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Andy Mellor had spent his morning in a haze of utter disbelief and anger – impotent anger – at his wife’s treatment of him the night before. Until, unable to be alone with thoughts that refused to go anywhere but in circles, he decided to get out of their Beckenham South-London house and take a walk to the nearby municipal park and golf-course. Hoping the change of scenery might provide him a solution.  

Not just to the dire nature of his own personal circumstances but to the ticking-bomb a once loving wife had set to countdown.

Still in tee-shirt and jogging bottoms, despite it being lunchtime, he’d slipped into some trainers and set out; before realising, some two hours later, that any suggestion likely to allow him to de-fuse that ticking-bomb remained stubbornly absent. His efforts to persuade himself his wife hadn’t meant her ultimatum of the night before meeting a similar fate. There was no doubt in his mind that she had meant every word she had said.

And, though he could have had no way of knowing it at that point, more solid confirmation would be waiting for him when he stepped back into the home he had signed over to his wife as a protective measure when the disaster of Brexit made it plain he would soon be looking at receivership and bankruptcy.

Confirmation that came from the unexpected and even more unwanted visitor waiting for him in his kitchen.

Elmira.

A close friend of his wife’s.

And a woman of Anglo/Arab descent he despised, despite the blatant non-mainstream eroticism he couldn’t deny she possessed that failed to make him any more receptive to a woman he had always found shallow, venal, and dangerous.

“How did you get in here?” he asked, expression reflecting his displeasure.

If the woman was concerned no sign of was visible on her face or in her posture as she perched on a stool by the breakfast bar, long hosed legs crossed one over the other as she dangled a heel from a swinging foot and sipped at the coffee she’d made for helped herself.

“I let myself in,” she told him, looking, if anything, amused by his irritation at finding her in his kitchen.

“What do you mean: you let yourself in? How did...?”

“Mandy must have forgotten – or not bothered - to tell you?” she commented by way of an answer, staring at him with what he would describe to himself later the kind of anticipation possessed of a curious schoolgirl during a biology less and her first inspection of a helpless rodent.

“Tell me what?” he asked, unable, despite his dislike of her, to prevent himself snatching glances at the undeniably womanly and conical shaped breasts testing the confines of a short figure hugging leather skirt that seemed more suitable for a fetish-club than a social visit.

And especially a visit of the unwanted variety.

She held up some keys on a ring and jangled them before his eyes as if taunting him:

“Mandy gave me them yesterday,” she informed him.

“Why the shit would she do that?” he asked, her provocative and mocking half-smile provoking an anger already close to expressing itself more freely with the divorced bitch in her mid-thirties who was some eight-years his junior.

A divorced bitch who, for all her more obvious bodily endowments was nowhere close to being a looker when it came to the summit beyond her neck.

Sure, her Junoesque figure, legs and chest were right up there with those of the horniest women around. But shallow appreciation – at least for him – was where it ended. And the final storey of the edifice, with its curving nose that put one in mind of a cruel Vizier from some antediluvian Sinbad-movie, possessed nothing likely to make him rethink his dislike of her.

Her slitted and crafty looking eyes along with the hooked nose giving her the look of a hungry bird-of-prey ensuring the body below had much in the way of heavy-lifting to do when it came to any relationship with the opposite sex not based upon lust. 

“You’ve never liked me, have you?” she asked by way of an answer to my question regarding Mandy’s motivation, expression telling him she was already sure of what would be his confirmation as she took another untroubled sip of her latte, before running a hand through the raven-black and shoulder-length hair to push it back from an unlined forehead still a few years from its inevitable first-contact with the dread Botox. 

“Why bother asking?” he said with a snort. “And even if I did I’d still want to know why you have a key to my house.” 

“And I just told you,” she reminded me, “Mandy gave me it.”

Her already slitty eyes seemed to narrow even more and added a look of even greater sadism to features Andy Mellor found so unappealing.

His dislike of her intensified by her next comment:

“Besides,” she said with a slight smirk, “it isn’t your ‘House’ any longer. Is it?”

What with Mandy’s behaviour of the night before, the woman’s knowledge of what he’d believed private between his wife and himself made him feel queasy.

Surely Mandy wouldn’t have confided private and intimate details of our life together with this carrion-featured specimen!

“That is right, Andy,” she confirmed his misgivings. “I know all about your failings as a husband, a businessman, and a man. Who else would your lovely wife confide in other than her closest friend?”

“But...”

She spoke over him:

“In fact,” she said, uncrossing her legs and swivelling on her stool to face him, “instead of being rude and petulant to me you should be giving thanks.”

He couldn’t help himself:

“What the fuck would I thank you for?”

“Hmm, let’s see,” the Anglo/Lebanese woman pretended to think.

Then, as if a light had been switched on:

“How about persuading Mandy to keep a roof above your head?”

“What are you talking about?” he asked, suddenly more anxious than angry.

“Do I need to spell it out for you?” she asked. “I mean, even someone as dim as you must see how unsatisfied she is.”

Caught between a caustic response and the truth of the woman’s statement, Any became reflective instead as his wife’s words from that very morning came back to him, this as she prepared herself in readiness to take the train into London and for the office-manager position that, effectively, made her their breadwinner...
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“...Andy?” she said, as he slipped into a tee-shirt and comfortable jogging-bottoms and flicked a glance her way. “Have you ever asked yourself if I masturbate?”

“If you what?” he asked, unsure if he’d heard her correctly.

“Masturbated,” she repeated. “You know? Slipping some fingers inside my dripping pussy and diddling myself to the image of a real man with a real cock until I pleased myself?”

“Why on bloody earth would you ask that?” he snapped, the ‘Real man’ jibe yet to fully register with him.

“Just wanted to assure you that I’m perfectly capable of taking care of my sexual needs. Since you’ve been falling short.”

His jaw dropped:

“F-Falling short?”

“In all ways, I’m afraid,” she nodded. “And for some time now."

Stunned into immobility and silence he simply stared at her.

“Oooh, is that a little stiffy I see trying to pretend it’s a big-boy’s cock beneath your bottoms?” she smirked, sliding on sheer navy pantyhose as she caught him ogling the shapely toned legs that had first drawn him to her back in the day.

Again he was unable to respond, mouth attempting to catch passing Bluebottles as he tried to come to terms with her teasing of him.

“Don’t get all tongue-tied now,” she chided him. “It’s not as if I don’t know what turns you on the last eleven years.”

Hurt by the level of her disrespect towards him that had become increasingly more marked since the extra costs of exporting to the European market incurred by the Brexit self-harm had sent his business under, he watched as she stood to check herself out and wondered what was going on with a woman who’d once been nothing but loving towards him.

“My bad luck, I suppose, that you haven’t a clue about what does it for me.”

This last jibe at him at least unlocking his vocal chords:

“Okay, Mandy. Enough,” he warned. “The business going under was none of my doing and you know it. And at least I had the foresight to quit-claim the house to you when I saw the writing on the wall. So give it a rest. We wouldn’t be living here now if I hadn’t done it. If you’re pissed off about me not finding a job then...”

“Whether you bring money
























[image: ]













d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
B DarLing

A FEMALE-LED FICTION

!l&





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image002.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/image003.jpg





d2d_images/scene_break.png





