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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

Cunt Quotient: 11

Fuck Factor: 27

Cock Contingent: 19
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 Chapter 21 - Nicey-Nicey

Gemma checked the map
on her phone one more time.

Yes, this was
definitely the place.

It didn’t look
very promising. A dumpster-lined alleyway between two brick
workshop buildings, leading to a chain-link fence and then a
portakabin at the back of an oil-slicked and pot-holed yard out the
back. She had to step carefully to avoid tripping on something in
the dark, or squelching into something horrible.

She’d found it
listed on an auction website. It was definitely her laptop. The
fuckers hadn’t even bothered to remove the sticker from the lid.
The laughing cartoon chemist going “He He He.”

The police
hadn’t seemed like they were interested in doing anything about it,
so here she was, a handful of cash in her jacket pocket, the last
of her bank balance. She’d have to manage on noodles for the rest
of the term.

Worse, she
wouldn’t be able to afford to go see Gus and Lorena. That
hurt. The noodles she could cope with, but that…

She’d had to
cancel visiting them to come here tonight. She’d spoken to Lorena,
who had sensed something wrong, tried to coax it out of her, but
for some reason Gemma couldn’t open up about it, about the loss of
her coursework, about this attempt to retrieve it.

She’d made
poor excuses, which Lorena had seen through in an instant, and the
thought that she’d hurt her friend, the woman she wondered if she
was starting to fall in love with, was almost worse than the
thought of losing six months of work on her laptop.

She felt
wretched about it, but it couldn’t be helped.

Gemma steeled
herself, and knocked on the door of the portakabin.

It swung
outwards towards her, the spill of light framing a middle-aged man,
rail-thin, rat-like, with pocked skin, the reek of cheap
cigarettes.

“What?” he
demanded, curtly.

“I’m here
about the laptop?” Gemma replied.

“Right.”

He stood back
to let her in.

Inside, the
portakabin was the untidiest thing Gemma had ever seen. It was
stacked floor to ceiling with racking, shelf upon shelf of cameras
and TVs and games consoles. All were unboxed, most looked like
they’d seen better days.

The place
stank of stale sweat, damp, and… she sniffed… uncleaned
toilets.

At the far end
of the room was a desk, piled with DVD cases. Behind the desk,
warming his hands on an electric heater, was the fattest man Gemma
had ever seen.

He looked up
at her.

“Here for the
laptop,” called Ratman from behind her, shutting the door.

Gemma took out
her phone and read off the auction listing.

“Oh yeah,”
said Fatman. “Two hundred quid, wasn’t it?”

“A hundred,”
she replied quickly, holding up her phone to show him the
listing.

“Ah, yeah,
right,” he admitted, reluctantly.

Gemma’s phone
chirped. She glanced at it. A text from Lorena.

Gus and I are worried
about you. We’re coming to see you. We won’t take no for an
answer.

Gemma pocketed
the phone.

They won’t
find me here.

She’d need to
get back to her flat before Lorena and Gus got there.

Fatman reached
behind himself. While he was rummaging, Gemma straightened the DVD
boxes, aligning their spines neatly. Then he turned back, sweeping
a clear space on the desk with one arm. The DVDs teetered, all
askew again. Gemma winced.

Fatman plonked
a laptop onto the space he had cleared on the desk.

Relief. It was
definitely hers.

She stepped
forward, opened the lid and hit the power button.

“Is there a
power supply for it?” she asked.

“Just what you
see.”

She’d known
that. They’d left the power supply behind when they’d stolen it.
She was just passing the time in small-talk while it booted.

Now here was
the log-in screen….

No, that
wasn’t right at all. She looked up at Fatman.

“Has this been
wiped?”

“How do you
mean?”

“Where’s all
the files that were on it?”

“There aren’t
any files…” he trailed off.

“Is this
your laptop?” said Ratman. He had suddenly materialised just
behind her.

She decided to
brazen it out.

“Yes it is,
and I’m taking it. Where’s my files?” She went to scoop it up, but
Fatman’s hand swept down, closing the lid and pinning the laptop to
the desk.

“No, you’re
not taking it,” he said, “But you can buy it if you like.”

“And what if I
go to the police?” she cried, hotly.

Ratman was
suddenly looming over her.

“And that’ll
get you your files back, will it?”

“Have- have
you still got them?”

“Maybe,” said
Fatman, reaching into a drawer. He dropped a small metal oblong on
the desk, about the size of a cigarette packet, but thinner. A hard
disk.

“I couldn’t
get into it, so I just stuck another disk in. Was going to bin this
one. So what’s it worth to you?”

“Worth?” Gemma
replied, angrily reaching for it, “It’s mine!”

Fatman slapped
a palm down over the disk.

“But
I’m holding it,” he replied placidly, “So what’s it
worth?”

“I-I’ve only
got the hundred we agreed.”

“But it’s
worth more to you than that, isn’t it? All those files? Maybe your
holiday bikini shots? Videos of you playing with those toys you
keep in your drawer?” He leered unpleasantly at that. “What’s all
that worth?”

“I haven’t got
any more!” she cried, “That’s all I’ve got!”

Fatman stared
at her.

“I’ve got
another twenty,” Gemma said at last, “That’s it.”

Fatman said
nothing.

My watch?”
Gemma said, “Or my necklace? It’s worth a bit…”

“No, that’s
not nearly enough,” said Fatman, and leaned back in his chair.

He sighed.

“Look, you’re
a pretty girl, maybe we can come to some arrangement.”

“I don’t
understa-“ she started. Then stopped.

Oh.

That.

“Yeah,” said
Ratman behind her. She could feel his eyes on her body. “How about
using the ol’ hairy cheque book?”

She stared at
him, open-mouthed.

“Yeah, nice
big deposit,” he leered, his breath stinking of cigarettes and gin
and bad teeth.

“So here’s the
deal, love,” said Fatman, “There’s a mattress in the cabin out the
back o’ here, we can go over there and you can put out for us, all
nicey-nicey, and then you can have your laptop. I’ll even give you
your cab fare home. You’re gonna need it, because you won’t be able
to walk straight after we’re done with you.”

Gemma turned
to leave.

Ratman was
right there, blocking her way.

She backed
away, recoiling from the stench and the leer of him.

The backs of
her legs bumped against the desk, and suddenly Fatman’s hands were
on her shoulders, pulling her back across the desktop. Her legs
came up and Ratman caught them, lifting her by the ankles.

Fatman was
pinning her shoulders down on the desk, his arms keeping her from
batting at him or covering herself, from protecting herself.

And there was
Ratman, stepping between her legs, her skirt was riding up, and his
hand was reaching for her.

The portakabin
door crashed open.

Ratman
half-turned, and suddenly there was Gus, a thunderous expression on
his face, like the fury of the gods, grabbing Ratman and heaving
him bodily off Gemma’s helpless form.

Ratman smashed
headlong into a shelf unit, and the piles of cameras and DVD
players and games consoles and mobile phones cascaded down on him
in an avalanche, followed by the shelf unit itself.

The hands
holding Gemma down were suddenly gone, and she rolled quickly to
one side as Gus leaped over the desk and pinned Fatman in his seat.
A knife went skittering away from Fatman’s nerveless hand as Gus
twisted his arm and applied pressure.

Now came
Lorena, stepping daintily over Ratman and his pile of debris.

She helped
Gemma up, hugged her tightly, then set about straightening her
knickers and rearranging her skirt, as if she were a little girl
who needed help dressing.

Then she
picked up a screwdriver and set about Gemma’s laptop.

Within
minutes, the old hard disk was back in and Gemma was checking her
files.

They were all
there.

The rest was a
haze of adrenaline and aftershock.

Gus
straightened up, and released Fatman from his arm lock. He scooped
up the laptop and stepped over Ratman on his way to the door. Gemma
followed.

Fatman stood
up.

“You stupid
fucker,” he growled. And he looked at Gemma, “We know how to find
you.”

Lorena was in
between them, still standing at the desk. She laughed cheerily.

“Come and see
us, then. We’ll put the kettle on.”

And, with
that, she laid Fatman out with a swift left cross.

It happened
too quickly to follow. One moment, Lorena was smiling sweetly, then
there was a blur of movement, and Fatman’s eyes were rolling up
into his head and he was slumping in his chair. And Lorena was
still smiling sweetly.

She turned to
Gemma.

“We
know how to find you too,” she said, and started towards the
door.

As she stepped
over Ratman, Lorena seemed to stumble, landing heavily on one foot.
Her heel sank deep into the avalanche of stolen appliances. From
somewhere in among them, Ratman groaned in pain.

“Oh, so
sorry,” Lorena muttered, “Didn’t see you there…”


 Chapter 22 - Tramping

They were out in the
cold night air, tramping back across the pot-holed yard.

Lorena was
talking happily. Some speech about striking down with great
vengeance and furious anger, her arms waving animatedly to
punctuate her point, but Gemma couldn’t take it in. The blood was
rushing in her ears.

Her hands were
shaking.

She got as far
as the alleyway between the workshops.

“Stop.
Stop!”

Without
waiting for a reaction, she grabbed Gus by the shoulder, and turned
him to face her. She wrenched the laptop from his hands and thrust
it towards Lorena.

“Here, hold
this.”

And then she
was tearing at Gus’s clothes, ripping open his jeans to get at what
was in there. Finding and tugging it free and using it to pull him
to the wall between the dumpsters. Dragging her knickers to one
side and guiding him in.

He’d got the
idea by that point, and he lifted her bodily from the ground, her
legs wrapping around his waist, hands around his neck, and he was
sliding, sliding all the way up her.

“You’d better
be quick, guys,” Lorena muttered, pocketing her phone as she stood
at the mouth of the alleyway and scanned the road, “the police are
on their way.”

And there they
fucked, with Lorena keeping watch, in the dark, dirty alleyway
between the dumpsters, pressed up against the rough brickwork as he
pumped all the fears from her and the adrenaline peaked again
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