
        
            
                
            
        

    
The Reluctant Girlfriend 

The Finale

By Peter Speed


Prologue

This is the third and final part of the Reluctant Girlfriend trilogy.

Reading the first two parts of the series is important – they lay the foundations for the characters’ mindsets in the finale.

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

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

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

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

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

The deal? 

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

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

As the tawdry deal unfolded, Sophie found herself becoming attracted to the gang’s leader Lee, who thrilled and humiliated her in equal measure, while feeling ever more distant from a jealous Kev.

Now she had a decision to make. 

Lee or Kev? 

Will her world ever be the same again? 

And can Sophie endure the gang’s final public humiliation for her?

Both of the earlier parts of the Reluctant Girlfriend series are on sale in the Kindle store now:

	The Reluctant Girlfriend: The Thugs’ Sex Demand
	The Reluctant Girlfriend 2



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 shaved head had grown a little over the past couple of days, giving it a cute fluffy look. 

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

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

I smiled. Sometimes looks can be truly deceiving. 

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

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

He was a beast in bed. 

I had been ravaged by him time and time again. I could not even recall how 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. You make me horny,” I panted out the words breathlessly, feeling the excitement building despite the pain around my chest. 

“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, squirming trying 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 break his attention away from his phone. 

“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, 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, he stormed out 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 taking 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 blow was not elegant or particularly precise but at such short range, it did plenty of damage. 

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 my 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 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?”

“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.”

“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 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 who 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 my 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 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.

“Much better. 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.

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. 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, 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 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.”
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