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There are two sides to every coin. Good and bad, love and hate - sex with love, sex with lust. Money can incite generosity or greed; success, praise or jealousy. It was only when I'd found success that I discovered the world to be full of greed and jealousy. I'd set my sights on my goal and worked hard to achieve it. But the covetousness of others loomed in the sky like a dark cloud rolling in over the sea, ultimately and inevitably engulfing me.

Looking back over the few short weeks of my nemesis, I see myself. My naked body sprawled over the dining room table, my hands and wrists tied with rope, my thighs spread to the extreme, my sexual centre is obscenely bared. As burning sensations permeate my buttocks from the merciless thrashing wreaked upon me, I feel the wet female tongue exploring between my sex lips, snaking around the silken entrance to my sacrosanct vagina, teasing my clitoris.

Steel rings are clamped tightly around my ballooning breasts, studded leather straps biting into my thighs. I wince as my abuser plunders her potent fingers into my sperm-drenched, fleshy cavern, stretching the satiny walls of my sex canal, massaging deep inside my vagina before sucking my clitoris into her hot mouth.

Humiliation and degradation besiege me as my naked audience look eagerly on. I am, therefore I think. What further acts will I be forced to endure before the night of debasement is out? Whatever follows, I can sink no deeper into the viscous pool of depravity! Dragged across the perilous threshold of debauched sex, there is no longer a woman in me. My femininity has been pillaged, robbed, as my naked body has been used to satisfy the shameful cravings of my mistress.

An ardent finger searches the valley between my tensed buttocks, seeking entrance to my private duct. As I whimper and beg for my freedom, I try to block out the repugnant reality by squeezing my eyes shut. But the poacher finds my secret rosebud, penetrates me, delves deep into my private hole as I am forced to suck on an erect penis.

The stark reality of my plight grips me as the penis swells and twitches, its salty sperm suddenly flooding my mouth, bathing my tongue. I cough and splutter as the man drives his huge glans to the back of my throat. Gulping hard as two hot mouths close over my sore nipples and a second digit enters my anal canal, I pray for the degradation to end.

Gushing sperm fills my cheeks. How much more can I endure - the ruthless whippings, the crude sex? But I know there is no escape, that I'll be forced into obscene sexual acts again and again. My body, my temple, is nothing other than an object to gratify the carnal desires of my abusers. I am their slave, I belong to them, I am theirs to do with as they wish, when they wish.

I wonder now whether I could have avoided the horrors, the degrading sexual abuse. I wonder now if I would have chosen to avoid them. For hasn't the coin always two sides? Love and hate, good and bad, repugnance... and desire! If I'd known then what I know now... But I was naive, trusting, innocent, oblivious to the wicked plans that had been drawn against me. I'd been led unsuspectingly down a blind alley to a world of debasement, a domain where evil reigned - beckoned.

My journey down the road to defilement had begun after enjoying lunch with my editor. Discussing the huge success of my first novel, I felt elated, heady more with excitement than the flow of sparkling wine. With a second blockbuster in the offing, my future looked brighter than ever. It seemed that I couldn't put a foot wrong.

I drifted home from the metropolis on my euphoria, desperately excited to tell my husband the wonderful news. Bursting through the front door, I found he had some news for me. Locked to his pallid countenance, I couldn't believe that my world had been turned upside down and inside out. His lips were moving, his dark eyes transfixed on mine, but the sinister words barely registered in my swirling mind. I felt dizzy, confused, as if caught in the ethereal web of a dream.

"Blackmail?" I finally gasped disbelievingly. "Danny, that's ridiculous!"

"Ridiculous or not, it's true," he sighed, his expression tormented.

"You are joking, aren't you?"

Wringing my hands as I waited in anticipation for him to laugh and tell me that he was having me on, I watched him mooch across the lounge and gaze out of the window. His expression pained, his forehead lined, he looked tired and drawn, mentally anguished.

My mind was a whirlpool of devastation as I recalled leaving for London that morning. Bubbling with excitement and enthusiasm, Danny had told me how proud he was of me. But now? A million thoughts raced through my head, hurting me. I couldn't think straight, my mind blurring as he finally turned to face me.

"Selina, I'd hardly joke about a thing like this," he scolded me with a severity I'd not known before.

"A girl turned up on the doorstep and demanded money for keeping quiet?" I asked incredulously, shaking my head.

"Yes."

"Keeping quiet about what?"

"She knows about the insurance fiddle."

I stared at him, wondering what on earth he was talking about. Insurance fiddle? Blackmail? He was more than partial to a few glasses of scotch and, for a moment, I thought he'd been drinking. But no, he hadn't been on the alcohol. His expression couldn't have been more sober!

"What insurance fiddle?" I asked pathetically.

"The kitchen ceiling, remember?"

"The kitchen... That was years ago, Danny! Besides, it was only a few hundred pounds."

"It was almost a grand."

"Whatever it was... How does this girl know about it?"

"It doesn't matter how, the point is, she knows."

Now he came to mention it, I remembered the scam only too well. Desperate for pennies at the time, inventing an insurance claim had helped us through our impoverishment. Danny had been a struggling writer, a failed writer, while I worked part-time at the library for a meagre wage. Only too well aware that it was wrong, illegal, I'd filled in and despatched the claim form. Although perfectly feasible that a burst pipe in the bathroom could have flooded the kitchen ceiling, I'd been riddled with guilt, my heart missing a beat every time the front doorbell rang. Thankfully, the man from the Pru hadn't appeared and a cheque for nine-hundred odd pounds had duly arrived, saving us from financial disaster. We'd thought that was that.

"There's no way she could know about it," I reasoned, trying to understand what was happening. "Unless she works for the insurance company and..."

"I'm sure she doesn't work for them," he murmured.

"You should have told her where to go, Danny! Anyway, making a false insurance claim is hardly blackmail material! Had you told her in no uncertain terms..."

"Initially, I did tell her where to go. But then she..." He winced and bit his lip. "Selina, there's more."

"More?"

"She also knows about the affair you had with Barry."

My thoughts drifting back eight years, surfacing from the recesses of my racked mind, I wondered how Barry could have led me down the garden path as he had. He'd stolen my love and my virginity, promised me the stars... before I'd discovered he was married with three children. I'd been rocked by devastation, shaken to the very core by his fantastic web of lies. But what had Barry got to do with this strange girl?

"Danny, that was before I met you!" I exclaimed, confusion spreading through my mind like spores.

"Selina, you were screwing a man who was married with three kids! You're a celebrity now, in the public eye. If the tabloids get hold of this, what the hell's going to happen to your squeaky-clean image?"

"I didn't know he was married!" I countered. "The minute I found out, I ditched him."

"You know that and I know that, but the media..."

"This is a dream, Danny - tell me it's a dream."

"It's a nightmare, Selina."

It was a nightmare, and I longed to wake up and find myself in bed with the morning sun streaming through the window, its warmth bathing my body. But only cold darkness engulfed me. Blackmail? Who was the girl? How did she know so much about me? My mind was a lake with a thousand questions riding on ripples of confusion.

"How much money?" I asked resignedly.

"Five grand."

"What? No, I'm not going to..."

"Selina, we have no choice. You've been portrayed as Miss Perfect, happily married, squeaky-clean... Can you imagine the headlines? Miss Goody-two-shoes screws insurance company."

"No one's going to bother about that!" I returned angrily. "It's hardly a juicy story! Good God, thousands of people must have fiddled their..."

"Top author in sex romps with married man."

I knew he was right. Once the tabloids had got their sharpened teeth into me, they wouldn't let go. They'd find Barry, talk to his wife, his children would discover their father's dark secret and... Squeaky-clean image? That's how the media had portrayed me. Brilloed part-time librarian and housewife shoots to overnight stardom. TV chat shows had embraced me, expounding on my first novel, my love of cooking, gardening, homemaking... Lovemaking with married men wouldn't exactly tie in!

Trying to compose myself, I walked to the kitchen and filled the kettle. I didn't want tea or coffee but I had to do something, occupy myself, hold my head above the turbulent waters threatening to suck me under. Danny followed me and leaned against the worktop, torment mirrored in his deep-set eyes. This was what success had brought me. Fame, fortune - and blackmail!

"Where are we supposed to leave the money?" I asked nonchalantly, as if suddenly resigned to the fact that I had to pay up.

"She's calling tomorrow," he sighed.

"She's coming here to collect the money?"

"Yes."

"Then, let's call the police."

"Selina, we can't involve the law."

"Why not? Good God, there's a girl coming here, blackmailing me, demanding money and..."

"If we call the police, she'll be arrested."

"Exactly!"

"And she'll sell her story."

Nonchalance succumbing to fear, I couldn't believe that someone could glibly come to my house and demand thousands of pounds - and there was nothing at all I could do about it. It was like having a thief enter my home and steal my treasured belongings from under my nose. The situation was incredible, like something out of a horror movie. I couldn't just hand over five thousand pounds to a stranger! Besides, she'd be back for more and...

"Follow her and find out where she lives," I proffered, pouring two cups of coffee.

"D'you think I hadn't thought of that?" Danny snapped. "While I was waiting for you to come home I did nothing other than think of all the bloody possibilities! There's no way out of it, we have to pay her."

"What time is she coming?"

"Three o'clock."

"I'll be at the TV studio."

"Yes, I know. Look, get the money first thing in the morning. I'll make it clear that it's a one-off payment, threaten her and... Oh, I don't know. All we can do is hope that she grabs the money and runs."

I tried to convince myself that she would grab the money and run. She'd be taking quite a risk by coming back for more and I could only pray that we'd never see the treacherous tart again once we'd paid her off. It was a glimmer of hope glowing in the gloom, I knew. But it was all the hope I had, and I wasn't going to let it go.

Walking into the garden, I breathed in the heady fragrance of the night scented stock, the freshly mown grass. The evening sun warming me, I wandered across the lawn and sat on the bench beneath the beech tree, trying to fathom what had happened to my world, my life. The advance for my first book had paid off the mortgage, bought us a new BMW, given us a romantic holiday...

My dreams shattered, my hopes destroyed, I didn't see how I could write a second book. My mind wouldn't be in it, and besides, she'd demand more money. What was the point? I asked myself. God knew, the Inland Revenue had taken a big enough chunk of my first advance, and were demanding more. What with the Revenue and the blackmailing tart... What was the point?

"Selina, I've been thinking," Danny said pensively as he ambled across the lawn with his coffee. "This girl must know someone who knows you."

"Not necessarily. She might know someone who knows someone..."

"Yes, but let's assume that she knows someone who directly knows you. Who did you tell about the ceiling?"

"I can't remember, it was a long time ago."

"You told Chrissy, right?"

"Yes, but I've known her since I was eight years old. She wouldn't..."

"No, no I'm not saying that she's involved. What I'm getting at is that Chrissy might have told this girl and, if that's the case, she obviously knows her. The girl's in her mid twenties, not much younger than you - or Chrissy, for that matter."

"So?"

"So, let's make a few assumptions. You've lived in this town all your life, and I reckon she lives here, too. She probably went to the same pubs and clubs as you, she probably knew the people you knew. She might even have known Barry."

"Yes, but how does that help us? We can easily find out where she lives and who she is by following her tomorrow afternoon."

"I don't think it's a good idea to follow her."

"Why not?"

"She might spot us, and she might not be working alone."

"Danny, I haven't robbed a bank or murdered someone - all I did was..."

"We can't be too careful, love."

"Don't tell me she's part of a gangland..."

"I'm not suggesting that. I just think we should try and find out as much as we can about her without her knowing."

"Shall I ask Chrissy who she told about the ceiling?"

"No, let's not say anything yet. Try to think of all the people you told about it. I realize that it was a long time ago, but try. Look, I need to clear my mind and think constructively. I'm going for a walk, I'll see you later."

Danny was right, I ruminated, watching him mooch across the lawn with his hands in his pockets. It was best not to tell Chrissy, or anyone else. If I thought back to all the people I knew at the time, the few I might have mentioned the scam to, it should be possible to determine the girl's identity. But, even if we knew who she was, what could we do?

I couldn't help but feel sorry for Danny. He'd tried so hard with his writing, and failed so miserably. He'd put his all into his latest book, spending months and months writing and rewriting, only to receive rejection after rejection from literary agents and publishers.

The sad truth of the matter was that he couldn't write, I conceded glumly. He hadn't got a clue! And now, just when I was being wooed by my publisher to put the icing on my success with another book, a menacing shadow hovered. What was the point? I again asked myself as I wandered into the house. I had to be strong, I knew. I had to fight this whippet, bring her down and... And what? Making my plans, I climbed the stairs to my den and took a new exercise book from the desk drawer. I couldn't fight an unknown quantity, someone I didn't know, someone I'd never seen. It would be like sparring with a shadow.

The first thing to discover was the girl's name and address. Making notes in the book, trying to recall the people I'd known at the time, those I might have mentioned the ceiling to, I was determined not to let her ruin me. It was her against me, one to one. I had to think positively, put things into perspective. The scam couldn't be proved and was insignificant - but Barry was another matter. I could always deny the affair, but there's no smoke without fire. And the tabloids were pretty adept at making their own bonfires!

I dragged my mind back to Barry. Our relationship had been no secret. Everyone had known about it - except his wife. Anyone of twenty or thirty people could now be pulling the plug on the affair. Barry? Could he be working with the opportunist hussy? I pondered. The very idea was ludicrous.

The trip to the TV studio could wait, I decided. It was only to run through one or two things in connection with a chat show I was to appear on the following week. First things first, I told myself pragmatically. Despite Danny's warning, I decided to hide in the street and follow the girl once he'd given her the money. It wasn't much of a plan - if she was driving, I might lose her, if she was walking, she might hop onto a bus. A weak strategy, I conceded, but better than nothing.

I didn't sleep that night. Tossing and turning, my mind racked with worry and anger, I finally left Danny to his snoring and went downstairs to make some tea. I'd planned to start my second book that morning, but my plans had been shattered. I could think of nothing other than the unknown girl, the bitch. No doubt she was sleeping, dreaming of collecting five thousand pounds, while I drowned in my anguish.

Watching the sun climb above the trees at the end of the garden, my thoughts became clearer. Knowing that I had no choice other than to pay her, and that she'd be back for more, I came to a rash decision. I wouldn't write the second novel. We owned the house and had a new car, and the royalties would keep us going for quite some time. Another one hundred thousand pounds would have been great, but with the Revenue and the bitch taking their chunks, it seemed futile.

We could live quite happily, I convinced myself. Although my heart had been set on writing novels, I could turn my hand to short stories and not only bring in a little money, but satisfy my creative yearning. If the bitch turned up demanding more money, Danny could tell her that there was no more, and that there'd be no more books.

No more money? There was about ten thousand left in my bank account. I'd give the bitch half and we'd survive on the rest until the next royalty cheque arrived. I'd made my plan and was going to stick to it, no matter what.

"You're up early," Danny remarked, wandering into the kitchen in his boxer shorts.

"I couldn't sleep," I sighed, wishing he'd left me alone with my thoughts for a while longer. "Want some tea?"

"Thanks."

"Danny, I've decided not to write the second book," I enlightened him as he sat at the table.

"What? Selina, are you mad?"

"Far from it. I'm not going to be blackmailed, Danny. This is my life, and no one's going to intrude like this. She'll be back for more and, if there is no more..."

"Christ! It's insane to turn down a hundred grand!"

"Insane or not, I've made my mind up."

Shaking his head as I poured him a cup of tea, he was obviously stunned. Maybe insanity had touched me, perhaps I was mad, but it would solve the problem. And besides, I knew I couldn't write another book with heavy clouds of anxiety hanging over me.

"You'll change your mind," he asserted. "It's just that all this has thrown you."

"Thrown me? It's done more than throw me," I snapped, passing him his tea. "For Christ's sake, it's turned my life upside down!"

"Have you remembered who you told about the ceiling?"

"No, it's impossible to think back. I could have mentioned it to anyone and... Danny, this is ridiculous."

"How do you mean?"

"All this nonsense about the bloody ceiling."

"It's not so much the ceiling, it's Barry."

"OK, so I was going out with a man who was married with kids."

"Selina, you know how the tabloids love digging up stuff on people in the public eye."

"Yes, but..."

"And we don't know what else they'll discover about you."

"There is nothing else!"

"Isn't there?"

"No!"

"I wasn't going to tell you, but... The girl said that she has more on you."

"Such as?"

"I don't know, she wouldn't tell me."

"Look, she's coming here this afternoon. All we have to do is drag her into the house and..."

"And what? Beat her up? Bash her around a bit and get ourselves arrested for assault?"

"I don't know. This is crazy, Danny. A girl comes here and demands money, and there's nothing we can do about it?"

"We'll pay her off and that will be that."

"Yeah, and pigs might..."

"I'm going up to take a shower."

Pacing the kitchen floor, I was in two minds as whether to call the police or not. Although I had Danny I felt so alone in the battle, as if the world was against me. But what could the police do? Hide in the house and arrest her when she turned up? As Danny had said, she'd sell her story and that would be that - my ruination. The bitch had wrecked my evening, and my night, and was now destroying my day - and I hadn't even met her!

I realized how vulnerable I was, the vulnerability of all people with skeletons in their cupboards. But what were my feeble skeletons? Ripping an insurance company off and being conned and used by a married man? I was hardly a criminal! Had it not been for my success, no one would have bothered about me, taken the slightest interest in boring Selina Goodman. But I had been successful, and I was to pay dearly for that success.

I rang the TV studio with my excuses and then walked into town to draw the cash out of the bank. Five thousand pounds of my hard-earned money going to a complete stranger... It had to be done, there was no choice. But, as I walked home clutching my bag, I sensed I was making the biggest mistake of my life. Don't do it, my thoughts told me. You're digging a hole you'll never be able to climb out of. I should have listened to my thoughts.

Dressed in my blue jacket and matching skirt, I lied to Danny, telling him I was going to the studio. Had I said I was going to follow the girl he'd have tried to talk me out of it, and I didn't want that. I'd made my plan and was going to stick to it.

I gave him the money, one hundred crisp fifty-pound notes, and left the house at eleven. With four hours to kill, I walked into town, had lunch at a small restaurant, and then wandered aimlessly around the common. What was I doing? Normally, I'd have been in my den, my fingers bashing away at the keyboard. What the hell was I doing wandering aimlessly around the common?

By two-forty-five I was lurking in the street, waiting for the girl to arrive. Even if I failed to discover where she lived, I had to see her. What did she look like? Was she fat or thin, tall or short - plain or attractive? My heart in my mouth, I watched a young woman walking along the street, wondering whether it was her. Another woman stopped outside my house and rummaged through her bag, but then walked on. Did she have skeletons in her cupboard? By three-fifteen there was no sign of the bitch, so I went home. For a moment I wondered whether the whole thing had been a hoax. But I was very wrong.

"Where did she get to?" I asked as I burst into the kitchen to find Danny gazing out of the window. "I've been waiting in the street for ages."

"I thought we'd agreed..."

"I know, but I decided to follow the bitch."

"She turned up at two o'clock."

"Two? But she said..."

"She's obviously not stupid, Selina. She must have thought that we might try something and decided to arrive an hour early."

"You gave her the money?"

"Yes, I did. It was strange. She took the cash, gave me a kiss and grabbed my crotch."

"Grabbed your... Why would she do that? Did she say anything?"

"Nothing. I came back inside and spied through the letterbox. The minute she'd gone I dashed down the path into the street, but there was no sign of her."

"She couldn't have walked to the corner that quickly. Perhaps she was in a car."

"When I came back to the house, I heard a car drive off. She must have leaped into her car and hidden on the floor, knowing that I'd probably try to follow her."

"You're right, she's not stupid. She's a bitch, but not stupid."

"If you didn't go to the studio, where have you been all this time?" he asked accusingly.

"Walking, having lunch, thinking... Anyway, let's hope that's the end of the matter. Not that I believe for one minute that it is."

––––––––
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THE FOLLOWING MORNING, a hand-delivered envelope lay on the doormat. Ripping it open, I was shocked to discover a photograph of the girl clutching a wad of notes as she kissed Danny. Another showed her grinning as she groped his crotch. Scrawled on the back of one of the photos was a note demanding another five thousand pounds. Or the newspapers will receive the pictures of your husband paying a prostitute for her services.

I couldn't believe it. My husband paying a prostitute? Now she really did have something on us! She was clever, very clever. Having an accomplice hiding somewhere in the bushes to take photographs, she'd obviously planned the whole thing meticulously.

Danny went wild, swearing and cursing as he looked at the photos and read the note. "She's really got us now!" he sighed. "If the bloody papers..."

"There's nothing to prove that you were paying a prostitute," I interrupted him, wondering where the hell this would all end.

"No, but if she says she's a prostitute, they'll believe her. We can't prove otherwise, can we?"

Foolishly, we paid her another five thousand. She turned up at the house two hours early, again catching Danny by surprise. I was at the studio, but he followed her this time, keeping his distance as she rounded corner after corner, before seemingly disappearing into thin air. Ten thousand pounds. The nightmare had begun, but it was only the beginning. The beginning of a living nightmare that was to plunge me mercilessly into the murky depths of depravity.

A week later, as I was sitting at my desk thinking about a short story, the phone rang. My heart almost stopped as the girl's giggles resounded through my head. How she had the audacity to ring me, I had no idea.

"I like your husband," she said huskily. "He's very good-looking."

"What do you want?" I hissed through gritted teeth, my heart racing as my anger soared.

"When did he last fuck you?"

"What?"

I hung up, her obscene words reverberating through my racked mind. What sort of person was she? A blackmailer, yes, but... Dialling one four seven one, a mechanical voice told me that the caller had withheld their number. "Shit!" I cursed as the phone rang again. Ignoring it, I let it ring until it was driving me mad like a relentlessly dripping tap in the middle of the night.

"Don't hang up, it's not nice," the voice said impishly as I finally grabbed the receiver.

"Look, if it's more money you want, there is none!" I returned firmly.

"I want your husband."

"What do you mean?"

"I want him to fuck me."

"Good God, I have never..."

"Selina, I have to tell you that I'm working for someone. He specializes in digging up dirt on celebrities and..."

"Go to hell!"

Banging the phone down, I lurched to the window. Seething with anger, my breathing unsteady, my heart banging hard against my chest, I knew I had to calm down. It was raining, the droplets of water running down the glass like tears - my tears. I want him to fuck me. Her filthy words wouldn't leave my mind, echoing through my aching head, driving me insane.

I wasn't going to say anything to Danny but when he walked into my den and asked who had phoned, I broke down and told him exactly what the girl had said. He stood there staring at me, obviously stunned. For a moment, I wondered whether he thought me mad. I wondered whether I was mad!

"She really said that?" he finally asked, frowning at me.

"I'm not making it up!" I snapped.

"OK, OK, calm down."

"Calm down? She's had ten thousand pounds, and now she wants..."

"Look, I'll have our phone number changed."

"That won't do any good," I sighed despondently.

"Yes, it will. We'll go ex-directory and..."

"She'll come here, Danny! She won't give up simply because the bloody phone number's changed!"

This wasn't so much a nightmare as a horror story! I want him to fuck me. My mind numb as Danny rambled on, I gazed out of the window again. His words fluttering around the room, drifting past me, I wondered whether the bitch had just been having a laugh, winding me up. She'd hardly come to the house and... She was winding me up, there was no doubt in my mind.

Obviously noticing that I wasn't listening, Danny left the room and closed the door. Images of my husband having sex with another woman filling my mind, I realized that truth really was stranger than fiction. What a story this would make! What a book! Shaking my head as stark reality hit me, I sat at my desk. I felt tired with worry, sick with anxiety. I couldn't even think about a short story, let alone write one!

Whether I'd fallen asleep or into a state of shock, I didn't know. When I finally came to my senses and looked around me in the falling dusk, I wandered downstairs. Danny had left a note on the kitchen table telling me that he'd gone to see a private detective. I had fallen asleep, I reflected. He must have looked in on me before going out and decided that I needed the rest.

A private detective? I pondered as I filled the kettle for coffee. At least Danny was doing something constructive, unlike me. But what could a private detective do? If he discovered who the girl was and where she lived, there'd be little we could do about her - apart from have her bumped off. And if she really was working for someone...

Answering the front door, I found myself staring at an attractive blonde, and instinctively knew it was the bitch. Her deep blue eyes smiling at me, she wasn't at all what I'd expected. I don't know what I'd expected, but it wasn't this! Stylishly dressed in a white blouse and turquoise miniskirt with matching stilettos, for a moment, I thought I must be wrong.

"I've come to introduce myself," she said, pushing past me and stepping into the hall. "I'm Diana, your friendly blackmailer."

"You're crazy!" I hissed. "How the hell you have the nerve to..."

"Mmm, a nice house," she murmured, walking through the hall to the lounge.

"Get out!" I screamed, chasing after her. "How dare you...?"

"My boss is waiting down the road so I wouldn't do anything rash," she warned me, impertinently plonking herself in an armchair. "You're going to be seeing quite a lot of me so I thought we'd better get to know each other."

"Get to know each other? Christ, you've got a nerve!"

"Selina, we don't have to fight. Just calm down and hear what I have to say."

"Calm down?"

"I want your husband."

"My God, you really are insane!"

"I'm the sort of girl who gets what she wants, and I want sex with your husband."

Leaning against the piano to support my sagging body, I stared at the bitch, unable to believe what she was saying. I could understand blackmail, demanding money - but sex with Danny? For one terrible moment, in my confused thinking, I wondered whether Danny was working with her. But no, he'd been doing everything possible to help me. Had he wanted money, all he had to do was ask. Besides, it was our money, not mine, and he knew I looked at it that way.

As she stood up and marched to the door, my mind was in turmoil. She was well dressed, well spoken and... Blackmailers weren't necessarily common, scruffy people, I reflected. And besides, she should be well dressed, seeing as I'd given her ten thousand pounds!

"I'll be back tomorrow," she purred, strutting into the hall.

"You will not!" I spat.

"Tomorrow evening, to have sex with your husband - while you watch."

As she slammed the front door shut, I broke down, sobbing uncontrollably. What the hell had happened to my life? I wondered. What had I done to deserve this? Again, I thought of Danny. Was he working with the girl? Of course he wasn't, but there was that niggling doubt at the back of my mind. In some respects, it made sense. He could have told her about the ceiling, about Barry and... No, my thinking was going way off course!

"Are you OK?" Danny asked as he opened the front door, finding me sitting on the hall floor in tears. "Hey, what's happened?"

"She came here!" I snivelled, climbing to my feet. "She wants me to watch you having sex with her!"

"She what? Selina, you need a rest, a break from it all."

"You don't believe me, do you?"

"I'm not saying that, it's just..."

"She wants you to fuck her, as she put it."

"This is complete and utter madness! For Christ's sake..."

"Would you have sex with her?"

"Of course I wouldn't! What sort of question is that?"

"Danny, do you know this girl?"

"Know her? I've only met her twice."

"I mean, are you in this with her?"

"What? Fucking hell, I can't believe this!"

"I'm sorry, but I had to ask."

"As if I'd... Look, this may sound cold and callous, but you're the one she's blackmailing, not me."

"What do you mean by that?"

"I mean, I'm not going to get involved. Taking your money's one thing, but I'm not going to have anything to do with her."

"If it came to the crunch, you wouldn't help me?" I found myself asking.

"I am helping you, I've been to see a private dick."

"But if she insisted that..."

"I have to say this, Selina. I'd do anything for you, and you know that, but I will not sell my body for sex. There's no way I'm even going to entertain the idea. And as for you thinking that I'm in it with her..."

As he stomped up the stairs, a tear ran down my cheek. I must have been mad to think that he could be involved. Insane! I'd upset him, I knew, but I'd had to ask him, tell him what was on my mind. I'd been feeling so alone, so desperate with worry that I wasn't thinking properly. To suggest that Danny... Guilt swamped me as I went into the lounge and flopped onto the sofa. He'd been trying to help, and I hadn't even asked him what the private detective had said.

If the bitch came round the following evening, I wouldn't answer the door. She could go to hell as far as I was concerned. Whether she sold her pathetic story to the tabloids or not, I was beyond caring. No one was going to rule my life, dictate to me like this!

The phone ringing, I was about to grab the receiver but thought better of it. The last thing I wanted was to hear her voice again. Danny had obviously taken the call upstairs and, if it was the bitch, I knew he'd tell her where to go. Gazing at the phone, curiosity getting the better of me, I pressed the secrecy button and carefully lifted the receiver.

"Yes, I came round this evening," the bitch was saying.

"I don't want you coming here."

"Danny, Danny, you don't seem to understand."

"I understand only too well! You're a blackmailing cow!"

"I want you to fuck me, Danny."

"There's no more money, my wife's not going to write any more books, and I'm not going to have anything to do with you."

"You're going to have a lot to do with me. I'll be round tomorrow evening and, unless you fuck me, the papers will have my story. I'll tell them that we've been having an affair for a year, that you long for my hot, wet cunt and..."

As Danny hung up, I gently replaced the receiver. That's what I'd wanted to hear, my husband telling her where to go, putting the phone down on her. Again, I felt extreme guilt for even thinking that he could be involved with her, let alone asking him. I felt as if I'd betrayed him.

Curling up on the sofa, I cried myself to sleep and dreamed of Danny having sex with the bitch, her beautiful naked body sprawled out on the lounge floor as he drove his penis deep into her treacherous vagina. My mind whispered dreadful things to me in my sleep. I wanted to die.
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Chapter Two
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Obviously needing my sleep, I didn't wake until ten the following morning. My back aching, the horrendous events of the previous evening slowly filtering into my mind like sand flowing through an hourglass, I clambered off the sofa and searched for Danny. There was no sign of him. He'd probably gone for a walk, I ruminated, slipping out of my crumpled skirt and blouse.

After taking a shower, I dressed and went downstairs to make some tea. The note was propped up against the vase of red carnations on the kitchen table. "Gone to see the private dick." No Dear Selina, no love from Danny, no kisses... He was obviously still upset with me, but I could hardly blame him.

To my horror, I found another envelope on the doormat, this time containing a photograph of the grinning girl entering my house. The shot had been taken from such an angle that I wasn't in the frame. This was obviously another act in the prostitute scam, the damning evidence building quickly. Put it all together, the girl kissing Danny, taking a wad of money, holding his crotch, entering the house...

Everything was happening so rapidly. I felt as if I was in a fast-flowing river, unable to reach the bank and stop myself from going over the weir. What would she do next? What should I do next? I had no idea. I kept wondering how the hell all this had started, how it was escalating at such a frightening rate. We should never have paid her the first five thousand, I chastised myself. Had Danny not answered the door, she'd not have had the photographs. That had been our first mistake.

"Hi," Danny smiled as he walked into the kitchen. "Sorry I've been so long."

"Danny, last night - I didn't mean to..."

"It's all right, I understand."

"It was just that..."

"It's OK, Selina."

"When she rang, I listened on the phone in the lounge."

"She's got a bloody nerve, she really has! Anyway, I've been to see the private dick again. It'll cost us, but he's going to park in the street this evening. He reckons that..."

"Don't answer the door, Danny. I don't want her here again."

"No, listen. He's hoping to see her park her car. He wants us to let her in to give him time to call a copper he knows. From the registration number, he can get her name and address."

"How will that help?"

"He's going to put the frighteners on her. I dread to think how, but..."

"She's working for a man who dishes the dirt on celebrities and..."

"Shit! Why didn't you tell me?"

"She mentioned it last night. I forgot..."

"What else did she say?"

"Her name's Diana."

"I'd better ring the dick and let him know. I wish you'd told me earlier, Selina."

"I'm sorry."

"It's OK, I'll go and ring him now."

––––––––
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I SPENT THE REST OF the morning sitting at my desk staring at the computer screen while Danny persevered with his writing. Although I'd decided never to write another book, I tried to think about my second novel. I'd written the synopsis and my head had been brimming with ideas, but now? Talk about writer's block, I couldn't construct one sentence! All I could think about was the girl coming round that evening, having to let her in and listen to her crude demands for sex.

"How the hell did I get into this?" I muttered, finally giving up all hope of writing and switching the computer off. But at least we had help now, the private detective. He'd find out about the girl and... No doubt he was used to this sort of thing and knew how to deal with blackmailers.

Danny returned to his scribbling after a ham salad lunch, while I sat in the garden. Checking my watch every five minutes, the afternoon dragged on as the evening drew closer. Finally, I went up to the bedroom and changed. For some reason I felt in competition with the girl - as if I had to out-dress her. Perhaps, subconsciously, I was afraid that Danny might fancy her. She was extremely attractive and... but I was sure I had no worries on that front.

Donning a red miniskirt and white silk blouse, I brushed my chestnut hair and applied my make-up meticulously. I knew I looked good - far better than that tramp! But, more importantly, I felt good.

By seven o'clock, I was feeling far from good - I was a nervous wreck! Pacing the lounge floor, wringing my hands and knocking back glasses of wine like there was no tomorrow, I almost jumped out of my skin when the doorbell rang. Praying for the detective to be in the street, I flashed Danny an anxious look. What was he thinking? I wondered as he brushed his hair away from his dark eyes. Smiling reassuringly, he took a deep breath and went to answer the door.

Gulping down my wine, I refilled the glass for the umpteenth time, my hands shaking uncontrollably as I heard the door close. Following Danny into the lounge in a gabardine coat, the bitch grinned at me. I felt a mixture of hatred and anger, frustration and defeat as Danny offered her a drink. Watching him pour her a glass of Chablis, I realized how ridiculous the situation was. Our blackmailer was standing in our lounge ordering white wine! I could have wrung her bloody neck!

"This is cosy," she smiled smugly, sipping her drink and placing her glass on the mantlepiece. "Do you mind if I take my coat off?"

"No, of course not," Danny simpered, a little too friendlily for my liking.

As she took her coat off and tossed it over the armchair, I gasped with horror. She was completely naked! Standing with her back to the mantlepiece, her face beaming as she proudly displayed her breasts, her well-trimmed, blonde pubic thatch, she watched for my reaction. All I could do was stand there, unable to speak, unable to believe what I was seeing. The audacity, the gall... And I'd thought I'd out-dress her!

I turned and looked at Danny, wondering what he was thinking as he stared at her curvaceous body. A thousand demented thoughts tumbled through my aching head. Did he fancy her? Did she turn him on? Did he want to fuck her? Still speechless, my eyes darting between him and the naked girl, I was absolutely stunned.

"We might as well get down to business," she said huskily, cupping her breasts in her hands and flicking her erect nipples. "Come on, Danny - come over here and finger my cunt."

"You dirty bitch!" I finally managed to spit. "You filthy, dirty little..."

My words tailed off as Danny walked across the room and stood before her. I thought he was going to slap her face as he placed his glass on the mantlepiece and raised his hand, but he held his head, obviously shocked by her impertinence. Moving forward, I was about to dowse her in wine when a succession of flashes lit up the room like lightening. Turning, I looked through the window just in time to see someone dashing down the front path. Danny rushed out of the room in pursuit of the bitch's accomplice, the front door slamming shut as he raced into the street.

"Just a little more evidence," the girl smirked. "The three of us in your lounge enjoying a cosy drink will make quite a nice shot. What with me naked, I don't think there'll be any doubt as to what we were up to, do you?"

I was still too dazed, too numb with shock to speak. This was incredible! I didn't know whether to smash her in the face or... All I could do was stand there, open-mouthed, my hands trembling, my heart racing wildly as adrenalin coursed through my veins.

Why blackmail me? There were plenty of people who had far more money than me. Although I'd thought the girl insane, she was far from it - she was clever, devious beyond belief. But, apart from building evidence against me, taking my money, what was her ultimate aim? To take my husband?

"I was too bloody late," Danny panted, scowling at the girl as he returned to the lounge.

"Too late to halt the proceedings," she grinned, parting her vaginal lips with her slender fingers and displaying the most intimate part of her body. "Come on, Danny - kneel down and finger my cunt."

He looked at me like a child, as if asking what he should do. How the hell did I know? What with the tart's latest photographs, the evidence was more than damning. It was blatant proof that my husband and I had an illicit relationship with a whore!

"Danny, I need to speak to you," I gulped, leaving the room. As he followed me into the kitchen, I closed the door. "What the hell do we do?" I whispered urgently.

"I don't bloody know!" he returned angrily. "She's got more bloody photographs now. I'll tell you one thing, I'm not going to touch the filthy tart!"

"But, the evidence she's got..."

"I know, I know! Do you think I'm fucking stupid? I'm sorry, I didn't mean to have a go at you. Christ, this is getting worse by the bloody minute."

"There's only one way out of it," I sighed resignedly.

"No way! I'm not going to..."

"Do as she asks, just this once, and the next time we'll..."

"Selina, I am not going to..."

"Christ, Danny! She's got so much on me now that she could ruin me! You said yourself about the tabloids. Pictures of you and me in the lounge with a naked tart... What will my publisher think, let alone our friends and neighbours?"

"Fuck the neighbours!"

"Just finger the bitch and then tell her to bugger off. We'll never let her in again, we won't answer the door or..."

"And she'll go to the papers, Selina."

"Yes, but it'll give us time. We need time to think, to plan our next move. Besides, the private detective might have..."

"You do realize what you're asking me to do, don't you?" he interrupted me. "Adultery, Selina - I'd be committing adultery while you watch."

"You don't have to go all the way, just... just finger her."

"How are you going to feel watching me do that? What's this going to do to our relationship?"

"Nothing, it's just a cold, clinical act."

"All right, but I'm not at all happy about this."

"You're not happy? How the hell do you think I feel?"

We returned to the lounge to find the girl sitting with her thighs spread, her legs over the arms of the chair, her glistening vaginal entrance clearly displayed between her yawning sex lips. Massaging her clitoris with her fingertips, her eyes partially closed, she was obviously delighting in my plight as she let out little gasps of pleasure.

Truth stranger than fiction. The words haunted me. I could never have dreamed up a story like this! I had a damned good imagination, but this was beyond imagination, it was... I didn't know what is was. To call it a nightmare would be an understatement. It was a living hell!

As Danny knelt on the floor and flashed me an accusing look, his hand tentatively moving towards her bared femininity, I gazed at the lewd scene in bewilderment. Stretching her fleshy sex lips wide apart, fully exposing her clitoris, she ordered him to finger her. I moved closer, standing by the side of the chair and focusing on her pink inner lips, her gaping vaginal entrance. I'd never seen another woman's vulva, let alone displayed so blatantly, so crudely - let alone on offer to my husband!

Again, I found myself wondering whether Danny fancied her, whether the lewd sight turned him on. The girl looked as if she was posing for a dirty men's magazine. Danny was a normal red-blooded male - so why shouldn't he become aroused? But this was different, I tried to convince myself - she was blackmailing us.

Parting her pussy lips further, the slut again repeated her vile demand. As his finger entered her, she gasped and moved forward in the chair until her buttocks were over the edge of the cushion, his finger now fully inserted into her luscious vagina. Massaging her exposed clitoris, she looked up at me through her eyelashes and offered me a salacious grin.

"That's nice," she murmured dreamily. "But I want more fingers up my cunt." Complying, Danny slipped another two fingers into her lubricating vagina, looking up at me every now and then, no doubt wondering what I was thinking. But I wasn't thinking anything. My mind blank, I felt numb, as if I'd been anaesthetised. My husband fingering a naked girl while I watched...

"Now you've juiced my cunt, I want you to fuck me," she breathed in her crudity.

"No!" I cried as another series of flashes illuminated the room.

"More evidence," she purred. "It's no good chasing my friend; he'll be well away by now."

"You're a fucking bitch!" Danny hissed, yanking his wet fingers out of her glistening honeypot. "If you think I'm going to..."

"I don't think, I know!" she giggled. "Come on, get your stiff cock out and fuck my hot cunt. Fuck me really hard and spunk up my cunt."

Frowning, his expression anguished, Danny looked up at me again. Stiff cock? Did he have an erection? I wondered. His words teased me. What's this going to do to our relationship? I didn't know what it would do. The normal reaction to infidelity was devastation, anger, hatred - invariably divorce. But the situation wasn't normal and I felt no such emotions for Danny. I hated the girl, but...

"I'm waiting for you to fuck me," she grinned.

"No!" Danny returned firmly.

"I now have photographs of you fingering my cunt with your wife watching you. Selina Goodman, best-selling novelist, a household name..."

"Look, we might be able to raise a little more cash," Danny said sullenly.

"I want you to raise your cock!" she giggled.

Her filthy words grating on my mind, I watched Danny tug his zip down. A tear ran down my cheek as I drew the curtains and he pulled his penis out. If we had to go through with this, I wasn't going to have any photographs taken of the vile scene. We were giving the detective time, I had to remember that. Danny fucking the girl was simply a means to an end. Checking for chinks in the curtains, I took a deep breath and stood by the chair, mesmerized by his penis - stiff, erect and ready for vaginal penetration.

He must have been aroused, I mused as he moved nearer, his swollen glans hovering close to the tart's gaping vaginal entrance. Would any man be able get an erection in this situation? What was he thinking? His penis wouldn't stiffen unless... I tried to steer my thoughts away from lovemaking and look upon the imminent act as cold and clinical, vile and filthy.

"Shove it right up my wet cunt," the slut breathed in her vulgarity as she eyed his solid penis. "Come on, fuck my beautiful cunt." What would his thoughts be were the roles reversed? I found myself wondering. Were I to be reclined in the chair with my vagina on offer to another man, a stranger, what thoughts would fill his mind? Would he cry rivers of tears from the devastation? Would his heart break?

As I watched his purple glans slip between her wet inner lips, sexual contact made, adultery committed, my faith, my very being, crumbled. My thoughts screamed at me. No! Marriage vows had been broken, torn asunder, and I wondered how many times I'd be forced to watch the illicit coupling. This was only the beginning, I instinctively knew as his shaft entered her, gliding deep into her pleasure hole as she gasped and writhed in the chair. This was only the beginning.

"Mmm, you've got a big cock," she murmured appreciatively, her head thrown back, her eyes closed. Danny didn't look up at me as he withdrew his glistening penis and thrust into her again. How did I feel? I didn't know, all reality, all perception, paralysed. It was as if, in my dreams, I was watching a blue movie.
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