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Reader
Advisory

This is a work of
erotic fiction, and a very rude one at that. Intended exclusively
for an adult audience, it graphically depicts scenes of a highly
sexual nature, and may include some dark moments or themes. It is
not intended as a guide to healthy or even realistic sexual
practices. If you do decide to delve in, I hope you enjoy this
story, and I'll see you at the other end.
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Cuntent Advisory
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Fuck Factor: 14
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 Chapter 1 - A Pressing Need

June

Gemma sighed and put
down her pen.

Music was
pounding through the floor of her bedroom, up her legs and thudding
around her head. She couldn’t concentrate on her chemistry
revision.

She could hear
the song lyrics clearly, such as they were. Some gentleman appeared
to be boasting repeatedly to some lady that he was going to
“destroy her good,” and that, moreover, she was going to “love it,
love it, love it.”

She
absent-mindedly lined her pen up to sit parallel with the base of
her desk lamp while she considered his argument.

Assuming Gemma
accepted his claim that the lady in question would love being
“destroyed good,” and therefore the transaction was one they would
presumably both welcome, what she couldn’t fathom was why the
gentleman sounded so angry about it.

She lifted her
glasses and rubbed eyes sore from concentrating.

This was
driving her mad.

And she really
needed to pee.

Going to the
toilet meant navigating an upstairs landing full of drunk
party-goers, all of them Gary’s "friends" or friends of Gary’s
friends. They’d call out to her, as they always did, taunting and
cat-calling at Gary’s geeky sister. The one who was too
high-and-mighty for them, who went to a private school because she
was too good to slum it with their kind.

Their comments
usually veered towards the rude.

One time,
she’d overheard one of Gary’s friends offering to “sort her out,
mate.” He would, he promised, “fuck the smarm out of her until
she’s begging for it like a little slut.”

Oh sure. He’d
destroy me good, no doubt.

“Nice tits,
though,” the friend had grudgingly acknowledged, “And arse. But I’d
put it in that stuck-up little mouth first…”

“Mate! That’s
my sister you’re talking about!” her brother had protested. And
then, after a pause, “Knowing her, she’d probably bite it off. And
then put it in a drawer with a little label on.”

Huh. I might,
at that.

"Nah, mate.
Private school girls are all horny as fuck. Can't wait for it."

"Not Gemma.
She's weird...”

That was the
sort of thing she had to put up with.

So leaving her
room was the last thing Gemma wanted to do at this moment.

Well,
the second-to-last thing. She had to go right now, or she’d have an
accident. She’d put it off, and put it off, and now her kidneys
were aching.

She bit her
lip, nervously. She’d have to chance it.

Her bedroom
door had a lock, which she’d insisted on having fitted when Gary
had started having his “friends” round. Too many giggling and
fumbling couples bursting in on her (“oh sorry, we didn’t realise
there was anybody in here…”) or other embarrassments, like that
time they’d interrupted her mid-yoga pose, stumbled noisily out,
then all crowded back in to ask her to do it again.

Or, that one
occasion, when a drunken idiot had tried to climb into bed with her
and stick his boozy tongue in her mouth, thankfully falling fast
asleep on her chest before he’d got anywhere.

It had taken
an hour to persuade Gary to move him, with her standing there in
her nightie and dressing gown, and Gary’s friends making lewd
comments about what she and the comatose drunk idiot might have
been getting up to. Or, worse, how terrible a lover she must’ve
been to have sent him to sleep.

That
had really annoyed her, in a way she couldn’t quite articulate. It
was like…

It wasn’t as
if she was looking for sex, and definitely not the
drunken-stranger-falling-asleep-on-her-in-her-bed kind of sex, but
she knew at some point she would presumably start… doing it…
and she…

Well, here was
the thing. She took pride in everything she did. If you’re going
to do something, do it properly. See it all the way through. Do it
right. She always made sure she learned how to do things
properly. So if she ever did do sex, at some distant future
point, she would jolly well make sure that she was bloody good at
it.

That was it,
wasn’t it? She’d rather be thought a slut than be thought a
bad slut.

Gemma turned
the key quietly, and opened her door a fraction.

The landing
was brightly-lit, and from her vantage point she could see all the
way to the family bathroom on the other side. Thankfully, there was
nobody in her way. It sounded like the nearest people were gathered
on the stairs. She could hear their voices echoing up the
stairwell. At least she wouldn’t need to navigate her way past
them.

She stepped
out of her room, quickly locked it behind herself, and dropped the
key into the pocket of her blazer. Then she darted across the
landing, wrenched open the bathroom door, and tumbled through.

Squeaked.
Tumbled back out again.

There’d been a
boy standing in the bath.

Trousers round
his ankles.

A girl
squatting in front of him, doing… doing something unmentionable to
him.

His
face had been slack, his eyes closed. Her face had been
hidden behind her hair, turned away, absorbed in her task.

Neither had
taken the slightest notice of Gemma walking in on them.

She stood on
the landing, jiggling from foot to foot, pressing her knees
together against her urgent need.

What now?

She glanced
towards the closed door of her parents’ room. That was the nearest
alternative. There was an en-suite bathroom in there. But there was
laughter coming from behind the door. Also rhythmic squeaking, like
bed-springs.

No way was she
going in there.

Downstairs
toilet then.

That meant
going past the group on the stairs.

They were a
trio, lounging on the steps and sharing what looked and smelled
like a spliff. Thankfully, they were absorbed enough in their task
that she was able to pick her way past them without incident. One
of them casually flicked ash onto the stair carpet. Gemma
suppressed the urge to sweep it up.

Her parents
would go spare when they got back tomorrow. They hated mess almost
as much as she did, and they detested smoking.

Well, that was
Gary’s problem.

Gemma reached
the foot of the stairs. She was in the entrance hall, by the front
door. It was an open area, parquet-floored, which narrowed into a
passageway leading to the rooms at the back of the house.

Glancing that
way, she could see a large group of party-goers clustered in the
open doorway of the lounge. That was where the loud music was
coming from. Shouted conversations. A crash, an ironic cheer at
someone clumsy.

Boy, were her
parents going to be mad.

Serve Gary
right.

The downstairs
toilet was by the front door. Gemma scooted across to it and
reached for the handle, fearing what she might find inside.

Thank
god, it was unoccupied.

She shut the
door behind her, slammed the bolt across.

Right. Get
this done.

Knickers down,
onto the seat. Squirming, slightly uncomfortable at the warmth of
somebody who’d clearly been there moments before her.

Blessed relief
splashed into the pan.

It was only
two days to Gemma’s final chemistry exam. Then, assuming she did
well, which she would, university. Student accommodation. Freedom
from… from this.

From Gary’s
parties. From his slovenliness. From his general indifference to
her need to study. From the bad behaviour that filled the rooms and
hallways of the house she had to share with him. From the leers and
cat-calls and suggestive comments.

It wasn’t that
Gemma didn’t like parties, it was just that Gary’s parties
were not really the sort that interested her. More alcoholic stupor
and drunken fumbling than coffee and cake and crisps and
intelligent conversation.

She caught
sight of her face in the wall mirror.

Mousey-brown
hair in a neat bob, scooped behind her elfin ears with a hair band
to keep it tidy. Dark eyes. Button nose. A determined set to her
jaw, pressing her lips together, keeping a tight rein on her
annoyance.

Am I
weird?

No, she tried
to reassure herself. She was just… different to her brother and his
friends.

Well, she was
eighteen now, she was going to ace her exams, she was going to
university and then… flip the lot of them, her brother and
all his friends. She shivered at almost thinking a bad word.

Then she
whispered it aloud.

“Fuck
them.”

Forcefully,
just like that.

It made her
feel better.


Absent-mindedly, she re-spooled the toilet roll the right way
round.

As she sat for
a few moments more, to gather her thoughts, her mind wandered back
to the couple she’d encountered in the bathroom. She tried to think
of something else, something nice, but her thoughts kept
treacherously returning to them. Why couldn’t she control her
thoughts? She could always control her thoughts.

It wasn’t the
dirtiness of it that held her horrified fascination, and it wasn’t
the fact of seeing it all, right there, right in front of her. In
truth, she hadn’t really seen that much. The crux of the
thing they were doing had mainly been hidden behind the girl’s
hair. It wouldn’t have offended Gemma to have seen maybe a
little bit more.

No, it was the
way they were so absorbed in what they were doing that they hadn’t
even noticed her bursting in on them like that. How could a person
be so wrapped up in what they were doing that they became
completely unaware of what was going on around them?

Or perhaps
they did realise she was there, but were so wrapped up in what they
were doing that they just didn’t care?

Either way,
she couldn’t understand it.

No,
Gemma realised with a start, that wasn’t what was making her think
about the couple in the bathroom either. Making her mind run the
event over and over.

It was the
girl.

She’d been
doing something that a girl couldn’t possibly enjoy. Moreover, it
was something dirty, degrading, depraved. And yet, Gemma was
sure, absolutely convinced, that the girl had been loving every
second of it just as much as the boy she was pleasuring.

Was completely
lost in it.

It was the
sound she was making. Gemma could remember it clearly, would never
forget it.

It was a
fervent, concentrated little moan, wet and crowded, squeezed from
her mouth every time she bobbed her head down on his… on his
thingy…

mmff, mmff,
mmff

Just like
that.

Gemma had to
get back to her bedroom before anyone saw her. Just… shut her door
and lock it on all this depravity.

Finished, she
stood and wiped, then pulled up her knickers. Washed her hands. Set
the soap back in the dish correctly. Straightened the towel.

Okay, out of
the door, straight up the stairs and back to safety.

Gemma slipped
the bolt back quietly, took a breath, and opened the door.

The coast was
clear.

She was
halfway to the stairs when it happened.
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