
        
            
                
            
        

    
The Reluctant Girlfriend 

The Thugs’ Sex Demand

By Peter Speed


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 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.

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.

"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 that's not something you boys want to see.

"Now fuck off."

Holding his 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, Kev 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 with a shaking hand.

In terrible English, it read: "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 want

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 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

Predicting a violent response to his 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, 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, knowing deep in my heart what needed to be done. 

“No, you’re not going to prison. 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 would do anything to keep him out of prison. 

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. 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.

His voice had changed, it now had a pleading element to it: “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 out and we can forget this whole nonsense ever happened.

“But promise me one thing.”

Kev took my hand, holding my closely. 

“Anything.”

“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 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 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.

Inchy 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 Inchy’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 Inchy’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.”

“Thankyou…… 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 story continues…

Sophie’s ordeal with the thugs continues in the second part of the series – The Reluctant Girlfriend 2.

After a humiliating sex session in a derelict garage, Sophie gets the opportunity to wipe the slate clean – if she agrees to Lee’s demand to become his full-time girlfriend.

***

Here’s the first chapter of The Reluctant Girlfriend 2:

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

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

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

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

I work part-time at a small low-cost supermarket less than half a mile from my house. With a staff of less than 20, we all pitch in to help make the store a success.

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

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

This had better be good.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I missed the peace and quiet already.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“When I told him that you’d gone on your lunch break, he insisted that he would take you out for something to eat. 

“What a lucky girl you are!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Appearances can be deceptive, they say. 

It was true in this case.

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

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

Read the rest of The Reluctant Girlfriend 2 on Amazon today:

It’s available on Amazon.com or Amazon.co.uk

**

The story concludes with the third book in the series, The Reluctant Girlfriend: The Finale.

It’s available on Amazon.com or Amazon.co.uk
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Hot wife Chloe Jones agrees to a sordid deal to keep her marriage alive – having casual sex with dirty old men. 
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Cuckolded by the Office Wimp
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