
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Righteous Damage

By Nico James Vesper


Righteous Damage: Obsession, Seduction, Control
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Prologue
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It was never just about love. It was obsession and revenge.

She kissed him once, the kind of kiss you remember, and the kind that rearranges something soft and secret inside you. A kiss made of teeth and velvet. A warning, not a welcome.

He said her name like it meant salvation. She let him believe it.

There were candles, not for light, but for the illusion of warmth. The room was bare. The truth was dressed in perfume and pause. Lies floated between them like silk scarves in still air.

She never told him what it meant.

Later, much later, the smell of scorched air clung to her skin. Maybe it was memory. Maybe it was just him. She walked barefoot across unfamiliar ground, her lips still shaped like the last thing he said.

She didn’t look back.

There was nothing to see, or too much.

Somewhere, far from where the heat had been, she pressed a fingertip to the lip of a wine glass, slow and lingering, like a final punctuation mark. The night tasted of afterglow and unfinished things.

Still haunted. Still standing. Love, L.
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Chapter 1: The Invitation 
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Josh Atkinson sat in the corner of the tasteful but sparsely decorated living room, his wheelchair angled just so he could get a good view of the abstract art that he loved but to his friends would have said it looked like a toddler had gone rogue with a crayon set. Across from him, perched like some dangerously poised feline on the edge of a cream leather couch, was Lorna Romanetti.

Lorna. That was a name that already had a curve to it. And Lorna herself was all curves and sharp lines, a contradiction in tight leather trousers and a black turtleneck that clung to her like a second skin. Her long, pale-blonde hair looked like it had just been shaken out for effect, though knowing her superficially for all of five weeks, Josh suspected she never tried too hard to impress anyone.

Not that she needed to. The effect was already working overtime on Josh’s libido.

“So,” she said, cradling her coffee cup like a sarcastic priestess, “on a scale of one to gouge-my-own-eyes-out, how much are you loving this course so far?”

Josh gave her a dry look. “Somewhere between root canal surgery and a surprise colonoscopy.”

Lorna snorted, a real laugh, not one of those fake, polished chuckles. “That bad, huh?”

“I live for Tuesdays now. Nothing like being patronised by a woman who reads from PowerPoint slides like they’re Shakespeare and a man whose idea of therapy is resting his hand on your thigh.”

Lorna let out a laugh that turned into a choke. “Oh my God, Geoff! Did you see him during that role-play today?”

Josh raised an eyebrow. “You mean when he was demonstrating ‘empathetic posture’ by slowly leaning in like Nosferatu?”

“Yes! I thought he was going to lick Kelly’s face.”

“She probably thought he was going to propose. The way she fluttered her lashes... honestly, she looked like she was auditioning for The Bachelor: Creepy Edition.”

Lorna grinned wickedly. “Kelly’s whole vibe is ‘trauma but make it sexy.’ I swear she only enrolled because she wants to be told she’s brave every week.”

Josh nodded, sipping his coffee slowly. “It’s a counselling course. Not group therapy. You’d think at least one person would be there to learn actual skills.”

“I know!” Lorna said, shifting so her hips angled a little more towards him. “Half of them treat it like some sort of spiritual pilgrimage. Especially Eshana, Saint Eshana of the Sanctimonious Clipboard.”

Josh laughed hard enough that he almost spilled his drink. “Oh God, Eshana. Do you think she cries every time she sees a daffodil or is that just my imagination?”

“No, she definitely does. And probably thinks it’s a sign from the universe that Geoff is her twin flame.”

Josh shuddered dramatically. “Don’t. That’s an image I’ll need years of therapy to erase.”

Lorna giggled, leaning back on the couch with her mug nestled between both hands. “What about you, Josh? Why’d you sign up for this circus?”

“Honestly?” he shrugged, shoulders rolling loosely. “Work made me go. 'Professional development.' And I thought, you know, maybe I’d learn how to be slightly less terrible at emotional conversations.”

Lorna smirked. “Well, you’re already ahead of most of them. You haven’t cried once or tried to process your childhood in a breakout session.”

“Give it time. Week six is apparently when Eshana breaks everyone down like some sort of psychological marine drill sergeant.”

“That’s when she pulls out the dreaded ‘trauma triangles.’” Lorna put on a mock-ominous voice. “No one escapes the triangle.”

Josh grinned, eyes flicking over her face. Her lips were a little too full for someone so sharp-tongued. Her wit was lethal. He liked that. Probably too much.

“And what about you?” he asked. “You don’t seem like the introspective, hug-circle type.”

She rolled her eyes. “Definitely not. HR pushed me onto it. Said I had ‘interpersonal blind spots.’”

He let out a bark of laughter. “You? Really?”

“Apparently being honest is now considered emotionally aggressive. Who knew?”

“I like that you say what you’re thinking. It’s refreshing.” His voice was softer now, a little more honest than before.

Lorna held his gaze for a beat longer than usual, then looked down at her coffee. “Thanks,” she said. “Same goes for you. Most people get weird around me when they find out I’m married.”

Josh blinked. “Should I?”

Lorna looked up with a sly smile. “Depends. Are you planning on hitting on me?”

Josh gave her a slow grin. “Would it help if I said no?”

She laughed again, the sound crackling between them like static. “Touché.”

There was a silence after that. not awkward, just crackling with possibility. Josh’s mind raced ahead, wondering what this was, exactly. Why she’d invited him here. Why the hell she’d smiled at him in class in the first place. Married or not, she didn’t seem particularly unavailable. Not emotionally, anyway.

“So,” she said, breaking the tension with her usual acid. “What do you think Geoff did before this? Other than violating personal space as a lifestyle?”

“Hmm.” Josh stroked his chin theatrically. “I’d say... ex-car salesman. Or a failed actor who once had a walk-on role in The Bill.”

“Oh my God, yes. He has ‘I used to have an agent’ energy.”

They were both laughing again now, full-throated and teary-eyed.

“And Eshana?” he added. “What’s her origin story?”

Lorna narrowed her eyes, thinking. “Definitely the kid who brought herbal tea to school. Probably got really into dream interpretation. Once tried ayahuasca in a yurt and saw a vision of a therapy centre with her name on it.”

Josh raised his mug. “To Eshana, High Priestess of Pseudoscience.”

“To Geoff, Duke of Inappropriate Eye Contact,” Lorna replied, clinking her ceramic cup gently against his.

They sipped, grinning like co-conspirators.

After a while, Josh leaned back, feeling strangely warm. It wasn’t the coffee. It was her. The vibe, the spark, the easy way they bounced off each other. And God, she was attractive physically, sure, but more than that. She was present. She saw him. Not the chair, not the CP. Just... him.

“Hey,” he said, a little hesitant now, “uh, where’s the toilet?”

Lorna smiled. “Upstairs, first door on the left. Mind the step.”

He nodded, feeling the heat in his chest move a little southward.

“Got it.”

As he turned toward the hall, her voice followed him, teasing, amused. “Try not to fall in. I don’t want to explain that to Eshana.”

He shot her a mock salute. “Tell her it was a spiritual cleansing. She’ll love that.”

And with that, he rolled away, heart beating a little too fast.

Josh was halfway down the hallway, wheels gliding smoothly over the laminate flooring, when he stopped short in front of the stairs.

Stairs. Of course.

He stared at them like they’d suddenly sprung from the ground just to mess with him. Before he could even pivot to retreat, Lorna’s voice called from the living room.

“Oh, hell I forgot it’s upstairs! You okay with that?”

“Yeah, yeah,” Josh called back automatically, already sizing up the banister like it was an opponent in a sparring match. “I can manage.”

He could, in theory. It wasn’t the stairs that were the problem. It was what came after.

He made it to the landing with slow determination, his legs shaky but functional, relying on muscle memory and stubborn pride. He edged toward the door Lorna had meant, the one with a retro floral pattern hanging slightly askew on its handle, and that’s when the reality hit him.

Right. His jeans.

He’d gotten so caught up in the heat of her laugh, the slow curl of her smile, the way she’d looked at him, looked into him, that he’d forgotten one vital detail. His hands weren’t great with small things. Zippers and buttons might as well be Rubik’s cubes some days. Chastising himself he murmured, “Why didn’t you think of this earlier dickhead?!”

“Uh, Lorna?” he called out, trying to keep his tone light but feeling his face flush. “Sorry, I hope it doesn’t sound pervy but I do need some help with my jeans because...”

“On my way,” she interrupted before he could finish.

Her voice echoed up the stairs, calm, decisive. No awkwardness. No hesitation. Just action.

A moment later, she was there, appearing at the top of the stairs like a vision in those same tight leather trousers, her nails red and gleaming like candy apple paint. She didn’t say anything at first, just came close, knelt with feline grace in front of him, and looked up with an eyebrow raised.

“Just need them unfastened, yeah?”

Josh nodded, a little sheepishly. “Yeah. Just the button and zip, that’s all.” His mild cerebral palsy meant he lacked manual dexterity at times.

Lorna worked quickly, fingers nimble. The button popped open. The zip came down with a soft sound that echoed far louder than it should have in the small bathroom. Josh couldn’t help it, his body reacted. Her touch was efficient, but the nearness of her, the scent of whatever perfume she wore, woodsy, sensual mixed with the heat of the moment... it all went straight to his groin.

As the hardness of his cock stirred beneath his boxers, she looked up, catching his expression. Her lips curled into a wicked smile.

“I’ll be outside if you need me,” she said, voice rich with amusement and something else, something darker, more charged.

He let out a breath he hadn’t realised he’d been holding. “Thanks.”

“Oh,” she added, pausing at the door and glancing over her shoulder. “In a minute, I’ll show you a picture of that motorcycle I sometimes come to class on. You’ve never seen it, right?”

He shook his head, trying not to let his voice crack. “Nope.”

“Then you’re in for a treat.”

She vanished before he could respond, leaving behind the scent of something electric in the air.

After finishing up, Josh returned to the hallway, adjusting his waistband and hoping his face wasn’t as red as it felt. Lorna was waiting just outside the bathroom, phone already in hand.

“Here,” she said, holding the screen out to him. “This is my baby.”

The photo was striking sleek black and chrome, gleaming in the sun like a predator waiting to pounce. The lines were sharp, muscular, pure attitude on two wheels.

Josh raised his eyebrows. “Damn. That’s yours?”

“Yep,” she said proudly. “Custom seat, low bars, tuned engine. She sounds like thunder and handles like a dream between... my legs.” A knowing smile broke out on her face as she delivered the final two words slowly and deliberately.

Josh whistled. “I did not have ‘motorcycle goddess’ on my Lorna bingo card.”

She smirked. “There’s a lot about me you haven’t guessed yet.”

Before he could reply, she turned toward a door down the hall.

“There are more in here,” she said offhandedly, disappearing into what must have been the bedroom.

Josh hesitated for a beat. Then he followed.

The room was dim and cozy. Lorna’s scent hung in the air here, even stronger spicy, earthy, warm. She stood near a dresser, flipping through photos in an old leather-bound album. Her back was to him, hips swaying slightly as she leaned forward, and the sight of her there barefoot now, somehow more relaxed, buttocks stretching her leather trousers tight and taught sent another pulse of heat through him.

“Come sit,” she said, not looking back.

He moved toward the bed and eased himself down, the mattress shifting under his weight.

Lorna turned, a photo in hand, and then paused.

Her eyes dropped to him. Something in her gaze changed, became more focused, more intent. She crossed the room slowly, and when she reached the bed, she didn’t hand him the photo.

Instead, she gently placed it on the nightstand.

Then, without a word, she pushed him back with both hands, her touch firm and steady, and leaned over him.

Her face hovered just inches from his. “You’ve been looking at me like you want something,” she whispered.

Josh’s breath caught. “Err, maybe I do.”

Her lips curved. “Then let me show you how this works.”

And then she kissed him deeply, deliberately. Her hands moved with confidence, finding the hem of his shirt, sliding it upward. Every touch was precise, purposeful. She didn’t ask. She knew. She set the rhythm, the pace, the tone. She placed her finger on his lips, “No talking... yet. Just surrender to me.”

Josh gave himself over to it, breathless, overwhelmed, aroused and awed. He hadn’t expected this, hadn’t planned for it. But it felt inevitable. Like a fuse had been lit the moment they’d locked eyes back in that stuffy classroom.

She paused only once, brushing her fingers across his chest, eyes meeting his.

“You, okay?” she asked.

He nodded.

That was all she needed.

She slowly undid his shirt to lay his torso bare. Then she stood, inching her top up and up and off revealing her heaving breasts couched in a see-through purple bra. She lifted one of the straps as if she were going to slide it off her shoulder but let it snap back down with a ‘crack’, like a whip.

The blood in Josh’s cock was coursing and if possible, he went even harder and more erect.

“AHHH, someone’s interested.” Lorna exclaimed with a devilish smile, looking at the bulge in Josh’s jeans.

Her fingers snapped open the button with a faint metallic click that echoed in the low-lit room, the leather whispering against her thighs as she peeled the trousers down inch by inch. The scent of her, musky, warm, sweet like spiced vanilla and something darker, hit him like a drug. Josh’s mouth went dry. The slow drag of fabric over skin was like time stretching itself thin, every sound amplified by the silence between them.

He was fixated, especially now as he could see her matching purple panties which were also see-through. In fact, they were transparent enough for him to see Lorna’s pussy. Although he’d been told not to speak, he couldn’t help cry “Holy fuck!”

Lorna grabbed Josh’s thighs. As she bent over him her breasts bounced nearly escaping the cups of her bra. Lorna looked piercingly into Josh’s eyes as her hands undid his jeans and she slid them down along with his boxers.

“Oh Josh, we are a big boy aren’t we” she exclaimed... “Just how I like it.”

She continued, “Stay silent but nod if you want this.” Lorna’s hand grabbed Josh’s throbbing cock and slowly moved up and down exposing the head more and more with every downward motion. 

Josh’s whole body was so alive, tingling and uncontrollable as he manages a faint nod. The massaging of his cock continued with Lorna’s breasts vigorously oscillating from side to side.  She was in control dominating, not aggressive, but focused, confident, present. Then she pulled her hand away and grinned.

“Wait Mr Atkinson, this needs to be more reciprocal” as she stood gently removing her bra. She straddled Josh on the bed and smothered Josh’s face with her breasts. He was taken aback for a moment but regaining his composure he began to kiss and suck her right nipple and then wrapped his tongue around her left nipple. He looked up at Lorna’s face who had just reacquainted her hand with his cock. Her eyes were closed and Josh was pleased that she seemed to be enjoying the foreplay as much as he was. 

After a minute or two caressing each other, Lorna sat up on her knees astride Josh and looking him, the eye said assertively “Now you can talk Josh, but first a question.” Her right hand moved down the front of her panties.

“Do you eat pussy?” Before a slightly shocked Josh could respond Lorna dug her nails into his thighs, laughed and continued... 

“No, no, that’s the wrong question. I bet my life you do but the question is, do you want to eat my pussy, Josh? Cos I’m so wet now.” Josh was startled. He’d never been with someone who articulated what they wanted, so confidently, so early on.

He hesitated for a moment as he saw Lorna begin to finger herself just below his cock beneath those see-through panties.

“Of course I would. I mean fuck yeah!” He was growing in confidence as their verbal and physical exchanges ramped up.

Laughing again, Lorna sprung to her feet and let her panties drop to the floor. Before Josh had a chance to take in the view Lorna jumped back on the bed. In that moment, the atmosphere between them intensified, heightened, uninhibited, raw. 

Lorna was once again kneeling astride Josh but this time higher up his torso and with her back facing him.

In a panting, slightly hurried voice she murmured “some lubrication Josh” as she lifted his tight balls and cock and spat all over them.

“Oh God yeah. Now put me in your fucking mouth!” Lorna obliged by initially kissing the tip of his cock and then repeatedly deep throating with an occasional slurpy gagging sound. Josh’s stimulation levels had gone through the roof as he kept shouting “Yes, fuck YES!

The oral penetration lasted for around three minutes until Lorna let go, gulped and said “Promises, promises now.” She backed up her pert ass over Josh’s chest and onto Josh’s face. Lifting her ass in the air and head face down she used her fingers to open her tight pussy.

“Now lick me boy!” She instructed in a lusty and aggressive tone. 

Josh loved the instruction and duly inserted his tongue. Lorna was indeed very wet and he lapped it up. Lorna began to moan and writhe around but ensuring her pussy remained in place.

Minutes past when she slowly lifted her ass up out of the reach of Josh’s mouth. Breathlessly she exclaimed “They call this the downward dog at yoga.” Instantly they both collapsed into uncontrollable laughter.

That could have broken the moment of lust and desire but no, they both wanted more. Lorna’s mood in particular turned serious once again. Her body was shimmering in sweat as she got up and pulled a condom out of a drawer, ripped it out of the package with her teeth and crawled back onto the bed.

Josh cried “ouch” as she pinned his legs down with her knees. He watched intently as she rolled the condom tightly down his cock.

“Talking of dogs my big, dicked Josh... I’m a horny BITCH and I’m gonna fuck you senseless!” 

Lorna scowled and put him inside her. She placed her hands on his chest and started to ride. To begin with the up and down motion of her pelvis on Josh’s cock was gently rhythmic with her hair bouncing off and on her shoulders. It was the same rhythm with her amply sized breasts which Josh was fixated on. He attempted to sit up and before he fell back Lorna caught him and pulled him close and their mouths collided in a violent kiss, tongues going deep, lips bitten, no holds barred.

When the kiss broke Josh began to devour her breasts that he so craved, kissing, licking, sucking, biting, completely lost in a mammary heaven. Lorna simultaneously increased her rhythm on his cock with an audible slapping sound created every time her buttocks crashed into Josh’s legs.

She suddenly pushed his upper body back on the bed.

“I’m gonna come Josh, help me come JOSH!” She placed her outstretched arms either side of Josh’s body and raised her ass in the air screaming “NOW YOU FUCK ME!” Without hesitation he planted his feet flat on the bed and started to thrust his hips and cock upwards over and over and over and he screamed back “FUUUCK YOU!”

As Lorna had predicted the fucking was indeed animalistic. It wasn’t brutal or harmful but equally it wasn’t in any way gentil love making, it was two people with intense physical needs pleasing each other with authenticity and unbridled desire. 

“HARDER JOSH, HARDER I’M COMING!” came the cry, as Josh retorted “ME TOOOOO!” In a flash Lorna came back with “Not before me you BASTARD!” Then she screamed “FUUUUCK!” as she sat back on his legs stopping Josh’s thrusting and he felt her pelvic muscles contract again and again squeezing his cock tighter and tighter. This was his final spark, as Lorna let out another “FUUUCK!” Josh shrieked “HOLY SHIT!” 

In what felt like some other worldly cosmic sexual alignment Lorna collapsed on top of Josh, both panting and breathless. No words were exchanged for two minutes until Lorna lifted her head and asked, “Did you come too then?”

A second eruption of convulsive laughter ensued resulted in Lorna rolling off Josh, enabling their sweat laden bodies to breathe. 

“I guess you won’t need your yoga class this week.” Quipped Josh. Still breathing faster than normal Lorna got up smiling “Nah, their downward dog can’t compete with that.” 

They sat at her kitchen table half an hour later, both wrapped in soft clothing and the subtle afterglow of what had just happened upstairs. The light above them was low, golden, catching the glint from two hastily poured glasses of wine. Josh’s hair was tousled, his shirt rumpled, and Lorna looked like a woman who had no regrets about anything.

He hadn’t stopped smiling since they’d come downstairs.

Lorna sipped from her glass, then glanced at him over the rim. “Well. That was unexpected.”

Josh gave a quiet laugh, shaking his head slowly. “Unexpected and... kind of amazing though.”

She raised an eyebrow. “Kind of?”

He smirked. “Okay, completely amazing. Ridiculously fucking amazing. I...” he paused, suddenly sheepish, “...I think I really needed that.”

Lorna leaned back in her chair, stretching her arms with a contented sigh. “Me too. It’s like... every time I sit in that classroom with Eshana droning on about ‘safe emotional containers,’ I feel like I’m drowning in syrup. Tonight, for once, I felt alive, really fucking alive!”

Josh nodded, eyes still a little glassy. “I was thinking about it up there, right after. That feeling... like I stopped holding my breath. And you...” he met her eyes with an unguarded look, “...you made it easy to just be.”

Lorna’s expression softened for a moment. She reached across the table and gently touched his hand. “You’re easy to be real with. No performance. No victim vibes. You don’t need anyone’s pity, certainly not after that display.”

A sly grin slid across Lorna’s face. “You’re lucky my husband’s away on business, though.”

Josh blinked. “Wait... what?”

“He’s due home in about ten minutes,” she said casually, looking at the clock on the oven. “Hope you’re quick at getting dressed.”

Josh sat bolt upright, a flash of panic washing over him.

Lorna burst out laughing. “Oh my God, your face!”

He blinked. “You’re kidding right?”

She nodded, laughing into her wine. “Yes! He’s in Berlin. Won’t be back for days.”

Josh groaned, collapsing against the back of the chair. “You witch, you nearly gave me a shitting heart attack.”

“I should’ve filmed that,” she said with a wicked glint. “But no, seriously... we’re not really together together. It’s more of a marriage of... practicality. We’ve both got stuff to gain. Real romance or sex for that matter hasn’t been on the menu for the past five years or so. Don’t get me wrong I adore sex but not with him.”

Josh tilted his head, intrigued. “So, you just... do your own thing?”

“Exactly. We don’t lie to each other, we just don’t pretend either. We’re like... very polite housemates who pay the bills together.”

Josh took a sip of his wine, letting that settle. “That’s strangely functional.”

She shrugged. “Better than playing out the suburban drama on repeat. I don’t do well with people trying to fix me.”

A beat of silence passed between them, comfortable now. Lorna tapped her nail against her glass.

“So... what about you?” she asked, a little more cautiously. “Seeing anyone?”

Josh shook his head. “No. Not anymore.”

She watched him for a beat, sensing something there. “What happened?”

He let out a breath, his mouth touching the side of his glass. “It was a two-year relationship. Pretty serious. Her name was Liv.”

Lorna said nothing, just listened.

“She got offered her dream job on the other side of the world,” Josh continued. “Marine conservation project, a big deal. Once-in-a-lifetime kind of thing.”

“That’s amazing. But you didn’t want to go?”

Josh shook his head slowly. “I thought about it. But... it wasn’t for me. The move, the lifestyle, the whole thing. It wasn’t fear, it just wasn’t my dream.”

“Fair,” Lorna said quietly.

“And long distance?” He gave a half-smile. “It never works, does it? Not really. Especially not across twelve time zones.”

“Let me guess,” Lorna said. “You ended it.”

“Yeah,” Josh admitted. “Before she left. I didn’t want it to drag out or turn bitter. We left on good terms, but... it still hurt.”

Lorna studied him for a moment. “You strike me as someone who doesn’t make decisions lightly.”

“I don’t,” he said. “But when I do, I don’t backtrack.”

There was something steady about the way he said it. No drama, no self-pity. Just clarity.

Lorna smiled. “I like that about you.”

He met her gaze, something sparked between them.

And then, as if to reset the mood, she groaned and muttered, “God, I hate that course.”

Josh laughed. “We’re back on that, are we?”

“Oh, we’re never off that. It’s like a slow drip of self-righteous agony.”

They both went quiet again for a moment, until Josh spoke, with a dry chuckle. “Which is ironic, considering we’re on a counselling course.”

Lorna groaned and rolled her eyes. “Don’t remind me. That place is like a beacon for needy people who’ve mistaken therapy skills for a magic mirror that will heal their souls.”

Josh laughed. “It’s like half of them came hoping Eshana would knight them ‘empath of the year.’”

“Oh, totally,” Lorna said, leaning in conspiratorially. “And the other half? They think listening to someone cry for five minutes makes them the Dalai Lama.”

“Kelly nearly cried again when Geoff didn’t pick her for the boundary-setting exercise.”

“She lives for those moments. Bet she’s got a martyr complex with matching accessories.”

Josh raised his mug. “To the saviours, the soul-seekers, and the emotionally overdrawn.”

Lorna clinked hers against his. “May they find a mirror before they find clients.”

They sipped in sync, both grinning like kids trading secrets behind the school.

Then, Lorna’s grin slowly shifted into something more thoughtful. She traced the rim of her glass with one crimson nail, eyes lowered. When she looked back up, her tone was lower, more deliberate.

“Can I tell you something I’ve never told anyone else?”

Josh nodded; his curiosity piqued.

“I don’t just dislike those do-gooders,” she said, voice almost too casual. “I test them.”

Josh furrowed his brow. “Test them?”

Lorna’s eyes gleamed. “Yeah. I push them. I nudge their boundaries. Feed them just enough to make them dig. Then watch how quickly their masks slip.”

Josh stared at her. “You mean... like a social experiment?”

“Call it that if you want. But really?” She leaned closer. “I want to see what happens when their shiny little empathy bubbles pop. When they realise real pain isn’t a story in a workbook. I like watching them flail.” 

“That’s... intense,” Josh said quietly, unsure whether to be fascinated or alarmed.

“Is it?” she said, voice like silk over steel. “Most of them don’t know what real suffering looks like. Their idea of trauma is being unfriended on Instagram or not being hugged enough at thirteen. So, I give them something messier. A story, a lie, whatever it takes to shake their worldview. Just for a moment.”

Josh watched her, stunned into silence.

“I want them to feel it,” she said. “To understand what it means to be truly powerless. Just long enough to crack their comfort. Then they might be worth listening to.”

There was a long pause, the kind that hummed with consequence.

Then she added, almost playfully, “You should see Eshana when I start crying halfway through a story I’ve completely made up. She lives for it. It’s almost cruel how easy it is.”

Josh exhaled, slow and uncertain. “So, all this time... you’ve been messing with them.”

“Only the ones who deserve it.” She smiled again, that same wicked twist of her lips. “I can spot them a mile off. The saviours. The self-righteous. The ones who came to be told they’re good people.”

Josh gave a low laugh, part nervy, part awed. “That’s... honestly brilliant. Twisted, but brilliant.”

“I knew you’d get it,” Lorna said, her smile softening.

Then she tilted her head, eyes narrowing with a familiar spark.

“So, what do you say, Josh?” she asked. “Want to have a little fun? Pick a few of our bleeding-heart classmates and show them what hardship really looks like?”

Josh raised an eyebrow. “You mean... run a little psychological experiment of our own?”

“Something like that,” she said, her tone dancing on the line between playful and dangerous. “We’ll take turns. Push buttons. But that would be just the beginning.”

Josh sat back, the idea both thrilling and unsettling. “What do mean just the beginning?”

Lorna sipped some more wine and leaned across the kitchen table, revealing cleavage which Josh honed in on “I mean we’d really get to know them, their hopes, their fears. Worm our way into their lives and take our plan outside the classroom.” Her eyes were wide open with excitement as Josh interrupted...

“You mean mess with their whole lives?” He asked in a state of complete disbelief.

Banging the tabletop Lorna yelled “Yes Josh, yes! These bleeding-heart, middle-class wankers won’t get it until you expose them to real pain and suffering. Slap them in the face with it.”

Josh looked agog; mouth wide open as Lorna continued with a seductive tone “But here’s the coup de grace Josh. It came to me just now. We screw with them and then fuck each other. For every success we have we reward ourselves with a special fuck, in public or private. Sometimes I’m in control and other times you are... I’m alive again Josh, what do you say – are you in?”

Just as Josh was about to respond with “What the fuck!” there was a loud blast of a car’s horn right outside the house. Startled, he looked at time on his phone.

“Shit 10.30, that’s my taxi... sorry I got, gotta go. My support worker Michael will be at my flat.”

Passing his jeans over Lorna calmly said “No worries, Josh. But numbers.”

In haste and stuttering “Num... numbers? What do you mean?” 

Still calmly spoken Lorna asked, “Can we swap numbers?” 

Josh hastily sat in in his wheelchair and complied with her request. He wheeled towards the front door which Lorna opened for him. As he exited, he felt Lorna’s hand on his shoulder followed by a whispered “Call me Josh.”
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Chapter 2: Echoes and Proposals
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The soft chime of Josh's phone stirred him from sleep.

He rolled onto his side, blinking against the pale Leeds morning light as it filtered through the slats of the blinds. His arm stretched out automatically for his phone, fingers fumbling across the cool screen until they found it.

1 New Message – Lorna

It was a selfie of two pert breasts couched perfectly with nipples showing in a black see-through bra with the caption " Morning, Josh 🍒 🌭💦 – thinking about you. Call me when you can xx"

He dropped the phone back onto the duvet and stared up at the ceiling. Lorna. Her voice still played in his head from the night before. Her scent lingered faintly on his shirt, crumpled in a heap on the chair. And that proposal still echoing, still unbelievable.

He picked up the phone again and stared at the photo which caused an instant hardening of his cock. A knock at the front door cut through his spiralling thoughts. Josh loved sex; he missed the physical contact with his ex but the sex was nothing like he had just experienced with Lorna.

“Josh?” came Michael’s voice, chipper and familiar. “All good to come in?”

“Yeah, yeah, come in.”

The front door opened with the usual squeak. Josh’s support worker had keys, routine, professional, and always respectful. Michael’s energy filled the room like sunshine. Twenty-nine, beard a bit too neat to be accidental, always wearing trainers that looked like they were straight out of a catalogue.

“Morning, my man,” Michael greeted, heading into the kitchen to put the kettle on. “Sleep alright?”

Josh half-grunted, pushing himself upright in bed. “Eventually.”

Michael emerged with two mugs, setting one on Josh’s bedside table. “Rough night?”

Josh offered a noncommittal shrug. “You could say that.”

Michael didn’t push. They’d been working together long enough for him to know when to let things sit. Instead, he got on with helping Josh through the usual morning routine - shower, shave, clean clothes, meds. Efficient but never rushed. Josh appreciated that. Michael had a way of making assistance feel more like camaraderie.

But even as they moved through the familiar rhythm, Josh was elsewhere.

His thoughts kept drifting back to Lorna.

The memory of her pressing him against the bed, the glint in her eye, her breasts, ass, the heat of it all, God, it had been incredible. But what came after... that proposal. That deal.

And he couldn’t lie to himself, it wasn’t just the sex that was messing with his head. It was something more dangerous. Every time she pulled him deeper, it wasn’t just her body he craved, it was her power. Her ability to bend reality, to peel back people’s masks with surgical cruelty. Her plan terrified him, thrilled him. But what seduced him most wasn’t the scheme, it was the idea that she wanted him as her accomplice. That he could match her. That she didn’t see his limits, only his potential.

She didn’t see a wheelchair or a cautionary tale. She saw a co-conspirator.

And that? That was the real hook.

Use their shared disdain for the over-earnest crowd on the counselling course to run a social experiment. Manipulate the emotionally needy participants. Toy with their self-importance and good intentions. The intent to ruin their lives with the reward to continue screwing Lorna. What the hell had just happened?!

It had blindsided him.

He hadn’t answered her. He’d left her house almost in a blind panic. Now she’d followed up, calm but insanely provocative. Yet her words were somehow soft, as if she hadn’t just suggested something completely mad. 

But the madness wasn't the most troubling part.

The truth was, he wanted her. Still did. And not just for the sex, though that had been simply incredible. Lorna had a presence about her, magnetic, mischievous, intelligent. She’d seen through the course, through the false sincerity of their peers, in the same way he had but better. Better but with a wicked or, some might say, sadistic twist. He was still processing his thoughts but he definitely admired her honesty. One particular aspect kept nagging him, why had she chosen him? In fact, was he the only one?

Michael broke the silence. “You working from home today or heading into the office?”

“Office,” Josh replied. “Got two one-on-ones and a postgrad workshop.”

Michael nodded, helping Josh into his jacket. “Still finding it satisfying?”

Josh managed a half-smile. “Yeah. Most days.”

It was more than satisfaction, really. His role as a careers advisor had become something of a vocation. He’d worked his arse off to get there. After losing both parents by the time he was twenty-one, his mum to a stroke, his dad to cancer, he could’ve spiraled. There had been a dark year, right after university, where he felt adrift, drank too much and regularly got off on recreational drugs. But eventually he’d clawed his way out.

Lancaster had been formative. Studying Humanities had stretched him. He’d grown a deep love for history, philosophy, ethics. Stuff people called ‘soft’ but he knew that shaped the world in invisible ways. After graduating, he’d volunteered in schools, then trained further, navigating endless interviews and systems that always, always, treated his wheelchair as the first and loudest question.

But he made it.

He’d moved to Leeds at twenty-four and landed a permanent role with the city college. The work was meaningful. Helping students shape their futures reminded him of what he’d fought for. And on weekends? He let loose.

Josh had a solid circle. Mates from uni, a few from Leeds, some through work. They partied hard on Friday nights, usually in the Northern Quarter, often ending up back at someone’s flat playing loud music and talking nonsense until dawn or going to gigs with raucous punk and indie bands causing regular temporary hearing loss. He was the designated tequila guy, Josh never turned down a round. His weekends were full of laughter, blurry selfies, hungover brunches and inside jokes that ran years deep.

And now Lorna was threatening to throw a grenade into the middle of all that.

Because the thing was... her proposal wasn’t just about sex. If it were, he might have rationalised it, compartmentalised it as a fling. But what she’d suggested had consequences. Ethical ones. Emotional ones.

He knew people like the ones on that course. Earnest. Oversharing. Desperate to be validated as “the good ones.” And sure, some of them were infuriating. Eshana with her thousand-yard empathy stare. Geoff with his leering glances and “just playing devil’s advocate” nonsense. And the rest, therapeutic hobbyists masquerading as professionals.

But did they deserve to be played, messed up?

Could he really manipulate people just because they annoyed him?

Michael waved a hand in front of his face. “Earth to Josh. You still with us?”

Josh blinked, returning to the kitchen. “Yeah, sorry. Just thinking.”

“You’ve been doing a lot of that this morning,” Michael said, studying him. “Something happen?”

Josh hesitated, then just shook his head. “Nothing I can’t handle.”

He’d talk to someone about it. Eventually. Maybe not Michael. Maybe one of his friends over a pint, once he figured out what the hell, he thought himself.

After Michael left, Josh sat back on the couch, staring at the phone on the coffee table.

Once the door clicked shut behind Michael, Josh sat alone with his coffee, staring at his phone.

There’d always been a script to follow. Be brave. Be resilient. Don’t make people uncomfortable with your pain or your power. Smile through it. Let them think you’re a fighter, but never a threat.

But with Lorna? There was no script. Just smoke and fire and a hunger that made him forget his old lines.

He’d spent so long trying to be the good one. Now he wasn’t sure if that version of Josh had ever been real.

Maybe this was the truth of him. This man who wanted to manipulate. Who wanted to watch people unravel. Who wanted to fuck with the world that always treated him like a symbol instead of a person.

Maybe being bad wasn’t the fall. Maybe it was the freedom.

He picked up his phone. Looking at the photo from Lorna again, in his head he thought “Those tits, God they were mine last night and could be again... shit!”

Josh: "Hey Lorna. Just saw your message😁. Let’s talk later today. Been thinking."

He paused. Then added:

Josh: "Or maybe we could meet for a drink at that pub next to the station? xx"

He hit send before he could back out.

His phone pinged straight back.

Lorna: “See you at eight xx”

Whatever happened next, he knew one thing for sure: something had shifted. And whether it ended in disaster or revelation, he couldn’t ignore it any longer.

The pub was one of those low-lit places tucked behind the station on a street that had more takeaways than trees. It smelled faintly of beer, old wood, and something fried but the booths were private, and the music wasn’t trying to compete with the conversation. Josh wheeled in from the drizzle outside, damp around the collar and trying not to look like he’d spent the last hour turning this whole meeting over in his mind.

Lorna was already there, perched on a leather bench with a half-drunk gin and tonic in front of her. She looked effortlessly cool in tight black jeans, boots, blouse and a jacket slung casually over one shoulder. When she saw him, her face lit up with that same spark from the night before.

“There he is,” she said warmly. “Mr. Man of Mystery.”

Josh gave a dry smile as he parked himself across from her. “I thought I was Mr. Straightforward.”

“You’re both,” she said, raising her glass. “Which is why I bought you this.”

She nodded toward a pint already waiting for him, condensation beading the glass.

“Thanks,” he said, reaching for it. “Nice place, eh?”

“It’s a dive,” she said cheerfully. “But yeah, it’s my kind of place.” 

They drank in sync, letting the silence stretch for a moment. The sounds of a muted football match played on a screen overhead, and the low hum of midweek regulars provided just enough cover.

“So...” Josh began, placing his pint back down. “How was the rest of your day?”

“Oh, you know,” Lorna said, waving a hand. “Wrangled a few emotionally constipated students into understanding what a deadline is. Then thought about last night more times than I probably should have.”

Josh chuckled, a slow flush creeping up his neck. “Same.”

She leaned in slightly, a devilish grin playing on her lips. “It was good, wasn’t it?”

He nodded. “Yeah. It was... bloody brilliant.”

They held each other’s gaze for a moment, that electric undercurrent still very much alive.

But then Josh leaned back slightly, rubbing the side of his neck. “So... that thing you said. About the course. About playing with people.”

Lorna raised an eyebrow, her posture still relaxed. “You’ve been thinking about it.”

“Hard not to,” Josh admitted. “I wasn’t sure if you were serious.”

She smiled, almost proudly. “I was.”

Josh took another sip of his drink before saying, “Why me?”

That gave her pause, not because she didn’t know the answer, but because she seemed to want to give it properly.

“As I said to you last night, you get it,” she said finally. “You sit in that class like I do, eyes open, ears working, brain ticking. Not lapping up the nonsense. Not trying to be the saviour. Just watching.”

“Still,” Josh said, “it’s a pretty strange thing to invite someone into.”

Lorna tilted her head. “Strange, maybe. But I trust you.”

That caught him off guard. “You hardly know me.”

“I know enough,” she said. “You’re sharp. You don’t need to be liked. You’ve got that... quiet edge.”

Josh gave a self-deprecating smile. “Thanks, I think.”

“And” she continued, her voice dipping a little lower, “after last night... I felt something. Yes, there was the cliched chemistry, for sure and the sex was fucking awesome. But there was also alignment. Like we see through the same bullshit.”

Josh looked at her for a long moment, then said, “I’ve been thinking about the ethics of it.”
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