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Alice was
eighteen years, and twenty-nine days old, when her stepdad – Colin – said
something, just twenty-seven words, which changed her forever. 


After
that, her life (and his) were never the same again. Strange that the biggest
changes can come from the very smallest of beginnings. That morning was a kind
of before and after thing. There was the Alice of before, and the Alice of
after. Two totally different girls…


And
Colin? His life was cleaved in two.


 


Anyway,
to that morning.


Colin
had been up early to see his wife off to her Saturday shift at the hospital.
She was a nurse in the Intensive Care Unit and worked one Saturday in every
three. He was always up with her at six o’clock to make her usual coffee and
bacon sandwich (with grated cheddar), before she left for her ten-hour working
day.


It
wasn’t something he minded doing. They had been married for just over nineteen
months, and while the marriage had not been all he had maybe hoped for, he was
content enough to take refuge in his various interests and routines. He had
never expected a lot from life, and life had duly obliged him by delivering
just that.


He
worked at the same hospital as Helen, but in the administration. His job was
strictly Monday to Friday nine AM to four-thirty PM. His Saturdays were
precious to him. Especially those when Helen was working. 


But,
by his terms, Saturday only kicked-off when he had completed the
breakfast-with-Alice ritual. But that was never a set time. It was whenever Alice
might deign to put in an appearance. After that he was free to do his garden, read
his books, and in the afternoon take a stroll down to the Thistle and Down to
watch the football.                    


This
morning he didn’t expect Alice down anytime soon. She had been out on the town
with that friend of hers, Amy. He had heard her come in well into the early
hours. Rattling and banging around the kitchen, late night – well, early
morning - snacking.


His
relationship with Alice had improved from her obvious coolness when he first
moved in eighteen months ago. He understood that, it had only been a year since
losing her own father to cancer, and another man on the scene in the house must
have been unsettling. Perhaps claustrophobic to her.


She had
largely ignored him in those early months, and he hadn’t tried to force things.
He just went along and let the slow thaw set in. Even now she could still be
distant at times, but these days she seemed to mostly accept him as if he were
part of the furniture. 


She was
no longer as hesitant to speak openly to her mother while he was around. Now it
wasn’t just the yes and no stuff, but actual discussions. Frivolous and heavy.
And she obviously felt less self-conscious in her dress. She obviously didn’t
see him as any kind of threat, flitting in and out of the shower in just a brief
towel and sometimes sitting for hours on the stairs chatting to Amy on the
landline, in the same.


So,
furniture he was, and he was very content with that. He really wouldn’t have
wanted it any other way. After all, you never noticed furniture, did you? You
didn’t guard against it. It never caused problems. You just took it for granted;
like it was invisible until needed.


But Colin
wasn’t just furniture. Colin had noticed her. He had noticed her very
much. Right from day one, and more with each passing day.


He
could not stop noticing, nor did he want to. Noticing her was what made
his life bearable.


 


She
was, after all, a very attractive girl. She was what Helen must have been
twenty-five years ago, only more so. Much more so. Alice was the kind of
girl that older women loved to hate. She had the all exuberance of youth
without any of that annoying immaturity. Plus, she had that classy look; tall
and willowy, with that deliciously haughty expression across her pretty
features, as if utterly confident in her own superiority. And her high mid-sized
breasts were just perfect to him. She had the confident walk and bone structure
of a catwalk model. Her skin was like fine silk over glass.


Oh
yes, he had watched her; had watched her and Amy, looking almost like The
Sisters Spectacular, setting off on their nights out. Last night they looked
especially radiant. Alice blond, Amy brunette, both long-legged, high-heeled,
and short skirted. Alice displaying an irresistible cleavage, Amy braless,
nipples active beneath the thin top.


Just
seeing her filled him with a kind of pain that could never be stilled. But
neither did he want to. It was exquisite to him. It was the focus of his life.
All the rest was just timeserving.


Of course,
when Helen was around, he couldn’t be seen to notice. He had to steal his
glances when he could. But even a furtive peek was enough to sustain him for
hours on end. How he envied those boys and men who would be seeing them on the
town. What must it be like to have those two in your immediate orbit? He was
fifty-one years old; thirty-three years older than Alice, and at times his need
made him feel pathetic. Ashamed. Other times he just felt sad for his own
youth. It all seemed such a long time ago, and far, far away. Was he ever young
in the same way?


Helen,
when her husband was alive, had been attractive to him. Perhaps because she was
unattainable. The wife of his best friend from his schooldays. But with Brian’s
death she had seemed vulnerable, all at sea. Only then did he acquire the
creeping confidence to pursue a friendship with her. And he pursued his quest
all the way to the altar.


But
since knowing Alice, his feelings for her mother had somewhat waned. Even
simple conversation was dull and lifeless. These days it was becoming a chore
to touch her. He kept up a sex-life just for the look of things, but his
thoughts were continually elsewhere. Usually with Alice, only a few feet away,
through the wall. He sometimes worried that she might hear. Sometimes he didn’t
worry at all. Most often he worried about the fact that he wasn’t in the
slightest worried if she heard or not. 


Sad.
Pathetic even, but true. The pitiful crumbs of small satisfactions.


Sitting
in the sun-baked kitchen he, at last, heard movement upstairs. And about time.
She wouldn’t be long now. He put the bacon under the grill. On these mornings
he always longed for her to come down. Just seeing her always gave him a lift. His
heart would always quicken at the sight of her. His cock would twitch. He put
extra rashers under. Extend the breakfast. Be the good guy.


She
normally met Amy for shopping on Saturday morning. Then he would be alone. 


Alone
to be his true self.


 


A
familiar anticipation set in, he heard a sound on the stairs and – just like
that – there she was framed in the kitchen doorway. Eyes full of sleep, blond
hair tousled, bathrobe covering that skin. Christ.


‘Morning’,
he ventured.


She
suppressed a yawn. The robe, which was short enough to showcase those legs, and
not pulled too close at the top, affording him a tantalising glimpse of those
perfect tits. 


Once
again, he was glad he was only furniture to her. You didn’t need to cover up
for the sofa, did you?


‘Morning’,
she answered, glancing pointedly at the grill.


‘About
five minutes. Good night last night?’


Her
face dropped a little. ‘It was a late one; bit knackered.’


‘Where’d
you go?’


‘Ended
up at Bumpers. It was packed.’


Bumpers
was the ‘in’ nightclub in town. Not open long but was already a magnet for the
Alice and Amy set. He could picture them, the effect they would have; imagine
being one of the young men eyeing them up. Maybe chatting to them, being in
with a chance. Imagine…


God,
he was starting to hate that sort of young man. Undeserving bastards.


He
pulled the grill pan out and started assembling the sandwiches. Alice liked
butter, a thin film of Marmite, a pile of almost-well-done bacon and grated
cheddar. Bread very lightly toasted.


‘Did
you see any of the others?’ He knew the answer was very likely yes, but he liked
to keep the conversation going. Seem interested but neutral. Not overly
interested. 


‘Just
Nicki and Poppy. I think Jemma and Frankie went on the Oxford Street Crawl.’


He
chuckled to let her know what she meant; that he knew the score, that he wasn’t
an old fart. But maybe – he knew - that trying to show that you weren’t an old
fart, was the surest sign that you were an old fart. Oxford Street ran
right through the centre of town and had thirteen pubs. The crawl was notorious
and almost never ended well. ‘Nice one’, he smiled placing two large bacon
butties in front of her and harvested an opportunistic eyeful of golden breast.


No
glance too fleeting. They all counted. 


He
settled in across the table. ‘So, feeling okay this morning?’


She
smiled, picking up the sandwich. ‘I will be after this’, nodding.


He
smiled and nodded back.


‘Do
you ever see anything of that David?’


David
was her moronic ex-boyfriend who she had finished with when he slapped her
during an argument. He was never even remotely good enough for her. But then
again, who was? She detested him now. He only asked to hopefully bump the
conversation onto boys. Give her a chance to talk. Nothing about her was
uninteresting to him. He was a very greedy listener. Ardent in his curiosity.


‘David?
God, no. Haven’t seen him for months now. Never would be too soon. The
arsehole.’


He
nodded, serious face on. ‘Well, for the best.’


‘You’re
not kidding.’ Taking a large bite of her butty.


‘Still’,
he ventured. ‘I don’t suppose you will go short of attention, any of you.’


She
snorted. ‘There’s attention and attention. Especially at Bumpers.’


He
nodded, said nothing. Hoping for more. No detail too mundane.


‘Starting
to get full of old pervs.’ She glanced at him and then away again. Just a flash
of those pale blues. Did she consider him an old perv? Inside he felt a
stirring. The possibility of her contempt felt like balm to him.


He
forced a light laugh. ‘My sort of age you mean?’


She
looked at him. ‘Oh, sorry, I didn’t mean…’


He cut
her short. ‘No, no, its okay. I know what you mean. I know the type.’ 


‘Perverts’,
she spat the word out. Just come in to watch what they can’t have. They should get
a fucking life.’


Yes,
he thought you are so right. How right she was to be so scornful, so cruel.
So viciously cruel. God, she was so wonderful. If only it had been him
in Bumpers staring at her, letting his eyes linger all over, and letting her
see him perving at her. Letting him see how pathetic he was. Now she would be
talking about him. Him.


And
then it just slipped out. It was as if he had entered a trance-like state and
the words had slipped from his deepest thoughts and into, and then out of, his
mouth.


‘You
girls, you young girls…you have all the power; there’s nothing we men can do;
you can do what you want with us. Anything you like.’


He
heard his voice speaking and experienced a mild form of panic. Like he had
spoken those very things he wanted to keep most hidden. That his private self
had become publicly exposed.


It was
like he had outed his own true self.


 


Alice
heard the words, but it wasn’t just what was said that struck her. It
was, perhaps even more, the way they were spoken. There was a certain craven,
craving quality to the voice. A sadness and a longing, qualities that
told her that he was right there for the taking; that she could do anything;
that he could belong to her.


In
that moment a mission she hadn’t even realised that she had, became abundantly
clear to her. A life-path opened up; one she could see all the way to the end
of.


So,
there it was. A life changed. Two lives changed.


It was
as if she had spent her life in a dull monochrome world that had instantly
changed to blazing colour. Ultra high definition.


 


Alice
was not unaware of the effect that she had on the men. Be it in bars or clubs,
at work, or just on the street. Male interest had always crackled around her
like electricity. But this was different. This wasn’t just about sex, this was
a whole lot more.


This
was every – fucking – thing.


Usually
male interest was geared towards getting closer to her, to getting in her
knickers, gaining some power over her, achieving some end. But this was
more about giving her a power she had never known before. The velvet
glove of politeness could be pulled off and dispensed with. Now she could be
herself in all her spiteful glory.


She
stared at him for several long seconds. Feeling the possibilities and then the
certainties of her new self.


Finally,
when she knew exactly how to play this, she said. ‘Get me a glass of milk.’ She
didn’t need please. Or thank you, come to that. Such things were beneath her
now. Such niceties were for little people. People like him.


He
gave her a small nod and moved to the fridge and poured a full tumbler of milk,
carefully setting it down before her. It was an action she did not acknowledge.
When he had resumed his seat, she said. ‘Oh, did I say milk? I meant orange
juice.’


He
stood and reached for the milk.


‘Leave
it. Just get the juice.’


He did
as he was bid. Resuming his seat across the table when the juice was on the
table for her. Inside he could feel himself trembling. Excitement? Fear? Both?


His
world had just turned on its axis. Somehow, he too, knew life was never going
to be the same again.


Slowly.
Very slowly and with a studied deliberation, she reached for the glass of milk.
Never taking her eyes from his, she picked it up and lifted it up before her
face. She then opened her mouth and let a white spitball fall into the liquid.


Then
she did it again. And again.


Then
she swirled it around and held it out to him.


‘Drink
it.’


 


He
reached out towards the glass. Now he was surprised just how normal, how right
this demand was. How it was only natural, to be expected. They both became
aware of his trembling fingers as he grasped it and lifted it to his lips. Her
eyes were burning into his. It was an intensity he couldn’t meet, nor did he
want to. He closed his eyes and started to drink the cold milk.


He had
always been aware, at some level that he was pathetic. But it had always been a
secret to the world. He had hidden it with bluff and role-playing. Now his true
nature was duly acknowledged.


She
knew him for what it truly was. He deserved her contempt. And as the milk went down,
he felt that in taking some of her body-fluid inside him, that he now belonged
to her. 


And
permanently.


He
opened his eyes to his new life. The slow descent into the Hell of the mundane now
contained possibilities of a paradise he had never dreamed possible.


 


Alice
was still opposite him, her vivid pale blue eyes like chips of ice, disdain
etched deeply into her pretty features. ‘Did you enjoy that?’


He
swallowed hard. ’Yes. Thank you.’


She
sat back in her chair and regarded him coolly. ‘Tell me, how did that feel?
Drinking my spit?’


How
did it feel? Erotic? Definitely. Exciting? Of course. Mainly he just felt
honoured. Grateful. ‘It felt good because you told me to do it.’


A wry
smile played around those lips. ‘Give me your bacon sandwich. What’s left of it
anyway.’


This
time he was able to hold her eyes for a little longer before looking down. He
pushed the plate in her direction.


She
made no move to pick it up. She appeared to be thinking. Considering. Deciding.


This
was, after all, virgin territory.


 


After
what seemed like an age, she pulled apart the sandwich, moved the bacon to her
own plate, and threw what was left towards him. 


‘Eat that.
Finish it.’


He nodded
and did as she bid. Chewing every mouthful to disintegration. Inside he felt he
was expanding, like he was going to explode. But with what? He was starting to
have feelings that he had no idea how to deal with. Feelings he had never
suspected existed. With each chew on the bread he felt like his life was
becoming, as last, what it had always meat to be.


The
dysfunctional universe had clicked into place.


He
watched her with almost shy, stolen glances, as she watched him with an intense
stare. He felt like a mouse suddenly engulfed by the shadow of a hawk. 


‘Look
at me…wanker.’ Her voice had taken on a harder edge now. 


He lifted
his eyes to meet hers. He realised that he wanted the hawk to swoop down, to
lift him up and carry him away to whatever fate awaited him.


‘Tell
me, and I want the truth, do you love my mother?’


It was
a question he had been asking himself a lot of late. Did he? Love her? Really love
her. And if so, should he admit it either way? What kind of answer would please
her? 


The
truth was that he probably didn’t. That marriage to her had been an illusion; a
lamentable attempt to make something of himself before it was too late. For
some time now he had been more comfortable, more at ease when she was out of
the house.


But
should he lie in the hope of pleasing? Should he try again to be something he
was not? He decided that the answer that she would really want would be the
truth. And so, he just said it, the single word.


‘No.’


Alice
raised her eyebrows. ‘No?’


‘No’,
he repeated. ‘No.’ His voice sounded dead to him. It was the truth.


She
smiled. It was just a small one, but he felt himself smiling back. 


‘Do
you still fuck her?’


‘Yes.
Occasionally.’ It was about once a month and falling. He sometimes wondered why
he married her. It certainly wasn’t the sex. Or love. Perhaps, he often
thought, it was just to be in a relationship. Not to be alone. Now, his regrets
became deeper by the day. Sometimes, he thought, by the very hour.


She picked
up a piece of his bacon and nibbled at it before replacing it carefully on the
plate before her.


‘Not
any more you don’t.’


‘Okay.’
It seemed the most natural thing in the world to be as she wanted him to be. Not
fucking Helen wasn’t exactly a disappointment to him. Not when it had been
decided by this girl before him. This perfection. It was an easy trade to make.


‘You
can wank as long as you have permission, but don’t fuck her. Ever. She doesn’t
deserve it.’


He
wasn’t sure what she meant but said nothing. Just a brief nod to indicate his acquiescence.
He was sure that if she wanted to elaborate it explain then she would. If not,
it was because she wanted him to remain unenlightened. Either way he felt a
stirring of gratification.


Her
right hand slipped inside her robe and rested on her left shoulder. He found
the gesture distracting and intoxicating. She was staring into space, as if she
had departed to another world, leaving her body behind. A little lower down he
could see the outline of her nipples through the thin cotton. He looked away.
Not because he didn’t want to stare at them, committing them to memory,
but because he did. Each second his eye could linger there was Heaven to him. But
he could not allow himself the luxury. Such things should be given or stolen.
He didn’t have the right to just take them for granted anymore.


For
him it was a wonderful moment of realisation, it felt like he was exactly where
he was meant to be. 


At
length, she came back into her body. Her face now wearing a curious expression.
Firmer. More direct.


‘Do
you know who Ian Knowles is?’


He
shook his head. Made a face to show he was thinking, although he was fairly
sure the name meant nothing to him. It was not a name he had even heard before.


‘I thought
she wouldn’t have told you.’ 


She
stared out of the window for a moment, the looked him. ‘A year before my dad
had his heart attack, my mother left us to live with Ian Knowles. He was
seventeen years younger that her. She told me that the bastard was her future
now, and anyway, I would still have dad.’


She
paused, as if to allow the fact to sink in, to have its due weight. ‘It broke
my dad’s heart. Even after she came crawling back six weeks later when it
didn’t work out, he was never the same again. He died ten months later.’


She
looked at him with a hardness now deep set into her pretty features. ‘Make sure
you have no loyalty to her, wanker.’


He
nodded. ‘I have no loyalty to her.’ He was nodding, feeling every word. ‘Only
to you.’


He
looked at her to emphasise the point. ‘Only ever to you.’


‘Good’,
her hand was caressing her shoulder now. It was a circular motion. Hypnotic. Try
as he may to look away, he could not. He was transfixed.


‘It’s
good that you have no loyalty to her, that you give your total loyalty to me. But
it’s not quite enough. I still want more. I also want you to find satisfaction
in your disloyalty to her. I want you to enjoy it. Do you understand?’


‘I do.
Even saying this feels good.’


‘From
now on, when you – we – speak about her she is to be known as the Old Cow. Get
me?’


‘I do.
When we speak of her, she is the Old Cow. Not your mother, not my wife, not
Helen. She is the Old Cow.’ As he spoke he felt his cock harden. He felt a rush
of adrenaline. He would follow this girl wherever she went. To the very ends of
the Earth. To the furthest reaches of The Darkside. There was no question or
doubt in his mind. Nothing else mattered.


She
was looking at him now, an intense expression fixed. And then her hand pushed
the gown from her top shoulder exposing her left breast with its stiff rosebud
nipple. 


‘You
see, as my mother’s husband, you are the last man I should be showing my tits
to. Do you agree, wanker?’


He
could not remove his eyes now, no matter if he burned for it later, it would be
worth it. He said ‘Yes’ or tried to. No sound came out. His voice was hoarse.
Tight. 


‘Yes’,
he said again, making an effort to firm up.


‘And
yet here they are.’ Her other arm pushed the gown from the other shoulder. She
was smiling at him now.


Standing
up she shrugged the gown off entirely, allowing it to fall to the floor. Sitting
down again she raised her arms high and interlocked her fingers behind her
head. ‘What do you think? Do you like what you see?’


He
could feel his heart hammering. As if he had an alien in there trying to batter
its way out. ‘B…Beautiful.’


And
she was. And she knew it. Knew the effect it was having.


‘Have
a good look wanker. The fact you are the very last fucker I should show them to
is exciting to me.’


He
wasn’t quite sure what she meant but filed the issue away for later consideration.



‘Better
than hers, aren’t they?’


‘Yes,
Goddess. Of course. No comparison. Much better.’


‘Of
course. Do you know that literally hundreds of men, strangers, have seen
them? I never give them a second thought. In France and Spain, I always go
topless, and don’t give a fuck who sees what. I like them to see me. I like to
think of them having a wank while they think of me. Or maybe even fucking their
wrinkly wife or girlfriend. It makes me feel good wanker. Do you get me?’


‘I
think so Goddess.’


‘But I
like you seeing them more. Do you know why that is, wanker?’


Was
she trying to seduce him? Surely not. No, not possible. Not at all. He felt
that this wasn’t about sex. This was about something else altogether. Something
deeper. Something darker.


‘No,
Goddess.’


‘Because
they don’t count. Not a single one of them. Nor do the perverts Amy and I flash
to online. The late night camming when we are pissed. They aren’t even a hair
on a monkey’s arse.’


He
still could not remove his eyes from her breasts. She must know the effect she
was having. He was torn between elation and despair. He wanted to glory in the
moment and cry.


‘Go
upstairs wanker. Go to the linen basket and in there you will find some skimpy
black knickers. Mine. Go get them. Bring them down here. And stop by the bathroom
and bring me the Old Cow’s toothbrush.’


 


He
rose from the table and was just passing through the kitchen door when he heard
the words. ‘And when you come back make sure you are naked.’


The
words hit him like a speeding bullet might hit a water filled balloon. Naked? The
thought filled him with alarm. He had always had a complex about his body. He
was unfit and overweight. According to his doctor he was coming up to
borderline obese. How could he allow such a girl as Alice to see his ugliness?


But
she had spoken, so how could he not? He had already come too far to quibble
now. Not just about him getting naked but anything. What Alice wanted; he knew
that Alice would always get.


He
paused at the basket. Occasionally, before, he had thought about that basket.
What it must contain. What Alice must put into it. For him it had radiated both
both irresistible allure and a terrible temptation.


Today
that was to be realised.


He
lifted the lid. On top of a tangle of clothes covering the bottom there they
were. Black, and skimpy, and small. And above all hers. He picked them
up and set them on the nearby window ledge. While he popped into the bathroom
for the toothbrush. He then quite carefully removed all of this clothing until
he was naked. Dressed only by his hard, if small and sturdy-looking cock.


He did
not want time to think, to dwell. He collected the knickers and padded
downstairs, and through the arch back into the kitchen. It was empty.


Had
this all been a game. He was filled by a momentary panic. Had he been made a
fool of? ‘Goddess.?’


After
a long second of silence he heard her voice from the living room. ‘In here
wanker.’


Like a
dog, eager to please, he trotted obediently into the room. She was sitting on
his favourite armchair, still topless, just a pillow covering her lap. She
pointed at the matching chair opposite. ‘Sit.’


He sat,
instinctively attempting to cover his ugly belly and cock as best he could. Part
of him wanted to shrink away to invisibility, part of him wanted her to force
him to any level of discomfort that might please her. It was her wants, needs,
desires that were important now. His were irrelevant.


 


She
stared at him, seemingly unselfconscious in her part-nakedness. ‘Tell me that
you love me, wanker. I know you do, but I want to hear you say it.


His
mouth had an instant dry. Love? Love didn’t cover it. What word could? He
nodded.


‘I – I
love you.’


She
nodded, giving her seal of approval. ‘So, if she is the Old Cow, who am I?’ her
eyebrows raised as she asked. It wasn’t a rhetorical question.


He
assumed the answer to this wasn’t simple Alice. He licked his lips. He
could not take his eyes from her golden skin. Even blinking felt like a deprivation.
His cock was rock hard now.


‘I-I
am not sure any word deserves you.’


‘Well
let me tell you; you will now know me as Goddess. It’s what I am, right?’


‘Yes,
Goddess. Of course, Goddess.’ It felt so natural.


Her
hands, with those long slender fingers cupped her breasts, her thumbs brushing
her nipple. It was a sight which made him catch his breath. 


‘Have
a good look’, she said. ‘This is a treat for you. A rare treat.’


‘Of
course, Goddess. I understand, Goddess. Thank you, Goddess.’


‘Do
you want to have a wank?’


His
cock was hard, his balls aching. But he didn’t want to wank. Later yes, now he
didn’t want to offend her with the sight of his grossness. But to say no, might
be an insult. ‘Yes, Goddess’, he said. 


‘Of
course, you do. But you can’t. Right?


‘Right
Goddess.’


‘I say
when you can, I say when you can’t. That’s how it is.’


He felt
a lightness in him, perhaps this was what fainting felt like. Maybe he was
going to. Was he dreaming? If he was waking would bring him agony. Surely, he
could never go back to his ‘before’ life now.


He became
aware that she what said something to him; that he had not caught it. ‘Sorry,
Goddess?’


‘I
said move your fucking hands, Put them on the chair arms.’ There was a
harshness to her voice he had not heard before. 


He did
as she bid, feeling his face flush with a type of shame he had not felt before.
Ugliness showing itself to beauty. He averted his eyes. She was blinding him,
filling him with a pain he had not known before.


‘Look
at me. Give me the toothbrush.’ Her hand was open, asking him to pass it
across, her fingers gesturing impatiently.


As he
gave it to her his fingers brushed hers. It felt electrifying to him. His eyes
met hers for a brief instant before falling away. He leaned back in the chair,
reacted his arms and awaited his future. Both immediate and long term.


She
looked, quite pointedly, at his cock. Once again he flushed with the knowledge
of his inadequacy. Obviously she would compare him to others. Men who had been
adequate enough to deserve her. Younger men, better looking, bigger, harder.
What must she be thinking?


He
felt his erection, what there was of it, die a little. 


 


He
watched her, the toothbrush resting casually on the cushion. 


‘Go on
then’, she said at last. Give them a sniff. A good one.’


He
looked down at them. He had often dreamed of women who wore such knickers. They
were almost nothing. Skimpy, black, and seemingly pulsing in his hand.


He
lifted it to his face, felt its softness, breathed in the scent. Oh God, he
felt on the brink of despair. What he breathed in was everything he had ever
aspired to, everything he had longed for.


Everything
he had been denied.


Their
eyes locked.


‘Well,
wanker? What does it smell of?’


It was
a question he felt he couldn’t answer. What was the scent? The scent of heaven,
and his hell.’


Built
he was aware that her gaze was demanding an answer. ‘It smells of you
Goddess.’


She
gave a snort. He was aware that its was an ineffectual answer. Pathetic.


‘It
does, you wanker. Of course, it does. It smells of cunt, wanker. Now, what does
it small of.’


‘Cunt,
Goddess.’


‘Yes
wanker, it smells of cunt. More specifically, wanker, it smells of young
cunt. Don’t you just love it?’


Yes,
he did. He loved it, had always pined for it, and had never attained it. It was
like nectar to a bee. Necessary for life. ‘Yes, Goddess.’


She lifted
her mother’s toothbrush carefully from the arm of the chair. And with the
flourish of a stage magician pulling a rabbit out of a hat, she lifted and threw
the cushion to the floor between them.


She
was naked. 


Stark
naked. 


He
caught his breath. Suddenly time seemed to slow down. He watched as she lifted
her leg and slung it casually over the chair arm.  She was fully exposed. Her
fully shaven, smooth, pink, glistening sex.’


‘They
smell of this wanker. Have a fucking good look now. Young cunt.’


He
nodded. What else could he do? 


Right
at that moment he would have done anything for her. Anything. Murder, destruction,
even suicide if she demanded it.


‘Get
on your hands and knees. Crawl closer.’


It was
not something to be thought about. He found his body moving. She had perfect
control of him. When her words went, his body followed, where the body went,
the mind was carried along.


‘Closer,
wanker.’ Her legs spread even wider, the head of the toothbrush now lightly
teasing her opening. That fact alone was an exquisite torment to him.


‘Closer,
you fat bastard. Don’t be fucking shy.’


Yes,
that’s what he was. A fat bastard on his hands and knees crawling to his young
Goddess, the daughter of his wife; his stepdaughter.


He
crawled very slowly towards that crooking finger. Short pads, stretching the
journey out, knowing it could end at any moment; that it would end, how it must
end. But while he crawled, he was in a paradise beyond anything he had dreamed
of.


Alice
moved to the very edge of the seat, her knees wide apart, everything she had on
view. It was pink and glistening, and slightly parted. And he was moving
closer.


Closer.


‘Come
on fucker’, Alice is saying now, cruelty giving her usually honeyed voice a ragged
edge. ‘Come on.’


To
Colin, what he saw before him was his heart’s desire. The unobtainable that was
about to be obtained. He swooned and increased his pace. This was his home now,
she was. He was hers and doing this homage no more than her due.


Cunt.


Young
cunt.


Young
Goddess cunt.


His
young Goddess cunt…


He can
smell her now, Christ. He can almost feel her softness, her taste on his lips,
inside his mouth.


And
then…


…and
then…


And
then he is numb. In shock.


The
pain comes slowly, seeping through his skin, sinking in. 


In
some distance he hears her laughing. It is scornful laughter, perhaps even
tinged with spite.


His
hand reaches instinctively for his face. Her slap was sudden, sharp, and very,
very hard. 


His
head drops, he eyes the carpet, finds himself staring at her scarlet-painted
toenails. He wants to weep. But he knows he will not. He will not because she
is right to hurt him. After all, he is not worthy. He is not fit for anything
other than abuse.


He
hears her words. ‘You didn’t really think you were going to actually lick my cunt,
did you? I mean, seriously.’


From
somewhere deep inside he finds a voice. ‘No, Goddess. Of course not.’


‘Get
back on the fucking chair, legs wide open, hands behind head.’


He
feels like a whipped dog ordered back to his basket. But he goes there. His
cock is sort and even shorter than usual, retracted into his body.


As he
locked his fingers behind his head, he sees her opposite, a leg over each armrest,
leaning back; her cunt fully wide; exposed. Her face is set in a grim
expression.


‘You
are a dirty, old, fat bastard, wanker. Now what are you?’


‘I am
a dirty, old, fat, bastard wanker, Goddess.’


‘Again.’


He
repeats the line.


‘Again.’


Twenty
times in all, each one cutting into him deeper, all the while he knows it is
true and that the cuts are deserved. Very, very well-deserved.


‘That
is exactly what you are. No more, but no less. You are a dirty, old, fat,
bastard. But the fact is that now you are my dirty, old fat, bastard.
Right, wanker?’


‘Right
Goddess. Forever and a day.’


‘And
because of that you may sit there and enjoy me for a few minutes.’ She looks
away, as if dismissing him. Like he is gone from her thoughts, like she is now
alone and in private.


She
had one hand on her right breast, squeezing, caressing, her thumb working that
pale pink nipple. In her other hand she has the toothbrush. The toothbrush of
her mother, his wife. But now it is the toothbrush of the Old Cow.


He
watches as she uses the head to tease her other nipple, seeing it grow under
the stiff bristles. Her head is back now, her eyes are closed. Now he is back
to being simple the furniture no more. But fortunate furniture for sure. He
leans forward, trying to commit every detail to memory. Even the merest detail
is too precious not to be stored away for recall another day. 


The
hand that was squeezing her breast moves down and cups her shaven pussy,
pressing her palm hard against herself.


The
other hand lazily trails the toothbrush down across her flat stomach. As it
nears the pussy, she lifts the cupping hand away and pushes the head against
herself, letting out a moan he will remember for the rest of his days. It is
low but unmistakably erotic; all the more so for this just being the beginning.
He can tell she isn’t faking anything. This is Alice at her most raw. Alice all
the way down the rabbit hole. His cock is hard now, half and aching to be
touched. He really, really wants to take hold and give it the attention it
needs. But his hands remain fixed on the armrests. Even though she had her eyes
closed he will not be disloyal to here orders. No matter how his cock pleads,
he leaves it wanting.


Alice
is working that head, inside herself, past her clit, past her lips and deep
inside. She has used this many times before. She loves the harshness of the
bristles. Likes to hurt herself, it makes her grit her teeth, makes her
focused, makes her cum. 


But
what she likes most of all in knowing that when she has finished and the brush
replaced, her mother, her slag, bitch, old cow of a mother will use it to brush
her teeth. She hopes it gives her cuntbreath. No wonder Alice uses it and uses
it hard.


As she
cums he sees her arch her back and spasm forward. She looks magnificent,
majestic. Colin is transfixed. This is like a Narnia for him – a fantasy world
where nothing is like the usual world. This is a world impossible for him to
have imagined. He watches her pant, her chest hypnotically heaving, slowly
recovering. His arms still glued to the chair arms. 


His
cock rigid, rigid like it will never go down again.


She
looks at him. Holds out the toothbrush, you can go now. Drop this in the
bathroom. Don’t even think about washing it, just leave it as is. Don’t
be tempted to lick it either, you pervert.’


The
word pervert leaves her mouth as an insult but enters his ears as accolade. He
accepts it and feels the significance of the item; knows he will never look at
his wife in the same way again. 


But he
asks himself, go where? Where has he to go unless directed by her? All free
will has left him. All at once he feels dependent on her for the tiniest of
tiny decisions.


He
nods but does not move. Alice seems to sense his dilemma. ‘Return that, then go
to your room and lie on the bed. Stay naked. And wait, I will be up shortly
with your instructions. Do not wank without my permission. Ever.’


‘Got
me, wanker?’


‘Yes,
Goddess.’


‘Good,
now fuck off.’


 


Alice
watched the wobbling arse, replete with many a pimple, disappear though the
door. She allowed herself a smile and a warm glow of satisfaction. Soon, she
thought. Soon.


Her
fucking mother is not going to know what has hit her.


 


Lying
on the bed, Colin wants to wank. He needs to wank. He feels at any second his
balls might blow-up and scatter his spunk all over the room. The ache is severe
now, its is pain. It is creasing him. In his groin, in his head, and – perhaps
most especially – in his heart.


He
still cannot believe how the last hour has changed his life; his very
existence. But he knows it has. And so his cock does not get what it needs. Not
yet. Not until…


Alice
enters the room. She is clad in a breathtaking short bright red skirt, and a
flimsy white top. While he has seen her in both items before, he has never seen
them together. Each compliments the other. He cannot help but gawp. 


Her
face is in full-on Goddess mode. Immaculate features, immaculate make-up. Just
immaculate.


‘Stand
up. I am going shopping now.’ She seems impatient, rushed. As if she is late
and need to get on.


He
lumbers to his feet.


‘I said,
I am going shopping now.’ Her hand is out, her palm upwards. The meaning is
unmistakable. The compliance irresistible.


He
leans to the bedside drains and picks up his wallet. He hasn’t a lot in, just a
few notes. He counts them out one by one into his hand. There is eighty-five
pounds.’


Alice folds
and places them in her bag.


She
looks at him square-on in his face, her eyes burning with intensity.


I am
going out now. You may wank your pathetic little cock off until I return. Maybe
five o’clock tonight. So get what you can while you can.’


With
those words settling in his brain, she departs.


He
feels alone. Bereft. Pointless without her.


 


Alice
arrives home late, just as her mother is walking up the path. They enter
together. Colin is making tea in the kitchen. His usual welcome home drink for
his wife.


Obviously,
that has to stop. Alice gives him the universally understood cut-throat
gesture, and points to the tea. She can feel anger rising. Has the wanker
learned nothing today? He still makes tea for the old Cow.


Helen
walks through to hang up her coat. Alice walks over the mug and spits in it.
Then she holds it up for her stepdad to do the same. He duly complies and then
carries it through to the sitting room and sets it down beside her usual place
on the sofa.


Alice
leans into him. ‘Wanked?’


‘Four
times, Goddess. Thank you.’


She
nods. Good. 


Tomorrow
she will ramp things up. Begin the bigger plan. 


‘Put
on some illness tomorrow. You will be having a sickie day on Monday.’ With that
she picks up her shop-branded carrier bags, and moves off to her room, to be
seen no more that evening.


 


That
night lays beside his wife in their king-sized bed and quietly mourns for all
the wasted years. Those long and quite solitary years which came to an end
today. ‘If only…’, was too painful to contemplate, that way lay complete
madness.


He
casually wondered what might await him on Monday. Why must he take the day off?
It was natural curiosity, but he did not dwell on it. Now he was convinced
right down to his bone-marrow that whatever it was it would be for the best.
This was his new life now. Everything was better, brighter, and more ‘him’,
than his previous life as the dead-living.


Sunday
passed as the previous Sunday had, a blur of gardening, football, roast dinner,
and television. Alice was out all day. Helen read and played on her iPad. 


It was
a day, he now realised, as limited, as stunted as a coffin.


 


Monday
– at last – strolled into view. He lay there watching his wife – the Old Cow
dress for her early shift. She would make her own tea and toast that morning.
He wasn’t up to it. He told her he might not go in this morning. 


He
enjoyed the feeling of lying to her, of betraying her. Of obeying her nubile
daughter. God, this was the fucking life.


Look
at her, he thought, running to fat. And not that kind of nice fat that some
women had. It was that cellulite-stricken blubber of bad diet and neglect. What
had he been thinking in pursuing her? And the sex? How had he managed?


But
that was all over now. He just wanted her gone and for his day to begin. To
really begin. Goddess would be in there right now. Through that wall, only feet
from him. Was she awake? Was she, like him, just waiting for the Old Cow to
fuck off before resuming where she had left off?


‘Well,
I hope you feel better soon. Sounds like a little bug.’ Helen smiled at him.
‘Will try and give you a call later.’


He
smiled, weakly. Just go. Fuck off. Don’t bother. ‘Bye.’ He deliberately stopped
his usual, ‘Have a good day.’ What did he care about her day? Nothing at all. 


 


Alice
heard the old Cow on the stairs and noted with some satisfaction that the
wanker hadn’t got up with her. She had been sat up in bed for an hour looking
at sites on the internet. Beside her was a notebook with a list of phone
numbers. Most of the offices opened at nine o’clock. 


As
usual she wore only panties to bed. She hated any restrictions, liked the
freedom and the pleasure her own bare skin provided for her. She thought about
masturbating, but she felt too ‘in the zone’ for that. Such things can come
later. Right then she wanted to keep her energy, keep her focus. Relish every
second.


Today,
after all, was the day of change.


Carefully
she set aside her iPad and notes, went to her desk and got out her nail box.
She spent the next hour carefully painting her hand and toenails the in the
very brightest scarlet she possessed. For such things, as with much else she
had a patience which belied her relatively tender years. When she was happy
with the results she returned to the bed, lay down and let them dry.


She
didn’t need to rush after all. He wasn’t going anywhere, and it was a while
before she needed him to make the phone calls. Let him stew. 


 


At
exactly eight minutes past eight Alice pushed his bedroom door open. 


‘Stand
up’, was all she said, sauntering in.


She
was a tall girl to start with, five feet nine inches and in those heels just a
shade over six feet. Her eyes looked down into his and he presented himself
before her.


He was
naked. She is wearing brief black knickers and the heels.


He had
been keenly anticipating this moment but even so, he was taken aback by the sheer
majesty of it. Her entry seemed like a solemn occasion. 


Her
gaze was detached, searching. Above all confident. Imperious. ‘Legs apart
wanker.’


She
stood close to him. Very close, the very tips of her nipples lightly brushing
his chest, taking his breath away. 


That
was when he felt the hand.


 


Her
fingers felt cool as they briefly took hold of his cock. He felt it harden
under her touch. Then he felt his balls embraced by her palm, and her long
piano-player type fingers enclosing around him. He could feel the tips of her
nails digging in, felt a pain exquisite to him. He had to make a concerted
effort to stand still, not to crumble.


Her
eyes were on him now, a slight smile curling around her lips. ‘What are you,
wanker?’ 


His
balls were on fife in her palm. ‘I am a dirty, old, fat, bastard wanker,
Goddess.’


Her
face moves closer to his now. He can feel her breath. ‘Yes’, you are; and you
know what creatures like you get don’t you?’


He did
not. But he knew he was about to find out very shortly.


And he
did.


The
hand holding his balls started to close, to envelop to squeeze. She was crushing
hard and staring at him straight in the eye with an intensity he had not seen
in her before. The nails, those long nails he had so admired for so long
started to dig in. Right in. The pain jagged through him like lightening strikes.
He let out a gasp. He could feel his knees about to buckle, he couldn’t help
it, his body betraying him. 


When
she finally let go, she placed both hands on his chest, arched her nails and
raked them down his body leaving two sets of long, angry-looking scars.


She
took a step back and admired her handiwork. ‘Nice.’


He
stood there the pain from his balls mingling with the throbbing in his chest. ‘Yes,
Goddess’, was all he could think of to say.


‘It’s
a big day today, wanker. Get dressed and sort my fucking breakfast.’


With
that, she turned and left him. Alone and in pain but inwardly glorying in his hurt.


 


‘Right.
You need to get on the phone and make appointments to views these apartments.
We are seeking a six-month furnished tenancy. All the properties are within one
mile of this place. Understand?’


‘Six
months, Goddess?’ His alarm shot through the roof. Was this, his new life, to
be temporary. What was six months? 


‘Yes
six months. You won’t get one shorter, and we need that time to find a place to
buy and sort out our furniture and so on. So get the fuck to it. I want those
appointments this afternoon. We’re going to the bank this morning.’


 


*


Under
the stainless-steel wall clock, the plump girl with the blotchy skin and the name
badge ‘Chelsea’, thought that these two applicants sitting across the desk from
her formed an ill-matched couple. But then again who was she to judge? Her job
was to simply open accounts and provide the right details and information. She
just wished the girl would shut the fuck up. Chelsea remembered Alice from
school. She didn’t like her then either.


Alice
had been one of those kids who are good at everything. Clever, sporty and good
looking. Liked by everyone, well, almost everyone. The sort of girl who
made life hell for the Chelseas of this world.


Now,
sitting across from her, and her stated common-law partner, it seemed that she
hadn’t changed. She was still the same snobby, stuck-up bitch who thought her
shit smelt of lavender, and that the world revolved around her. Chelsea noted
with some silent contempt the garish strappy top and those high braless
breasts. So obvious.


Looking
at the man with Alice, the man who scarcely said two words, and seemed frankly
too good – as well as too old – for her, she felt a tinge of pity. Alice, no
doubt, would lead him a dance, rinse him and then discard him. She was just the
type. 


‘So
when Colin here, pays his first salary in, then we can start to set up direct
payments out and the like’, Alice said interrupting Chelsea’s reminiscences. 


‘Yes,
that’s right’, answered Chelsea, addressing herself almost entirely to Mr
Campbell. ‘Although we have the deposit cheque of five hundred pounds, we will
sanction direct payments once evidence of regular funds are forthcoming. Will
you be making any payments into the account Ms Stone?’


Alice
looked at her. Remembering the quiet fat girl who was the subject of much
taunting and bullying. The girl who Alice and Amy called ‘Arseface,’ and tormented
just because they could. ‘No. Not at the moment.’


Chelsea
then drew the meeting to a close and formally welcomed the couple to the bank. The
handshake was an ordeal. It felt like consorting with an enemy, and in a sense
it was.


‘Well.
Must be off’, said Alice. ‘We have some estate agents to look at for our new
apartment.’ She flashed her old school ‘friend’ a toothy smile. ‘Oh, and by the
way, Arseface, the next time you want to look down that honker at me, take a
look in the mirror. Anyway, lovely to see you. Come on Daddkins.’


 


Of the
four apartment they saw that day none were ideal. Two were too small, one was
way over the top expensive, and the last one stank. But Alice was determined a
deal should be done before the day was through.


It was
essential to the next phase of her plan. 


In the
end they settled for the expensive one. It had three big bedrooms, but she
wasn’t paying so why worry. It was only for six months anyway. Just a steppingstone.
And it was near the clubbing part of town.


 


As
Colin paid out the necessary monies, he did so with complete faith in whatever
ambition Alice had in her mind. But he also had slightly more than a modicum of
anxiety about Helen. Obviously she would have to find out about all this. And
soon. 


While
the prospect of sharing, or at least serving Alice was now everything to him,
the thought of the actual break itself made him uncomfortable. Just what did
his Goddess have planned?


 


The
very next morning, like the sun peeping over the horizon, enlightenment
arrived.


Goddess
sat on the end of his bed wearing her, now signature black panties and heels,
and dictated a letter to him. He sat naked on the floor, pen and pad in hand.


When
it was finished, he signed it and placed in in a white envelope.


Goddess
took it from him and put it with an identical white envelope she was holding. ‘We
will leave her these the day we move into Cambridge Street;’ she said.


It
would, he thought, be like leaving a bomb behind. But looking at his Goddess,
that was not entirely an unpleasant thought. After all, you can’t go swimming
and not get wet.


He was
now well accustomed to the sight of her near naked, perfect body, but it never
failed to stir him with its sheer beauty. He could not envisage anyone,
anything thing, so divine in the universe.


The
flat itself was now only two weeks away. Two more weeks of the Old Cow; of
counting down the hours. The clock was not his friend. Now each moment spent there
was an affront to the new life he was now entering. How he longed to be free. 


How he
loved Goddess. How he admired her planning and her cruelty. The letter would
hurt her mother, that was what she wanted, and he knew she would enjoy it. The
very prospect of such venom, such sheer spite moved him more than he
could say. Did he feel guilty? Deeply. But ignoring the guilt and committing to
the darkness was a part of his deeper need. Part of his damming satisfaction.


 


‘Amazing’,
said Amy after Alice had finished recounting the events of the past few days.
She had spared no detail and outlined her future plans. ‘So, you’re hoping to
live with him. Long term then?’


Alice
smiled, mildly annoyed at her friends misunderstanding. ‘No. Not hoping
to live with him. Will live with him.’


Amy
appeared to be thinking. ‘Neat.’


‘He is
obsessed. He can’t take his eyes off me, and whatever I do or call him he just accepts
it. He’s like a puppy, but one you can kick, you know? It’s really fucking
funny.’ Alice laughed out loud at the memory.


‘I
always thought he had creepy eyes. He was always goggling.  I used to feel
sorry for your mum.’


Alice
laughed scornfully. ‘Don’t. She’s a bitch. A cunt. I am going to really gut
her.’


Amy
smiled and nodded. But she was seeing a new side to her school friend. One she
wasn’t sure of. This just felt so dangerous. It wasn’t fantasy after all, this
was life, with real people involved. She felt a little uneasy.


They
were sitting in Starbucks, their usual haunt during a slow day. Alice, as
always, luxuriating in the adoration of her friend. Amy had been her best
friend for a long time. She was a good girl and sufficiently striking to be
seen with. But she was a little slow. A little too conventional in her
thinking. Alice liked to broaden her horizons. 


‘The
Old Cow is working Friday. I’ll get him to call in sick again. Why not take the
day off as well and come round? See it for yourself. Bring some wine.’


Amy
pondered, but only for a second. Despite herself this sounded like something to
see. Plus, she knew that refusal would upset Alice. And that was the last thing
she would want to do. Alice was like her twin in many ways. They shared so
much. Even a boyfriend once. So why not? Why the fuck not?


‘Sure
thing.’


Be
there at ten in the morning just after the Old Cow fucks off to work.’


 


That
morning, unusually, Goddess had not ordered him to be naked the instant the old
Cow left for work. Indeed she had not emerged from her bedroom so far. The
break from their newly established routine stabbed at him. Had she become bored
with him already? He always knew it was a possibility. After all, what could he
offer her? What could a girl like her see in him beyond his pathetic nature?


Perhaps
he should go up and knock on her door. Make sure she was okay.


But
then she might feel that was presumptuous, that he was invading her space. The
last thing he wanted to do was annoy her. 


But
then again, it was ten fifteen almost. All week she had been up before eight
and had sat watching the Old Cow doing her morning stuff. A baleful expression
on her face. An expression that said it all. 


An
expression he enjoyed so much.


Maybe
on balance he should go up. Yes, even if it irritated her, it would at least
show his concern. So yes, he would.


And at
that instant the doorbell rang.


 


He
opened the door to Amy. She was smiling, dressed in her usual short skirt. He
always liked to see Amy. He ushered her in to the living room, and now knew
that he had an excuse to go and knock on Goddess’s door. 


He was
slightly disappointed in that their usual routine would be postponed. But he
knew that being with Goddess would bring many such occasions. It was something,
he knew, that he would have to accept.


But
when he was halfway up the stairs she appeared. 


Heels
and knickers only.


He
swallowed hard. He had to warn her. ‘Amy’, he said in a kind of stage whisper, pointing
over his shoulder. ‘She’s in the sitting room.’ 


She
descended a couple more steps and bent down placing her face close to his. ‘I
know. Now get in there and sit down. Keep her company.’


‘But
Godde – 


‘But
fucking nothing, wanker. Go.’


He
started to reply and then strangled it. Goddess knew best. It was not his lot
to reason why.


He
walked into the room and took his place in his usual armchair. His stomach
turning over. Even the sight of Amy’s endless legs couldn’t distract him.


‘Hi’,
she said.


‘Hi’,
he replied, giving a smile that, he knew, couldn’t look anything else but
forced.


Amy
was a pretty girl, and he had always enjoyed – really enjoyed – seeing her, but
today she seemed somehow different. He couldn’t put his finger on it. Maybe he
was imagining it, reading things into the situation that aren’t really there. Of
course, he was. He was being stupid.


But
Goddess was on those stairs, all but naked. And descending. Where was she now? 


He
smiled at Amy again. No words would come into his head. Conversation, even the
most cursory was impossible. He had no idea what was happening. He gave up
making the effort, just sat there, legs crossed staring at his knee.


Just as
he felt that sensation of being dangled from a great height, a great height he
might fall from at any minute, the door opened. 


Goddess
strolled in, her languid walk emphasising her all-but-nakedness. She took her
seat opposite him and snapped her fingers. ‘Stand up, strip off, wanker…Hi
Amy.’


Amy’s
face lit up at the sight of her friend. Colin looked from one girl to the other
and realised in the look they were sharing that Amy didn’t seem in the least
surprised by Alice’s nakedness. She had been expecting it.


Confusion
tumbled through his mind. He had not anticipated this at all. He thought what
they had was their own little secret. And it would go on that way. Now, it
seemed, not only did Amy know, she now seemed somehow drawn into things.


Why?


‘Come
on, wanker. Don’t keep us waiting. Let’s see your magnificent physique.’ Both
girls laughed out loud. He glanced at Amy whose face was rapt with a flushed expectation.


He
started to remove his clothing. He had become used to the shame he felt when he
revealed it to Goddess, but this was something else. This was another step
down, a steep one. This was humiliation just for their fun, their
entertainment.


As his
final item – his underpants – came off he started to feel a kind of
resignation. A certain knowledge that whatever would happen, would happen. He
now felt like he was a bystander in his own life.


‘I
told you didn’t I? He does anything I say.’ Goddess giggled at her own words. Clearly
enjoying herself.


‘Anything?’


‘Yes,
anything; isn’t that right wanker?’


‘Yes,
Goddess. Anything.’ His words came out hoarsely, but admitting his devotion,
his shame, before Amy felt strangely exciting to him.


‘On
your hands and knees wanker’, her voice was sharp, like a slap.


He did
as he was bidden, his face looking up like a faithful, docile hound.


Goddess
moved to the front of him, her feet planted on the backs of his hands. She
enjoyed his gasp as she let them take her weight.


‘Howl
like a dog, wanker. Come on, good boy.’ 


From
what seemed like a distance away he heard Amy laughing. Her voice high and
almost shrill with excitement. The girl was excited by his debasement. ‘Awhoooooo’,
he started. ‘Ahwooooooooo.’


He
felt stupid, but those shoes crushing his hands felt like payment enough. This
was his existence now. To obey no matter what.


Suddenly
Goddess took a step back. ‘On your feet, wanker. Stand straight, shoulders,
back legs apart.’


He
felt clumsy standing. His flab on show to both girls.


Goddess
was standing now, facing him. He felt her hand reaching out and cupping his
balls, allowing her fingernails to dig in. ‘Amy here, tells me that you used to
goggle her when she came over here. Is that right, wanker?’


All at
once he felt like he had been caught with his hand in the till. That what he had
thought were discreet, unseen glances had been seen for what they were. 


Instinctively,
he played for time. This was a different level of embarrassment. ‘Goggling?’


‘Yes,
goggling. Eyeing up, looking, perving. Is that right wanker? Or is my best
friend here a lying bitch?’ 


From
the sofa he heard Amy snorting a laugh. It was a noise that stung him. It so
felt like ridicule.


The
words made him feel far more exposed than his actual nakedness. 


‘Well?
Which is it?’Her hand around his ball closed a little, the nails digging a little
deeper. Her eyes now boring into his.


‘I –
I…Goddess, I, well, yes. I have…noticed Amy.’


‘I
don’t think you just noticed her, did you? You are a pervert; you drool
over young cunt. Isn’t that right wanker of mine?’


‘Yes,
Goddess.’


The
grip tightened again. Only a little but he felt it, knew it was close to his
limit. 


‘How
do you feel about that Amy, being goggled by Mr fat bastard pervert here? Do
you feel flattered?’


Amy
laughed again. Said nothing. ‘Come on Amy, come and feel his bollocks. Give
them a squeeze.’


The
words hit him like a blow. He then heard himself saying ‘Please
Goddess…please.’


That
was when she took a step back, dragging his balls with her, pulling him off
balance. ‘Don’t fucking “please” me wanker? You don’t still think your bollocks
belong to you, do you?’


Amy
was standing behind Alice now, determination etched into her pretty features.


‘Do
you know what I think, wanker? I think you have wanked while you thought about
us. You used us, without our permission for pervert wanking sessions. Is that
right, fucker?’


‘Come
on fucker. Admit it. You’re an old man, we are juicy young cunt, of course
you have wanked over us. Admit it. Just say yes.’


‘Yes,
Goddess’. It came out as a whine, high pitched and on the very edges of panic.
All at once he felt like crying. ‘Sorry, Goddess.’


Goddess
stepped back. ‘Go on Amy, have a squeeze. I’ve squashed firmer raisins.’


As Amy
stepped forward Colin braced himself. He wanted to close his eyes until it was
over. Until it was all over and Amy had gone, until it was just him and Goddess
again.


Amy
stood before him. Suddenly it seemed strange to think he had never noticed her deep
brown eyes before. They were soft and doe-like. Kind eyes. Perhaps he had been
so eaten up by what else she had he had neglected the detail of her face. 


She
was so close now he could feel her breath, count her freckles. And then he felt
his cock lifted and held to one side while her other hand gently cradled his
balls. Her hand was soft, caressing almost, and when she squeezed it felt like
a fondle rather than anything that might be more hurtful. He could feel his
cock hardening. She was still holding it and he felt her rub it a little. He
glances over at Goddess. She was sitting watching. Her expression was
unreadable. Blank. Perhaps her mind was elsewhere.


He had
expected another harsh squeeze. Instead Amy was almost wanking him off. He was
close to shooting his load; oh God no. Not that. He felt like he would die. 


He
looked into her eyes, hoping that she would give him mercy. Better she hurt
him, he could stand that, and he deserved it. But not this, not while
Goddess was watching. If nothing else she might think him somehow unfaithful. A
ridiculous thought in the circumstances, he knew, but one that was deeply
rooted in his many-layered guilt complex.


Her
fingers felt like magic wands, he had never felt a touch so light, so delicate.
He briefly wondered how she had become So practiced and hated those other cocks
she had touched, those who had had this because they deserved it. Not just to ridicule
them, not to render them pathetic.


‘Stop.’
It was the voice of Goddess, and Amy’s hands jumped away as if he were a
red-hot poker. ‘I don’t want him cumming. That’s for when he is on his own. I
just wanted you to hurt him a bit.’


Amy
looked from him to Goddess and spoke softly. ‘You didn’t think I was going to
let him, did you?’ her eyebrows were arched and for a split second she looked
like a teenage witch.


Stepping
back she walked to the armchair and whispered in her friend’s ear.


‘Why not?’
Goddess replied. ‘Get on your knees wanker.’


As he
did so he was aware of Amy lifting the hem of her dress and pulling it up. All
the way up and over her head. She stood before him in pink bra with matching
thong.


Her
breasts were heavier than his Goddess, but not quite as high or firm looking. But
she was still enough – more than enough – to take his breath away. 


She
stood before him, his face in line with her stomach. He was struck by the number
of freckles on her body. She was a few months older than Goddess, but the
freckles gave her body a more youthful appearance.


He
watched as she removed her bra and draped it over his head, a cup falling over
each ear like some grotesque parody of a flying helmet. 


‘Do
you like what you see?’


‘Y-yes.’


‘I’ll
bet you do.’ Amy looked to Goddess. A huge grin splitting her face.


‘Want
some?’


Colin
looked at her, and then at Goddess, and then down. What could he say? He was
loyal to Goddess; he knew the right answer.


‘No.
Thank you.’


Both
girls burst out laughing. ‘She wasn’t offering, wanker.’


He was
confused, he knew he had said the wrong thing. But what was the right thing? In
truth, he wanted to be alone with Goddess, she was the one who he belonged to.
Amy seemed like an interloper, an interference.


Suddenly
Amy held two fingers in front of his face. ‘Suck these, give me a finger blow-job.
Again, both girls burst into a kind of cackling laugh. It was laughter with a
vicious edge. He had abandoned any notion of dignity long ago, but as he fixed
his mouth around those fingers whatever last remnants of pride he may have had
dissolved entirely. He gave himself up to the moment and thought not of the
future or the past. Just the present.


In the
background he heard more laughter. Words came and went. Wanker…fat…arsehole…ugly…bitch.
Then he felt hands coming under his arms onto his chest. Goddess, fingers found
his nipples and pinched. Pinched hard and long, making him flinch. He could
feel her breasts flattened against his back, but any pleasure was submerged
beneath the pain he was feeling.


He was
sucking like those girls he had seen on the internet. His head was rocking back
and forth, back and forth. With each rock he knew he was their bitch. Not just
Goddess now, but Amy too. Perhaps he was the bitch of all young women, maybe all
women. Except the Old Cow obviously.


The
hands were pulling on his nipples now, a king of painful milking notion. The
breasts were rubbing against him, his cock was hard now. As hard as ever he
could remember it. And throbbing. Even a touch now would shoot him off. How he
longed for that. But deeper down he knew that was an impossible dream. These
girls, these gloriously spiteful girls, were not here to pleasure him. There
were there to use, to torment, to torture; to pleasure themselves and only
themselves.


He was
simply their instrument.


Then
he felt the fingers withdraw, the hands and breasts leave him. Each girl had
table a step back in their respective directions. He felt naked without them.


His
head was pounding. A white light seemed to cloud his thoughts. Whatever it was
inside his head he wasn’t making any sense even to himself.


He
just knelt there awaiting whatever came next. And whatever came next he knew
that was what should come next. It was Her Will. That is all that
counted.


He saw
Amy’s knickers fall to the floor and saw her step from them. He saw her pick
them up and turn them inside out. ‘Open wide.’


With
one hand grasping his hair tightly to steady his heads she pushed them inside
his mouth. Deep inside. He could taste her, smell her. It was a feeling like
being drunk but having taken no alcohol. It was a feeling he wanted no release
from.


‘Stand
up, wanker.’ Goddess, her mouth very close to his ear.


He
pushed himself onto one knee and he was about to rise. When the world suddenly seemed
to rock on its axis while the door leading to the foot of the stairs opened. It
didn’t open too quickly, just swung in at a gentle, even rate. Opened wide.


 


And
from behind it appeared a figure whose face appeared contorted into shapes he
had not seen before. But he knew from the uniform its identity.


It was
she. 


The
Old Cow, his wife, Helen, mother of Goddess. Standing there, her face white
like an eerie clown.


All
three of them froze under her gaze.


Then
the clown’s face exploded. ‘You fucking bastard’, it cried, rushing forward
towards them. ‘You fucking, fucking bastard.’


Then
suddenly she stopped and looked at her daughter, who was standing there with a
huge smile all over her pretty features. ‘And you. What the fuck do you
think you’re doing?’


 


The
moment Helen had done her phone banking on the bus into work that morning she
realised that something was wrong. A serious amount of money had just gone.
Upon calling the fraud line she had been told it had been transferred to
another bank by her husband.


Of
course, she had argued, that was not the case. Could not be the case. It was impossible.
More than impossible, it was unthinkable.


And
yes, said ‘Hazel’ at the banking centre, it was the case. 


Something
was wrong. Something was very wrong.


And
now surveying her living room with her naked husband on his knees before her
all-but-naked daughter and her all-too-naked friend she knew just how far
things were wrong.


She
wanted to demand an explanation, wanted to shout, to find out what the fuck was
happening. But words would not come. Rooted to the floor all she did was stand
there and look from one to the other. Was what she was seeing, really there?


It
was. Of course it was. But it couldn’t be. She had never liked Amy; she was far
to obvious. But Alice…how had Amy convinced her daughter to act like this.
Colin, oddly enough, surprised her less.


It was
like watching a farce on a stage. The naked girl grabbed at her clothing and
ran from the room, fear all over her face. The man froze on his one knee,
looking to the remaining girl, presumably for some lead.


That
girl stood stock still, a slow smile on her face and her hands on her hips.
Helen noticed her lips were moving. Then she heard the single word.


‘Mother.’


 


Alice
had heard the key in the door earlier. It was a surprise but not one that could
change anything. In fact, she thought it might work to her advantage. Now she
would see for herself the destructive consequence of her plan in action. She
would see the effect on the Old Cow before leaving for her for good.


Before
it all kicked-off there was a moment that Alice would remember all her life.
She was staring at the woman in front of her, a woman just hit by a tsunami of
shock and pain, a woman whose breakdown was only micro-moments away and she
felt absolutely nothing. The woman wasn’t just a stranger, she wasn’t even
human. To Alice she was a thing. Nothing more. 


It was
everything she had hoped. Everything. And quite involuntarily a smile crept to
her face. But it was a smile of satisfaction rather than warmth, gloating
rather than empathy. A cold smile.


A
cruel smile.


 


And
then she heard it.


It was
far from a scream, it sounded like an animal just making some noise. It was a
kind of braying and the woman sank to her knees and fell forward, rolling over
on the mahogany floorboards.


At
first Alice thought it was some kind of heart attack or seizure, but soon
realised it was an emission of pain.


‘Go
get dressed, wanker.’


Wanker
ran from the room in a hurry, leaving them to it. He had a wardrobe upstairs.
He had the feeling it might well be time to pack. What he wanted now was to be
gone from this place. The new flat was days away but they would think of something.
They would have to. 


He
grabbed his hold-all and started packing his most precious mementoes. Who knew
how much or how little he might eventually escape with given the situation was
now in the open?


In the
past he had often idly thought about which of his possessions were the most
valuable to him. Which of them he might rescue in the event of a house fire or
some such disaster? He had always thought it might be the few photographs he
had of his parents and the brother who committed suicide on his twentieth
birthday. That and his documents, passport, birth certificate and so on.


But
now faced with the reality he found that all his ponderings were useless to
him. He stood in the centre of the room pulled between several places. He
couldn’t decide, he couldn’t even begin to think. What was he doing? He
realised then that he needed the decision made for him, needed some direction.


What
he needed was Goddess.


 


Alice
stared at her mother. This wasn’t supposed to have happened this way. But since
it had she knew she would have to make the best of it. Her mother was still
shouting something, her words seem all to run together. She was crying, making
no sense. 


Logically
she knew she had to get dressed. But she remained transfixed by the women on
the floor. The women who seemed beyond consoling. Tears were starting to streak
her face now, though the voice still had the hard edge of panic woven into it.


It was
then that Alice remembered her father’s tears. How she had cried when he had to
break the news to her that ‘mummy had gone to live somewhere else’, when she
had arrived home from school that Friday afternoon.


She remembered
too, going to see her mother to ask her to come back home, that dad was ill and
pining away. She remembered the words that were branded deep. ‘I have a new
life now. Your father and me just weren’t right. Hadn’t been right in a long
time. But he will be alright, and so will you.’


Alice
remembered feeling an anger she had never felt before. It was not the words but
the expression on her face. It was like her mother was talking to a stranger.
That as soon as Alice had left the room she would be forgotten.


She
watched as the woman got to her feet. ‘What have you got to say for yourself
then?’ It was her mother’s favourite line, used over and over and fucking over
again. She said it when she wanted an explanation, and she had always seemed to
want a lot of those, even for the tiniest and irrelevant details. It was a
mantra that Alice had come to loath.


But in
the past she had always loathed in silence.


Well
not anymore.


 


Alice
stood up and walked from the room. Her mother followed her. Alice was aware of
her speaking, but it was just noise to her. None of it made any sense. 


What
did make sense was the two envelopes she picked up from the desk in her room.
Thrusting them at her mother, she walked past her and into the main bedroom
where she found Colin stuffing clothes into a large leather hold-all.


‘Come
on, we’re leaving.’


 


Soon-To-Be-Ex-Wife,


I am
writing to tell you that our marriage is (mercifully) soon to be over. It was a
monumental mistake on my part and living with you has been an almost
unendurable ordeal. I have been unhappy with you on all levels. Nothing about
you appeals to me. In fact, almost everything about you repulses me now. Your
looks have faded, your personality is flat, you bore me.


But I
cannot say that our time together has been completely fruitless. I am now on
the verge of a happiness I could never have dreamed of. I have met The One I
will be with for the rest of my life (or at least as long as she wants me).


I have
now moved out, and into a flat with her. I have also taken half of the joint
account. I know that the majority of those funds were originally yours, but the
law says I am entitled to half. It is no more than I am due. I will be
depositing them into the joint account I have with my new relationship.


I am
not sorry to be going. I am sure you will find another person to bore to death
as you have bored me. I – we both – bear you nothing but ill-will.


 


Helen
stared at the words, unbelieving. Was this some sort of joke? Was he ill? Obviously,
he was. But not in the conventional way. She felt a pain deep in her chest, she
had to make a conscious effort to breathe.


 


Bitch,


Just a
short note to say how much I hate you. I hate you for what you did to my father
yes, but also for what and who you are. You are – and have always been a
self-centred bitch.


I am
leaving and I sincerely hope never to see you again. Colin and I are to live
together. He finds me everything you are not. Attractive, younger, firmer,
tighter. 


Have a
bad life.


Your
never-loving ex-daughter.


 


Helen
stared at the paper in her hand for she knew not how long. It might have been
seconds, but it could have been minutes. Her mind was blank, like everything
had been wiped out. Feelings, memories, emotions.


Everything
felt frozen.


 


In the
next room she could hear voices. His, hers. Although they were loud enough they
somehow seemed muffled. Just noise. Noise that made no sense.


In
awhile she found she was sitting on the floor. The house was silent. Somehow
she knew it was empty. She had no memory of the time.


The
memory of earlier seeped into her as much as she tried to block it. But against
her will it invaded her, filling her up.


Nothing
made sense anymore.


 


The
hotel was anything but special. A national chain of cheap rooms. A desk, a bed,
a bathroom and a teapot. But it would do until they could move into the flat.
And then before long they could look to buy. For Alice the future had never
looked better. Even her past felt more palatable now she could view it through
the glass of vengeance. 


Wanker
was lying stark naked on the floor while she spread herself out in the king-sized
bed. He might not sleep tonight, she reasoned, but he would get used to it soon
enough. He would have the small bedroom in the flat, but seeing him there on
the floor gave her an idea for the place they were to buy.


And as
she contemplated a long-term future for wanker as a bedless pet, always find a
patch of floor or close his eyes on she had a lightbulb moment. An idea she
later came to regard as pivotal.


She
picked up the phone. ‘Amy’, she asked, ‘Why not move in?’


Amy
didn’t need a second invitation.


 


Goddess
spent a full five weeks picking out furniture and furnishings for the new
place. She and Amy toured the various outlets with wanker walking a respectful
distance behind. Only called forward when the credit card was needed. After
each transaction he thanked his betters for allowing him to spend his savings
on the new place.


In
truth, he was sincerely grateful. It was the closest he had come in life to
happiness, to genuine satisfaction. He didn’t care about the past anymore, and
he didn’t worry about the future.


He
wanted to be wrung out by Goddess and Amy. He thought of them as ‘his girls’,
and no servant or slave could have been more devoted. 


 


Later,
much later, when he looked back, he recognised this as the happiest time of his
life. If they left him ruined and in the gutter, he would not have regretted a
single second, but he was secure in the hope of a future he could only dream
of. He was a man fully content.


The
property they, or more accurately Goddess, decided to buy was a full thirty
miles away from, where the Old Cow lived, and almost forty from Wanker’s work. 


He did
not mind the daily commute though. The apartment was what Goddess wanted and if
that was the case then he was happy that she was happy. If he had a regret it
was that it deprived him of her presence for that much longer through the week.
Yes, it was a pain, but it was a good pain and one that he bore with a
willingness that told him this really was the life for him.


He was
content in his rituals, rising early to get his betters their breakfast and
then pouring his own morning drink, depending on availability. In the fridge it
was the red bottle for Goddess and the pink bottle for Amy. Of course, he
preferred the piss of Goddess but if not he was content enough with Amy’s. 


Sometimes
he would mix it with porridge, but quite often took it neat, as the girls intended.
Happy indeed is the slave who appreciates his every mouthful.


 


Goddess,
for her part enjoyed her position of Absolute Authority. Not only did she enjoy
a significantly increased standard of living, but Wanker also provided an
outlet for her cruel streak. 


Rare
indeed was the day in which his balls or nipples went unmolested. Indoor
clothes were a thing of the past to him. A distant memory of a more primitive,
repressed time. And when Goddess or Amy ‘entertained’ a friend overnight, he
always made sure he was up nice and early to make his signature bacon butties.
Of course, he envied those who were so privatised, but he knew his place. He
would not have swapped with them for anything. They were temporary. He was
permanent And he sang in his chains like the sea.


Of the
Old Cow he didn’t waste a single thought. Goddess appreciated that more than
she ever said.


 


The End
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