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Annabelle relaxed in the bath, the water lapping gently at her fleshy vaginal lips like a warm tongue as she revelled in the beautiful sensations. Her fingers toying with the dark curls covering her vulva, she closed her eyes and breathed deeply. Nothing could go wrong now, she was sure as her arousal heightened. A new house, a new life, her divorce now final, this was her fist day of real freedom. She felt that a great weight had been lifted from her and, at long last, she could be herself. At twenty-six years old, she had her life to look forward to. This was a new beginning, the first day of her new life, her first taste of happiness.

Opening her eyes and gazing at the bathroom door, she smiled. The door was open, but her ex-husband wouldn't come in and start his nagging and complaining. Brian was no longer the bane of her life. He was no longer a heavy chain around her neck. Caressing the sensitive nub of her clitoris, she wondered why she'd married the man. He'd not been bad looking and he'd earned pretty good money. But, that fateful day she'd walked down the aisle, she'd not known of his peculiar mental state.

In many ways, Brian was like a spoilt child, she reflected. He sulked if he didn't get his own way, he wouldn't speak for two or three days, he'd eat nothing and stay in bed. He was a pathetic excuse for a man. But he also treated Annabelle like a child. If she was going to visit a friend and said that she'd be home about six, he'd call her mobile phone at five past six and ask her where she was. He'd not wanted her to have friends. Trying to imprison her in and suffocate her, he was an overbearing and extremely oppressive character.

Annabelle had endured the marriage for eight years when the lucky break came. During one of his mental fits, Brian had ordered her out of the house, telling her that they were finished. This was what she'd been waiting for. Concealing a grin as she'd packed her things, she'd left him and moved in with a friend. Within a week, Brian was following her, spying on her, checking up on her movements. Determined to discover where she was living, he'd phoned their friends, disguising his voice and making out that he was from the bank and had to contact Annabelle as a matter of urgency.

She'd finally agreed to meet him for a drink to discuss the house and finances. But he'd had ulterior motives. When they met in a small café, he told her that she'd be nothing without him; she'd end up in some seedy bed-sit with no money. He then made his announcement. He was prepared to give her another chance, one last chance. Annabelle hadn't wanted another chance. She'd wanted normality, freedom. Trying not to rile him, she'd said that they'd give it a few months and then talk again. Although agitated, he'd accepted her proposal. But, little did he know that she'd never go back to him.

Massaging her responsive clitoris as she lay in the bath, she had no idea of the horrendous nightmares that lay ahead. Brian was still nagging, complaining, trying to cause trouble by telling her friends that she was a slag and had screwed around during their marriage. In her naivety, she believed that he'd finally realize that she wasn't going back to him and he'd accept that the marriage was over. She thought he'd move on; build a new life without her. But she had no idea how insanely obsessive he'd become.

While she was waiting to move into her new house, she'd rented a flat. It was only a single room with an en suite bathroom, but it was home. She'd thought that Brian had had no idea where she was living, until two police officers turned up. They accused her of sending threatening text messages to his mobile phone. She'd not even known that he'd bought a mobile phone, let alone known the number. The police obviously realized that this was a domestic dispute and left it at that. When they'd gone, Annabelle had laughed. And then she'd cried. What was Brian trying to do? A threatening text message? She'd wanted no contact with him, and would hardly send him messages.

She'd laughed when a friend had said that Brian was a dangerous man. Brian, dangerous? She'd never heard anything so ridiculous. Annabelle was convinced that he'd burn himself out and eventually give up on her. She was sure that, as time passed, he'd focus his weird mental energies on something or someone else. Little did she know that, with the passing of time, Brian's insane quest to destroy her would become a mental obsession. She wasn't sure what he wanted. He'd got the house, the furniture, the car... he probably didn't know what he wanted. Why wouldn't he leave her alone and get on with his own life?

Massaging the soft wings of her inner lips, stretching and twisting the fleshy protrusions, she breathed heavily in her heightening arousal. Masturbating with Brian around had been difficult, she reflected. Waiting until he'd fallen asleep, she'd massage her clitoris to orgasm, stifling her sighs of pleasure as the bed had rocked gently. There had been times when her arousal had rocketed, and yet she'd had to wait for hours for an opportunity to masturbate her clitoris to orgasm.

Now, relaxing in the bath in her own house, she was able to appease her yearning clitoris, her hungry vagina. Repeatedly thrusting her fingers deep into the spasming sheath of her tight pussy, she continued to caress her solid clitoris. The warm water splashing between her thighs as she quickened her vaginal pistoning, she let out whimpers of pleasure as she neared the climax of her self-loving. Her outer labia swelling, hugging her fingers, her clitoris fully erect, she was desperate for the relief of orgasm. With the worry and anxiety of the divorce, she'd not been able to relax and enjoy her body until now.

Wondering when she'd next have a man pleasure her, force his solid cock deep into her vagina and bathe her ripe cervix with his sperm, she couldn't recall the last time Brian had fucked her. Shampoo bottles, cucumbers, candles; she'd used anything and everything to substitute a rock-hard penis during her masturbation sessions. She'd once bought a small vibrator from a catalogue, but Brian had discovered her secret lover and flung himself into one of his mental rages. In his insecurity, he'd thought that he was no longer needed to satisfy Annabelle's sexual appetite. He'd felt redundant, useless, which in Annabelle's eyes, he was.

Taking the shampoo bottle from the side of the bath as her vaginal muscles spasmed, Annabelle pressed the flat end of the bottle hard against the pink cone of flesh surrounding her sex hole. Easing the plastic phallus deep into her tight vagina until the end pressed hard against her ripe cervix, she shuddered as her ripe clitoris emerged fully from beneath its protective pinked hood. Massaging the sensitive tip of her pleasure bud, she gasped as the beautiful sensations transmitted deep into her pelvis, permeating her womb.

The eruption came with an explosion of pleasure. Her naked body shaking violently, her vaginal muscles gripping the plastic bottle like a velvet-jawed vice, she fervently massaged her pulsating clitoris. Again and again waves of pure sexual bliss rolled through her naked body, the water splashing between her twitching thighs as she repeatedly rammed the bottle deep into the hugging sheath of her sex-drenched vagina. Her pleasure finally beginning to subside, she slowed her vaginal pummelling, her fingertip caressing the fading ripples of orgasm from her throbbing clitoris. The water calming, she lay with the plastic phallus embedded deep within her vaginal canal as she recovered from her massive orgasm. She'd masturbate daily, she decided, again relieved to think that Brian wasn't around. She'd buy another vibrator and masturbate every day.

"Damn," she breathed as the doorbell rang. Slipping the bottle out of her burning sex sheath and leaping out of the bath, she grabbed her dressing gown and bounded down the stairs. Brian had somehow discovered her new address, but he wouldn't turn up on the doorstep, she was sure. The police had told her to keep away from him and had no doubt given him the same advice. To turn up at her new house would be crazy. There again, he was crazy.

"Mrs Davis?" a police officer asked as Annabelle opened the front door.

"I was," she replied, frowning as second policeman walked up the path. "I'm divorced now."

"This won't take a minute," he said, smiling at her. "Your ex-husband has said that you've sent him a threatening letter."

"A threatening letter?" she breathed disbelievingly. "I've never written to him let alone threatened him."

"OK. If you have written to him, then don't do it again. If you haven't, then I'm sorry to have troubled you."

"Where is this letter?" she asked. "Presumably, you've seen it?"

"No, no. Apparently, he threw it away."

"Oh, how convenient," she quipped. "The text message I was supposed to have sent him miraculously deleted itself."

"Yes, we know about that. Try not to do anything to rile him, Mrs Davis."

"Me?" she gasped. "He's the one who's been trying to cause trouble. I just want to get on with my life. All I want is to be left in peace."

"Yes, I understand. I'm sorry to have bothered you."

Closing the door, Annabelle couldn't believe her ex-husband's audacity. What the hell was he trying to achieve? she wondered. What was the point in running to the police with his ludicrous allegations of a text message and a threatening letter? He was trying to cause trouble, that was obvious. But why? He'd got what he'd wanted. He'd ordered her out of the house and got a divorce and... but that hadn't been what he'd wanted. The house, the furniture, divorce; he'd thought Annabelle would go back to him, go crawling back with her tail between her legs.

"That's it," she murmured as she climbed the stairs to her bedroom and dressed. The realization hitting her, everything fitted into place. He'd thought that she'd go creeping back and he could then forgive her and allow her to return on his terms and conditions. Once he'd realized that she wasn't going home, his crazy plan to teach her a lesson backfiring on him, he'd set out on his quest to destroy her. He was like a child, she mused. If he couldn't have Annabelle, then he'd make sure that no one else could. Like a child who doesn't want a toy and smashes it so no one else can have it, he was trying to break Annabelle.

Sitting at her dressing table and brushing her long black hair, all she could do was hope that Brian would eventually give up and move on. But, the more she thought about his peculiar mental ways, the state of his mind, the more she realized that he would continue to hound her. He'd always been obsessive, getting a bee in his bonnet and not letting go until he'd won. But he'd have to give up eventually, she was sure. They'd been apart for six months now. His insane quest to destroy her wouldn't go on for a year, would it?

"Hi, Dave," she said softly, answering the bedside phone. "How are you?"

"I'm fine. Are you OK? You sound pissed off."

"No, no, I'm all right, honestly."

"I have the day off and was wondering whether you needed anything doing in the house. You said something about wanting the washing machine plumbed in."

"Yes, that would be great. I have a pile of washing building up. I'd like to get the curtains washed. The people I brought the house from obviously smoked. The curtains stink."

"OK, I'll grab my toolbox and be with you in half an hour."

"Thanks, Dave. I'll put the kettle on."

"Great. See you soon."

Annabelle had known Dave since she'd been at school. Brian hadn't wanted her to have anything to do with him, or any of her other friends, and they'd finally lost contact. Free of Brian, she'd bumped into Dave in a coffee shop one afternoon and had got chatting. He was good-looking and good company, but that wasn't what had attracted her to him. He didn't have funny mental ways or strange ideas and freakish mannerisms. Dave was normal, a perfectly normal well-balanced man. He was a free spirit, and enjoyed life with his live and let live attitude.

Would anything come of their friendship? she pondered, changing into a shortish skirt and applying her makeup. Annabelle realized how much she was looking forward to seeing Dave as she brushed her long black hair away from her pretty face. She'd be able to have coffee with him, enjoy a chat and laugh about old times - without having to worry about Brian. Dave had called at the marital home several years previously, but Brian had made it shamelessly obvious that he didn't want the man there. Highly embarrassed, Annabelle had discreetly apologised as she'd seen Dave to the door. She'd said Brian had been under pressure, and as usual, she'd made excuses for her husband's odd behaviour.

Answering the door to Dave, she smiled. Again thinking how normal he was as he joked about bringing his washing round once he'd plumbed the machine in, Annabelle laughed. She'd not laughed properly for years. It had been as much as she could do to retain her sanity, hold herself back from plunging into depression, let alone laugh. She was going to enjoy Dave's visit. Hopefully, she'd enjoy rekindling her relationship with all her old friends now that Brian wasn't around.

"Hey, this is all right," Dave said as Annabelle showed him into the lounge. "You've done well."

"It's rather small, but I like it," she replied. "Come into the kitchen and I'll make some coffee."

"I've got my tools and plumbing bits in the car. I'll go and get them."

"You're not in a hurry, are you?" she breathed, rather too disappointedly.

"No, no. As I said, I have the day off."

"In that case, have your coffee first. So, how are things with you?" she asked, filling the kettle. "Anything exciting been happening?"

"Only if you call decorating my flat exciting. I've booked a holiday for two weeks in Cyprus which I'm looking forward to."

"Who are you going with?"

"I'm going alone. I'll probably meet some people out there and have a good time."

Pouring the coffee as Dave sat at the table, Annabelle scrutinized him. He was dressed casually in blue jeans and a T-shirt, his jet-black hair swept back from his suntanned face. Unlike Brian who always wore a pained expression, Dave came across as relaxed and happy. Annabelle felt at ease in his company, able to be herself, and she again wondered whether anything would become of their relationship. Dave was a couple of years younger than Annabelle, and he'd not made the mistake of marrying. Thanking God that she'd not had children, she passed him his coffee and sat opposite him.

"I'll probably get lonely," she thought aloud. "I mean, having been married for eight years..."

"No, you won't," he chortled. "A good-looking girl like you get lonely? No chance. You must get out and about. Get out and meet people. Talking of which, I ran into Pete Mayhurst the other day. He mentioned you."

"Oh?"

"He was saying that he'd lost touch with most people from school as he's been in America for several years. He remembered you, though."

"Why me, in particular?"

"He always fancied you, Annabelle, you know that."

"I didn't, actually."

"I'm meeting him for a beer this evening. Why don't you come along?"

"Yes, yes I might just do that."

"We'll be in the Hare and Hounds at seven."

Toying with her teaspoon, Annabelle realized how much she'd missed out on life during her marriage to Brian. People were meeting each other, enjoying themselves, having fun and laughing. There was a whole world out there, a world she'd been denied. She'd found it virtually impossible to have any friends. In the early days of her marriage, her friends had visited the house. But Brian had made sure that they only visited once. They weren't welcome; he'd made that crystal clear. Wishing she'd got out of the marriage years ago, she knew that she wasn't out of it now. Even after the divorce, Brian was still very much a part of her life. Why was he playing such a large role in her life? she wondered. Why the hell didn't he go away and get on with his own miserable life? The problem was that Brian didn't have a life. He'd never had a life.

As Dave went out to his car to get his toolbox, Annabelle sighed. He was a nice man, and she wished that she'd never lost contact with him. She should have been stronger, she knew. Brian had ruled her life, and was now trying to destroy her life. He was a sad individual, she mused. Insecure, scatty, weird, bitter, jealous, crazy in the head... would he ever leave her in peace? Probably not, she concluded as she finished her coffee. He didn't understand happiness because he'd never experienced it. He couldn't understand that Annabelle used to be happy, and wanted to find happiness again.

"OK," Dave said, dumping his toolbox on the floor. "Let's take a look at this plumbing."

"I'll leave you to it," Annabelle said, moving to the door as the phone rang. Taking the call in her bedroom, she smiled as her sister asked how she was. "I'm OK, Carole," she sighed, doing her best to sound happy. "How are you?"

"I'm all right. It's you I'm worried about."

"To be honest, things are still pretty rough. But I'm OK."

"Annabelle, Brian's been telling people that you used to stay out all night."

"What? I never stayed out all night."

"I know that, we all know that. But he's been saying that you regularly slept with John from the pub."

"John... I hardly know him. Carole, the only time I ever spoke to him was if I went to the pub with Brian. Which was hardly ever. This is ridiculous. No, it's slander."

"I agree, but try proving it."

"So, he can go around saying dreadful things about me and..."

"And there's nothing you can do about it."

"We'll see about that. I'm not having him slagging me off to all and sundry."

"I wouldn't have told you but..."

"I'm glad you did, Carole. If he's spreading lies and malicious rumours about me, I want to know about it."

"The best thing is to ignore him. People know you, Annabelle. They know the hell you went through with Brian. And they won't believe a word he says. In fact, all he's doing is proving people right."

"What do you mean?"

"Everyone thought that he was screwed in the head. All he's doing is confirming their suspicions."

"I suppose so," Annabelle sighed. "He's got a bloody nerve, though. The police were here this morning."

"Again? Why?"

"Brian told them that I sent him a threatening letter. As if I'd do such a bloody stupid thing. He threw the letter away, of course."

"So, why on earth did the police bother to see you?"

"I don't know. I suppose they have to follow things up."

"I was right, Annabelle. Brian is proving to everyone that he's ill in the head. We all thought that he was strange when you first met him. It was obvious that he was disturbed. How the hell did you put up with him for eight years?"

"I blocked it out, I suppose. I tried to busy myself and keep my head above the waters of depression. I should never have married him."

"You can't turn the clock back. What are you doing this evening? Want to come and eat with us?"

"I'm... actually I'm going out for a drink with a friend."

"Oh, right. Well, that's good. I'm pleased, Annabelle. You forget about that idiot and move on. Enjoy your life for a change. After all, you deserve to have some fun. Oh, there's someone at the door. Look, I'll call you soon."

"Thanks for ringing, Carole."

"Take care."

"Yes, yes I will."

Annabelle couldn't take much more of this, she knew as she replaced the receiver. Brian was trying to make out that she was a slag and regularly slept with another man and... this was ridiculous and it had to stop. Again, she wondered what the hell he was trying to accomplish by lying. The marriage was over, so why couldn't he let go? Returning to the kitchen, she tried to conceal her anxiety and anger from Dave, but he sensed that something was wrong. Making him another cup of coffee as he finished plumbing in the washing machine, she asked him to join her in the lounge. She needed to talk, but did Dave want to listen to her troubles?

"What's the problem?" he asked, sitting next to her on the sofa.

"Nothing," she replied, having no idea where to begin. "I'm fine."

"No, you're not. Want to talk about it?"

"It's Brian," she sighed. "He's been telling people that I'm a slag and slept around during our marriage."

"Ah, the embittered ex syndrome. I wouldn't worry about it, Annabelle. He'll find something else to do before long."

"Will he? I'm not so sure about that. The police called this morning and accused me of sending him a threatening letter. As if I'd do that, for God's sake."

"Did you see the letter?"

"No. They reckon that he threw it away."

"I suppose they have to look into allegations."

"That's what I thought. All I want is to be allowed to get on with my life. He wanted me out of the house, he wanted a divorce, and now he's got what he wanted..."

"A friend of mine had a similar problem," Dave murmured, abstractedly.

"Oh? What happened?"

"Black magic," he whispered mysteriously.

"What?"

"He used some form of black magic and, within a couple of weeks, there were no more problems."

"You mean, he killed his ex using voodoo?"

"No, no," he laughed. "He bought a book about black magic. He set out candles and did some ritual or other. His ex left him in peace and that was the end of it."

"I don't believe in that stuff."

"Neither did he, Annabelle," he said, staring into the dark pools of her eyes. "Until it worked."

Pondering on black magic, Annabelle didn't believe that it had worked for Dave's friend. It must have been a coincidence, she concluded. The man's ex must have fallen in love with someone else and had given up pestering him. Imagining sticking pins in an effigy of Brian, she laughed as Dave leaped up from the sofa and performed his version of a rain dance in the centre of the room. He was fun, she reflected as he waved his arms in the air. Happy-go-lucky, carefree, he was enjoying life to the full. Dave was normal.

"Instead of praying for rain, do the dance and pray for Brian to bog off," he laughed.

"This is serious," Annabelle giggled.

"I'll tell you what I'll do. I'll get the book from my mate, and you can read it. Don't judge the power of whatever it is until you've read the book."

"All right, I'll read the silly book," she conceded.

"Shall I go and get it now? He doesn't live far."

"If you want to, Dave. I'm not really bothered."

"It worked for him, Annabelle. Don't condemn the idea until you've tried it."

"OK, get the book and I'll read it. I have to do some shopping so stick it through the letterbox if I'm out."

"And I'll leave my washing on the doorstep," he chuckled.

"Do you really want me to...?"

"No, no. I'm only joking. OK, I'll see you soon."

As Dave lugged his toolbox to his car, Annabelle watched him from the lounge window. Voodoo, black magic, or whatever it was, wouldn't work, she was sure as he drove off. But it might be interesting to read the book. Almost at the stage where she'd try anything to be rid of Brian, she again imagined sticking pins into his effigy. He'd writhe in pain as she pierced his cock and twisted the pin, she mused, picturing him doubled up on the floor.

When she returned from her shopping trip, she frowned as she discovered a cardboard box on her doorstep. Peering inside, expecting to find the box full of dirty clothes, she laughed. Dave had not only lent her the book, but filled the box with candles, a black cloth and an assortment of ivory symbols. "This is ridiculous," she breathed, dumping her shopping in the kitchen and emptying the cardboard box on the lounge floor. Settling on the sofa and reading the book from cover to cover, she wondered whether she'd been wrong to ridicule the power of black magic. The author had cited some pretty convincing cases. If he was to be believed, this might be the way to be rid of Brian of good.

Laying the black cloth on the floor, she arranged the candles and symbols according to the diagram in the book. Feeling foolish, she decided not to tell anyone what she'd done. They'd only laugh at her, she was sure. Lighting the candles, she drew the curtains and pondered on the next stage of the ritual. "I must be mad," she murmured, slipping out of her clothes and standing in the centre of the black cloth. Taking a deep breath, she folded her arms across the firm mounds of her breasts and tried to concentrate on Brian.

Her thoughts turning to Dave, she was looking forward to meeting him for a drink that evening. Wondering whether they'd strike up a relationship, she thought about sex. Her sex life with Brian had been virtually nonexistent. A quick hump from him, and it was all over. She'd given up masturbating when she'd married Brian, but had soon been forced to resume her self-loving in a big way. What was Dave like in bed? she mused, recalling the time at school when he'd asked her out. Sadly, she'd declined his offer. How would things have turned out had she gone out with him? Did he fancy her now?

"This is stupid," she whispered, looking down at the candles flickering around her naked feet. Unable to concentrate on Brian, she couldn't stop thinking about Dave. He was fun to be with, he enjoyed life - and he'd plumbed in the washing machine. What more could a girl ask for? She giggled inwardly, imagining his solid penis driving deep into the hugging sheath of her neglected pussy. Realizing that she'd quite like a relationship with Dave, she felt her clitoris swell as she again pictured his solid cock embedded within her hungry pussy. But he was a friend, and nothing more.

"I wouldn't mind Dave fucking me," she breathed, stepping off the black cloth as she realized that she'd not had sex for God only knew how long. Dressing before flinging the curtains back and blowing out the candles, she laughed. Voodoo, black magic... it was nonsense, she thought, checking her watch. Six-thirty. Grabbing a sandwich, she hadn't realized how quickly the time had passed. What with reading the book and messing about with the ritual, the hours had flown by.

Leaving the house, she hoped that she wouldn't bump into Brian as she walked the short distance to the Hare and Hounds. Had she known that he was going to defame her with his slander, spread lies and malicious rumours, she'd have moved to another town. He had said at one point that it would be nice if they could at least remain friends. Annabelle had been all for the idea. After all, there had been no hatred in the marriage. But now, it seemed that Brian wanted to breed hatred. Perhaps he hated himself, she mused, walking into the pub.

"Annabelle," Dave greeted her as she approached the bar. "What are you having?"

"White wine, please," she replied, her dark eyes scanning the pub for Brian.

"Pete can't make it, I'm afraid. He rang and said something about problems at work."

"Not to worry," she breathed, quite happy to spend some time alone with Dave. "Thanks for plumbing in the washing machine. I should be buying you a drink."

"I wouldn't hear of it. Did you get the box of stuff?"

"Yes, thanks. I've read the book."

"Have you tried the ritual?"

"Er... no, not yet. Have you read the book, Dave?"

"I've flicked through it. It seems interesting but the proof of the pudding will be in the eating. When are you going to try it?"

"Oh, I don't know. Shall we sit over there?" she asked, pointing to a table.

"Yes, why not?"

Sitting next to Dave, this was the first time that Annabelle had been out with another man since leaving Brian. She'd had coffee with Dave in the café, but that hadn't been prearranged. This was a date, she reflected, sipping her wine. Wondering what the hell Brian would do if he discovered that she'd been out with another man, she tried to push all thoughts of her ex-husband to the back of her mind. After all, it was nothing to do with him. As Dave began talking about decorating his flat, Annabelle found herself thinking about her ex-husband again. Why wouldn't he let go and move on? The marriage was over, the divorce final, so why was he still a major part of her life?

Nodding and smiling when appropriate as Dave talked about his flat, Annabelle recalled the time when she woke one morning to Brian asking her why she'd thrown a cup down the stairs. When she'd said that she'd done nothing of the sort, he'd said that she was deluding herself. The fact that there was no broken cup at the bottom of the stairs didn't seem to deter him. Persisting, he accused her of throwing the cup down the stairs just before she went to bed the previous evening. Unable to listen to his insane accusation, Annabelle left the marital bed and took a shower. The only way to deal with Brian's crazy mind was to ignore him. There were a thousand weird incidents when he'd ranted and raved about something, and she'd had no idea what he was talking about.

"Something weird happened to me earlier," Dave said, breaking Annabelle's train of thought.

"Oh?"

"For some reason, I found myself thinking about making love to you. It was really strange. I don't mean that you're not attractive. I mean it's strange that... I don't know what I mean."

"Funnily enough I was thinking... when was this?"

"About an hour ago. Why?"

"Tell me more," Annabelle murmured, thinking back to the ritual.

"I was getting ready to go out, when a sex scene loomed in my mind, as clear as anything. I wasn't even thinking about sex. In fact, I was thinking about wallpapering the lounge."

"That is odd," Annabelle said, smiling at him. "Is this your usual chat-up line?"

"No, honestly... this picture just came into my mind. I was making love to you and... it sounds crazy, doesn't it?"

Frowning, Annabelle began to wonder whether her thoughts while standing on the black cloth had somehow reached out to Dave. But that just wasn't possible, was it? It was purely coincidence, she concluded. He obviously wanted to bed her, and this was his way of turning the conversation round to sex. Her stomach somersaulting, she rather liked the idea of slipping beneath the quilt and making love with him. It would be nice to be held, cuddled, loved...

"And then I heard..." Dave began. "It doesn't matter. The whole thing's crazy."

"What did you hear?"

"It's daft but I... I heard a girl's voice."

"Saying what?"

"It wasn't very clear. It sounded like someone was saying, I wouldn't mind Dave fucking me."

Her eyes widening, Annabelle froze as she recalled murmuring those very words. "Are you sure?" she asked shakily. "I mean, it might have been someone outside in the street or..."

"Annabelle, girls don't stand in the street calling out that they wouldn't mind me fucking them. That's what it sounded like, anyway. Perhaps it was wishful thinking," he chuckled.

"Perhaps," she murmured pensively.

This wasn't coincidence, she mused fearfully. Trying to recall exactly what she'd been thinking about while standing on the black cloth, she remembered picturing Dave's penis driving deep into her tight pussy. Unable to concentrate on Brian, her thoughts had centred on Dave, but... there was only one way to find out, she decided, knocking back her drink. Later that evening, she'd slip out of her clothes and stand on the cloth again. But, this time, she'd concentrate on Brian.

"Tell me more about you ex," Dave said, sipping his drink.

"God, where do I start? He was... he is mental. We'd have a conversation and, two days later, he'd have no recollection of it. What was frightening was when he swore blind that we'd discussed something, and we hadn't. He used to say that I was trying to make out that he was losing his memory. I must admit that there were times when I thought that I was going mad and I questioned myself. Everything about him was weird. He came home from work once and I said hello and kissed his cheek. I asked him how his day had been and he said that I'd not even bothered to say hello to him."

"Is he really mental?"

"Yes, I firmly believe he is. He has strange mannerisms and his face sort of contorts when he's about to go on one of his mental trips. I never knew from one minute to the next how he was going to be. One minute he was fine, chatting and joking. And the next he'd rant and rave about the way I was and ask me when was I going to change my ways. The strange thing was that nothing triggered his mental fits. He'd just flip for no reason at all."

"It's no wonder you divorced him," Dave laughed.

Annabelle again wished that she'd left Brian years ago. She'd tried to make a go of the marriage, tried to live with his peculiar mental ways. But it wasn't possible to live with mental derangement. Would black magic work? she wondered as Dave went to the bar and bought her another drink. She didn't want any harm to come to Brian. All she wanted was to be left alone, left in peace. The black cloth was still on the floor, the candles and symbols arranged in a circle. It was worth trying, she reflected.
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Chapter Two
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Drawing the lounge curtains and slipping out of her clothes, Annabelle lit the candles and stood on the black cloth. Although she was feeling tired after drinking too much wine at the pub, she wanted to complete the ritual before going to bed. If it worked, then Brian might be out of her life for good within a couple of weeks. If it didn't, then nothing would be lost. The book had said that the ritual was perfectly safe and couldn't be used to harm people. Did Annabelle want to harm Brian? All she wanted was peace.

Trying to drag her thoughts away from Dave, Annabelle closed her eyes and concentrated on her ex-husband. The alcohol muddling her thoughts, for some reason she found herself imagining that Brian's car had broken down. Again, she tried to concentrate on her ex leaving her in peace, but it was impossible. This wasn't going to work. She should have waited until the morning before performing the ritual. But, although she was very tired, she was desperate to be rid of her ex-husband and decided to try one more time.

"Concentrate," she murmured. "Brian, I want you to leave me alone. Go away and leave me in peace." A shiver running up her spine, she opened her eyes and looked around the darkened room. Feeling that she wasn't alone, she folded her arms across the mounds of her firm breasts and frowned. No one was watching, she knew, but she felt that unseen eyes were staring at the curves of her body. The room becoming cold, the candles flickering as an icy draft whipped up around her naked feet, she wondered whether she'd closed the front door. The door was closed, she remembered locking it when she came in.

Finally putting her fear down to her imagination, she turned her thoughts to Dave. Pictures of his solid penis driving deep into the hugging sheath of her pussy looming in her mind, she tried to think of anything other than Dave. But the images continued to form, vivid pictures of his erect cock swamping her mind. She imagined wanking his huge penis, watching the sperm jetting from his slit as she rolled his fleshy foreskin back and forth over his throbbing knob. She could almost taste his sperm as she pictured his swollen glans between the pretty lips of her mouth, the white liquid bathing her tongue as he drained his heavy balls.

"I want you to fuck me," she breathed, wondering where the crude words were coming from. "Come here now and fuck me. Come here and use and abuse me." Shaking her head and frowning, she tried to clear her mind of her uncharacteristic thoughts as she stepped off the black cloth and switched the light on. Gazing at the circle of flickering candles, she again felt that she wasn't alone in the room. An icy draft blowing the candles out, she checked the window. There was no way a draft could whip through the lounge. Something sinister was happening, she knew. But what? Finding the front door closed, she dashed into the kitchen and grabbed the ringing phone.

"Sorry to call you this late," Dave said. "It's just that..."

"What is it?" she asked as his words tailed off. "Are you OK?"

"Would you mind if I came round?"

"What, now?"

"Yes. I have to talk to you, Annabelle."

"It's very late, Dave. Can't it wait?"

"No, I don't think it can."

"All right, come round now," she conceded, fearing the worst.

The ritual had worked, she was sure as she slipped into her dressing gown and cleared the candles and cloth away. Recalling her words, she felt a chill run up her spine. Come here now and fuck me. Come here and use and abuse me. Had Dave heard her thoughts? she wondered. If he was possessed by some hideous entity and raped her... filling the kettle, she knew that she was being ridiculous. Too much alcohol, over tired; her imagination was running away with her. After all, the book had said that the ritual was safe. Pulling her gown together as she answered the front door, she recalled the candles blowing out. That hadn't been her imagination.

"Have you tried the ritual yet?" Dave asked as he sat on the sofa. He seemed jittery, nervous. "Have you tried it?"

"I was in bed when you rang," she lied. "What's all this about?"

"You haven't tried the ritual yet?" he persisted.

"No, I haven't," she replied shakily. "What's happened, Dave? What's the matter?"

"I heard that girl's voice again. And I... I saw a picture of us making love."

"You're becoming obsessed with me," she giggled, again imagining the fleshy shaft of his penis driving deep into the wet shaft of her tight pussy. "You look tired, Dave. You should get some sleep."

"I want you, Annabelle," he breathed, his dark eyes staring at her. "I want to fuck you."

"Well, I... I don't know what to say," she replied, walking into the kitchen and pouring the coffee. "You don't hang about, do you?"

Allowing her gown to fall open as she took the cups into the lounge, she watched Dave eyeing the firm mounds of her breasts. Why was she doing this? she wondered. Had she been influenced by the ritual? As much as she fancied Dave, she'd never have deliberately displayed her naked body to him. She was behaving like a common tart, she knew as her gown opened wider. Was it coincidence that Dave had phoned and asked to come round? He'd said that he'd heard the girl's voice again. This was no coincidence, she knew as he reached out and held her hand. Standing before him with her pubic curls on display, she felt her stomach somersault as he gazed longingly at the creamy-wet valley of her pussy slit.

Annabelle wanted sex with him, but not if he'd been influenced by some unseen force. This wasn't natural, she reflected as he leaned forward and kissed the smooth flesh of her lower stomach. His fingertip slipping between the wet petals of her inner labia, he massaged the pink flesh surrounding the creamy entrance to her hot sex sheath. Breathing deeply, Annabelle looked down at the elongating teats of her brown nipples, her darkening areolae. She needed this, she knew as she felt her clitoris swell. She needed sex, sex with a man.

"Finger my cunt," she breathed, horrified by her crudity. His finger driving into the hugging sheath of her vagina, he massaged her G-spot as she towered above him gasping in her soaring arousal. Wasting no time, his tongue delving into the top of her moist sex valley, snaking around the bud of her erect clitoris, he sucked hard on her pleasure spot. Annabelle felt her legs sagging, her womb contracting, as her juices of arousal streamed from the gaping entrance to her tight vagina. Masturbating was all very well, she mused in her sexual delirium. But there was no substitute for the feel of a man's finger inside the wet shaft of her burning pussy, a man's tongue licking the sensitive tip of her solid clitoris.

Her juices of desire streaming down the smooth flesh of her inner thighs, she shuddered and breathed heavily as her pleasure heightened. No one had touched her there since she'd left her husband; no one had massaged the inner flesh of her yearning vagina, paid intimate attention to her hungry clitoris. Her areolae darkening, her sensitive milk teats stiffening, pictures loomed in her racked mind again. A huge penis was hovering over her face, white sperm jetting from the knob-slit and rained over her mouth, her cheeks, her hair. Was this a dream?

"Turn round," Dave ordered her, his finger sliding out of her well-juiced pussy hole. "Take your gown off and turn round." Complying, Annabelle frowned as he ordered her to stand with her feet wide apart and bend over. "You want to be used and abused?" he murmured, his thumbs parting the firm cheeks of her naked bottom as she touched her toes. "Then you've called on the right man."

Called on the right man? Pondering on his words as she felt his wet tongue snaking over the firm globes of her bottom, Annabelle realized that she had called on him to use and abuse her. The ritual had worked, she was sure as his tongue ran up and down the length of her anal valley, wetting the sensitive brown tissue surrounding her tightly-closed anus. No man had ever touched her bottom-hole, let alone lick her there, and she wondered why she wasn't protesting. The crude act sending electrifying ripples of pleasure deep into her pelvis, she couldn't understand why she was allowing a man she hardly knew to commit such a debased sexual act on her.

"You taste good," he breathed, his wet tongue sweeping over the puckered flesh of her anal eye. "Part your feet further. I want to push my tongue deep into your arse and taste you."

Obliging, Annabelle parted her feet and pushed her buttocks out, the once-secret inlet to her rectal duct opening wide. She could feel her buttocks parting further, her most private hole dilating as his tongue entered her and licked the dank walls of her anal canal. This was debased in the extreme, she reflected, the blood rushing to her head as her clitoris swelled. Her long black hair trailing over the floor, she looked up between her firm thighs at Dave as he repeatedly drove his tongue into the tight duct of her arse. His breathing quickening as he sucked on her anus, his trousers bulging with his obvious arousal, Annabelle knew that he was going to commit sexual acts far cruder than this.

Again wondering whether she'd somehow been affected by the ritual, she couldn't recall a time when she'd felt so wicked and dirty. She'd always enjoyed sex, straight sex. But to allow a man to push his wet tongue deep into the tight duct of her anal canal... this was something she'd never dreamed she'd do. Her tight anus, the hot sheath of her hot rectum; that most private part of her body wasn't to be used for sex, was it? As Dave's finger slid into the tight duct of her pussy, sending delightful ripples of pleasure through her contracting womb, she again realized how much she'd missed while married to Brian.

Brian had been loving and caring when Annabelle had first met him, but he'd never deviated from the so-called sexual norm. Her first anal experience had been during her early days of masturbation when she'd caressed her bottom-hole to heighten her pleasure. After that pioneering act, she'd often stimulated the sensitive nerves of her anus while massaging her clitoris to orgasm. Finally plucking up the courage to drive her finger deep into her anal canal, she'd shuddered uncontrollably as her clitoris had exploded in orgasm. But that had been her most secret and private act. Brian had never ventured between the pert cheeks of her bottom, and she'd thought that men were only interested in her pussy.

"I'll use and abuse you," Dave breathed, slipping a finger into the hot duct of her well-salivated rectal tube. "I know what you want, and I'm going to give it to you." A second finger stretching open the delicate tissue surrounding her anal inlet and driving into the hot depths of her rectum, Annabelle couldn't believe that she was allowing this crude violation of her naked body. It wasn't as if she'd been going out with Dave for a few months and knew him well. This was cold sex, she mused. Cold, raw sex for the sake of sex.

A third finger forcing its way deep into her bloated rectal duct, Annabelle whimpered as her bottom-hole stretched open painfully. The sensations permeating the very core of her trembling body, she imagined Dave's huge penis driving deep into her hot bowels and fucking her there. Picturing her anal tissue stretched tautly around the root of his solid cock, his heavy balls slapping her vaginal lips as he rocked his hips and fucked her, she shuddered as her cunt-milk flowed from the sheath of her vagina and streamed down the pale flesh of her inner thighs.

Dave's fingers finally leaving her burning sex holes with a loud sucking sound, he stood behind her and unzipped his trousers. He was going to fuck her, spunk her cervix, she knew as his bulbous glans slipped between the wet petals of her inner lips. His swollen knob gliding along her sex tube, finally pressing against her creamy-wet cervix, she felt her clitoris emerge fully from beneath its pink hood. His lower belly slapping her rounded buttocks as he began his vaginal fucking, she gasped and whimpered in her sexual delirium.

She needed this, she reflected as he grabbed her hips and repeatedly pummelled her ripe cervix with his swollen glans. Her outer love lips rolling back and forth along his cunny-wet shaft, her clitoris massaged by his pistoning cock, she was quickly nearing her climax. She could feel her anus spasming, her private hole opening and closing as her sphincter muscles contracted and relaxed. A finger driving into her bottom-hole would have been nice, she mused, her vaginal muscles tightening, gripping his pistoning cock shaft. Why was she thinking like this?

"No," she breathed as his knob slipped out of her vaginal canal and pressed hard against the brown tissue of her anus. She could hear his heavy breathing as he grabbed his penis by the base and forced his bulbous knob past her defeated anal sphincter muscles. His purple plum gliding along the hot walls of her rectal tube, making its way deep into the very core of her bowels, she felt that her pelvic cavity was inflating to capacity. Never had she known that such beautiful sensations were derivable from the private tube of her rectum. Never had she dreamed that a man's huge cock would drive into the tight duct of her arse. As he withdrew, her anal ring hugging the rim of his helmet, he clutched her hips and drove his knob-head deep into the fiery heat of her bowels. His swinging balls slapping the wet flesh of her pussy lips as he arse fucked her, he began gasping as he increased his anal pistoning rhythm.

"Dirty little whore," he breathed, repeatedly ramming the swollen knob of his cock-shaft into the burning core of her bowels. Delighting in his crude words, Annabelle pictured the brown ring of her anus hugging his slimed shaft as he fucked her with a vengeance, the delicate tissue rolling back and forth along his cock. This was the sort of thing whores did, she mused. Dirty filthy whores took it up their arses and enjoyed having their bowels pumped full of spunk. Annabelle wasn't a whore, was she? Dave's slimed cock gliding in and out of her inflamed rectum, his gasp of debased pleasure reverberating around the room; he was treating her like a common slut. She was a whore, she knew.

His sperm finally jetting from his throbbing knob, lubricating the forbidden union, he let out a rush of breath. The swinging sac of his hairy scrotum slapping her sex-wet pussy lips, his lower belly smacking her naked buttocks, she listened to the squelching of his sperm as he pistoned her cum-brimming anal canal. The illicit act sending shockwaves of debased pleasure through her naked body, she could feel his spunk gushing into her tight arse, flooding her hot bowels. This was real sex, she reflected.
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