage of you attacking them once – and you want to do it again … with a bloody weapon?

“This is the most stupid thing I’ve ever heard.”

Kev gazed long and hard at the knuckle-duster before answering.

“What do you suggest we do then?”

I sighed.

“We need to listen to them and find out what they want.

“I don’t want to lose you.

“They’ll probably only want the alleyway to do their business and be left alone.

“Let’s make a pact with them: if they leave us alone, we’ll leave them alone.

“In the meantime, we begin looking for a new house.”

The smile had faded from Kev’s face, his features like stone.

“No. I won’t allow them to win.

“We’ve done nothing wrong.”

He tone was low but I could sense the doubt creeping into his words.

It was like an internal battle raging inside him, his aggressive gut instinct against the logical and rational approach that I was proposing.

“This isn’t about winning or losing.

“This is about me not being keen on spending my life visiting you in prison.”

Tears welled in my eyes as I spoke.

“Surely you don’t want that either?”

My unexpected display of raw emotion tipped the tables of the argument in my favour.

With a look of genuine concern, Kev stood and moved around the table to give me a gentle hug.

“Of course not, Sophie, I love you more than anything.

“You’re right.

“Let’s do it your way.”


Chapter Five: What the thugs wanted

We waited until 9pm to step out into the alleyway.

They were already there, waiting for us in almost complete silence.

Kev had wanted to take the block of wood that he had wielded with such deadly effect last night as a little reminder to the gang, but I convinced him not to.

I repeated to him that he would be goaded and taunted, something he needed to ignore if we were to get out of this horrible situation.

The knuckle-duster though was tucked inside Kev’s jacket pocket.

He assured me it was only there for emergencies – in case things got out of hand.

Despite my reservations, I reluctantly agreed.

We did need some sort of fall-back plan, after all.

I was wearing a tight fitting black T-shirt and a pair of hipster jeans.

My blonde hair was down, drying after a quick shower.

As usual, I was barefoot.

I always avoided shoes if possible.

Kev closed our garden gate behind us and turned to face the gang, allowing me to grip tightly to his arm for security.

We cautiously approached the louts standing under the street light.

Again, several more of them loitered about ten metres away – safely out of harm.

Nothing had been said but the atmosphere already crackled with tension.

It was Lee, the gang’s leader who broke the silence.

He stepped forward, revealing a nasty cut above his left eye – a visible reminder from the previous night’s altercation.

“Thanks for coming.

“Glad you’ve seen sense.

“No-one likes dealing with the Old Bill, do they?”

He smiled, oozing malice.

Kev’s response was predictably abrupt.

“What the fuck do you want?

“And where’s this video you claim to have?”

Lee’s smile wavered for a second but he kept his composure.

“Ah, you mean the evidence.

“Lichy, bring over the footage.”

The hulking skinhead who had grabbed Kev in a headlock last night moved forward and held out a large smartphone for us to view.

His movements were obviously restricted from the pain in his ribs, where Kev had attacked him last night.

The footage on the mobile was grainy, no doubt having been shot by one of the gang members standing at the other end of the alley.

Unfortunately though, it was clear enough to show three people being assaulted by a single man.

With their injuries as further physical evidence, it surely would not take too much to convince a jury that the wounds had been inflicted in the film.

Kev, though, was happy to bluff.

“Pah, is that it?

“That could be anyone on there.

“Where’s the real evidence?”

He openly scoffed at them as he slyly dipped his hand into his coat pocket, his fingers sliding into the concealed weapon.

I squeezed his arm, urging caution.

Lee’s eyes narrowed but his reply was neutral.

“Turn the audio up, Lichy.”

The fight footage was now in full swing and Kev was being attacked.

I froze.

You could clearly hear me screaming “Kev!” as a warning to him.

My mind flashed back to last night.

I had been trying to warn him, help him escape the clutches of the scumbags attacking him.

Now my words had sealed our fate.

Lee smiled again.

“See, Kevin.

“Our injuries, the video footage and your slag of a girlfriend screaming out your name all paint a pretty conclusive picture, don’t they?

“It doesn’t look too good for you, does it, Old Boy?”

I felt Kev deflate slightly.

They were right.

The evidence was enough.

They didn’t know he was already on a final warning from the courts – the violence from last night was enough for a prison sentence on its own.

We were at their mercy – unless Kev wanted to go to prison.

And that was not an option either of us wanted to consider.

Kev’s body was taut with tension.

Through gritted teeth, he spoke again.

“So what do you want?”

Lee looked at Lichy, indicating for him to put away the mobile phone.

He did so as the three closest members of the gang closed the gap between us.

I noticed the cowardly one, who appeared to be called Nick, was reluctant to get too close, nervously keeping his distance from Kev.

Such a pathetic little shit, he made my skin crawl.

Lee spoke again, this time with complete authority.

“Okay, let’s get down to business.

“We’re happy enough to let last night’s incident pass and not hand over our cast iron evidence to the police.

“However, we have two conditions that need to be fulfilled on your side before we do this.”

Kev’s face looked like thunder.

I could feel the anger coursing through his veins.

“And they are?”

Lee did not need prompting further.

“Firstly, this is our alleyway.

“We go about our business here undisturbed by you from now on.

“It’s a good spot for our operation, no cameras and well-off the beaten track.

“It’s well-established in our business and everyone knows it’s our turf.

“We won’t be pushed out by some wannabe hard man who has just moved into the area.

“It’s worth too much to us.”

He paused, letting his words sink in before continuing his demands.

When Lee spoke again, his voice was packed with barely concealed spiteful glee.

“Two, we feel that we deserve we deserve some sort of compensation for our injuries last night, not to mention the loss of business.”

Kev interrupted.

“Well you’re bang out of luck there, Sunshine.

“We’ve barely got a pot to piss in, never mind enough money to throw at you.”

Lee stepped closer, becoming ever-braver.

“Oh no, Kev, you misunderstand me.

“We want your whore of a girlfriend,” he looked at me contemptuously before continuing, “to be our little fuck toy.”


Chapter Six: Agreement

Anticipating a violent response to his pervy offer, Lee was already moving back when Kev tried to punch him.

He was already out of range when the knuckle-duster flashed in front of his nose, missing by centimetres.

I screamed at Kev, pulling him back and urging him not to make the situation even worse than it already was.

My stomach felt sick.

Why did they want me?

What had I done?

Were they seriously suggesting that I get naked in front of them?

Or worse?

What sick freaks think this kind of shit up?

The three members of the gang retreated to a safe distance away from the dangerous man who gave them such a beating the previous meeting.

Only my attempts to restrain him stopped Kev going after all of them.

“FUCK OFF.”

He shouted at them, every muscle in his body pulsing with fury.

I kept a firm grip on his arm.

We couldn’t risk another fight tonight.

Last night’s battle had already done too much damage.

With all my might, I pulled Kev back into the gate entranceway.

I was desperately trying to steer him away from the gang who, now at a safe distance, were taunting us about going to the police.

With great effort, I managed to get my other half back into our garden before moving him safely into our kitchen.

He was shaking with rage.

“I’ll kill them, the little perverts.

“What the actual fuck?

“Do they seriously think we’d agree to that?

“I’d rather go to prison.”

I started crying uncontrollably, knowing deep in my heart what needed to be done regardless of Kev’s rage.

“No, you’re not going to prison.

“No way.

“I won’t let that happen.”

Kev’s eyes snapped onto me as he realised what I was saying.

Incredulous, he struggled to put the words together coherently.

“You’re not seriously suggesting that you … are going … to do what they want, are you?”

I couldn’t look him in the eye.

Tears ran down my face but my mind already was made up.

I knew I would do anything to keep him out of prison.

Absolutely anything.

I nodded.

“Let me go and talk to them.

“On my own.”

Kev moved to block the door.

“Soph, there’s no way you’re going out there alone.

“You’re my girl and I love you.

“I want you to be the mother of my children.

“There’s no chance I’ll allow you to do something as awful as this.

He frowned, trying to get his true meaning across.

“Let me make this completely clear.

“I’d rather die.”

I looked at him and smiled ruefully.

“What’s the alternative?

“Prison for you and a life as a single person for me until you come out?

“I’m not wasting the best years of my life waiting for you, Kev, in prison while it could have been easily avoided.

“We need to pragmatic and make the best of a bad situation.

“I’ll get this done and we can all move on.”

I pushed past him, opening the door a crack.

Kev’s voice had changed in tone, it now contained a pleading element to it that I had never heard before.

“Sophie, please don’t do it.

“We’ll work something out.”

I kissed him gently on the lips.

“No, this is what we need to do.

“For once, let me protect you, sort this mess out and we can forget this whole nonsense ever happened.

“But promise me one thing.”

Kev took my hand, holding my closely.

“Anything.”

I looked into those beautiful eyes, deep enough to get lost in.

“You’ve got to get your temper under control.

“I admit that I found it sexy when we first met, but look where’s got us now.

“We can’t keep going like this.”

He stood speechless as I let go of his hand and slipped out of the back door without any further words, preparing to face the thugs and their twisted demands.


Chapter Seven: On my knees

My fingers were shaking as I undid the rusty gate latch to re-enter the alleyway for the second time that evening.

The gang stood under the nearby street light, turning as one to face me as I emerged from my garden.

One of the thugs made a low wolf-whistle at me as I turned away from them to close the garden gate.

I could hear the sniggering as I walked nervously towards them.

It made me flush.

Lee stepped out from the crowd, his tone packed with mockery.

“Well, well, well.

“Seen sense, have we?

“Just as well, we were just about to ring the police and get your boyfriend banged up.”

The others laughed openly as I stood there, refusing to look at any of them apart from Lee, who continued his tirade.

“It’s fairly obvious you’re the brains in the relationship, Baby.

“What’s your name?”

My voice seemed tiny when I responded.

“Sophie.”

“That’s a beautiful name for a slutty whore like you, isn’t it, Sophie?”

I continued looking directly at him, ignoring the childish insult.

“Let’s get this over and done with so we can go back to our lives and forget about this.

“What do you want?”

Grinning at my rather obvious attempt to take charge of proceedings, Lee stepped a little closer.

“We’re going to have you.

“But, being the little whore-bag that we know you are, we’ll need you to do an STD test before anyone of us muster up the courage to go in there.”

He pointed to my crotch, while creepily licking his lips.

“But I think the three of us that took a kicking from your delightful other half deserve some sort of immediate compensation – in the shape of your mouth.”

His eyes flashed with desire as Lichy and the cowardly one moved alongside him, like predators circling for the kill.

“Now, lose those clothes and get that dirty little mouth to work.”

I stood frozen, shocked at the casual manner that he had ordered me to strip and satisfy the three men in front of me.

Lee leaned closer.

“Are you deaf, Slag?

“Do it now, you little slut, or it is prison for poor old Kevin.”

The sound of Kev’s name spurred me into life.

I took a deep breath, inwardly steeling myself for the degrading experience to come.

I could not show weakness, I thought to myself, as I peeled off my top to mocking catcalls from the now rapt audience.

I threw the black T-shirt to the floor and tugged down my jeans.

It left me wearing the black bra and thong set that Kev had bought me for Christmas.

I almost never wore it but, stupidly, thought he may need some cheering up after tonight so pulled it out of my panties drawer for a special treat.

Unfortunately, it was providing a treat – but for the wrong audience.

As a result, my pert boobs and big backside were being ogled by a strange gang of leering men, all inching closer to grab hold of my flesh.

Lee whistled.

“We were right then, you are a little slut, Sophie.

“We knew it.

“You’re going to suit us just fine.”

I desperately tried to cover my chest with my arms but they offered little protection.

I crossed my legs too, wishing I’d decided to wear shoes.

Any chance of making a quick getaway without footwear was practically zero.

The thugs, however, had no intention of allowing me to escape now.

All three were within touching distance, transfixed with my near-naked body on show.

“On your knees, Sophie.

“Time to open wide.”

I sunk to my knees in front of them and the gang stepped forward to close the small gap between us.

They all towered above me, hastily unfastening their zippers.

Lichy stood in front of me with his manhood exposed, revealing a ten inch cock and thrusting it without warning into my face.

He was a big boy, there was no doubt.

Tentatively, I began sucking his huge helmet while the other two on either side of me guided my manicured hands to their knobs.

Lee was standing to my left, continually insulting me as I pumped his cock with my hand.

“She’s a little slut-bag, isn’t she?

“Wait until we get to fuck her.

“Just need to make sure she’s clean first – she must have had hundreds of cocks in her over the last year alone.

“You can’t be too careful when dealing with the local bike like our little gutter-whore here.”

Cowardly Nick stood on my right.

His cock was much smaller than the other two.

For some reason, this small fact pleased me.

However he kept removing it from my hand, taking delight in smacking the side of my head before allowing me to recommence the hand-job.

His constant giggling made me sick.

Lee continued talking.

“Sophie, from now on your call us all ‘Sir’.

“You’re our little slave and we’re the bosses.

“You’re going to love being our girl from now on.

“Having good old Kevin give us a proper kicking has worked out well for everyone, hasn’t it?”

My bra snapped with eager groping hands unwilling to take the time to unclasp it.

It was ripped off and thrown down the alleyway to whoops of delight.

The sight of my exposed boobs drove the gang wild.

They grabbed my nipples savagely, causing me to momentarily pull away from Lichy’s huge penis to groan in pain.

I felt a giant hand pull my face straight back to his cock immediately, his manhood thrusting into my mouth with new venom.

The talking had become less now as each of the males neared orgasm.

I nearly had half of Lichy’s cock in my throat when he began to ejaculate.

The semen came gushing out, causing me to choke and try to pull away.

His hand remained in place though, ensuring my lips stayed wrapped around his pulsing cock.

His love juice continued to flow, far more than I was able to swallow.

As he finished with a grunt, I could feel copious amounts of spunk dripping down my chin and onto my naked breasts.

The sight of a naked 26-year-old woman covered in spunk was too much for cowardly Nick.

With a girly scream, his cock spurted into my right hand.

Some of the semen hit the right side of my face while another gloop went into my hair.

He wiped his remaining seminal fluid onto my shoulder and repulsively blew me a kiss before stepping back, seemingly happy with his night’s work.

Lee moved directly in front of me, dropping his voice to whisper right into my ear.

“Tell me how good this is.

“You love it, don’t you, Sophie?”

I took his cock in my mouth, bobbing my head up and down at pace – hoping the ordeal would soon be over.

“Come on, you know you want to.”

Guessing that dirty talk would help him ejaculate quicker, I played his silly little game.

“I’ve loved it,” I said in a monotone voice, my tongue flicking over the sensitive underside of his cock at the same time.

“I knew it.”

He pulled his cock away from my lips and, with a triumphant cry, sent reams of warm, thick cum all over my face and tits.

He too wiped the remnants of his seed over my cheeks, leaving me kneeling in the alleyway looking like a trailer-trash gutter whore.

Looking down at my naked and cum-covered body, Lee zipped up his trousers and sneered.

“Now thank us for being so kind, Sophie.”

Wiping the semen out of my eyes, I glared at him.

They were all looking at me expectantly, smirking as one.

“Thank you.”

Lee leaned forward.

“No. I told you, didn’t I?

“From now on, you call us all ‘Sir’.

“Now, try that again.”

“Thank you … Sir.”

He stood upright.

“Good girl.

“You can go now and get lover-boy to lick off the spunk we’ve pumped over his little whore.”

With tears shining in my eyes, I grabbed my discarded clothes and scrambled back to the gate, ignoring the wolf-whistles and cries of “Fat Ass” as I went.


The Reluctant Girlfriend

Part Two


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, with a sickly tone to his voice.

“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 escape from these morons and 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 stands 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 pathetically 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.”

I narrowed my eyes, unable to hide my loathing.

“Don’t call me that.”

Nick grimaced at my response and his tone hardened. 

“OK, slut.

“We’re giving the orders, not you.”

He looked at me wondering if I would respond to his insult. I kept my face expressionless.

“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 age himself – 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.

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

I flushed. 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, sticky and sweaty for this afternoon’s boring shift at your shitty little 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, forcefully 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 my squirming body 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!

My voice rose with panic as Nick’s smile widened.

“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 the newcomer.

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 for a single second.

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 the boss of the thug gang march into the distance, my mind trying to work out his complex character.

As he disappeared out of view, I turned towards the shop doors.

I was dreading having to go back into the supermarket and face the music over my unauthorised extended lunch break.

Today had not been a good day.


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 utterly stupid way that got us into the whole sorry mess to begin with, Kev!

“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.

My eyes were bright with fury, my small hands curled into fists.

“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 even further 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.”

Anger coursed through my veins.

“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, it turned out, 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 to indicate the end of his proposal, which was met with a stunned silence as we absorbed his words.

Reading the tense 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 regular till checkout.

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.

It was brief and straight to the point.

“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 staying 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 although the pain in his voice was becoming more obvious.

“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 date night

“It’s about time.”

Lee looked more than 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 had rarely crossed his features when I had been with him.

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 during the conversation, 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.

In desperation, 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 squalid 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 the grumpy old fella to get too upset when he hears you screaming with pleasure later tonight.”

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 copious 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 me 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 coursing through my body.

I shrieked 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 slutty 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 covered in bite marks from the garage sex session and tonight’s love-making while 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, 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

Part Three


Chapter One

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 shaven 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 many times I’d orgasmed in the past few days.

My body ached and my now shaven 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.

Frustratingly only once had I managed to make him ejaculate in my mouth.

His control was far better than most men I’d slept with.

The rest of the occasions had resulted in him banging the life out of me – one of the reasons why I kept being so late to work.

I slid gently underneath the covers, my mouth seeking Lee’s flaccid cock.

It would not be like that for long, I promised myself, as I wrapped my lips around his lovely length.

With my hand pumping the meaty shaft and my warm mouth sucking strongly on his chunky helmet, Lee was stood to attention within less than a minute.

Soon I could feel his large hands gripping the back of my head forcing it further down onto his prick, which was slowly beginning to fuck my mouth in response.

The alarm went off but was swiftly silence by Lee’s fist.

He lifted up the duvet cover to watch me going to work on his groin.

He smiled.

“Morning, Sophie.

“What a good little girlfriend you are these days.

“You’re now almost perfectly trained.

“Does that taste nice?”

I released his cock from my obedient lips to answer his question.

“Yes, baby.

“I want some of your lovely spunk before work.

“I bet you’ve got gallons saved up for me already.

“Where are you going to put it?”

Lee propped himself up on his elbows, mulling over his options.

He stifled a yawn and stretched his arms out above his head before replying.

“I’m tired, babe.

“Come and ride me.

“I’ll cum nice and deep into that gorgeous tight pussy.”


Chapter Two

I didn’t need a second invitation.

My cunt was already dripping wet with excitement after spending the last couple of minutes blowing him.

With a swiftness that surprised me, I crawled up his muscular frame, tugged my damp red panties to the side and guided his cock deep into my welcoming folds.

Heaven.

His impact on me was remarkable.

I had never been so enchanted by another person.

He did not even need to touch me anymore to send shivers of excitement through my body.

My vagina had a life of its own, gushing with expectation even if I had a merest thought about him.

As my pussy gleefully accommodated his cock, my lips kissed his toned muscles and scars from teenage scrapes.

I had yet to summon the courage to ask how he had such marks.

Many of them looked like they were the result of knife injuries.

He was not remotely embarrassed about them, displaying the wounds like badges of honour as he strolled around topless each day.

It was a necessary evil in his line of work, I’d figured.

I moved my head towards his face and began nuzzling his stubble-coated neck.

Lee hated kissing on the mouth in the mornings as I had quickly discovered.

The more tender side of his love-making – if you could describe it as such – was kept for the evenings.

The early morning sex was strictly a ‘wham-bam thank you mam’ type of approach.

“Look at my beautiful girl in her slutty underwear.

“Red really suits you, Soph,” he whispered as our faces came within centimetres of each other.

He reached down and gripped my small nipple with gusto.

I flinched but he did not remove his hand, pulling at the sensitive bud with even more force.

“It makes me feel horny,” I panted out the words breathlessly, feeling the excitement building despite the pain around my chest.

“You make me horny.

“I need to cum… really, really badly.”

He had no idea how close I was to orgasm already – but he soon would.

My head was feeling light; the pleasure beginning in my groin was sending tingles throughout my body.

“I … want … you … so … badly … ooooooooh … OOOOOOOHHHH”

The orgasm was swift, stealing into my thoughts and robbing me of words.

I groaned into his ear, my breathing ragged.

I juddered and squirmed.

I tried to encourage his shaft to go as deep as possible into me and keeping my head nestled into Lee’s neck concentrating on dying embers of the early morning release of pleasure.

“Good girl,” he whispered into my ear beginning to thrust harder into me, taking control of the intercourse for the first time.

“Now get ready for the main event.”

His right hand spanked my ass hard, causing me to flinch.

He did it again, enjoying my reaction as my behind became tender almost immediately.

“Fuck me Sophie, I love you cumming on top of me, you sexy fucking minx.

“This older woman sex game is the best thing ever.

“You are easily the best fuck slut I’ve ever poked – and there’s been quite a few.

“I even love your chunky ass.

“I’m going to drill that big target tonight.”

Being treated in such a way turned me on.

In fact I was probably wetter than I’d ever been before as he drove his penis into me with his usual intensity.

I knew the offensive wording was just turning him on and did not carry any real meaning.

Degrading?

Yes.

Humiliating?

Perhaps.

Enough to put me off sex?

Not a chance.

He liked filth in the midst of intercourse – deeming it to be a simple part of the excitement.

There was no way that I was going to deny him that.

By now, I knew my role in proceedings.

“I can’t wait for that, baby.

“You fill me like no other man has.

“You’re hitting the spot again.

“Oh god, I’m feeling horny again already.

“Fuck me, Lee.

“And bang my ass hard tonight – it’s all for you.”

Even though I could feel slight discomfort from the repeated poundings I had taken in the past week, I still wanted more.

The next orgasm was never far away.

Lee was like a drug.

And I was addicted.


Chapter Three

An hour later I was downstairs in the kitchen, busy cooking Lee his breakfast while he took a shower.

For a supposed no-good bad-boy, Lee liked routine.

He really was a complex and unpredictable character.

He made it clear that he was happy to get up early with me before work as long as I cooked him his daily fry-up: bacon, sausage, two fried eggs, black pudding, mushrooms, beans and toast.

It was always the same, never changing his order.

Throw in a cup of tea and he was as happy as a pig in mud.

I kept a close eye on the time as the food cooked.

Our morning sex session had over-run yet again, leaving me tight for time to get to the supermarket.

I could not afford to be late again.

The whispering was one thing but the repeated warnings of lateness were becoming serious.

One more step wrong and I feared there would be a parting of the ways.

With all that was happening in my personal life, the last thing I needed was to be fired at work.

Ah, my love life. I shook my head a tad as I stirred the beans bubbling on the hob.

What the hell was I going to do?

The seven-day sexual arrangement between Lee and I was due to come to an end tomorrow and the situation beyond was cloudy.

My actual boyfriend Kev had been forced out of our rented house after Lee produced video footage of my lover assaulting his gang.

His deal was simple: I could become his live-in girlfriend for a week with all that entailed or he would hand the video file to the police.

It was blackmail – nothing more and nothing less – but Kev had a criminal record and would be facing a lengthy stretch behind bars if he appeared before the courts again.

We were trapped.

Despite his complaints, our options were minimal – and I reluctantly agreed to become his ‘fuck toy’ as Lee so eloquently put it.

And then things changed.

Instead of detesting every moment spent with this small town criminal, I actually got off on it.

Lee had surprised me.

He was tough, uncouth and treated me like a whore in the bedroom.

But he had another side too, a separate and far more honest and loyal part to his personality that endeared him to me.

Towards me, he was a real gentleman, kind, affectionate and caring.

The close bonds he had with his family were evident, making me realise there was far more to this career criminal than first met the eye.

He had treated me like a princess for the past week.

True he was demanding sexually but he did not shirk when it came to satisfying me either.

Kev had stomached one night sleeping under the same roof as Lee and I started our ‘relationship’.

I’d shared both their beds that night, an awful experience.

When I awoke after the first night, Kev had gone.

I’d heard nothing from him since. It made me nervous.

Kev was like a volcano at the best of times.

Of course, I was glad he was keeping his distance, unable to see the sex-marathons involving his girlfriend and his nemesis.

But the silence spoke volumes too.

Were we finished?

Was he staying away only for this week?

How would we return to normal life?

Did I really want to stop seeing Lee and go back with Kev?

From the outset I had volunteered to sleep with Lee to protect Kev.

I would have done anything to save him from prison and stop these thugs ruining the life I had planned out for us – our own home, marriage and kids.

Nothing special, just the usual stuff that most girls spending their younger years dreaming about.

But somewhere in the midst of this ordeal my feelings had changed.

I did not know the answers or understand the reasons.

In fact, I’d been quite happily ignoring the looming decision that needed to be made.

The truth was straight-forward: initially repulsed by him, I was now enjoying being Lee’s girlfriend if you could call it that.

He has made me feel desired, sexy and wanted.

I felt like a real woman – not a skivvy.

Somewhere along the line, I had lost those feelings of passion with Kev although it had taken this random turn of events to open my eyes.

I even thought – and referred – to Lee as ‘my boyfriend’ and yesterday I’d switched my Facebook status to ‘It’s complicated’ much to the surprise of friends.

Lee sauntered down the stairs, breaking my chain of thought.

He patted my bum and slipped his hand down my black trousers to give my flabby ass a quick squeeze.

It was designed to appear affectionate but I knew his true intentions behind the quick grope: he wanted to check that I was still wearing the tarty underwear he’d bought me and not switched back to a more conservative pair.

Satisfied that I had followed instructions, Lee removed his hand, gave my stomach a gentle squeeze of appreciation and sat down at the table, pulling out his smartphone as he did so.

I was still wearing the frilly red knickers.

They were sopping wet from a mixture of his and my juices but I hadn’t the time to change – or shower.

I’d used a potent mixture of deodorant, perfume and hairspray to cover my scent but it did little good.

I reeked of a mixture of alcohol and sex.

Not a good combination when you’re due to head to work in a few minutes.

I longed for a shower but time did not allow it.

I had to make it to work on time.

Arranging the final piece of crispy bacon on to the plate, I turned away from the hob and placed the full English breakfast in front of Lee, who was already engrossed in his phone.

His entire drug dealing network ran through it – that phone was his lifeline.

The only time he switched it off was between 4am and 7am – enough to grab a couple of hours sleep.

“Thanks babe,” Lee mumbled, not looking up from the phone’s screen.

He began shovelling the food into his mouth without looking at the plate, completely distracted by his phone.

“Er, baby.

“What’s happening tonight?”

My uncertain tone made him finally break his attention away from his phone and stare at me intently.

“What do you mean?”

His brow furrowed with uncertainty.

“It’s our last night, you know, before our, er, arrangement comes to an end.

“Kev will be coming back tomorrow.”

Actually I did not know if that was true.

I assumed he was but having not heard from my partner, I was making it up on the spot.

Still I had to do something – the situation needed resolving.

An awkward silence descended over the room.

Lee looked into the distance refusing to make eye contact as he considered his response.

Finally he spoke in a low voice that slightly wavered, still looking straight ahead in the direction of the window.

“That’s what you want, is it?

“You want to go back to … him?”

The sneer in Lee’s voice was clear.

The truth was I didn’t know what I wanted.

My mind raced with confusion.

“Baby… no,” I faltered unsure of the words needed to sum up my current predicament.

I had only agreed to this warped arrangement for Kev – and for our future together.

It was the life I had always dreamed of.

Yet Lee gave me something no man ever had.

He had awoken something inside me and I could not ignore it.

But could I really leave my boyfriend for the drug-dealing scumbag who had blackmailed me into bed?

I’d only known him for a week for starters.

And he was much younger than me too.

I couldn’t lie: I was worried he’d get bored with me and trade me in for someone with a few less miles on the clock.

But he lit my fire and that was something I couldn’t ignore.

If I went back to the mundane life with Kev, I knew I’d forever wonder about what my life might have been like.

Lee stood, unhappy with my lengthy hesitation.

When he spoke, his words were spat out.

He seemed to have regressed back to the sneering, odious creep that spunked on my face in the alleyway at the beginning of this absurd saga.

“If this whole thing is nothing more a business deal for you, then fine, although you’re a fucking good actress, I’ll give you that.

“I’ll see you later, Sophie Nicholls.

“Get ready for the final payment.

“It’s going to be a big one.”

Leaving his breakfast virtually untouched, he stormed out of the house leaving me with tears trickling down my face.


Chapter Four

“This is a staff announcement.

“Could Sophie Nicholls please come to the management office as soon as possible.

“Thank you.”

The old fashioned speaker system boomed out in the aisles of the small supermarket, far too loudly considering the few customers inside the shop.

I sighed.

It was the summons I had been dreading.

My row with Lee had meant I was almost 20 minutes late for work.

With my previous written warnings over time-keeping, I realised this could be the end.

I had worked at the store ever since I had left school a decade earlier.

I enjoyed my job too – it was a happy place to work and the customers, on the whole, were lovely people.

But everything had changed since this blackmail ordeal had begun.

My crime sheet in recent weeks was substantial even before this morning’s misdemeanour:

Turning up with huge hang-overs.

Being sick in the toilets repeatedly.

Reeking of booze almost every day.

Being dragged out in my lunch-hour for an impromptu sex session with two teenage thugs in the nearby derelict garages.

This final one – thankfully – was not on the crime sheet.

Even so, it was clear that things had been running out of control a little.

But was it any fucking surprise with all that was happening in my personal life?

Still, the management did not know that.

Perhaps at the beginning I should have lied to the shop bosses and claimed a family bereavement or illness but I was not wired that way.

I’d never been a good liar at the best of times.

And living in a small town like I do, I understood the chances of being caught out were pretty high. In short, it was not worth the risk.

My colleague Trish – usually a ray of sunshine with a grin for all occasions – could only nod her head and smile grimly as I left her to man the customer service desk alone.

I could feel eyes watching me as I navigated my way through the familiar arrangement of aisles, heading towards the warehouse area and the cosy office in the far corner near the loading bay.

It was a small room, which housed the shop’s small CCTV system, the safe for the daily takings and two desks.

One of the seats was reserved for the manager Lloyd Davey, who had been our store manager for almost ten years.

He was a fair and balanced man, an excellent leader if a little unambitious in his vision.

The other desk was for the store’s supervisor.

Mr Packman.

He would not tell anyone his first name – he insisted he wanted to keep a formal distance with the staff.

He was a complete dick and I loathed him.

Packman opened the door moments after I knocked.

My heart sank as I stepped into the room – Lloyd wasn’t there.

The butterflies fluttering in my stomach increased in intensity as I began to realise this could go very badly.

An unopened envelope was sitting on the desk, which he motioned me to sit next to.

It had my name on it, making my heart beat even faster.

Packman sighed theatrically as he circled the desk and flopped down into the comfy chair opposite me.

He had only been in the role for three months but he was already universally despised on the shop floor.

It was quite an achievement.

Short and balding, the supervisor was conceited, rude and had taken great pleasure in issuing me with the previous warnings about my performance.

He thought he was some sort of retail big shot, not a pathetic small-minded has-been at a backwater town supermarket.

Clicking his pen in his right hand repeatedly, Packman studied the paper on the desk intently and exhaled loudly again.

I wanted to scream at him.

I was used to dealing with alpha males – men who said very little but delivered everything they said with icy intent.

I didn’t need this shit.

Finally he spoke: “Sophie.

“You know why you’re here.

“You were late yet again this morning despite the previous warnings I have given you.”

I cut in with the flimsy excuse I had prepared as I rushed to work earlier.

“Yes, Mr Packman.

“I’m so sorry. My mother….”

He raised a hand to silence me. It worked.

“It’s too late for that, Sophie Nicholls.

“You have worked here for a very long time and everyone, even Lloyd, speaks very highly of you.

“That reputation is the reason that I’ve been generous and given you so many chances to redeem yourself.

“But today was a step too far. Late – again!

“It’s like you’re determined to rub my nose in it.

“I can’t have the staff making a mockery of me.

“Do you understand?”

I nodded, tears welling in my eyes.

I held my breath.

“Sophie, please find the termination of your contract on the desk in front of you.

“If you leave now with no fuss, we’ll pay you until the end of the week and provide a reference as well.

“I think we’re being more than fair.

“I’d like to thank you for your hard work and effort while you’ve been here.

“It’s a shame for all involved but unfortunately your recent behaviour has made this parting of the ways somewhat inevitable.”

My resistance crumbled and, despite my best efforts, I began to cry.

For the second time in only a couple of hours, I could feel big fat tears begin to trickle down my cheeks.

I could not bear to look at Packman’s pudgy face.

Nor could I look at the letter confirming my departure that still remained unopened on the table.

I twisted my legs to sit sideways on the chair, which enabled me to lean forward and put my head in my hands and howl.

This was too much.

Without my job what the hell was I going to do?

Packman said nothing, letting me sob without interfering.

After the initial shock passed and the sobs began to subside, I glanced at the bastard supervisor sitting opposite with a smug look on his wrinkly face.

His stare was fixed on me, stroking his numerous chins with a thoughtful expression etched upon his face.

“Sophie,” he said quietly, his tone markedly different from the brusque approach moments earlier.

“I’m sure we can come to some sort of arrangement that will benefit both of us.

“If you know what I’m saying.”

Without waiting for a response, he slipped out of his comfy chair and smoothly scuttled around the desk behind me.

I froze.

Packman had dropped his hand down to the small of my back and began tracing his cold fingers along the hem of the slutty red underwear I was wearing.

As I had leant forward with my head in my hands, the lacy panties had become exposed and fallen in his eyesight.

With a shiver I realised that the store supervisor had been transfixed by my unintentional flash of my knickers.

“What a fucking pervert,” I thought as I battled the feeling of sickness washing over me.

I twisted to get away from his invading fingers, still rubbing the soft fabric against my skin.

I could feel goose bumps rising on my skin.

He made me sick.

Packman’s hand moved to the right, taking a firm grasp of my hip and buttock – trapping the red pantie material beneath his palm.

“Sophie, don’t fight it.

“It’s a perfect arrangement.

“You can keep your job … if you become my personal assistant.

“From your evident taste in sexy lingerie, I can tell that you enjoy sex – and lots of it?

“Perhaps a deal can be struck to satisfy us all.”

The pervert pulled me closer to him, his mounting excitement now obvious through his tight suit trousers.

I wanted to gag.

I was sick of these men continually trying to take advantage of me – regardless of my thoughts or feelings.

Did I have the word “slut” or “tramp” tattooed onto my forehead?

Every male in my life thought they could manipulate me.

It was like a switch had been flicked.

“What do you say, Miss Nicholls?

“Are you ready for plenty of over time?”

Packman licked his lips and leered openly at me, pushing his fingers underneath my panties working towards my ass.

I could not stop the anger boiling inside me.

The fury was gathering like a volcano preparing to erupt.

I twisted in the seat, the movement pushing his fingers out of my underwear and bringing me face to face with my boss.

In a sickly sweet voice, I spoke clearly: “Mr Packman.

“That is a very kind offer, thank you so much for offering to save my job.”

He smiled again as his hands began to rub my breasts through my work uniform.

I continued, dropping my tone to a deadly whisper: “However, I’m going to have to decline.…”

He looked at me with a confused expression as I threw my right elbow into his groin with all my might.

The low blow was not elegant or particularly precise but at such short range, it did plenty of damage to the creep.

Packman sagged and doubled over in front of me, gasping for breath while clutching his privates with both hands as if he could tear away the intense pain.

I stood, rearranged my outfit so my underwear was no longer on display and looked down at the manipulative creature writhing on the floor in front of me.

I bent over him and added: “….because I would not let a creep like you touch me if you were the last man on earth.

“Stick your fucking job.

“I quit anyway.

“And if you try to claim you sacked me and don’t give me a good reference, I’ll be telling everyone about this little episode.”

He was so winded that he could not respond.

I turned and marched toward the office door, set to leave the shop for the final time.

Before I departed, I turned to tell him one final thing.

“And I’ll be telling my boyfriend about this.

“He does not like men who try to get into my knickers – so perhaps you should watch your back from now on.”

Still crouched on the floor, Packman’s eyes widened understanding my threat only too well.

I opened the door and left.

The threat was real.

I just didn’t know which boyfriend I would be telling.


Chapter Five

By early afternoon, I was sitting in my comfy dressing gown watching some trashy daytime TV.

My mind was racing.

What on earth was happening to me?

I had lost my job and assaulted the supervisor – even if the creep had deserved it.

I had not spoken to my real boyfriend in a week.

Kev still had not made contact with me – and had again ignored my calls this morning as I walked home from the shop.

Were we finished?

And worse still, did I actually miss him or even care?

I pushed that thought to the back of my mind.

All my hopes and dreams rested with Kev and the love we shared.

Another voice in my head would not be quiet though.

Why was I so upset after this morning’s row with Lee?

He was blackmailing me into sex, forcing me to be his girlfriend.

Yet for some reason I could not fathom, I desired him.

He was younger than me and was an evil bastard but we had a connection that I could not explain.

Our relationship perplexed me.

I knew I had hurt him this morning.

In his mind, this was no longer a sexual arrangement of convenience.

The mere suggestion I would be going back to Kev when the deal finished had undoubtedly shocked him.

He thought we were a proper couple – and treated me as such.

Demanding but oddly devoted, I guessed the drug dealer saw some sort of future for us.

However he had never said.

Was I supposed to be a mind-reader?

A noise snapped me out of my thoughts.

The sound was familiar, laughter and conversation emanating from the alleyway next to the house.

Lee’s gang had started dealing early today.

Obviously a busy time for their trade – people, it appeared, needed a fix around the clock.

Trying to block out the familiar background noise, I clutched a cup of tea tightly trying to absorb its warmth.

The back door opened and closed with a slam.

Lee had returned.

A single look at his scowling face told me that he was still pissed off from the earlier row.

This was confirmed as soon as he spoke: the words were delivered coldly with a hint of spite.

The loving and caring family man that I’d seen for the past week had disappeared for the time being.

“Sophie. I’m glad you’re here.

“You’ve got work to do.”

I looked at him timidly, tears filling my eyes already.

His flat and unemotional tone unsettled me, transporting me back to the degrading alleyway encounter where we had first become acquainted.

If Lee recognised my discomfort, he did not show it.

“This place needs cleaning up.

“We’re having a party here tonight.”

My heart beat quickened.

This did not sound good.

I interrupted him, mild panic surging through my body.

“What?

“We can’t have a party.

“I’m in no mood for that.”

I snapped the words out in desperation.

Lee’s eyes flashed dangerously revealing a trace of anger.

He sneered.

“It was you who reminded me about the deal ending today.

“I had completely forgotten.

“So thank you for that.

“Now I think it’s only fitting that we celebrate your … services … to our gang with a farewell party.”

I felt cold seep further into my bones, burying myself further into the fluffy gown for imaginary protection.

It did not help.

When I spoke, my voice seemed distant and insignificant.

“I thought I was your girlfriend – and the others were not allowed to touch me?”

The thought of that cowardly shit Nick and his little mate Plum putting their filthy hands on my body again terrified me.

They were absolute scum.

Since Lee had warned them off and declared me as his own girlfriend, they’d warily kept their distance apart from the odd passing remark.

Lee dismissed my concerns with a wave of his hand.

He was looking in the mirror, straightening the hat he was wearing.

“I told them the rules and, fair play, they’ve stuck to it.

“Now they deserve a reward for their behaviour – a nice little show from my old slut.”

He turned to face me again, presumably happy with his reflection.

His eyes remained cold, showing no sign of warmth or caring towards me.

“We’ve got a little slag called Jane coming round.

“She is one of our best customers and will do anything for a free fix.

“She’ll be here to put on a nice lesbian show – with you.”

“WHAT!?!”

I’d never been with a woman before.

It did not appeal to say the least.

Yet he wanted me to get intimate with some chav slag in front of his leering mates?

What the fuck was wrong with him?

“Don’t do this, baby…” I began, the tears beginning to spill down my cheeks.

Lee’s expression darkened unable to keep jealousy from lacing his words.

“I’m not your baby.

“That’s old Kevin.

“You made that pretty clear this morning.

“And you know what will happen to Prince Charming if you don’t do the lesbian sex show?

“It’s prison for him.…”

For the second time in a matter of hours, I put my head in my hands.

Things were going from bad to worse.

He pulled out a plastic supermarket carrier bag that he had stowed inside his jacket, flinging it in my direction.

I glanced at the bag lying on the couch.

I opted not to look inside it and returned my glare towards Lee.

“You can wear this tonight.

“Party starts at 8pm.

“It’s going to be wild.”

Without waiting for a response he turned to leave but halted when he reached the doorway that led into the kitchen.

“Hang on.

“Why are you here at this time of the day?

“I thought you were working today?”

He turned slowly, as if his mind was putting together the puzzle.

I wiped away the tears and decided to tell the truth.

There were too many lies already.

“I got sacked.”

Lee looked at me intently, his manner different already.

“Why?

“Was it because you were late again?”

I nodded, unable to hold back the awfulness of the morning.

“Yes. And that creep Packman….”

Lee stepped back into the room.

He knew who I was talking about – I had moaned about the bastard enough over the past week.

Through gritted teeth, Lee whispered: “What did he do?”

By now, I was sobbing unable to speak in coherent sentences as the anguish and shame flooded out of me.

“He … offered … me … a … deal …”

“What did he want?”

My whole body shook with emotion.

I placed the cup of tea on the coffee table in front of me and stood up to look at Lee directly in the eye.

It took all my strength to say the single word required.

“Me.”

Lee pursed his lips and took a step towards me.

He placed a strong arm around me like a comfort blanket, which I sunk into and howled.

We stood entwined for several minutes until my gut-wrenching sobs tailed off.

When he released me from our embrace, I could not read his expression.

He seemed a man torn by two completely different personalities – the evil criminal the world knew and my loving partner.

When he spoke, his eyes burned with anger.

“Sophie.

“Get ready for the party.

“Leave Packman to me.

“He’ll never bother you again, I swear.”


Chapter Six

It was 7.30pm.

The gang would be here in half hour.

I had cleaned the house as Lee had requested; my mind preoccupied with his chilling words about Packman.

Lee was a man of his word.

He did not make idle threats.

Trouble was brewing on numerous fronts.

My heart was beating with nerves, wishing Lee would walk through the door and put an end to this nonsense.

Instead, I knew that wouldn’t happen.

Lee had promised his guys a party with me on the menu – and that’s exactly what would happen.

I swallowed to try and ease the mounting tension.

It did not help.

I had cleaned the house from top to bottom.

This was mainly for my own pride – the gang would scarcely care if there was dust on the kitchen blinds.

But the mundane housekeeping had kept my mind occupied for the past few hours at least.

Lee had included a list in the carrier bag he’d flung at me.

The shopping required for the party was fairly simple: beer, pizza, spirits and crisps.

I’d gone to a different supermarket for the supplies rather than return to the scene of my sacking only a few hours earlier.

Upon returning, I’d enjoyed a long hot bath to wash away the drama of the day so far.

It did not work.

I shaved my body meticulously, ensuring a nice smooth and silky feel to my skin.

Despite Kev and Lee regularly lavishing praise on my body, I still felt like my boobs were too small and my ass far too big.

But despite my reservations about my body, I was determined to look the best I could. If I didn’t, I was concerned Lee might change the deal.

Even now, I was unsure exactly what he was capable of.

Perhaps that was part of the thrill?

The clothes that Lee had demanded I wear were predictably cheap and slutty.

The bag contained a flimsy French maid’s outfit – no doubt dreamed up as I was the evening’s hostess.

It was the usual trashy look that Lee desired.

The black outfit had a white lace trim around the neck and apron, white ribbons across my stomach and a big white bow on the back.

It was fitted me perfectly.

Lee, after all, knew my measurements only too well.

The outfit only covered half my bum despite having a white underskirt.

He had included a small white silky G-string to wear.

The material of the tiny thong quickly disappeared between my ass-cheeks giving the impression that I was panty-less.

A pair of white hold up stocking with black satin bows at thigh-height covered my legs along with a pair of six inch stilettos that I struggled to walk in.

The shoes were so high that they made me totter as if I was drunk already.

To be fair, I wasn’t far off.

I took another slug from the half-full glass of vodka and orange on the dresser table – I had been drinking for the last two hours.

Dutch courage was needed more than ever, I reasoned with myself.

My outfit was completed with a black choker tie around my neck and two black bows, which required me putting my blonde hair in bunches.

As I looked in the mirror, I could have cried.

I looked like a whore.

What was I doing?

I took a deep breath and steeled myself for the testing time ahead.

One more evening and everything would be fine.

Whatever happened with the men in my life.

I was lying but I needed to try and keep calm.

Panic would not help me now.

I needed to show I could handle this shit.

My smartphone buzzed with an incoming call, making me jump and break away from the analysis of my filthy costume in the full-length mirror.

I picked up the vibrating device and my heart leapt.

It was Kev.

“Hello?”

“Hi Soph. Er… you okay?”

He sounded nervous but I did not care.

“Yes. I’ve … missed you. Where are you?”

I was unsure if this was true but it felt like the right thing to say.

“I’ve been staying with a friend.

“I’ll be back tomorrow as arranged.”

I gulped.

Crunch time was coming.

“Oh. Oh, okay.”

“You could sound a little bit happier about it.”

His tone was turning angry.

“It’s complicated, Kev.

“I need to talk to Lee.”

The response was predictable.

“Why?”

“I… I don’t know. Things aren’t as straight-forward as I thought they would be.”

Silence followed my words.

Finally after an awkward pause, Kev spoke again.

He sounded incredulous, barely daring to believe the words I had spoken.

“You don’t want to stay – with him?

“Tell me I’m wrong, Soph?”

I paused.

The hesitation was fatal.

Kev spoke again before I could muster the courage to confirm his suspicions.

“You’re a fucking slag and he’s welcome to you.

“He’s a blackmailing drug dealing scumbag!

“You do remember that, don’t you?

“He only fucked you because he blackmailed us!

“You mean nothing to him.

“That little cunt will use you, abuse you and dump you.

“And when that happens, I won’t have you running back to me.”

I started crying.

“Kev.…”

He shouted me down.

“Don’t EVER fucking talk to me ever again, you slut.

“Run along with your drug dealer boyfriend and never talk to me again.”

The phone went dead.

My relationship with Kev was over.


Chapter Seven

The doorbell rang.

It was past 8pm and I was surprised the gang were late.

Perhaps business was booming and they could not get away?

Or maybe they just enjoyed messing me around?

They had certainly turned my life upside down since that fateful night in the alley a couple of weeks ago.

I could barely believe it was such a short time ago.

It seemed like years had passed, not days.

I had drunk almost half a bottle of vodka since Kev had hung up on me, leaving me struggling to stand.

I was dangerously unsteady on my feet – particularly with the absurdly high heels – and was beginning to have real trouble focusing.

The booze though partially numbed the pain of our relationship breakdown, making me feel immune to the humiliation that was heading my way in the next couple of hours.

Taking small steps to try and ensure I did not fall, I tottered to the front door unsuccessfully attempting to keep my erratic breathing under control.

I opened the door and was greeted with Nick’s leering face.

I should have known that odious little shit would be first in the queue.

“Hi mum.”

He sniggered, referring to his recent visit to the supermarket where he’d told my gullible colleagues that he was my son.

Amazingly they’d believed him, much to his delight and my despair.

“Don’t call me that,” I hissed with venom.

He stepped inside the house without waiting for an invitation.

I could smell his foul sweaty odour as he leaned in to kiss me on the lips, pushing his hand onto my right tit and squeezing hard as he did so.

“I’m looking forward tonight – and introducing you to my little friend.”

He patted the box he carried under his left arm.

“What is that?”

I could not hide the concern in my voice.

“A little treat for you,” he answered with a smug smile before continuing into the house.

My heart dropped.

Where was Lee?

Gut feeling warned me that this whole situation could become pretty nasty if the gang’s boss didn’t turn up fairly soon.

The combination of his ruthless group of thugs, oodles of booze and drugs mixed with a live sex show was a potent mix.

Without being under his dubious wing of protection, I feared for my safety.

I followed Nick back into the living room ignoring the anonymous hands that patted my ass as I tottered on the high heels.

There were eight of them, all aged between 18 and 25 I guessed.

Plum, Nick’s baby-faced buddy who had excitedly spunked in my mouth in the derelict garage last week, licked his lips in my direction as he passed, casually dropping his hand and rubbing my pussy through my small panties.

I pushed him away and moved towards the other side of the room eager to keep my distance from the pathetic little shit that was already excitedly sniffing his fingers.

He smirked and wandered into the kitchen.

Looking at the rest of the guests, I was surprised to see several girls had arrived with the gang.

Did these idiots even know what kind of party this was meant to be?

They seemed to be girlfriends of various gang members – all short skirts, long colourful nails, curly blonde hair extensions and plenty of fake tan to match.

But if I thought there would be an element of female solidarity, the hope was quickly dashed.

They looked at me with a sneer or mouthed the word “slag” in my direction, which I tried to ignore.

Dressed like a hooker at a fancy dress party, it was pretty hard to summon the stomach to fight back.

I opted to rise above it.

They were much younger than me after all.

Casting furtive looks at the three or four girls in the room, I tried to guess which one was Jane but none stood out.

Within minutes the gang had taken over my house.

They had already half demolished the huge stockpile of beers in the fridge and were devouring the pizza at pace.

It was like a swarm of locusts had descended upon my proudly kept house.

There was still no sign of Lee.

Someone cranked up the music, blasting out some house music I’d never heard before, as the group’s attention turned to drugs

Despite plenty of suggestive remarks and wandering hands frequently groping my curves through the French maid’s outfit, no-one had tried anything on.

Lee’s rules, it seemed, still held sway over the group.

With the amount of coke being snorted from my beautiful coffee table though, I wasn’t sure how long that would last.

Having busied myself getting drinks and food for the partygoers, I now stood back, unsure of my place in my own home.

I kept my vodka topped up but refused the countless offers to join in the drug-taking.

Drugs had never been my scene but I was definitely the odd one out.

Everyone else could not wait to dive in, it seemed.

I was an outsider despite being dressed to be the centre of attention.

One thought kept repeatedly popping into my mind.

“This is it.

“Get through tonight and all this ends.

“Stay strong.”

Nick sidled over to me, creepily snaking his arm around my waist.

“Sophie, you don’t need to be nervous.

“Why don’t you come over and sit on my lap and we can get friendly again?

“It was so much fun last time – before Lee selfishly claimed you as his ‘girlfriend’ and ruined all the fun we could have had together.”

I look at the pathetic creep with disgust.

He was not looking at me though.

His gaze was fixed on my partially exposed cleavage, watching my boobs rise and fall with my breathing.

“Fuck off and die.”

I could even pretend to be nice to the little bastard.

I just wanted him to leave me alone – yet he kept cropping up like a bad penny, taking every opportunity to try and needle me.

His eyes narrowed at my riposte.

“Careful with your words, you whore.

“Lee’s not going to be interested in you forever.

“Then you’re all mine.

“Perhaps you should show a little more respect?”

His hand slipped down to my ass, grabbing my bum cheek hard.

I squealed but the noise was drowned out by the pumping music.

The front door opened and everyone turned to greet our new visitor.

My heart leapt with joy, expecting Lee to walk through the door.

But I was disappointed.

Unfortunately, I was the only one.

The thugs cheered loudly when the newcomer pushed the door open and stepped into the room, a slim and short brunette wearing a revealing cheerleader outfit.

Jane had arrived.

My lesbian sex show was about to begin.


Chapter Eight

Nick was standing in the centre of the living room holding court.

“The rules are simple. The two whores,” he theatrically pointed at Jane and myself, “are going to put on a lesbian show for us all.

“It is a competition.

“The first one to orgasm wins the bonus prize – and will take part in the special solo element of the show in Sophie’s bedroom.”

Nick turned and looked me, licking his lips.

He added: “So watch closely, and get ready for that first orgasm.

“May the best … lady … cum first.”

I shook my head trying to clear my senses.

What was he on about?

Competition?

Solo show?

I had no idea what Nick meant.

Perhaps drinking so heavily in the build-up had not been such a good idea.

I needed my senses about me but the copious amount of alcohol inside my body was making my head spin.

The bottle of vodka that had been my companion throughout the afternoon had long since been fully drained.

For some reason, I was drinking a huge glass of red wine that had been thrust into my hand at some point.

I was unsure who had been supplying the booze but I hadn’t been complaining.

Until now, that is.

I could barely stand, still struggling not to topple over on the huge pair of high heels that Lee had insisted I wore.

Nick spoke again, his voice booming through my muddled thoughts.

“Clear the sofa, guys.

“Ladies, it’s over to you.”

A cheer went up and the group instinctively merged into a circle, leaving Jane and myself alone in the middle.

At a guess, I would have pitched Jane as about 20 years old, slim and fairly short in height.

She looked weathered, like she had spent too long without proper sleep.

The make-up was extravagantly plastered on her face.

She had a tough exterior appearance, a look that concealed the pretty girl underneath.

She walked towards me peeling off her white cheerleader top, revealing a push-up white bra that emphasised her surprisingly big breasts considering her small frame.

Wolf-whistles echoed throughout the room as the brunette stepped to within touching distance of me.

I stood stock still, feeling self-conscious.

Up close I could see how much her make-up was caked on.

She had bright red lipstick adorning her full lips, far too much dark eye shadow and her hair had been pushed back into a casual ponytail to complete the slutty cheerleader look.

“Hi sexy,” Jane purred at me, enjoying taking the role of the dominant partner and playing up to the expectant crowd.

The brunette shuffled to within centimetres of me giving a waft of her scent: alcohol and cheap perfume.

Her large brown eyes gave away the state she was in – she was high.

You could not miss it.

God knows what she’d taken.

I swallowed nervously as she took my hand, her skin hard and rough to touch.

“I’m going to make you scream, darlin’.

“I love your outfit.

“It’s getting me wet.

“I’m going to suck your lovely little tits and then lick you to heaven.

“Lie back and enjoy the ride.”

My mouth was dry.

I did not know what to say in response.

She did not wait for a reply delving her tongue deep into my unprepared mouth.

I kissed her back automatically and felt the strange sensation of a tongue stud deep inside my throat.

Unlike the alpha males in my life, her kissing was not forceful or particularly dominant.

Despite the presence of the metal stud, her kisses were light and inviting caressing my tongue as her hands quickly began to explore my body.

Despite my reservations and self-consciousness, I could feel my pussy begin to respond to the passionate embrace.

Jane wiggled her hips and allowed the white skirt with a blue hem fall to the floor revealing a tightly toned backside in a white thong.

Her hands were inside my apron swiftly, pulling my breasts free and exposing my nipples to the watching audience.

A low murmur of approval went around the crowd, pleased to see the extra female flesh.

It was the reason why most of them were here, after all.

Our lips were still locked together.

I moved my hands to Jane’s firm buttocks slipping my fingers underneath the see-through material and gripping her taut flesh.

She broke our embrace but kissed my lips between each sentence.

“You horny old slag.”

Kiss.

“You can’ wait to cum, can you?”

Kiss.

“I’m going to make you so excited, sexy tits.”

Kiss.

“Time for you to win Nick’s little competition.”

Kiss.

“Lie back and spread wide.

“It’s tongue time.”

I shook my head.

I had no idea what this competition was all about but – if Nick was behind it – my remaining few sense told me winning was something I needed to avoid.

“No.

“Let’s do a 69.”

Jane bit her lip in thought, no doubt surprised by my sudden interjection into proceedings.

She smiled.

“Okay Sophie.

“Let’s do this your way.

“Lie down and I’ll go on top.”

I didn’t argue, lying back on the leather couch and opened my legs while I waited for Jane to position her crotch above me.

The brunette did not hesitate, removing the flat sparkly shoes before straddling my face with the top of her legs.

Her head dived down towards my crotch.

Her hand gently applied pressure to the top of my thighs encouraging me to spread my legs even further apart and give her full access to my pleasure zone.

I complied, sensing the excited group of onlookers urgently repositioning themselves to get a better view of the lesbian action.

I gasped. Jane had not wasted any time.

She did not bother removing my G-string but pulled it aside and thrust two fingers straight into my shaven folds.

My hair-free pussy was now exposed to most of the room.

I arched my back to accommodate her invading fingers welcoming the light touch of her fingers.

She appeared to be a skilled operator at pleasuring a woman – despite her tender years.

I could hear her whispering a commentary to the crowd, presumably egged on by their foul-mouthed goading.

I couldn’t hear what was said but I realised I was getting close to orgasm already.

Not good.

I may not be able to stop the inevitable happening but I had to try to avoid the humiliation that cowardly Nick had lined up for one of us.

Determined not to play a starring role that bastard’s game, I reached up and pulled Jane’s thong across her right butt cheek.

There was a feeling of moistness in the tacky cheap material – obviously the saucy bitch was enjoying herself too.

Perhaps I did have a chance, after all.

Placing both of my hands onto the top of her ass, I pulled her pussy firmly onto my lips.

She did not fight the command, dropping her damp folds on my mouth.

Disappointingly, she had not shaved for some time and the long curly hairs tickled my face.

Gross. I shook my head to get them away from my mouth.

However before I could begin pleasuring her, Jane responded by planting her hot mouth on my willing clitoris.

I groaned loudly, throwing my head back as I did so.

Her tongue stud was a huge turn-on, flicking my sensitive bud repeatedly as she sucked at my clit.

Oh god.

The feeling was all-consuming; the tingling over-powering all my other senses.

Desperately I shoved three of my fingers deep into Jane’s vagina with no warning.

At the other end of the couch I could hear my sex partner gasp at the unexpected movement, breaking her mouth’s vice-like lock on my clit.

Making the most of the opportunity, I drove my tongue into her clit making the younger woman squirm.

She began to move her slender hips in time with my licks, rubbing her groin up and down my face as the pleasure began to build.

My fingers worked industriously inside Jane, repeatedly probing for her g-spot. It was working – she was getting close.

The whispering and laughter at the other end of the sofa had stopped.

Then a rasping and familiar voice appeared in my ear.

“You’re going to cum in a minute, Sophie, and then you’ll be all mine – whatever Lee says.”

I broke away from Jane’s twitching pussy to see Nick’s face only inches away from mine.

His eyes were enlarged, making him look quite insane.

“Fuck off,” I snarled as the slime-ball retreated back into the crowd with a grin fixed upon his gormless features.

Nick’s distraction had worked though.

The brief respite had allowed Jane to compose herself.

She buried her head deep between my legs, her tongue stud relentlessly hitting my throbbing clit once more.

This time there was no going back.

I bucked my hips as the first wave tore through my shivering body.

Jane did not let the opportunity go, lapping my on-fire pussy with gusto.

I screamed, arching my back at the orgasm took control.

With my eyes closed, the pleasure seemed to last forever.

My ragged breathing and screams of enjoyment were mingled with applause from the on-looking spectators.

Finally my hips gave way and the tension disappeared from my body.

I slumped back, exhausted from the intensity of the orgasm.

Jane jumped up and off the couch, away from me.

I watched her high-fiving numerous people as if she’d won a major contest.

She did not bother putting her clothes back on. Tramp.

I wiped my sweaty brow and tried to cover my body with the slutty uniform as best I could.

The drawling voice returned in my ear.

It was Nick.

“Well done, Sophie.

“You’re the winner.

“Your prize is in your bedroom.

“It’s time to collect – for everyone involved.”


Chapter Nine

The gloating scumbag wasted no time.

He yanked me off the sofa and guided me towards the stairs.

Wandering hands shot out and grabbed my exposed tits as we passed the rows of leering anonymous faces.

I desperately tried to cover my final dregs of modesty from the gang but Nick’s grip on my right arm hindered me.

My boobs were swinging freely without restraint and my panties were still wedged over one of my butt cheeks – allowing every person in the place to see my vagina.

I wriggled my hips to bring the cheap thong back to its correct position; the scant protection the patch of material provided was at least something I could cling onto.

Unfortunately I was still wearing the high heels though, making me extremely wobbly on my feet and ruling out any chance of making an escape.

The thug guided me swiftly up the stairs, smiling as he looked behind us to see almost everyone following us to my bedroom.

Apprehension filled my body as he pushed open the door to my room.

What did he have planned?

My heart sank as I stepped inside.

Handcuffs had been attacked to the bedposts at the head of the bed, no doubt waiting for my wrists to be slotted into them.

Sitting on the bed was a vibrating fucking machine – a vibrator attached to a mechanical device that thrust in and out of willing participants.

I’d seen footage of them in use before on Kev’s tablet – hard-core domination was one of his favourite types of porn.

Now a real-life machine was going to be used on me. I swallowed trying to find the right words to get out of this mess.

“No,” I said firmly, trying to wrestle away from Nick’s grip.

He did not let go.

“Unless you want old hard man Kev to go to prison, I suggest you get on the fucking bed – you stupid slut.”

His voice oozed poison as his fingers dug deeper into my skin.

I winced with pain and did as he requested.

Despite my raging anger, I knew was no match for Nick’s strength and I genuinely feared for my safety while he was around.

My nemesis smiled menacingly as I moved onto the bed, my ruined French maid’s outfit concealing little of my curves.

He sauntered to the far side of the bed, allowing the remainder of the gang to filter into my bedroom to watch my final humiliation.

“This is my little friend, Dirk.

“He had bought A LOT of pleasure to women over the years … hasn’t he, Jane?”

The brunette giggled draping herself over Lichy, the gang’s strapping number two.

Nick fastened the left handcuff tightly, ensuring the metal dug deep into my wrist before replicating the treatment with the right restraint.

I was stuck, completely at his mercy.

He moved the device to within inches of my legs.

“Open wide Soph.”

I kept my legs locked together.

Nick sighed.

“Don’t make me handcuff your legs open.

“If that happens, I’m not sure I’ll be able to stop them.”

The threat was clear and I didn’t want to be even further at the mercy of these scumbags.

Slowly I opened my legs once more revealing my transparent G-string to the room.

Nick patted me on the head with a patronising sneer.

“Good girl, that’s a very sensible decision.

“Now, let’s get rid of those.”

He leant over and grasped a handful of my tiny knickers in his right head.

Giving them a firm tug, he ripped the thong away and threw it on the floor.

“That’s much better.

“Are you ready?”

He did not wait for a response.

He carefully aligned the machine with my vagina and switched it on.

I gasped as the object – I assumed it was rubber although I could not be sure - ploughed into me, the mechanical device trading tenderness and gentleness for an unremitting ceaselessness that drove females wild.

It was big and unforgiving, driving into my sensitive folds relentlessly.

The gang were talking loudly, taking bets on how long it would take the device to make me orgasm.

I shut my eyes, trying to blank out the horrible situation I found myself in.

Where was Lee?

How could he leave me at the mercy of these scumbags?

Did I really mean that little to him?

Opening my eyes again, several of the boys had their cocks in their hands – openly pleasuring themselves while watching the fucking device pound into me.

My breathing was becoming shallow but the machine was not particularly effective at pushing the right buttons.

Undoubtedly the continual thrusting would eventually bring me to orgasm but it would take a long time.

I groaned inwardly at the thought – this was going to be a long process.

My eyes scanned the bedroom realising the crowd had moved closer, forming a tight circle around the double bed.

I could feel fingers were creeping over my naked skin.

My erect nipples were being continually twisted and tweaked by anonymous hands while grinning faces filled my peripheral vision.

It was like being trapped in a nightmare.

Moronic smiles zoomed in and out of focus as my vision swirled.

The catcalls, comments and jeers seemed distant as if the baying crowd were on the other side of an invisible glass barrier.

They were nameless males, my mind unable – or perhaps unwilling – to recognise the faces involved.

“Uhhh,” I groaned as the mechanical device’s incessant penetration of my hairless pussy continued unabated.

“You dirty fucking whore. Fucking a machine to impress the boys,” a voice whispered in my ear with a clarity that pierced my drunken stupor.

It was one of the females.

She was blonde; another slag wearing far too much make-up.

She looked about 18, her eyes unfocused enough to reveal her drug taking habit.

“Sit on her face, Jen!”

The boys nudged the girl forward making her face bump into my left ear.

The blonde needed no further encouragement.

Egged on by the others, she climbed onto the bed fully dressed.

She was not careful, scraping her boot heel over my midriff as she positioned herself over my face.

The cheers of approval from the crowd echoed around the room although they still felt distant.

Jen’s black panties were damp already as her bright pink fingernails heaved the underwear to one side to allow her to plant her neatly trimmed pussy on my face.

I refused to respond, keeping my tongue firmly away from the unwelcome vagina that was perched millimetres away from my mouth.

It was becoming hard to breathe particularly with Jen’s pungent aroma filling the air.

Unhappy with my lack of participation in the sex game, Jen’s long nails cuffed me roughly around the head.

“Start licking me out, you slag!”

The slut was playing to the crowd.

Another murmur of approval went around the room, happy to see one of the girls taking the dominant role.

Jen was happy to be centre stage.

Bitch.

I licked slowly at the chav’s folds while she grinded her hips and screamed with absurd falseness to please the watching males.

She was a pathetic wannabe, desperate to be liked.

It did not take long for the little bitch to climax – although whether she faked it or not, I was unable to tell.

The boys certainly didn’t seem to think so, applauding as she peeled her sweaty groin away from my face, repeatedly cursing me as she did so.

Worse was to come.

It seemed as if all the girls were planning to take a turn on me.

I realised that despite his absence, Lee’s instructions were being followed – none of the boys could touch me so they were encouraging their women to use me instead.

A black female, leggy and rather masculine in build, took Jen’s place.

Her silky white knickers gloriously contrasted with her dark skin, I noticed, as she positioned herself to face-sit on me.

As she did so, I felt the first drops of warmth land on my stomach.

This wasn’t split beer.

Either the boys surrounding my bed were spitting on me or they were jacking off over my semi-naked body.

The continual applause indicated it was the latter.

More was arriving every minute, the dirty little bastards.

The cheering reached a crescendo.

I kept licking.

The machine kept fucking me.

My pussy was beginning to twitch – the inevitable would soon arrive.

The cheering continued.

Another splatter landed on my abdomen.

I felt sick.

Lick, lick, lick.

I stopped.

Something was wrong.

The cheering had ended.

In fact, the room appeared to be silent apart of the whirring of the fucking machine.

I shook my head trying to remove the black girl from my vision.

I could feel her unspoken concern too, twisting around on top of me to see what had caused such a sudden change in atmosphere.

A voice rang out clearly – one I knew only too well.

“Get off her – now.

“Turn that sick fucking machine off and then get the fuck out.”

Lee had finally arrived.


Chapter Ten

Willing hands untied me as the gang followed Lee’s orders and began to file out of my bedroom aware that the show was over.

He was standing in the middle of the bedroom, his eyes ablaze with fury as he surveyed the warped scene before him.

Strangely he was nearly naked wearing only a pair of black designer boxer shorts.

His face was darker than normal, smeared with dirt.

The battle scars on his body stood out as he came towards me.

I sat up and edged to the side of the bed.

I kicked the fucking machine over as I did so, satisfied to hear the twisted device fall to the floor with a crunch.

My outfit was in pieces so I pulled the remains off and pulled the duvet over me, waiting for the drug dealer to speak.

His anger disappeared as soon as we were left alone. Lee cautiously sat next on the mattress next to me, clasping both my hands in his stained palms.

He reeked of smoke.

One of his hands moved to my head and gently pushed the tangled blonde hair out of my eyes.

I could already feel tears forming as words came tumbling out of my mouth.

“Baby, where have you been? I …”

My voice trailed off, unable to describe the events over the past hour.

It was humiliating even to think about it.

He looked at me with an intensity I had not seen before.

“Soph, I made a mistake tonight.

“I was bitter or jealous, which ever word you prefer.

“I wanted to get revenge on you because you’d chosen Kev.”

He paused, trying to find the right words.

“Then you told me what had happened at work.

“I lost it.

“Nobody will ever hurt you again, I promise.

“I love you, Sophie Nicholls.”

I could feel my temper rise as he spoke.

“Fuck you.

“Your gang has just spent the evening humiliating me!

“You fucking prick!

“You would really treat the so-called ‘love of your life’ like this?”

Lee visibly winced at my words.

When he responded, it was quietly spoken and more defensively than before.

“I know.

“This has been a disaster.

“You hurt me.

“The thought of you going back to that muscle-head moron drove me crazy.

“I flipped.

“In my jealous rage, I promised them you – and I can’t go back on my word.

“You know that.

“If I start doing that then I’m finished in this business.

“It’s seen as weakness, nothing more.

“I can’t have that.”

He exhaled deeply but pressed on regardless.

“No-one in the gang was allowed to touch you.

“Lichy was here to ensure that didn’t happen.

“I didn’t…” his lip curled in disgust as he nodded towards the battered fucking machine lying uselessly on the floor, “…expect them to go to these lengths though.

“And I never thought about the girls either.

“Nick was behind this, I assume?”

The question was asked in a deadly whisper.

I nodded a confirmation, for some reason feeling ashamed of my role in the whole sordid debacle.

“Soph, look at me.

“There’s more.”

His fore-finger cupped my chin, guiding my gaze upwards so our eyes met.

“When you told me about your boss, something happened.

“It was like a fire had been lit inside of me.

“The thought of that scumbag trying to manipulate you … it made something snap.

“I couldn’t control it.”

I snorted.

How rich.

Had he forgotten how we had gotten into this position in the first place – with his decision to blackmail me?

Lee understood my reaction immediately, his lips forming a semblance of a smile as he spoke again.

“Fair enough, I’m no better than him in most people’s eyes.

“I don’t see it like that anymore though.

“We have a special connection.

“We were meant to be.

“Meathead Kev was in the way and I needed to get rid of him.

“I’ll never regret the deal we struck.

“I love you, Soph, and I did what was needed to get you.”

My heart raced as he spoke and I leaned closer into his warm body for comfort.

He wasn’t perfect but he was mine.

“I love you too,” I whispered.

We hugged tightly, the only sound coming from the party ongoing in the rest of the house.

We were alone.

Lee though ended the silence.

“I need you to be my alibi for tonight.”

I moved away from his beating heart and cocked my head to one side quizzically.

“Why?

“What have you done?”

The questions hung in the air unanswered.

My mind was suddenly whirring with suspicion.

He stunk of smoke.

He was nearly naked.

He had been missing for almost the entire evening.

He looked away from me, staring aimlessly towards the window and refused to answer.

A piercing yell from downstairs broke the stalemate.

“Fucking hell!

“Look at that fire!

“It’s the supermarket.

“The whole thing has gone up in flames!”

The penny finally dropped.


Chapter Eleven

“Oh my god.”

Realisation of the truth hit me like an out-of-control juggernaut.

Lee was a hard man but how far had he gone this time?

I felt sick and stood, wanting to see the fire for myself.

His hands reached out for mine as I tried to move but I pushed the gesture away and strode to the bedroom window.

In the distance, an unfamiliar orange glow lit up the horizon of the housing estate that sprawled out in front of us.

Whoever had shouted the alarm had been telling the truth.

It was emanating in the exact direction of the supermarket with tell-tale plumes of smoke shooting into the atmosphere to indicate the size of the blaze.

I put my hand to my mouth as the awfulness of the situation began to dawn on me.

Lee crept up behind me and slipped both hands around my stomach, clutching me to him tightly.

I swallowed unable to hide my growing panic.

He spoke without emotion, his lips almost touching my left ear as the words were formed.

“I would do anything to protect you.

“He crossed a line.

“No one will do that with you EVER again.

“He paid the price.”

I turned to look at my lover and was taken aback by the ferocity of his glare.

His grip around my waist tightened.

“I need you to understand, Soph.

“No one will take liberties with you again.

“I won’t allow it.

“Your scumbag boss wouldn’t listen – even had the cheek to call you ‘a slag’.

“What a fucking joke.

“That’s why his store is burning down as we speak.

“Not that he’ll need it anymore.”

My stomach dropped.

“Oh no.

“What did you do to him?”

Lee grimaced and rubbed his arm as he responded.

“It’s best you don’t know.

“Packman won’t be walking out of that place ever again, that’s for sure.”

He pulled me into his body once more as my eyes widened with horror.

“Help me, Soph.

His voice had dropped to an urgent whisper.

“Say we spent the evening together.

“And then we can have the future that we’ve both spent the last week dreaming about.

“My clothes have been burned.

“The weapon I used is in the canal.

“There’s no evidence linking me to the supermarket fire – particularly if I have an alibi.

“Do this one thing for me, baby?”

A cruel laugh erupted from behind us before I could respond.

Lee and I turned as one to meet the intruder.

I knew that laugh only too well.

It was Kev.

He was holding a bottle of whisky in one hand and a small black handgun in the other.

The weapon was pointed directly at us both.

Kev took a swig of his bottle and sneered.

“Well, if it’s not my loyal girlfriend.

“And she’s playing sexy time with the local drug dealing scumbag.”

Lee moved in front of me defensively.

“What the fuck do you want, old man?”

Kev smiled but did not answer the question.

He fired the gun instead.


Chapter Twelve

Time slowed to a crawl.

The gunshot seemed to explode about a thousand times in my head.

Lee slumped to the floor, his hands breaking away from me to his stomach before being quickly covered in bright red blood.

I dropped to my knees, planting both hands on the wound trying to stop the life ebb out of Lee’s body.

Lee grunted but could not find the air to speak.

Kev moved forward into the bedroom.

“So sweet, Soph.

“He’s dying though.”

Tears masked my vision of my ex-boyfriend but I could feel the gun pointed in my direction.

I did not care.

“You fucking maniac!

“What the fuck have you done?”

I pressed harder on Lee’s wound to try and stop the gushing blood. It worked although Lee groaned in agony.

He did not have long.

“HELP!” I screamed.

Surely the gang were still in the vicinity?

How had Kev got past them?

“No one is coming,” Kev replied in a matter-of-fact voice.

He fired the weapon again.

Lee’s chest opened in front of me as the bullet tore through his right lung.

Blood sprayed over my face and chest.

It was warm and tasted salty.

I wailed as Lee’s lifeless hands fell limply to his sides.

Driven by sheer terror, I began to crawl backwards – scuttling away from the man who I had once loved dearly.

Through the waterfall of tears, I could see Kev moving towards me.

He stopped to satisfy himself that Lee was dead before stepping over the drug dealer’s corpse and moving towards his next victim.

Me.

He raised the gun, pointing the firearms directly at my head.

I stayed silent and curled up into a small ball below the bedroom window.

The sounds of the party could no longer be heard.

Where had they gone?

Surely Kev had not shot them too?

No, we would have heard the noise.

They would be back and heavily armed no doubt, but not in time to help me – or Lee.

I was on my own.

Kev took another gulp on his whisky bottle before speaking.

His tone was softer now but the weapon still remained fixed on my head.

“I loved you Sophie.

“I still do, in fact.

“I would do anything for you.

“That is until you betrayed me, of course.

“You ditched me … for him?

“He is an animal!

“He disgusts me – and you should hate him even more than I do!

“Before this nonsense began, I had a life that made other people jealous.

“Then we met this wanker.

“He moved into my house, took my girlfriend, ate my food and drank my beer.

“And I let him because you told me it was the only way.

“I knew I should have given him another good hiding and taken my chances with the Old Bill.

“But I was a fool.

“I trusted you – and look how you’ve repaid me … by falling in love with the blackmailing little cunt.

“Are you stupid?

“Or just a complete slag?

“Or both?”

He towered above me, reeking of alcohol.

Finally I answered.

My words were punctuated by huge sobs as a mixture of shock and adrenaline coursed through my veins.

“I … loved … you.

“I was trying … to protect you.

“I can’t … help how I … felt with him.

“I … never … meant for any of this … to happen.”

Attempting to justify my feelings was a mistake that I regretted almost immediately.

Considering Kev had killed Lee in cold blood only moments earlier, I should have perhaps realised he was in no mood for mitigation.

He threw his head back and laughed, omitting a cruel mocking cackle.

“That is the best romantic story I’ve ever heard.

“Were you getting married?

“Having a baby?

“Fucking his friends whenever he felt like it?”

I flushed.

I still could not explain the animalistic feelings that connected me to Lee so deeply but I could also understand how it looked to others.

Kev’s mockery ended and he peered down at me, looming over me with the handgun still directly pointed at my head.

“This is the end, Soph.

“For him.

“For you.

“For me.

“I can’t live without you and you’ve decided I can’t live with you either.

“I’ve always given you everything.

“You – and him – took everything from me and left me with nothing.

“So this is our destiny.

“I’ve already got rid of one problem.

“Now I just have to deal with the other big issue remaining in my life.”

I looked up at him, dread filling every fibre in my body.

I raised my hands above my head in a futile gesture of defiance.

“No … please.”

The barrel of the gun filled my vision before my world went black.


Six months later….

The smartphone buzzed in my pocket as I walked slowly along the pavement avoiding several children racing along on scooters, completely absorbed in their own world.

The call was from a number I didn’t recognise but it didn’t surprise me.

The gang continually changed numbers, handsets and SIM cards to keep one step ahead of the police. It worked too.

The message read: “Check the news headlines.”

A memorial bench provided a welcome stopping point, allowing me to take the weight off my swollen ankles.

I flicked open my news app and scanned the latest breaking stories onscreen.

Second story down was the one I wanted.

“Man jailed for life over double shooting”

I gasped and clicked on the image next to the headline that showed Nick walking into court.

The link opened.

The story continued:

“A man was handed a life sentence today after admitting two charges of murder in a drug-fuelled shooting.

“Nicholas Platt showed no emotion as he was sentenced for killing Kevin Houseman and Lee Artis last year.

“The 20-year-old pleaded guilty to both charges and will serve at least 15 years before being considered for parole.”

I stopped reading, rubbing my stretched stomach as my mind drifted.

Even though he had not killed Lee, Nick had reluctantly struck a deal to accept responsibility for both murders.

The gang didn’t want an investigation into the situation – it would be damaging for business.

And business was the important thing, of course, meaning that Nick needed to accept responsibility for both bodies.

There would be far less questions asked that way.

In return, Lichy, who had become the gang’s undisputed leader after Lee’s demise, would ensure his family was looked after while Nick was inside.

I strongly suspected Nick’s family had been subtly threatened; he was not the sort to be brave – or loyal – unless there was something in it for him.

And what stronger motivation was there than protecting your loved ones?

Even that cowardly scumbag had a family to think about.

Despite my severe dislike of him, Nick had saved my life when he killed Kev.

He had burst through the bedroom door and shot the killer twice in the back as my ex loomed over me preparing to pull the trigger.

Fatally wounded, Kev’s corpse had collapsed on top of me.

Nick was trying to move the lifeless body off of me when the police arrived on the scene, no doubt alerted after the early gunshots.

It still gave me nightmares.

Six months later and both Lee and Kev visited me every night in my dreams.

I dreaded closing my eyes, knowing they were never far away.

I shook my head a little and locked the phone before placing it back into my pocket.

I hauled my unbalanced body up from the bench and made my way through the peeling black gates nearby, treading the now familiar route with care.

Kev had been blamed for the supermarket fire with Lee’s discarded clothing conveniently turning up in his van.

The police linked Kev’s rage with my dismissal earlier in the day believing my partner had torched the place in a revenge attack.

Again, it was all about protecting the business.

Firefighters had dramatically saved Packman from the inferno.

Locked in the shop’s office with serious leg injuries, he would have certainly perished in the fire if the emergency services had not arrived in the nick of time.

He was the only witness to the brutal assault and arson but Packman had been unable to identify the masked person who attacked him so violently.

The shop boss had been lucky – to a degree.

Another five minutes later and he would not have survived.

However medical experts were split over whether Packman would walk again.

His attacker had left him with leg injuries that had confined the supervisor to a wheelchair ever since.

Lee has wanted my alibi for a good reason.

Still, it was never needed.

I stopped, having reached my destination.

The headstone was still gleaming and no vandal would dare touch it in this neck of the woods.

A little under six months old, the wording on the grave had not been weathered yet like so many others in the graveyard.

I visited Lee’s grave at least twice a week.

It had been harder recently as my stomach continued to swell.

I spent hours there, talking with the man I loved.

Dangerous, unpredictable but someone who I felt safe with –and I loved with all my heart.

Even now I struggled to truly understand our connection.

“I’ve found a new house, baby.

“It’s great.

“Lichy sorted out a decorator and he’s done the nursery and everything.

“It’s going to be a great home.

“A great place to bring up our baby.”

Subconsciously my hands dropped and cradled my tummy, carrying our unborn child.

I knelt down next to the marble, unwilling to be overhead despite the cemetery being virtually deserted.

“And there’s one more thing: it’s a boy.

“The hospital confirmed it yesterday.

“Little Lee Nicholls is going to be a good boy, I promise you that.”


About the author

Peter Speed is a UK-based erotic author with a dozen adults-only reads in the Kindle store.

His work is all available in the Kindle store and enlisted in Kindle Unlimited.

It includes:

Blackmail: the neighbour’s wife

Laura Evans has it all - a hot wife in a happy marriage with two kids and a husband who adores her.

Barry Rex lives next door. He's approaching retirement, overweight, deeply unhappy at work and at home, and watches Laura's husband Rich with a deep-rooted envy.

Then one day, fate presents Barry with an unexpected opportunity – blackmail.

Discovering a secret about Laura, he presents her with a stark choice – either become his sex slave or see her marriage ruined forever.

Download today from Amazon.co.uk or Amazon.com

• Blackmail: the neighbour’s wife 2

Laura is desperate to gain the upper hand on Barry, turning the tables to bring this whole sordid episode to a close.

However, Barry's dominance is revealing a submissive nature to Laura's sexual urges – making her secretly crave the depraved sex sessions he arranges.

Now he has gone a step further than ever before – arranging their first public date.

A trip to the cinema sounds harmless enough. But nothing is ever straight-forward where Barry is concerned.

Download today from Amazon.co.uk here or Amazon.com here.

Blackmail: the neighbour’s wife 3

Hot wife Laura Evans has now been blackmailed for sex by her pervert neighbour Barry Rex for the past month.

The gorgeous MILF has endured numerous sexual humiliations at the hands of the depraved older man – in an attempt to stop Barry passing on evidence that could end her marriage.

Laura has consented to every disgusting sexual demand Barry has made, knowing that one false move could result in her becoming a single mum.

Now Barry has organised a special evening to mark the end of their arrangement – promising Laura a night she won't forget.

Download today from Amazon.co.uk or Amazon.com

• Blackmail: the neighbour’s wife 4

Lies. Passion. Deceit. Blackmail. Sex. The long-awaited finale of Blackmail: the neighbour’s wife series has arrived.

Using underhand tactics, Barry Rex now fully controls the lives of both Laura and her cuckold husband Rich.

Rich, though, appears to openly embrace his role as a forced sissy - only pushing his wife further away from him.

With Laura at her limit, Barry realises the sordid blackmail arrangement needs to end and begins planning for his future.

But he has a final surprise waiting for the couple first - a night with a specially chosen black bull.

Does Laura finally get to escape the depraved nightmare?

Will Barry's devious plans come to fruition?

All is revealed in the final part of Blackmail: the neighbour's wife series.

Download today from Amazon.co.uk or Amazon.com

The Office Wimp

Hot business woman Donna Jackson is caught red-handed with pornographic images on her work computer. 

But when Donna pleads with office intern Dennis Lewis to keep her dark desires secret, the answer is far more than she has bargained for. 

The junior member of her team agrees to keep silent – but his loyalty comes at a steep price. 

And it’s something both Donna and her husband Gerry will have to pay for dearly. 

Download today from Amazon.co.uk or Amazon.com


Blackmailed by the Office Wimp

An office intern is blackmailing his beautiful boss – and loving every minute of it.

Dennis Lewis spent an evening humiliating his rich boss Donna and husband Gerry after stumbling upon incriminating pictures on her work computer.

But now he’s hungry for more.

The office junior understands the power obsessed couple are plotting how to ruin him – and realises his hold over the pair is fragile.

Yet Donna’s ruthless ambition won’t allow her to walk away from her flourishing accountancy empire meaning Dennis’s silence is essential.

But the price of that co-operation keeps on rising.

Download today from Amazon.co.uk or Amazon.com

Cuckolded by the Office Wimp

Trust no-one. The finale of The Office Wimp series has arrived...

Blackmailed for sex by her creepy intern, beautiful career girl Donna Jackson wants revenge.

Calculating Dennis Lewis has already threatened to destroy the businesswoman’s marriage and career.

And now he wants a final pay-off.

But will Donna submit to his last demand?

Download today from Amazon.co.uk or Amazon.com

• Seducing the Boss’s Daughter

James Haywood is facing the sack.

Stitched up by his control freak boss, the one-time golden boy journalist is now clinging onto his job by his finger-tips.

He knows his nemesis Chris Shaw has managed to destroy his media career and James is just waiting for the day to arrive when he joins the dole queue.

Then an unexpected opportunity for sinister revenge falls into James's lap – Shaw's beautiful 19-year-old daughter Charlie arrives at the newsroom for two weeks' work experience.

Aware his time as a journalist at the paper is numbered, James plots a dastardly and cold-hearted plan - the ultimate pay back on his boss.

He plans to breed his daughter and join the family.

Download today from Amazon.co.uk or Amazon.com

• The Bridesmaid Sex Bet

Ladies' man Danny Buck's life is based around three principles; earn big money, party hard and sleep with as many women as possible.

Danny has only ever loved one woman – the beautiful Francesca, who is getting married to a boring accountant.

Despite their romance ending ten years ago, Danny has never forgiven Fran's best friend Tiff for helping to split the pair up.

So when he receives an unexpected invite to Fran's wedding, the womaniser hatches an evil plan for revenge on his bridesmaid nemesis.

Firstly, he bets his flatmate that he can bed the blonde bridesmaid.

But that's only the beginning of the depraved plan that Danny had conjured up to get revenge on the ice queen.

Download today from Amazon.co.uk or Amazon.com

• The Reluctant Girlfriend – The Thugs’ Sex Demand

Curvy blonde Sophie is stuck in a nightmare.

Her boyfriend Kev has been filmed attacking drug dealing thugs during a violent late-night confrontation.

Muscle-head Kev thinks he's sorted the situation but the manipulative gang are far from finished with the couple.

They make an offer: they'll take the incriminating phone footage to the police – unless Sophie agrees to submit to their perverted demands.

Download today from Amazon.co.uk or Amazon.com

• The Reluctant Girlfriend 2

Reluctantly agreeing to become a sex toy for gang of thug drug dealers is beginning to ruin Sophie Nicholls' life.

The curvy blonde made the deal to save her violent boyfriend from prison – but the gang's demands are becoming too much.

Her world is caving in – both at home and at work.

Hope arrives in the shape of an unlikely saviour – the gang's leader, Lee, who has a new sordid offer for Sophie and her boyfriend Kev.

Download today from Amazon.co.uk or Amazon.com

• The Reluctant Girlfriend: The Finale

Sophie Nicholls has been dominated, humiliation and used as sex slave by the thug gang's leader Lee.

Yet despite her initial reluctance, Sophie is becoming increasingly infatuated with the blackmailing bad boy dominating her life.

Who will she choose?

Lee or her hard man boyfriend Kev?

All is revealed in the explosive climax of The Reluctant Girlfriend series.

Download today from Amazon.co.uk or Amazon.com

• MILF and the Old Man

Hot wife Chloe Jones agrees to a sordid deal to keep her marriage alive – having casual sex with dirty old men.

Her loyal husband James is terminally ill and their sex life is all but over by their late-twenties.

Desperate not to force his wife into a life of celibacy, James suggests a radical compromise – a way of staying together but still satisfying MILF Chloe's sexual desires.

The deal is simple: she can sleep with whoever she likes – on one condition.

They have to be 75 – or older.

Download today from Amazon.co.uk or Amazon.com

For further information about Peter Speed’s work, visit his website:

http://eroticstoriesuk.com/  or follow him on Twitter: https://twitter.com/ukeroticauthor              


Copyright

Copyright © 2015 by Peter Speed

All rights reserved.

This book or any portion thereof may not be reproduced or used in any manner whatsoever without the express written permission of the publisher – except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

First published in 2015.

For all enquiries, please visit:

http://eroticstoriesuk.com

cover.jpeg
Peter Speed






