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Meet Harry Stenton. That’s him over there, sitting on his own, nursing his drink. His third of the afternoon.

Doesn’t look happy does he? Right now he is feeling his mortality, feeling burdened by unfulfilled desires; he feels his life is in flames. Burning him up…consuming him.

But all that is about to change…

What he needs is a plan, a way forward. A scheme that will get him what he wants. And right at this moment Harry wants a lot.

He is a man bristling with ambitions many and various, large and small. Right now two in particular are on his mind. Both are causing him some misery. Both are making him feel neglected; making him feel desperate.

He knows what he really needs is to get rid of his wife Rosie. At forty-four she is getting past her sell-by date and needs off-loading; scrapping. Their ten-year marriage is winding to a sorry end full of nothing very much. He needs a new woman, new flesh; something younger, juicier, better looking; and if at all possible with a decent fucking job.

The second thing on his mind is Rosie’s nubile daughter, Louise. She is just nineteen and Harry is eaten-up by the need to have her, to fuck her, to possess her young and tender body. Since her birthday he has seen her in her true colours, he has become obsessed with her, totally infatuated. Since he realised that she wasn’t quite the sweet and innocent young thing he took her for, thoughts of her boil his mind.

She is a prickteasing bitch; he has to have her. Has to. And he will.

One way or the other.

Whatever it takes. All he needs is the right strategy. His cock aches for those tight holes; her firmness; her skin. Thinking of her dominates his life. Nothing else seems to matter. Nothing else does matter. Only her.

He drains his pint and nods to the barmaid for a refill. She looks a bit like the young Natalie Wood; all dark hair and perky tits and that same stuck-up look. He thinks for a second about buying her a drink, but decides against it. Waste of money. There’d be nothing at the end of it there. Bitch.

When he looks at her he sees Louise. He feels that familiar ache. But when he thinks of Louise, his thoughts are infected by her sad and saggy fucking mother. That was another sort of ache entirely.

Jesus Christ!

But things were about to change for Harry. He is determined. And when Harry gets determined, Harry gets what he wants.

Harry has secrets nobody knows about.

Until now…

*

Arriving back he looked at his wife. She still had a distant echo of the prettiness she had twelve years ago when they had married. But that’s all it was, an echo. A reminder of what she used to be, but was no longer. A hag in the making, going downhill fast. Some days he could barely stand to look at her.

He was no longer proud to be seen with her; just the opposite. She still had those wide green-eyes and the trim figure. But the truth was that her face was adding lines almost by the day. She looked every day of those forty-four years. Some days he looked at her and was quietly repulsed. Her body was wrinkling fast and held no allure for him anymore. Sex between them had dried up three or four years ago.

But the truth was that even when they had a sex life, she was never enough on her own to get him off. His thoughts were always of other women, women he had seen on the street, pictures on the internet, women from his past. His victims.

Since then he had taken care of himself or else gone out and paid for it. That wasn’t very often though. He hadn’t the funds. But occasionally he could find somebody cheap and desperate for cash. Somebody younger. Some silly little twat with an addiction who couldn’t afford to say no. He always loved the way they would ask for fifty, agree to thirty, and finally take twenty when the note was produced.

Harry always made sure they earned every penny.

And more…

The truth was that these days he considered his wife an embarrassment. She was no longer good enough for him. He wanted to be looked up to because of his woman, not sniggered at. He felt ashamed when she took his hand in public; he didn’t want to be seen linked to her. Not when there were so many desirable bitches wherever he looked. All those pert jiggling tits and curvy arses just out of his reach.

He had always looked at other women. He had always felt a spasm of regret when he passed a woman obviously out of his league, the sort of woman who wouldn’t give him a sniff. It was a kind of sorrow to him that he was shut out of that world, the real world, the world of the desirable. The world that took good looks and accomplishment for granted.

He was not a part of it, would never be a part of it. He knew he could not even aspire to women like that, those women newly showered and body-pampered, who trailed a smell of strawberries wherever they went. He would see them strolling about town, the yummy-fucking-mummies looking like they had perfumed shit. But they were the kind of women who a man could be proud to be seen with, the kind of woman that meant he would be envied, looked up to. Respected.

They wouldn’t look at him. And even if they did it was only to look down on him.

But while he watched women on the street, and wherever else he got the opportunity, the one he watched most was his own the one living in his own home.

And neither she, nor her wizened mother, knew anything about his past.

*

Louise was nineteen, slim, dark-haired and heartstoppingly pretty. She was Harry’s obsession. In his mind she was the lust of his life. He had been fixated on her ever since he found out the truth about her. Christ some day’s he could think of nothing else. He made himself a promise on that day, the 30th June. He promised himself that one day, and it didn’t matter how long it took, or what he had to do to achieve it, he would fuck her. Not just fuck her, really own the little prickteasinbg bitch. Soon.

Whatever it took.

He had married Rosie when Louise was just seven years old. With no children of his own he looked on her as his, and gave to her nothing but the most tender of his thoughts and behaviour. With her he found himself almost born again, as a person he could even like. He loved her not only for what she was, but also for who he was when he was with her.

He protected her and her friends from the person he knew he had inside him, the one that was filled with hate. The one who constantly fantasised about inflicting violence and pain; the one he knew was a ticking bomb of sexcrime. Somehow they were screened off, exempted from the bitterness and the rage he felt. Louise was a delight for him, watching her grow. Having little experience of children there was wonderment for him in almost everything she did. He knew, was very aware, that this child was the one thing that could be the saving of him.

What a fool he had been. What a complete cunt.

It had all changed just before her nineteenth birthday. That day was the beginning; his life turned back to fucking zero.

That was the day he discovered what a bitch she was; how she was a woman and just like all the fucking rest. Bitches. Since then he had saved the vilest of his thinking for her and her alone.

He had been so proud of her in those days . His little girl – almost 18! She looked prettier than a picture and in the new dress they had bought she was a true vision. He looked at her and knew he was a lucky man to have such a step-daughter, to have such a redeeming aspect to his life. He had never been a good man, never done anything good with his life, but he felt that seeing her like that, feeling her hug him and telling him she loved him made him feel that he had actually become the person he wanted to be. The person he most wished to be.

Then the light popped out. All of a sudden: blackness…

‘Dad’, she had said as she brushed her hair in front of the hall mirror before going out shopping with her mother. ‘The light bulb in my room has gone; can you change it for me please?’

She was so sweet; he loved it when she asked him to do things. Liked to feel he was doing something for her. And nothing was ever enough, not for what she had done for him. Not for the life she had saved him from.

He often thought now about the light bulb; that fucking, cunting light bulb. But then again, had it not been for that bulb he would never have known what she was really like would he? Never found out what a faithless bitch she was. Maybe he should have been grateful.

But now of course, Harry knows better.

*

Like most things it had started small. The local paper has just said a ‘woman was sexually assaulted on Davenport Street on Monday evening.’ It shook him when he read it. The bitch had reported it. Somehow he wasn’t surprised. All he done was shove her against the wall and grope one tit. The scream she had let out made him sprint off. He had no idea a tit was such a fucking big deal. The stupid cow had frightened the shit out of him. Spoilt the memory.

Next time he was more careful. Instead of just following a woman down a street he planned for the next one. Waited until there would be nobody about. He wanted more than a tit this time. And he had got it. He still wanked to the memory even though it was twenty-four years ago.

She had been slim and in her thirties, with short-reddish hair and a white dress with a pattern of black things, bows or something. He pulled her into the bushes and told her to keep quite or else. Fucking her didn’t take long but he wanted to prolong it. He was enjoying it. It was what she was for. She was very slightly built but trembled a lot and kept saying over and over ‘please get off me, please get off.’ It was like a polite request.

When he emptied his load into her he felt fucking good. He lay there for several minutes, feeling her body shaking like a frightened bird. He held his face close to hers, looking at her, staring into her eyes. Part of him felt sorry at that point. She seemed so fragile, so easy to break. Why had he done it? It was nothing against her in particular. It was women, she just happened to be the cunt on the spot.

He wanted to stay like that. Wanted to lie on her and feel close, smelling her scent, licking her soft neck, but he knew he had to go. As he pushed himself up onto his knees he looked at her. She was still quivering, he could see the fear in her face and he knew he had done that. What he wanted to do right then was take her home and care for her. Nurse her back to health. Look after her. He wanted to be kind.

He could never quite explain, to others or himself, why then he punched her; punched her hard in the face. And then punched her again; and again. She let out a kind of muffled cry but her mouth was filling with blood, as he continued punching. And Christ he punched hard. In his heart he knew that he would have continued punching her had he not been stopped. He can’t remember stopping at all, or being stopped, but he did remember waking and finding himself handcuffed and in a police van.

Four years for a first offence. Eventually he served twenty-six months. He learned her name was Rose Anne Boyd. Turned out she was actually married to the brother of a bloke he used to work with. She had ended up with a broken jaw. Well broken in three places. She had looked at him in court like he was shit. Part of him was sorry for her lopsided face. Part of him was sorry he hadn’t fucked her up the arse.

He often wondered what became of her. Back to a normal life? Or frigid, broken marriage, depressions, suicide attempts.

Some days he hoped so.

Unlike so many inside he used his time productively. When he came out he had thought it all through, realised his error. He had been stupid. He had been careless. He had given in to impulse. An amateur.

It was the last time.

*

The day everything changed he was standing on the chair changing her light bulb. Standing up there he could see the top of the wardrobe. On the back wall there seemed to be some cobwebs, the thing was large and heavy and hadn’t been moved in an age. There were a couple of paper things on the top and a small book, but nothing of any importance. He’d mention it to Rosie or Lou when they got home.

As he went down the stairs he decided not to mention it. Fuck it. He’d clean it himself, nothing much else to do until the movie came on in another hour. Back on the chair he reached for the paper. It was A4 size and had a picture on it.

A picture of Louise.

A picture of Louise topless.

He stared at the picture. Louise on a beach wearing only bikini bottoms, hands on hips facing the camera. He didn’t want to see it, didn’t realise what it was. Even though alone he felt embarrassed. Guilty. Like he had violated something sacred. He put it back where it was. But something inside him made him pick up the book.

There was a white sticker on the front ‘This diary has a spell on it. Bad things will happen to anyone else who reads it.’

He opened the diary at the page with the ribbon. Perhaps of all moments of his life that was the one which turned his entire future on its head. ‘Dave has an amazing cock’, was the entry that confronted him; the entry that jumped right off the page and punched him in the guts. That was the entry that stamped on his head.

And it kept on stamping.

He turned back a page. ‘Dave and I fucked while mum and P were downstairs.’ P? The idea that ‘P’ could only be himself broke steadily in his mind. But what was P? He thumbed back through the diary, any number of P entries. ‘P took me to my dance class’; ‘P thinks Greece not safe for a group of girls on hols’; ‘Mum and P picked me up at airport.’

P. All him. What did P stand for; obviously her name for him. But what was it?

He had to know. He felt himself flushing, becoming warm; his palms were starting to sweat. He had to find out.

He went back to the beginning of the book.

And while P featured in several early entries, all recognisable as himself, on January 29th he found the answer.

‘Pervert staring at my tits again. Sick of him. Dirty twat. Might tell mum.’

He stared at the entry, he couldn’t believe it. Pervert. P is for fucking pervert.

It was as if the last twelve years hadn’t existed. They had been a lie. He had been fooling himself. The vision he had nurtured of him growing old as a well-loved dad was gone. He was the ‘pervert.’ The fucking pervert; the dirty twat; the man who stared at her tits. The man who stared at her tits again!

Oh Christ! No.

No. This was just so…wrong. He had never – never – stared at her. Not in that way. She would sit at the bottom of the stairs talking endlessly on the phone, just a small towel covering her front, and her back bare right down to her bum, and he always averted his eyes. Never, even in the recesses of his mind, and his was a mind with many dark recesses, had he harboured a single thought like that. Never.

And here she is calling him the pervert. He sat there, very still for he didn’t know how long. The life had been knocked from him. He just felt empty.

And alone. And even against his will, he could feel it; his old self starting to seep back in. He could feel it within him. That fucking picture.

He put his face in his hands and started to sob.

*

He had come out of prison with a policy.

No more opportunity strikes. No more grabbing a bitch on impulse. No more taking chances. He needed to work to a plan. And at the core of the plan was information.

He set himself an iron rule. No move on a bitch until thirty days had elapsed from when he designated her a target. And during that time he would work to gain any and every scrap of knowledge that he could. The address was the major thing.  From that everything else flowed, he would stake it out, spend hours watching and waiting. And he would strike only when he knew he would have time with her. Time to enjoy it, to savour every fucking minute. The actual sex was only a small part of it. He liked to toy, to play with them. To rape their bodies, minds and home. Rape their fucking life.

Between coming out of jail and meeting Rosie there were four successful rapes. In his mind they were epics of planning and execution. Many more targets had been aborted due to safety or uncertainty issues. But those four had been perfect; masterclasses in the rapist’s art.

Of course, the women were all of a type.

Looks counted, he liked the ones who took an obvious pride in their appearance. They would be well dressed, expensively so. And have that arrogance about them. Looks and money. And big houses. Big houses meant more land and distant neighbours. Distant neighbours were the home invader’s best friends.

The one he remembered most vividly was a blonde lawyer. He was in her house for four and a half hours. He didn’t fuck her for the first hour or so. He talked to her about why he hated her and her kind. Stuck-up bitches. He told her in some detail what he was going to do to her, and in her own bed.

She had begged him and begged him not to. She was so pathetic in her pleading. He loved it, he just gave her that glimmer of hope, that hint he might be considering it. He played her like a fucking fiddle.

Once she was stripped off he spent a long time taking pictures. He took pictures of her in every room of the house. Dirty pictures, pictures with her fucking expensive crack wide-open, pictures he told her that he would always have with him, pictures he would plaster all over the fucking internet.

Naturally she then offered him cash. Pleaded with him to accept it. So naturally he did. And her laptop and while he was at it, he also copied the hard drive of the family’s desktop computer. He liked to store things away, souvenir’s for a rainy day.

She was a silly bitch. A dopey no-brain cunt. He told her if she gave him a good suck-off – a really good gobble - he would leave the house without fucking her. He said he would spare her. And fair’s fair, give the bitch her due; she really worked hard at it. Could have been a professional in fact.

But even more than the feel of her lips on his cock, he enjoyed the desperation in her eyes. She really needed that suck, she was sucking like a whore to keep her fanny safe. And he made sure she swallowed every drop. He could still remember the look she gave him as she guzzled his spunk. The look that said there I have done it, you can go now. The look that was full of relief and even a hint of gratitude.

He tied her spread-eagled to her own bed. And he took an especial delight in fucking her. How she cried, the memory of those cries could still get him hard today.  God it felt good, felt like fucking conquest.

He still had relationships with women, but these were usually with a different type of woman. While he aspired to the type of woman he could only access by rape, in his everyday life he settled for less. Settled for less and resented every fucking minute of it.

And then he met Rosie. At first she was just another over-the hill-slapper offering her fanny to get a permanent man. Pretty enough but her best days behind her, hubby fucked off with another woman, and she reeked desperation. He liked that. Desperation in a woman compensated for a lot.

For a time anyway.

She had a ready-made decent set-up, nice house, nice car and nice job. So why not? She was passive enough for him to continue his ‘hobby’. She was also a bit dim, wouldn’t ask too many awkward questions.

And then he met the then seven-year old Louise. All his life he had a rule; he would ignore kids, and they would ignore him right back again. Worked for both parties. Even with Louise it was a slow realisation. He found himself liking her, and liking talking to her. He found himself entering into that hitherto mysterious world that a child lives-in. It was all new to him.

What struck him most deeply was the way she took to him. Nothing like it had ever happened to him before. He loved the way her hand sought his out to cross the road, called him Daddy, and snuggled up to him to watch this movie or that programme. It stilled a mind that was usually full of rage.

She became the apple of his eye, and she brought out the best in him. He found he had good qualities because he saw them reflected in how she looked at him. For the first time in a very long time Harry started to actually like himself. His hobby didn’t seem important anymore. Part of Yesterday’s Harry.

Only once did a part of his old self reappear. One day when Louise was about thirteen he took the car to pick her up. Due to traffic hold-ups and incompetent drivers he was just shy of ten minutes late. What he saw when he pulled the car up outside the school, sent him into orbit.

Louise was standing against the wall crying, tears running down her pale fear-stricken face. Two boys around her own age or a little older stood opposite her. One was slapping her across the face and laughing, the other had his hand entwined in her hair and was yanking on it hard. They had no idea quite what was about to descend  on them.

Harry was possessed. He clattered into them, knocking one to the ground with his fist and slamming his elbow into the face of the other. He picked the slapper up and lifted him clean of his feet slamming him against the wall, snarling into his face. ‘Just what the fuck are you doing? What the fuck are you doing?’

The boy just stared back, shocked into silence. Uncomprehending. Harry was shaking him like a rag doll now. ‘You will never, fucking never, touch her again. Never fucking ever, you realise? Never.’ The boy just stared at Harry, blank, unseeing.

Harry could feel his heart pounding, he wanted to smash the little shit into the ground and stamp him right in.

‘Shall I get your Dad Ollie?’ The other boy said.

Harry turned around, ‘Get him, I’ll cripple the cunt.’

‘No, no….no….’ The boy with his legs dangling in space found his voice.

‘Listen to me.’, Harry growled. ‘If you ever touch her again, I will find you and I will break your fucking legs and your fucking arms. Is that understood?’

Harry dropped the boy he was holding and grabbed the other. ‘Then understand this. If anyone, ever touches her I will blame you…I will blame you and I will come and get you. Do you fucking understand?’

Both nodded clearly wanting to get away. ‘So not only will you never touch her, you had better make sure she stays safe.’ He was angry like he had never been for years, he wanted to hurt these two, hurt them badly.

He was aware that Louise had run to the car and was out of earshot. ‘I mean it you little cunts. I’ll break your fucking necks and your fucking dads as well.’ He was a big man, a man who could intimidate. He liked his look and used it well. He could see the boys were scared. Shitless.

‘Sorry about that lovely, are you alright.’ He could see her face was still wet with tears. She was snuffling.

She reached out a hand for his. ‘You protected me.’ And she smiled a little smile he never forgot.

*

He looked again at the picture. It was like looking at a stranger. The Louise he had known was not present in this picture. The Louise he had known was not present in this room. All at once this seemed an alien place, a place belonging to that girl in the picture. The girl standing there with her tits all bare for just anyone to have a look at. He wondered who took the picture, probably Dave with the fucking ‘amazing’ cock; Dave who doubtless fucked her afterwards. He could see the bitch now wriggling on the end of his cock. But this was a print out, and if it was a printout it had come from her computer; and where there was one pic…

He pressed the start button on her laptop and went to get his external hard-disk while it booted. He knew he had maybe half an hour, before they came home. Better copy the lot and explore later on up in the attic where he had what passed for his office. He wanted it all. Wanted to find out everything. Everything about this new Louise; the bare titted, cock-hungry slut who thought he was a fucking pervert.

As the disk copied he put the picture and the diary back where he had found them. He even changed the light-bulb back so it would look like he had never been in there. He just wanted to get that fucking disk in the attic. Needed time to savour what might be on it. He wanted to see more of the little slut.

He wanted to see some more of what she apparently let any fucker see out in Greece. He wanted to see more of her, wanted to see her fucking pussy. He wanted to see what he knew he needed to fuck. And fuck hard.

In the linen basket he found some of her soiled panties. He lifted them to his nose and breathed deeply. Jesus. The smell of young cunt. He reached for his zip…

*

He had the holiday pictures in front of him. There were seemingly hundreds of them. Just like he had done with the rape victims he liked to go through their pictures slowly, examining each one in detail.

There she was. On the beach, on the promenade, even at an ice cream stall all with just the bottoms on. Tits bare for just any fucker to have a look at. She didn’t give a shit who looked her over. Probably liked it. Why else would she flash them about like that, to total fucking strangers?

Lots of pictures of her and her mates getting pissed in clubs and bars, dancing about like drunken cunts; lots of close-up-stupid face pictures; lots of stupid poses.

And then there were the pictures of her. Pictures of her with her legs open; pictures of her with a cock in her mouth, no doubt fucking Dave’s. Mind you, knowing what she was like about showing her tits, who knows how many cocks she’d had in there?

Then there were pictures of her in her fucking bedroom here, pictures of her naked and spread-eagled on her bed. Pictures of her pulling her flaps apart, come on she seemed to be saying have a fucking good look. Right at that moment even more than he wanted to fuck her he wanted to give her a slap.

He felt something very hot within him go cold very quickly. He felt a part of himself turning to ice.  ‘Dave and me fucked while mum and P were downstairs.’

He looked at the picture. She was looking at the camera, right into it, and her legs were well parted; the pink of her shaven pussy visible but did she care? Did she fuck.

He looked at that picture for a long time.

He then logged onto a site where he had an account as ‘Beast666’. He always was very careful to go through anonymous proxy servers, couldn’t be too careful could you? He uploaded that pic and a couple of the cocksucking pictures for good measure.

It wasn’t so much a site as a swamp. All kinds of perverts inhabited those boards. Men like him, perhaps worse. But so what?

Have a good look lads.

*

Coming down from his attic lair he looked at the girl who had referred to him as the Pervert; the girl whose pink pussy he had just been viewing. His eyes roamed over her body. Everything that he had built up over the last few years, all the parts of himself that he started to like, that meant something to him, dissolved. It was like having a stranger in the house.

Deep down sadness enfolded him, but as he looked at her he knew that to her he was the Pervert; and if he was the pervert he might as well be hung for a sheep as a lamb.

‘On that machine again?’ Rosie mentioned. She hated his time alone up there. Couldn’t operate a computer herself, and was constantly reading about dating sites and the like. She was insecure, but that’s how he liked to keep his women.

‘Just checking a few things. Good shop?’

‘Daddy, I’ve got the new dress for the party on Saturday. It looks good do you want to see it?’

Of course he wanted to see it, but he wanted to see what was in it even more. He looked into her face and somehow regretted that it had to be this way. But this is how it had to be. She had brought it on herself. Pervert!

She came in a few minutes later wearing the red silk dress; it looked paper thin and clingy. Not a lot of flesh showing but there didn’t need to be, it fitted where it touched; highlighting her slim body and its curves. She hugged him. And he hugged her right back, feeling her firm young tits pressing into his body, feeling her smooth back, feeling his cock twitching. Soon, he thought.

Late that night he sat in the lair. He created a new free webmail account.  He had a lot of pics to choose from, and he chose one of his best hard-ons. A real fucking stonker; a big fat, hard cock, a real man’s cock. Nothing else, just the cock. 

He filled in her email address, with the subject header ‘Hi.’ In the body of the email he just wrote, ‘Dave says you like cock. Well, what do you think of this one?’ Clicking the ‘send’ button felt like sending that cock right into her brain. He needed to go to bed now.

That night he fucked Rosie. It was the first time for a long time. She wasn’t keen but he wouldn’t listen to any version of no. He fucked her so hard it made the bedhead rattle against the wall. Made it rattle and bang. Rosie clung onto him to try and keep it steady but he wanted it loud and fucking thudding. He wanted the bitch to know he was fucking her mother. Listen in you cunt, he thought. You’ll be next.

*

Harry woke up feeling the promise of the day pulsing around his body.  Lou was still in bed but she always checked her email before going off to work. He’d give a lot to see her face when his cock popped up to say hello.

But if she checked it, there was no reply. He checked on the site. Each of the pics he had put up had over 100 ‘views’ overnight. The thought of all those dirty bastards ogling her private pictures made him feel good. What he enjoyed was the sense of betrayal he felt. He liked the feeling of opening her up to the perverts of the world, showing them her tits and cunt; and thinking of them wanking over her. Thinking of them fantasising about fucking her, giving her a very hard time of it.

With that in mind he posted some more of the topless beach pictures. He was sitting back thinking on this when he got the email.

It simply said, ‘Who is this?’

He replied, ‘Who you think it is? An admirer.’ He then attached the picture of her with a face full of cock. See what she thinks of that!

She replied. ‘Is it Gavin?’

Gavin? Who the fuck was Gavin? Just how many fuckers had been up her? Something ached deep inside him. Something felt like it was dying. But still he continued unrelenting. ‘No it’s not fucking Gavin. Come on Gmail Hangouts. Five minutes.’

He didn’t expect her to. Thought she’d be too spooked. So when the window popped up he was taken aback. Made his cock harden though…

‘Hi’ he typed.

‘Right, so who are you?’

‘Told you, an admirer.’

‘Where did you get that pic?’

‘Where do you think? Do you like sucking cock then?’

He could picture her now staring at the screen, worried, shocked; her face a mask of uncertainty and insecurity. Good. It would get worse before it gets better he thought.

‘I could report you to the police.’

‘You could yes, and then they could all have a good look at your cock sucking skills. I don’t mean you any harm. I told you, I am an admirer.’

‘Why don’t you just tell me who you are?’

‘Why don’t you just put your webcam on and do a strip for me? I am sat here with my cock out. I need a good wank.’

She exited the chat room. Went offline.

He sat back, and flicked through the pictures he had taken over the years of Rosie. Quite a few close-up cock sucking shots. He chose one that looked like Rosie did now, like it was recent.

He attached it to an email. The mail just said ‘Like, mother, like daughter. Don’t ever leave chat again until I say you can. Otherwise I will post your pics on the internet and your fucking mothers. Now be on chat at 6.00pm tonight.

He shut-down the computer. He was rock hard. He was rock hard and raging. He needed something and Rosie was too fucking slack these days. He thought about going and finding a whore, but money was tight.

There was nothing for it. He would just have to wait. Wait and save all that pent up need for her. Soon.

Tonight.

When she came in that night just after five Louise was quiet. Looked pale, visibly upset. He looked her trim body over when she wasn’t looking. Soon he thought. Soon I will be up that. And once I have had her once, she’ll be mine for fucking life.

It was Rosie’s night for her evening class so things were rushed. He left the table early and went up to his Lair saying he wanted to get some stuff done. Louise hovered around a little, as if she wanted to say something to him. Had she realised? Did she suspect? It wouldn’t take a genius to work out those pics could have come from her laptop and he was the only one with access. And also to pics of her mother. But the moment seemed to pass. If she did suspect she wasn’t going to say anything. Not yet anyway. He was getting close now. Very close. He had the smell of young cunt in his nostrils.

In the lair he switched on, signed into Hangouts and waited.

Louise was on five minutes early. A good sign he told himself.

‘Look’ she began. ‘I won’t chat if you won’t tell me who you are?’

‘Firstly, you will find out soon enough. For now, just know I am an admirer.’

‘Where did you get that photo of my mother?’

‘Do you really want to know Louise?’

There was a pause, and then the single word ‘yes.’

‘Well, I took it. I took it while she was sucking on my cock. Whose cock were you sucking in that picture?’

No answer came back.

‘Louise’, he continued. ‘When I ask you a question, I expect an answer. If I don’t get one I will plaster your pics and your mother’s pics all over the next. Let all your friends and family see just what the pair of you are….Now, whose cock?’

‘My boyfriend’s.’

‘And his name is?’

‘Gavin.’

Gavin? Who was this fucking Gavin? Jesus Christ he wanted this bitch on the end of his cock like that.

‘That’s better Louise. Now turn your webcam on.’

‘It’s not working.’

‘Well that’s bad because unless it is on, and I mean now, those pics will be on every upload site I can find….do it.’

The cam started to load, and in a few seconds her face appeared. It was scarred with anxiety and worry. She had shed a few tears, she looked very pale. Very vulnerable. This was all he had planned for; all he had dreamed of.

‘That’s better. You’re very pretty Louise, I have watched you for some time you know. Every time I fuck my wife I imagine it’s you I am fucking. Do you like that?’

‘No… who are you?’

‘Louise, I expect you to do as I ask. If you don’t you know the consequences don’t you?’

‘Please...’ she said. Her hand went up to her face, covering her mouth. ‘Please…’

‘Take them off Louise. Take you clothes off for me. I want to see you strip.’

‘Please…’

‘Don’t waste time Louise, after all, being naked in front of strangers isn’t a problem for you is it? You seemed to quite enjoy showing what you had on that beach, prickteasing the locals.’

He could see her flinch. She shook her head. ‘I can’t, I’m sorry.’ He shoulders seemed to start to shake.’

‘Top off Louise, I need to see those tits and now.’

Her face was a picture of horror. She could scarcely believe this was happening. But her nipples were hard, why was that? Why was she doing this? She was unbuttoning her blouse and sliding it off. She started into the camera, there was something….almost defiant about her expression; something he couldn’t read.

In the lair Harry had taken his clothes off and was stoking his cock as he sat back down.

‘And the bra Louise.’

The bra followed. She sat there with her hands covering her tits. She was not overly endowed but had what Harry thought were perfect tits. Not too big, not too small. Use and ornament.

‘Nice tits Louise. Are you wet? Why don’t you check?’

Harry smiled to himself at her dilemma. Doing so would have meant exposing her tits to this anonymous pervert.

‘Well Louise, are you?’

She was licking her lips. Looking stressed. She shook her head.

‘Louise. Take the rest off and I will show myself to you. Do it now.’

Louise stood up, hands still over her tits and moved slightly off-camera. He could tell by her movement she was stripping.

Time to make his move; time to release the Beast.

He had a quick check on everything in the Lair, and padded naked down the spiral staircase and stood just outside her door.

He knocked.

Inside he heard a bang as if she had knocked something over, and a little whelp of panic. Then he turned the handle and changed his life.

Louise turned just as he stood in the doorway. Hands on his hips and semi-hard cock twitching.

The slow and spreading smile on her face would stay with him for a very long time.

He and Louise looked at each other. She was making no attempt to cover her naked body. Hands on her hips, she looked cool, even slightly stuck-up.

He was groping for words and found none. Her eyes held his, and then started to fall. And then fell all the way down his body to his twitching cock.

‘Thank fuck it’s you Daddy.’ And she edged closer, the tips of her hard nipples just brushing his chest. ‘For a few minutes I thought some fucker might really be blackmailing me.’

He stared at her, this was the first time he had heard her use that word. It was the first time he had felt her nipples poking into his chest. And it was the first time he had felt her fingers closing around his cock. He could hardly speak. He didn’t try.

He felt one hand softly cradling his balls while the other rubbed gently up and down his cock. ‘That’s really amazing.’

Here he was, naked in her room, naked.  He looked her over, her hands were locked around his waist now, and she pressing herself insistently against him.

She said nothing and just went to the bed and sat on it. Her face had a look   he couldn’t quite read. She lay back and parted her legs. She lay there looking at him, at his cock. Are you going to give me your cock then Daddy? Give me the same cock I saw mummy sucking?’

‘Do you want it’ he asked. It was in his mind to give her it whether she wanted it or not. He just wanted to fuck her, exorcise the demon, get it over with, out of his system. Feed the beast.

‘I want to be Daddy’s little girl….so if you want to give me it…….do.’

And he did.

And he did.

Not once but several times.

And she was all he had dreamed of her being. Firm golden skin, perfect tits and a cunt that held onto him like a fucking vice. He fucked her and he fucked her. She lay there giving out little whimpers and moans.

Afterwards he lay there spent. Spent and exhausted, his mind roasting with satisfaction.

‘Was she good then? Mum; sucking your cock?’

For a man whose distant and deepest fantasies had all come rolled up together at once Harry felt oddly calm. Oddly in control of himself. Suddenly he could see into the future.

‘Not bad’, he said, unable to stifle a spreading grin.

Louise positioned herself between his legs so she could suck his cock and maintain eyes contact; just as she had seen her mother in the photograph. Long slow licks on the underside, and then the head gobbled. Jesus fucking Christ…her eyes were locked on his now, and she was sucking his cock deep and dirty. Her butter-wouldn’t-melt look concealed a beast within.

They were two of a kind.

Afterwards, she lay on her back smoking. ‘So’, she began. ‘You rifled my laptop then?’

‘I found that pic on the wardrobe and couldn’t help it.’

‘I knew you would find it. It’s why I asked you to change the fucking light-bulb.’ She was smiling now.

‘It came as a shock though, seeing you thought of me as a pervert.’

‘What?’

He looked down at her. ‘The diary. I did read it. And shall I tell you something – you won’t believe it but I will tell you. Nothing sexual ever occurred to me until I first saw that pic, and read you thought of me as a pervert. I doted on you. But what was I to you. I was “the Pervert”. The Pervert. Do you know how that made me feel after all those years, that I was in your diary as the pervert and accused of staring at your tits.’

She was shaking her head, shaking it hard. ‘No, no’, she was mouthing. ‘No. no. The pervert was Mr Harris from school. He was always staring. All the girls called him the Pervert. And he was. Ask them, he was the Pervert.’

Her head dropped and she stared to sob. ‘Read last year’s diary. It’s in there about the pervert, that wasn’t you.’

‘Come on, it said in the diary, “Me and Dave fucked while mum and P were downstairs”. Mr fucking Harris has never been to the fucking house has he?’

She looked up at him with a tear streaked face.

‘But P wasn’t for pervert. I had only just started calling you P; P for shorthand. But it didn’t stand for Pervert….Don’t you remember that day with those boys??

‘ P stood for Protector.’

*

…and that really is the story of Harry Stenton. Shortly after that Harry gave mum a choice either she could leave, or move into my room. Either way I moved into the main bed. I am now, of course, Lady of the House.

She had nowhere to go did she? So she swallowed her pride and stayed. She earns her keep in cooking and cleaning. And of course if I need cigarettes or alcohol I send the old bag out. And if ever she needs a slap, Harry sorts it. I just have to say the word. She knows it.

Of course, Harry and I fuck a lot. We always do it loudly, making sure the headboard bangs. He is such a twat like that, but I do like that in a person.

Harry is my own personal protector; my own personal bastard-on-tap.

My own Pervert in fact…

The End
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