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Chapter 19

The next morning, we were woken by Belle, bearing a tray of poached eggs on toast, and coffee.

“Poppy said you like scrambled eggs, but I prefer poached eggs, my mum made the best poached eggs, I hope these are ok.”

“They look perfect,” Jenny replied.

Belle sat on the dressing table stool as we ate.

“Where are Poppy and Katie?” Jenny asked.

“Poppy is making sure Katie knows she loves her, she said I could stay, but I thought it would be better for Katie if I made you breakfast instead.”

“That’s kind of you.”

“I’d hate to be the cause of them falling out, Katie is perfect for Poppy.”

“Poppy loves you so much, she loves Katie as well, so I guess you’re all going to have to be careful until everything settles down.”

“Oh yes, I really like Katie, and I think she likes me, I’d like us all to stay together, because more than anything, I adore Poppy, she’s my hero you know.”

We ate the rest of our breakfast as Belle asked us general questions about ourselves, “so, are you a famous author then, I guess you must be if you live in this fancy house.”

“Seeing as neither you nor Poppy had heard of me, I guess I’m less famous than I hoped,” I laughed, “Katie’s read all my books though, and they have some in the school library.”

“I like reading, maybe I’ll ask her to recommend one.”

“There’s lesbian sex in some of them,” Jenny said.

“Have you read them?” Belle asked her.

“Ahh, no, I’m just going from what Katie told me, I’m not much of a reader I’m afraid.”

“So, Poppy said you guys all have sex together, is that right?”

“Not all the time, but yes, we have sex with each other,” Jenny said.

“Katie said you have sex with Helen, she’s your sister though.”

“Ahh, yes, that started recently, Helen was upset, and one thing led to another,” I replied.

“That’s awesome, she’s so sexy, I bet she looks great naked.”

“Ask Katie, she has posters of Helen,” Jenny replied.

“Really! She has posters of Helen, how?”

“Helen was a glamour model for a time, ask her when she comes round later, she’ll tell you all about it.”

“Katie says you’ve got a really big dick, she said it hurt a little...”

“It’s about the biggest I’ve ever seen,” Jenny told her, “We only ever do what we’re happy doing, though, so don’t be worried, you can have sex with just Poppy and Katie if you want.”

“I could blow you, or give you a handjob, I’m really good at those, but I’m not comfortable with the idea of sex at the moment, I hope you don’t mind.”

“The most important thing,” Jenny said kindly, “not just in this house, but in life and relationships in general, is that you only ever do what you’re comfortable with. Never let anyone, be they boys or girls, make you do anything you don’t want to do.”

Belle nodded, “I’ve heard that boys in school can be really nasty with girls who don’t put out.”

“They can be, Poppy and Katie are at a girls’ school, you’ll go there when we get everything sorted.”

We finished our coffee and put the tray on the floor. Belle was chewing her lip, she looked like she wanted to ask something, but didn’t know how to ask it.

“Is there something you want to ask?” Jenny asked her, “did Poppy explain our policy on secrets, that we have none, if you want to ask something, ask it.”

Belle blushed and looked at her feet, “well, I, err, I was kind of wondering what your boobs look like, I know I shouldn’t ask, because you’re kind of my mum now, but I’ve really never seen any like yours. I love boobs, Poppy’s are the biggest I’ve seen, you know, not in magazines and stuff in real life. All the girls you see in magazines with huge natural boobs, they’re all saggy, they don’t look perky like yours seem to...”

Whilst Belle rambled, still looking at the floor Jenny sat up and removed her nightie.

“Look at me Belle,” Jenny said once she’d finished talking.

Belle looked up and her eyes went wide, “oh my god, they’re amazing, can I come closer?”

“Of course.”

Belle moved around the bed and Jenny motioned for her to climb up, “can I touch them?”

“You can do whatever you want, whatever you do with Poppy, you can do with me?”

“Really? Won’t Alex mind?”

“I’d say he’ll enjoy watching, but why don’t you ask him.”

“Sorry, I’m kind of stunned right now, can I kiss your girlfriend please Alex?”

“You can do whatever you want,” I replied, “in fact I’m going to give you a little privacy, because I know you’ll be more comfortable without me Belle.”

As I slid out of bed Belle straddled Jenny and started to kiss her; lips first then she moved down, kissing along the rise of her breasts before taking a nipple in her mouth, Jenny let out a low moan as Belle nipped it gently with her teeth.

“Oh girl, you definitely know how to please a lady.”

“I had good teachers,” Belle answered through clenched teeth.

The view affected me profoundly, and as I stood Belle saw me out of the corner of her eyes, she let go of Jenny’s breast and stared at me, eyes wide in shock.

“Holy shit, Katie’s had that inside her, she’s so slim, how did it fit.”

“You’d be surprised what will fit in your pussy, remember, babies come out of there.”

“Yeah, but from what I’ve been told, having a baby isn’t a pleasant experience.”

Jenny put a hand tenderly on Belle’s cheek and turned her head so she was looking into her eyes, “why don’t you ignore Alex, forget all about him for now, we can have a lot of fun while he’s getting dressed and making more coffee. Poppy has some ropes and stuff, tonight we can tie him up and you can do to him what you’re doing to me, you can inspect him carefully without any fear that he’ll hurt you. That’s what Katie did.”

“I still don’t want him inside me! I want to stay a virgin!”

Jenny brought Belle’s face closer, she kissed her tenderly, “that’s why we tie him up, then you’re in charge, you only ever do what you want to do.”

I dressed quickly and made a sharp exit, heading for the main bathroom, where I bumped into Poppy.

“Oh, hello dad, is Belle in your room?”

“She is, can I ask you something?”

“Of course.”

“Can I ask you in private.”

“Yes, let’s go make coffee, and I’m starving, morning sex works up an appetite, and I’m giving you too much information, sorry.”

I put the coffee on as Poppy poured milk on a bowl of cereal, “I love Frosties,” she said before shovelling a spoonful in her mouth.

I waited for her to finish the bowl before I spoke.

“Ok, I feel better now, what did you want to ask me?”

“Did Belle speak about her uncle last night?”

“Oh, has something happened?”

“She caught sight of me and she seemed to be terrified.”

“Ok, I’m not as smart as Helen, so I’m not going to try to analyse what Belle said.”

“We can check with Helen later if needs be, but I’m really concerned that he may have done something to her at some point.”

“She said he used to flash at her when her parents weren’t looking, and he’d sometimes have an erection, and it was pretty big by the sound of things.”

“Ahh, so I can see why the sudden appearance of my erection as I stood up would cause her problems. Thanks Poppy, that’s a great help.”

“No problem, I’ll go see how Katie’s getting on, I left her a bit dazed.”

“Is Katie ok, Belle is worried she’s come between you.”

“You know, I think everything will be OK, Belle really likes Katie, they’ve got a lot of shared interests, and Katie really likes Belle, and I love them both. It was fun waking up with Belle again, especially as she smells a lot nicer than she did last time.”

“Could you do me a favour,” I asked as Poppy got up from the table, “could you take Jenny and Belle a coffee, I’d rather not upset anyone if they’re still making out.”

“No problem, any excuse to see naked people is fine by me.”

A short time later Belle came downstairs, she was a little sheepish as she walked into the kitchen, she slipped past me and put her mug in the dishwasher, then took a deep breath and sat down at the table.

“I am so sorry about before...” she started.

“It’s ok, I understand if you don’t want to...”

“Please, let me finish, I have this all in my head and it has to come out. Yesterday I said Uncle Liam never did anything to me beyond slapping me, and that’s mostly true, he never raped me, I’m still a virgin.

“When he came round to our house, or we were at his he would always wear sweatpants, and he’d pull them down when mum and dad weren’t around, and sometimes he’d grab me and force his dick in my mouth, one time he even came in my mouth and I ran outside and was sick, right in front of mum, he followed me out like he’d not just forced his dick down my throat, he was all ‘what’s the matter Amelia, did you eat something bad?’

“What could I say, ‘mum, your brother-in-law just orally raped me’, she’d never believe me. Since I ran away Poppy has taught me stuff, that I can have power over men, she’s shown me what to do, I can give men pleasure just with my mouth and hands, and they will pay me for it, but all those men were old, and their dicks were mostly small, not like yours, and not like Liam’s.

“Poppy’s told me to talk to Helen, I think I will, because she seems nice, and I really want to overcome my fear, because I’d like to make you happy.”

“Do you know what makes me happy, Belle?”

“No, I don’t.”

“I’m happy when my friends are happy, and that means you don’t ever need to do anything you don’t want to do, that means you can stick to being with the girls and I won’t ever be upset about it.”

“Thank you, Alex.”

“So, are we ok? Are we friends?”

“Yes, we’re friends.”

“I’m glad about that. So, did you have fun with Jenny?”

“Oh my god, she made my toes curl. She’s great in bed, and afterwards I nearly fell asleep on her boobs. I love them, they’re so soft and warm.”

“If you think Jenny’s good, wait till you sleep with Helen.”

“I’d probably die if it’s more exciting than what just happened.”

I felt better now Belle was smiling again, “would you like something to eat?” I asked her, “I can make you pancakes, or waffles.”

“Ooohh, waffles please, we had them once by the seaside, with cream and chocolate sauce.”

“I don’t have any chocolate sauce, but I have blueberry syrup and ice cream, Poppy likes them like that.”

“Yes please, that sounds great.”

I put the waffle iron on the hob to get nice and hot as I mixed some batter for the waffles.

Luckily I made enough batter for three people, as Poppy and Katie came running as soon as they smelt Belle’s cooking. They laughed and joked as they ate, I left them to it and slipped upstairs.

Jenny was dressing as I reached the bedroom, “drama over,” I sighed, “just listen to them downstairs.”

She went to the door and listened to the laughter, “that’s a nice sound. How did you sort it.”

“Belle came down to apologise, we had a heart to heart,” I said, then I brought Jenny up to speed.

“So she’ll speak to Helen later, that’s good.”

“I told her that it’s ok for her to only sleep with the girls, I won’t feel left out, she’s not to feel any kind of pressure.”

“That’s great, I don’t want her to feel she needs to do anything she doesn’t want to, the last thing we want is her to run away from here. Anyway, on the subject of Liam, I’ve spoken to Jeremy, he’s happy to meet us today, he said you know the house in Finsbury.”

“Yes, I know the place, did he say what time?”

“He said any time between noon and 5 is good.”

“Great, can you give Helen a call while I have a shower.”

“Already done, she’ll be here soon.”

Helen arrived before the girls left for their shopping trip, Belle took her into the lounge where they spent 10 minutes chatting.

“Where are you going shopping?” I asked Poppy and Katie.

“Belle says she’s fine with Primark, but I want her to have better stuff, so I was thinking of All Saints and American Apparel, I really liked their t-shirts, we might try Gap as well. Nowhere too dear.”

“Please use my card, I don’t want you spending your own money.”

“We said we were ok paying for Belle, I’ve checked my bank and we have loads of money, and the pocket money you promised us is more than enough to split three ways instead of two. Please, let us do this our way.”

I stepped back, “ok, but for my own peace of mind, keep hold of my card, use it to buy Belle a better phone.”

“We mentioned that,” Katie said, “she said no, she said she’s fine with the cheap one you bought her for now, it does all she wants. I guess when she starts school she’ll want a better one.”

“Ok, have fun.”

“We will, this will be my first time in London without a grown-up since you found me,” Poppy said, “it’ll be exciting. Where are you going today?”

“Jenny, Helen and I are going to Finsbury to meet Jeremy, to talk about a few things, mostly about Max I think, but also the best way to sort the Belle and Liam issue.”

“Ohh, that doesn’t sound like fun.”

“It won’t be, but it’s something we need to fix.”

Belle emerged from the lounge, Poppy and Katie met her by the door and gave her one of Katie’s smallest jackets to wear until they found her a new one.

“We’ll see you later,” Poppy called from the door.

“Don’t forget to get Belle an oyster card,” Jenny called after them, “I don’t want to hear of anyone jumping the barriers”

“We’ll stop at the shop and get her one, we promise,” Katie shouted as she closed the door.

“Didn’t I tell you last night that we wouldn’t have to do much for Belle, Poppy and Katie would look after her, I didn’t realise that included paying for her clothes.”

“I am a little worried they think she’s their puppy,” Jenny said.

“That’s what I told them yesterday,” I replied.

“It’s probably because they think they pressured you into letting her stay,” Helen said. “They now consider Belle’s welfare to be their responsibility. See how it goes, maybe they’ll carry on until they leave school and start work, and Belle will never cost you an extra penny, maybe they’ll crumble in a couple of weeks, either way, this is a really useful learning experience for them all.

“Also, Belle absolutely worships Poppy, so Poppy is going to do everything she can to keep Belle safe and healthy, and Katie will start to emulate Poppy. I can see this becoming a really interesting dynamic, and I’m definitely taking notes for my thesis.”

We waited 15 minutes to ensure the girls had caught their train, we didn’t want them to think we were checking up on them.

As we were walking to the station Jeremy sent me a message, ‘I’m really sorry, the house is freezing today, you couldn’t stop at the hardware store on the way and buy me a bag of coal could you.’

I replied telling him no problem, remembering from my last visit that there was a store with plastic bags of coal stacked up outside, we could easily carry a couple of bags up to the house from there.

The train into London was very busy with shoppers, but the one from Earls Court out to Finsbury was quiet, Helen sat opposite, the carriage was empty, so she spoke about her chat with Belle, and what it added to the picture of Liam as a person. He was serial sex offender who had used his limited charms, and threats where charm didn’t work.

In the end we grabbed a 15kg bag of coal each, along with some fire lighters and a box of long matches, and we carried them the ¼ mile to the house, where Jeremy greeted us warmly then set about building a fire in the grate while I poured coffee from one of the large flasks on the sideboard.

The room soon started to warm up and we were able to remove our coats and relax a little.

I introduced Helen to Jeremy, explaining that she’d been helping Poppy come to terms with some of the things she’d done and witnessed, and was now going to do the same for Belle.

Jeremy seemed genuinely interested in Helen’s insight, “so, after you graduate, what are your plans?” he asked.

“Originally, I was thinking of opening a clinic, then our lives altered immeasurably a few weeks ago, and I realised there was a world outside of our secure bubble that needs help, so I decided I’d probably volunteer for a women’s aid charity.”

“Poppy’s charity perhaps?” Jeremy asked.

“That’s what I was thinking. Ideally I’d be able to mix paid and voluntary work, but if not, I’m sure I won’t starve if I work full time for free.”

“So, from what you’ve told me, it seems Poppy and her girlfriend, Katie, have assumed full responsibility for Belle,” Jeremy said, “how do you see that playing out?”

“Looking at the dynamic, Belle is utterly devoted to Poppy, she told us yesterday that she’d been dreaming of Poppy rescuing her from the moment she’d found out Poppy was still alive. I worried that Belle’s attachment to Poppy would cause problems between Katie and Poppy, but it looks like Katie likes Belle as much as Poppy does, so at the moment they’re - what’s the word she used?”

“A throuple, a couple with three people.” Jenny answered.

“Yes that’s it, I think watching them leave the house this morning they’re all very much in love with each other and will make a very good throuple, providing none of them get jealous of the attention one of them is getting.”

Jeremy nodded, “thank you, I’ve not met Katie yet, but from seeing Belle and Poppy together in the past, they were always closest, but always had time for other people. I’m comfortable they can make it work.”

He got up and brought the big flask over to the coffee table so we could refill our cups, “maybe now I have coal I can get one of those fireplace kettles to make fresh coffee,” he laughed.

As we drank our second cup, we filled Jeremy in on what we’d learnt about Belle’s uncle.

“Ahh, so that’s why she won’t go home, I always wondered. It distressed me terribly seeing her on the streets, but whenever I talked about giving her the train fare home, she’d just shut me out, refusing to talk until I changed the subject.”

“So, we’re wondering what we can do, legally, to prevent Liam from claiming Belle so we can enrol her in school,” Jenny said.

“You’re the expert in the legal area, my methods, as you know, are somewhat dubious.”

“Ok, do you think there are any dubious ways we can gain custody?”

“I could send somebody to have a word with him, I’m sure there are things we can find out that would persuade him to relinquish his claim. If you could send me a list of girls who recanted their testimonies some of my lads could speak to them, see if they can’t be induced to confront him. We have ways to make life very difficult for people like him.”

“Great stuff, I’ll email you the details later.”

We got up to leave, Jeremy patted his pockets, “how much do I owe you for the coal?” he asked.

“Nothing, it’s my gift. On the subject of money, let me know if you have any expenses related to Evie and Max, I already said we’d fund their recoveries.”

“The money you left at St Barnabas was more than enough for what we’ve spent on Evie, you don’t need to worry. Max though, we’ve not moved her yet, she’s in a hostel. I was wondering if Poppy would be open to her coming to the funeral. I know it’s awkward, seeing as Max is responsible, but, you know, Poppy did love and respect her very much prior to this.”

“I’ll phone her,” I said, “give me a minute.”

I stepped out into the hallway and dialled, “hey Alex, what’s up?” Poppy said cheerfully as she answered, “we’re in All Saints and Belle is having the best time trying stuff on.”

“That’s great, listen, we’re with Jeremy right now and he’s wondering if you’d be ok with Max coming on Tuesday.”

“To mum’s funeral?”

“Yes, we know it’s awkward, after what she did, but this will be your last chance to see her.”

“Oh gosh Alex, of course she can come. I’m annoyed at what she did to mum, but she had good intentions. I love Max, she was like our mum while we shared her squat. I want to see her again, I want to let her know I’m ok, that I’ve got a family and girlfriends, and that Belle is safe now. I want to kiss her goodbye, I wanted to kiss her all that time we were together but we didn’t for silly reasons.”

I relayed this to Jeremy and he visibly relaxed, “she’s a good kid, a heart of gold.”

“And we all have you to thank that she’s still around,” Jenny replied as we passed him on our way out.

“Send me those names this afternoon if you can, and I’ll be able to have people working on it tomorrow.”

As we walked back to the station my phone rang, Poppy, “hey Poppy, everything ok?”

“Err, you know how I said we could afford to buy all of Belle’s clothes ourselves?”

“I distinctly remember you saying this,” I replied as I put the phone on speaker for Jenny and Helen.

“Well, Belle has just found the cutest jacket, it’s a proper army coat, with badges and stuff, it’ll be really warm, and she looks great in it.”

“And...” I said with a smile.

“Well, it’s £250, and she looks so good in it.”

“How much of your own money have you spent on her?” I asked.

“I don’t know, I can check my bank app, it’s probably about £300 on t-shirts and dresses and jeans, she’s so tiny we’ve bought most stuff in the kids department.”

“Use my card, and use it to buy your dinner.”

“Thank you so much, I’m so sorry to ask, but she really does suit it.”

“I’m sure she does,” I laughed as she cut the call.

“So much for them buying all of Belle’s clothes,” Jenny said.

“It’s not like we can’t afford it, and she asked first, how many girls would do that if they had their dad’s gold card in their purse.”

“Good grief, I definitely wouldn’t have asked,” Jenny laughed, “which is probably why my dad never trusted me with his card.”


Chapter 20

When we arrived home Helen went to check on Nita and Jenny went to the station to gather names and addresses for the girls who’d accused Liam of assault. What she was doing was totally illegal, so she was extra careful no-one saw what she was doing.

While Jenny was doing her stuff I did some shopping, Belle said she wanted to make us Spaghetti Bolognaise, so I bought a kilo of steak mince and a bag of veggie mince, in case Nita and Helen were coming to dinner, I also bought some vegan cheese, a couple of bottles of Barolo and a case of Peroni.

I was just coming out of Waitrose as Jenny jogged up beside me and took the case of lager.

“All done,” she panted, “I was afraid to send anything via the police network, so I photographed the details and sent them all to Jeremy via WhatsApp, hopefully he’ll be able to read most of them.”

“I know what you’ve done is illegal, but you’re doing the right thing. Even if we didn’t have selfish motives regarding Belle, Liam needs to be taken down somehow.”

“I know, but that doesn’t stop me feeling bad about what I’ve just done, we have certain standards to follow.”

“Oh, I just remembered,” Jenny said a little later as I was opening the front door, “I was checking the duty logs for the coming week and the raid on the porno cinema is this Friday, it’s lucky you found Belle yesterday or she’d have probably been there.”

“Oh god yes,” I replied, “I can’t even imagine what it must have been like for her to be doing that.”

“I’m afraid I’m going to have to talk to them both about it, we need some more information about the layout of the building, the plans we have are from before the last lot of renovations over twenty years ago.”

“Poppy will be fine I’m sure, and Belle will be ok talking with Poppy there.”

“Yeah, but will they be fine talking in an interview room, this needs to be official, Poppy is a confidential witness, she won’t be called, and I can make Belle one too, but they’ll still need to come to the police station.”

“We can only ask.”

I put the shopping away and made a pot of coffee, Jenny pulled some paperwork out of her bag and started working at the coffee table.

“What are these?” I asked as I pushed a mug of coffee across the table.

“Ahh, I need to learn to keep this stuff out of the way, especially when the girls are around.”

“You can use my office.”

“Yeah, but they do their homework in there.”

“That’s ok, seeing as Belle isn’t going to need her own bedroom we can turn the 4th bedroom into their homework room, Ernie could easily make a workbench around the walls, yeah, we’ll get that done, then you can share my office.”

“That sounds like a good plan, we could donate the furniture that’s in there, I’ll put it on Freecycle later, are there any clothes or anything in the cupboards?”

“Just a few things Tammy left in her rush to leave, I’ve not looked in there for years.”

“Not a problem, I’ll sort it all, box everything up for charity, will there be any really expensive clothes? We could maybe put them on eBay and use the money for Poppy’s charity.”

“Tammy rarely shopped anywhere cheap, she was like Helen in that respect, I’m sure there’s some decent things in there.”

“Cool, that can be my project for later.”

She took a drink of her coffee then she looked down at the papers, “these are the autopsy reports for the girls from the house,” she slid one forward, “this is Gemma, she’s the girl Poppy liked, she had a broken neck but no other injuries as far as we can tell, she’d have died quickly.”

She took another drink of coffee before continuing, “Meghan wasn’t so lucky, and under no circumstances can Poppy know about this, the poor girl feels bad enough for running away as it is, without knowing what they did to Meghan.”

I started to read the report, then I felt sick, “fuck!” I said under my breath as I slid it back.

“She suffered for hours, probably the same treatment Poppy got later, the coroner was reluctant to choose one cause of death, but he thinks it was a blow to the head. Some of the broken bones are post mortem, as if someone repeatedly jumped on her before she was buried.”

I was silent, I couldn’t think of words to convey my horror. Some of the violence in my books is extreme, but nothing like the violence laid out in the medical examiner’s report on the table.

Jenny tapped the page, “this is why I have no regrets about covering up what Max and Jeremy’s people did, the monsters who perpetrated this violence on Meghan and Poppy don’t deserve to live, Alex. Same with the freaks we’ll hopefully arrest on Friday, those bastards will plead innocence, ‘we’ve not done these things to the little girls, it was other people who abused them’ they’ll say, but those other people are running a business, and if they didn’t have a market they’d move on to something else, selling drugs, hacking businesses, they’ll do something else illegal obviously, but it won’t be raping babies, and that’s what matters.”

I moved around the table and hugged Jenny as she started to cry at the horrors she faced at work, “I sometimes want to cry at work, but I can’t, I’ve got to be as strong as the men, stronger even, and sometimes I just can’t, I have to go outside and let it all go, it’s horrible Alex.”

We heard the key in the door, “shit, clear the table,” Jenny said, “they can’t see this.”

I put everything in a pile and slipped them inside Jenny’s briefcase just as Poppy and the others crashed into the room, they all stopped when they saw Jenny’s tear streaked face.

Poppy dropped her bags and ran forwards, “what’s the matter mum?” she cried as she skidded to a halt beside Jenny.

“It’s OK honey, just thinking about the shit I have to deal with, and all the shit you went through. I’m fine now, honestly.”

“I don’t think you are fine, I can see it in your eyes.”

“I’m sorry honey, I know we have no secrets in the house, but some of my work has to remain confidential. I’ll be OK soon, but I’m afraid I need to ask you and Belle about the cinema club.”

Belle stiffened and looked like she was about to make a dash for the door, “nothing about what you did there, I just need to know about the layout of the building. I should really ask you formally in the station, but I can’t face going back there today.”

Poppy looked across at Belle, an unspoken conversation batted back and forth until the both nodded.

“We can do that,” Belle said, “I want to put my clothes away first, then we can talk.”

“Please, don’t go just yet, show us some of your new clothes,” Jenny said, wiping her eyes on a piece of kitchen towel, “I’d like to see what you’ve bought, especially the coat.”

“Ok, that sounds like fun,” Belle said, “but I don’t have a bra on yet, because there wasn’t one in the house that fit me this morning, so you’ll all have to promise to shut your eyes when I change.”

“We promise,” we said.

“Yeah right, like you’re all going to look away when there’s boobs on show, even my little ones, nipples are like fucking eye magnets,” she laughed, and Jenny smiled, which I guess is what Belle wanted.

The girls moved into the lounge, and while they got ready Jenny had a quick wash and tidied her make-up. Helen arrived as she was coming downstairs.

“Ahh, just in time,” Jenny told her, “Belle is doing a try-on for us.”

“Oh, this will be fun,” Helen replied.

“How’s Nita?” I asked.

“Much better, though she’s still a bit delicate, so she decided to stay home tonight.”

“Belle’s cooking Spag Bol tonight, I got veggie mince just in case.”

“There’s no need to make two lots, I can eat the beefy one if Nita’s not around.”

“Oh, you are a rebel, sister.”

“I know, and that’s why you love me.”

“You can come in now,” Belle called through the door, “but keep your eyes shut.”

“How will we find our way to the sofa and not sit on someone,” Jenny called through the door.

“Good point, come in one at a time and Poppy will help you to a seat, did I hear Helen come in?”

“Yes, I’m here.”

“Fantastic, you can come in first...”

Poppy met each one of us at the door and made sure we had our eyes shut, Helen, Jenny then me. I was seated between Helen and Jenny.

Music started, the programmed electronic beats of Ela Minus.

“Ok, you can look now,” Belle said, so we did, and I’m very glad we did.

As we blinked to get used to the bright lights I saw that Poppy and Katie were sitting on the floor either side of the sofa, Belle was standing across the room completely naked.

“You wanted boobs obviously, so I thought I’d give you them straight away before I put a bra on.”

Belle is shorter and slimmer than both Katie and Poppy, and everything is in proportion, her breasts are simply wonderful, apple sized with big, pink areolae. As my eyes wandered down her stomach they reached her neat, bald pussy, her lips all internal, leaving a pussy as pretty as any I’d ever seen.

I looked to either side, and both Jenny and Helen were staring at Belle, pure lust in their eyes, which made me feel a lot better about the hard-on that was developing in my pants.

Helen put a hand on my lap and smiled, “I guess we all feel the same,” she whispered.

“She’s perfect,” Jenny whispered.

“I can lip read you know,” Belle laughed, “so there’s no point whispering. Anyway, that’s the show over for now,” she added as she pulled a pink bra off the coffee table and slipped it on, back to front first so she could fasten it, then she slid it round and fed her arms through the straps.”

“You know how you can take a bra off without removing your t-shirt?” Poppy asked, “well Belle is the only person I’ve ever seen put a bra on without removing her t-shirt.”

“Oh yeah, I forgot I did that once in Marks & Spencer. I need a baggy t-shirt, lend me yours Poppy.”

So whilst Poppy slipped out of her t-shirt Belle removed her bra and set it to one side before slipping into Poppy’s t-shirt, which was a couple of sizes too big.

“Watch this, it’s great, she did it on the shop floor with people around us.”

Belle slipped her bra up her sleeve, then she slid both arms out of the sleeves so they were inside the t-shirt. For the next 30 seconds it looked like there was a fight going on under her shirt, then she thrust her arms back out of the sleeves and lifted the t-shirt with a look of triumph on her face.

We laughed and clapped and cheered.

Belle blushed a little at the attention as she removed Poppy’s t-shirt and gave it back, Poppy just tossed it aside, happy to sit there in just her bra.

“Ahh, well that was fun,” Belle started, “so, what should I try on first?”

“The dress we got from Urban Outfitters, that orange and pink one. Err we may have used your card in Urban Outfitters, I’d only stolen stuff from there before, we had no idea how dear their clothes are, but look how pretty she looks...”

And she did look pretty, the dress came to just above her knees, it was mostly a burnt orange colour with a pattern of pink mandalas of varying sizes.

“Oooohhh, you forgot the shoes,” Katie said, passing Belle a Converse box.

“Thanks,” Belle said as she excitedly opened the box and pulled out a pair of orange hi-top All Stars, she sat cross legged as she pulled them on and tied them, “this is the best day ever, shopping is even more fun than shoplifting. Although, I have to say it was fun running away from security guards, none of them can beat me, Poppy and Flower in a 100-metre sprint across a shop floor.”

Jenny coughed quietly, Belle looked up and smiled, “we stole nothing today, honest.”

“Ok, just know that I’ll be very upset if I find out you’ve stolen anything when you know full well we can afford to buy it.”

“It’s ok mum, Poppy already told me she’d be mad if I stole anything, it’s just sometimes those shops take the piss with their prices, like this dress, it was already expensive, and don’t get me wrong, I absolutely love it, but they wanted another £10 for a belt to match. Luckily I don’t have big boobs, so the belt isn’t needed to pull the body in, but still, that’s mad, they should include the belt anyway.”

Jenny smiled at Belle, she kind of had a point, the more we got to know her, the more there was to like about this young girl.

Now she had her shoes on Belle stood back up and gave us another twirl before she set off running around the room, “yayyy, these All Stars are great, so comfy.”

“Err. maybe if you’re going to wear that dress outside,” Helen said, “you’d probably be best wearing panties, we can see everything when you twirl around.”

Belle looked down and lifted her dress up, “whoops, I thought it felt nice and cool,” she said as she rummaged through the neat stacks of clothes, “these match the bra.”

Now with a full set of lingerie she removed the dress and folded it on a chair, she scratched her head as she looked at everything.

Katie pointed at the middle stack, “the green shirt, with those jeans and the army jacket,” she suggested.

“Oh yes!” Belle replied, “I love the jacket,” she looked at me, “thank you so much for letting Poppy buy this, you’re going to love it.”

Poppy pulled a pair of jeans from the first pile, they were light blue and I noticed flowers embroidered on the pockets, Belle put them on as Katie unfolded an olive-green t-shirt with ‘ARMY’ in faded black text across the front.

“This is a real US Army t-shirt, we got it from an army surplus store,” Poppy explained, “it’s great quality cotton. We could have got a jacket from there, but they smelt a bit funny, and they didn’t have any in Belle’s size, seems they don’t have any 5’ 2” girls in the army. The t-shirt only fits because it’s shrunk a bit.”

The t-shirt was a little tight even for Belle, it showed her small breasts off well, which may have been the intention. As she donned the jacket though, I could see why she liked it. This was a perfect copy of a West German army parka from the early 80’s, right down to the button-in fluffy olive-green liner, it looked amazing.

“Phew, it’s really warm,” Belle said, wiping her forehead dramatically, “the lining is like being inside a teddy bear. It’ll be great for wearing to school when it gets really cold.”

“And when it gets warmer you can remove that fluffy lining,” Poppy said, “then it’s just like a regular coat.”

“But a regular coat with millions of pockets, look at this one, it’s huge!”

“That’s a map pocket I think,” I told her, “ah if you try that pocket,” pointing at one to the left of the zip, “your hand will go right inside the coat.”

She tried it, her hand disappeared, “what’s this for, so I can fondle my boob?”

“Not quite, it’s so a right handed guard could access a pistol in a shoulder holster without unfastening the coat completely.”

“Cool, although I’ll probably just use it to fondle my left boob, I don’t really want to carry a gun around.”

Belle removed the jacket and t-shirt, placing them both on the chair, “what next?” she pondered, “oh yeah, I love this top and skirt we got from Gap.”

For the next hour Belle tried on various combinations of tops, trousers, skirts and shoes. Her smile made the expense completely worthwhile, nothing she’d bought, apart from the coat, was expensive, she’d just picked clothes she liked. I appreciated that Belle wasn’t one to take advantage, much like Poppy, who almost had to be forced to accept her expensive watch, and refused a more expensive necklace.

Once she’d tried on practically everything Belle rubbed her stomach, “wooo, I’m starving. I thought after that burger and milkshake for lunch I’d be stuffed all day.”

“I’ll make us dinner,” Jenny offered.

“That’s ok, you cooked yesterday,” Belle replied.

“Actually, I didn’t, I was going to but forgot, so we had Chinese.”

“Ha, yeah that’s right. Anyway, I did offer to make Spaghetti Bolognaise, so if Poppy and Katie help me put my clothes away quickly, I’ll get dinner sorted in no time.”

“It’ll be quicker if we put away your clothes, and you start on the food straight away,” Katie said, “we know where everything goes.”

And that was the tasks for the evening sorted, Poppy and Katie collected everything Belle wasn’t currently wearing, she’d put the flower jeans and US Army t-shirt back on, and took them upstairs to the dressing room.

Jenny took a bottle of wine into the dining room with Helen for a chat, so I became Belle’s kitchen porter.

“What are we doing this week whilst Poppy and Katie are at school?” she asked whilst she chopped the large onion.

“Well, this week we need to empty out the bedroom opposite yours, I’ll move most of the furniture, your job is to empty out the cupboards and wardrobes, there’s some of my ex-fiance’s clothes in there, they’re going to charity, Jenny’s going to eBay anything that looks expensive.”

Belle frowned, “ex-fiance, what happened?”

“Well, to cut a long story short, we were engaged for a couple of years, then a week before the wedding my cleaner caught Tammy in bed with my best man.”

“Oh fuck, that’s cold, so what did you do?”

“I kicked her out, I never heard from either of them again, Helen told me they got married.”

“You seem to be such a nice guy, and according to Poppy you’re amazing in bed, so why would she cheat on you?”

“I’ve honestly no idea, we were together for five years, and I thought we were happy, seems I was completely wrong. Which is why I was on my own for so long afterwards, I didn’t trust my heart to know what it was doing. Then Poppy came along and she let me heal. I love Poppy so much, I did pretty much from the moment I found her at the bus stop. Through Poppy I met Jenny, and something inside Jenny and I clicked pretty much instantly.”

“So do you love Jenny more than you loved Tammy?”

“That’s impossible to answer, Tammy was my first real love, but she let me down terribly, so all my memories are tarnished. All I can say is, I don’t remember being quite this happy, ever. Watching how much fun you were having earlier, I couldn’t help but smile and think about how lonely I was a month ago, and I just didn’t realise it at the time.”

“Do you like the clothes we bought?”

“I love them.”

“I’m glad, because I know Poppy and Katie paid for them, but I’m not stupid, it was your money they were spending, so I didn’t want to waste it on expensive stuff.”

“I appreciate you doing that, but don’t worry, if there’s something you really like, and you’ll wear it, like the coat, then buy them. I’ll sort your spending money tomorrow, and we’ll go and look at the school on the way back from the bank.”

“Will I be able to go to school, because I really want to, my mum always told me I’d get nowhere in life without qualifications.”

“I’m pretty sure between Jenny and I, we can get you in. What subjects do you want to study? You said before you wanted to care for your grandad.”

“I love looking after people, I helped gran look after grandad, as much as she’d let me. She wouldn’t let me bathe him or take him to the toilet when he was in a bad way, but I fed him and dressed him. I might not look it, but I’m really strong, you need to be strong to help an old man dress.”

“I saw a Health and Social Care course listed in Poppy’s paperwork, that’s the sort of thing you’d be looking at, isn’t it?”

“That’s exactly what I want, I was going to pick that as an option at my last school. You need to do the level 2 and 3 BTECs at least, if you want a higher level job you need to do the vocational diploma at university. If you get that, you can manage a hostel or care home, I think that’s what I’d want to do eventually.”

“You’ve got my support in whatever you want to do.”

“Thank you,” Belle said as you added the last of the sauce ingredients to the pan, “I’ve really enjoyed this chat, just like being back at home when I helped my dad cook dinner.”

“This is your home now, if you want it to be.”

“I really do, I’ve only been here a day and you’ve shown me so much kindness and love, even though you don’t really know me, I’m just someone who lived with Poppy for a while.”

“You’re more than that, Poppy loves you more than anything else in this life. If she wants you here, I want you here. More than that though, I’ve really enjoyed our chat as well, I enjoy your company, and your spirit, and your humour. You make a delightful addition to our household.”

“I do, don’t I,” she laughed, “now go sit with the grown-ups while I fix the spaghetti.”

Despite my help the Spag Bol was great, even the grated vegan cheese was good.

“How did you learn to cook,” Helen asked Belle as she helped herself to another scoop of the Bolognaise.

“I used to cook with my dad, he’d let me chop the veg and weigh out the ingredients.”

“And, she used to read recipe books in the squat.”

“Hahaha, I love reading recipe books, when I tell people on the streets, they’re always shocked, like ‘why are you reading about food you can never eat’, well, why do people look at girlie mags, at girls they can never meet...”

“You’ve met one!” Helen laughed.

“Who?”

“Me, I was in girlie mags back in the day.”

“Really! Oh wow, I love that.”

“We’ve got some pictures upstairs you can look at,” Poppy said, “but to be honest, Helen looks so much better in real life.”

“I bet, oh my I’m getting all excited just at the thought of nudie pics of Helen, I’m so sorry, that’s rude of me. Anyway, back to recipes before I lose track totally. I guess it would have been different if we’d been starving, but we were so lucky, we never had no food, we might have gone hungry the odd day, Sundays were often bad because there weren’t any markets on, and they’re always the best place to pinch food, but there’s always something if you know where to look. We knew of shops where you could get unsold sandwiches when they closed, and there’s always takeaways where a flash of boob could get you some chips or a burger.”

“So, we were never starving,” Poppy broke in, not wanting to go over the blowing people for food business again, “and it was always fun to think about what a recipe would taste like. Someone would open a page and one of us would read the ingredients, and we’d critique the recipe, we’d imagine what we’d have for starter, what we’d have for dessert, what we’d have to drink, who we’d dine with. It was a fun way to spend an evening.”

“What’s your favourite recipe?”

“Mmm, there was this French one, it was chicken with white wine, honey, mustard and cream, it sounded heavenly.”

“I like the sound of that,” Helen said.

“I’d love to make it, we’d have to use tofu for Nita, and I’d have a bit of a struggle finding a vegan alternative to the cream that would work, but it will be exciting trying it out.”

“Oh, honey isn’t vegan,” Katie said, “mmm sorry to butt in like that, but Alicia in our form, she’s vegan and she won’t eat anything with honey.”

“Oh fuck, ahh, sorry for potty mouth,” Belle quickly apologised, “I remember reading that, something about stealing stuff made by bees. What can we use instead of honey?”

“Don’t worry about that,” Helen said, “I know Nita’s had honey in the past, and avocados, they’re both not strictly vegan, but she eats them anyway.”

“Phew, I was just going into meltdown trying to think of something like maple syrup that doesn’t taste like maple syrup.”

We had a bit more discussion as Katie pulled out her phone to research vegan cream substitutes. Eventually we settled on a recipe which Belle would practice tomorrow before cooking for everyone next weekend.

“Ok, with that sorted,” Belle said, “I think me and Poppy will tell you everything you need to know about the men’s club building, then we can finish the evening with a bit of sexiness, if that’s ok.”

“That sounds like a plan,” Jenny said, “let me get a notepad.”

Jenny returned a moment later with her briefcase, she pulled out a pad and pen, she sat her phone on the table, “do you mind if I record this?” She looked at the girls and shook her head, “ahh, I don’t think I will, the notes will be enough for planning.”

“We really know the building best from the back,” Poppy started, “I’ve been into the front bar area a couple of times though, so I can give you a good idea what’s there.”

“Thanks, just do your best.”

“Ok, so like I said before, we go in the back door, there’s two doors on the street level at the back, we went in the loading door, there’s also a fire exit, and two lots of stairs from the upstairs fire exits.”

“The right-hand door is the one we go through,” Belle started, “the left-hand door is a fire exit from the dining room. The back street is lower than the front entrance, so when you go through the door we use there’s like a loading area for deliveries, and a slope up to the ground floor. As you go up the slope, there’s a door part way up on the right...”

“Oh yeah, I forgot that door,” Poppy said.

“This is why I want you both to tell me, you can help each other fill out the details.”

“So, yeah,” Belle continued, “that’s the security office, I sneaked a look in there once, there’s a wall of screens, a guy watching all the cameras. There’s no cameras in the rooms, just the corridors and the front and back doors.”

“Ahh, so if we seize the videos there’ll be no evidence from inside the room,” Jenny said sadly.

Poppy had a think, “I’m almost certain there’s no cameras in the room, they can’t have, those guys would never go in there if there was any chance they’d be recorded.”

“Ok, that makes sense,” Jenny replied.

“The ramp leads straight onto the ground floor main bar,” Poppy said, “it’s a large space dotted with those posh green leather chairs and sofas. It’s where the men do business over expensive whisky. As you look from the rear door there’s the door out to the front lobby, stairs to the upstairs meeting rooms and bedrooms, and the main reception straight ahead, at 12 o’clock. So, at 10 o’clock is the bar, at 8 o’clock is the door to the dining room. At 3 o’clock is the door to the offices, and finally at 4 o’clock is the door to the cinema room.”

Jenny sketched out the floor plan as Poppy spoke, “how big is the cinema room?” she asked as she marked each room off.

Belle and Poppy conferred quietly, Belle counting on her fingers before she spoke, “there’s 5 rows of 6 armchairs, so 30 men in there with plenty of space between each chair, room for one of us to service the men. There’d usually be 8 to 10 girls, we’d be escorted up the ramp and into the room, the men would already be in there.”

“Would you do all the men?” Jenny asked quietly.

“Most of them, we’d be in there two hours, maybe three, I don’t know, I tried not to think too hard when we were there, I definitely didn’t look at the screen,” Belle said quietly, “we’d go in and a few men would have £10 notes held up, we’d go to those, do them, then look around for some other guy holding up a note. Some of the old men would take forever to cum, others I could finish in a few minutes. When the films were finished and the men were satisfied we’d be led out of the room and back out the way we came in, £50 or so better off.”

“Poppy, can you help me with the front of the club, please?”

“Of course, this is where the toilets are, I needed to be sick once, so one of the waitresses helped me to the loo. So, I’ll reverse everything in my memory so it’s as if you’re at the front door. Ok, you come in off the street, so I’m standing at 6 o’clock again. At 12 o’clock is the door through to the bar, at 8 o’clock is the ladies room, at 4 o’clock is the gents. At 10 o’clock is the reception desk. At 3 and 9’clock is one of those fancy double staircases leading up.

“I spoke to the waitress who helped me. She was Malaysian, her English wasn’t great, but she was very kind and patient. I’d eaten something bad, and it was my time of the month, I was a real mess. As I cleaned myself she told me about the club, and what went on upstairs.”

Poppy reached for her glass and had a drink whilst Jenny caught up, “so, all the girls working there are illegals, they’re brought in by some gang, Kenzie worked for them on and off when they needed ruthless muscle. So they’re pretty much trapped, if they don’t do what they’re told Kenzie got to make them regret that decision.”

“I’m guessing waitressing isn’t their main role,” Jenny said.

“Nope, and whilst I have no evidence to back this up, I’m pretty sure their sisters and daughters were the stars of some of the films.”

“Fuck,” Helen gasped, “imagine working for your daughter’s abusers, this is horrific.”

“How sure are you of this Poppy?”

“Like I said, I have no proof, but once or twice when I accidently saw the screen I saw girls who looked a lot like some of the staff.”

“Ok, so I need to phone the Border Force tomorrow, they’ll need to be involved.”

“Nooo, you can’t, they’ll be deported!”

“But is going home worse than living here under the conditions they’re in?”

Poppy was quiet as she thought, eventually she looked at Jenny, “I guess you’re right, but I’m not at all happy, I really don’t think they’ll be treated well by the immigration people, but it’ll probably be better than their treatment by the gangs. Will the police be able to get the girls from the films?”

“That will be one of the conditions for involving the Border Force, they’ll have to work with Vice to rescue the girls.”

“All my friends go free, please tell me you can ensure that.”

“I’ll do everything I can, I know we’ll be working with a couple of agencies who will take charge of the street girls.”

“Belle, what’s Flower’s real name?”

“Oh gosh, it’s Hannah something, and now all I can think of is Hannah Montana, hang on a sec.”

“Ha yes, it’s ok I know,” Poppy said, “Hannah Collins, Hannah Melody Collins. I don’t know if she’ll be there, she’s slim like Katie, taller than me, about 5’ 10”, ash blonde, very pretty. If she’s there, I want you to get her to Jeremy, arrest her if you have to, but she can’t be allowed to go back to Luna’s house.”

“Who’s Luna?”

“Luna’s a prostitute, a proper one, not like me, she’s got her number in phone boxes and websites. She’s always high, she uses more ketamine than a vet. She’s sucked Flower into her life, and I don’t think Flower will survive that kind of life.”

“I’ll do what I can, that’s all I can promise.”

“You’ve promised, that’s all I ask, I’m sure you’ll try your hardest.”

“Thanks for your help girls, you can’t have enjoyed looking back. How about we have some ice cream and wine?”

“Yayyy, I love ice cream,” Belle cried, “what flavour?”

Poppy jumped up and grabbed Belle’s hand, “come and look, there’s usually a few tubs.”

Katie joined them as I poured more wine.

“What are the chances that everything will run smoothly with the raid?” Helen asked.

“50 / 50 at best, they say any plan starts to fall apart as soon as the first shot is fired, well I hope we won’t need any guns on Friday, but as soon as we breach the doors any plan we’ve made will start to unravel. By the sound of things there’s only a few exits to watch, unless there’s something the girls don’t know about.”

“Secret tunnels?” Helen asked.

“We’ve checked the original plans for the building, and we’re pretty sure there’s nothing under the streets, it’s passages into neighbouring buildings we’re worried about.”

“What’s your end-goal for the raid?”

“I think the best outcome is we arrest a few people, seize the playback equipment and have the club’s licence revoked. I have no illusions that a similar venture won’t spring up elsewhere, but I have to at least attempt to clamp down on these bastards or I’d go insane.”

“We’ve got cookies & cream, chocolate and plain vanilla,” Poppy called as she came back in the dining room, Katie had bowls and spoons, Belle was already eating straight out of the cookies & cream tub.

“You’re welcome to help me with this one,” she said with a smile, “providing you don’t mind sharing anything exotic I might be harbouring.”

Poppy showed she didn’t mind by taking Belle’s spoon and eating the contents before handing the spoon back, licking her lips as she did.

As we polished off the three tubs, all of us sharing Belle’s germs, talk turned to what we’d do for the rest of the evening.

Belle licked her spoon sensuously, “well, I was kind of hoping to practice some of the skills Poppy taught me.”

“What skills are those,” Helen said.

“Ahh, unfortunately for you, Helen, Poppy didn’t teach me to eat pussy, that was Flower and Evie, Poppy’s greatest skills lie in sucking cock.”

“And there’s only one cock in the room, isn’t Alex a lucky boy,” Helen replied with a smile.

“Maybe next week we could have fun, but tonight I think Jenny is desperate to sleep with you,” Belle replied.

Helen looked at Jenny, they both smiled mischievously, “is my room ok to use,” Helen said.

“Oh yes, it’s still there for you,” Alex said with a smile.

Helen took Jenny’s hand. They virtually ran out of the room.

Katie looked at Poppy, “shall we go to our room?”

Belle put her hand on Katie’s, “please don’t, I’m not confident enough to be on my own with Alex.”

Poppy reached across and pulled Belle into a one-armed hug, “that’s ok, the bed is big enough for us all, but it may be awkward if he’s tied up in the middle.”

“Oh, that’s ok, I don’t want him tied up, I want Alex to be able to react, I just don’t want him to have sex with me until I’m ready.”

“Ok, so you want us to pounce on him if he makes a move, we can do that. Come on, we’ll get you ready,” she turned to me, “give us 15 minutes, then you can come up.”

They blew me kisses as they left.

I just sat there for a couple of minutes.

Poppy was 15, so was Katie. I felt bad enough sleeping with them, even though the ladies in my life didn’t seem to mind, but Belle, she’s only 14. Yeah, only a year younger, but a year younger than someone who was already a year under age was compounding my inner turmoil.

But she seemed so keen, so were Poppy and Katie, and she only wanted to blow me, so that was ok, wasn’t it?

Bloody hell, it’s times like this I wish I was religious so I could go to church and confess my sins.

I quieted my mind a little by clearing the table, we still had two half tubs of ice cream, I put those back in the freezer. Belle had practically licked the cookies & cream tub clean, I tossed it in the recycling bin.

I remembered back to when Poppy moved in, she was so hungry for about 10 days, partly restoring herself after years of neglect and days of abuse, but also her excitement at finding new flavours and cuisines. I’d take Belle shopping in the morning, let her buy whatever food she wants.


Chapter 21

I was loading the dishwasher as Katie called down the stairs, “you can come up now!”

I added the detergent pod and set it going before heading for the stairs, my feet leading my body without any input from my brain, which was currently shutting down, overloaded by a mix of excitement, guilt, love and pure, unadulterated lust.

I pushed the bedroom door open, Belle was alone, she was standing by the bed wearing a pink push-up bra and panties, she blushed as I looked at her.

“Poppy got me these,” she said quietly, “they’re from a sexy shop, I wasn’t brave enough to go in myself. Look, they give me cleavage, I always wanted cleavage.”

I couldn’t move, this young girl was so beautiful, I was rooted to the spot by her beauty, beauty that was innocent and at the same time sensual. She was wearing make-up, a little blusher and eye-shadow, and vivid red lipstick that contrasted with her jet-black hair.

Belle saw what she’d done to me, that I was seemingly paralysed by the sight of her, so she stepped forward to break the spell.

As soon as I could move I stepped forward myself and she fell into my arms, “Poppy said you’d be nice to me, she said I’ve to see how I get on being alone with you, but I’m to scream if I get scared, I don’t think I will get scared, but are you ok if we leave the door open, just in case.”

“Of course, I want you to feel safe in this house at all times.”

“See, I knew you’d understand, now how about you strip off and get on the bed and we’ll see if my skills are as good as Poppy’s.”

I rapidly stripped and lay down the bed, Belle climbed up and knelt between my legs.

“Even soft it’s so big, I’ve not seen that many penises, Poppy sheltered me from that kind of work as best she could, but most weren’t even this big when they were hard.”

She picked it up and laid it across her palm, feeling the weight, touching the skin as I slowly grew hard. Her eyes went wide as she watched.

“Shit,” she said under her breath, “how am I ever to manage this.”

Belle licked her palms and ran her hands up and down my shaft, and soon I was fully hard, “Poppy said she kept you hard for an hour, is that right?”

“Yes, she had me tied up at the time.”

“Maybe I’ll try that another time, my goal tonight is to make you cum twice, maybe three times. I love to watch a man cum, make him do a proper gusher. Most of the old men can’t do that, but I’ve got a man to do it a couple of times.”

I gulped, I can do twice in a row, but three times in one night will be pushing it, but with such a gorgeous girl holding my cock, who knows what’s possible.

Belle leaned in close and licked the tender area below the head, a shiver ran through my body as her tongue darted back and forth, just touching me before retreating. She started blowing tiny puffs of air on me between flicks of her tongue, never touching the same place twice, and all the while running her hands up and down my shaft.

This was mind-blowing and far too soon for my liking, Belle got her gusher.

“Yayyy, oh wow, look at all this cum.”

She waited for the flow to cease then she licked her hands clean before doing the same to my stomach.

“Mmm, tasty,” she mumbled as she licked her lips, “was that fun?”

“Do I need to answer that?”

“Haha, yeah, it’s kind of obvious you enjoyed it.”

“You say Poppy taught you that?”

“Not precisely that, the blowing and tongue thing is my own twist on what she taught me.”

“It was fantastic, and, err, very effective...”

I was going to say more, but just then she took my cock in her mouth, in its current state she got me all the way in so she could kiss my groin.

She closed her lips and pulled back, drawing her lips slowly up my cock, stretching it out until she was almost all the way off, when she gently bit the end of my foreskin.

Belle looked along my body, she was smiling, her eyes twinkling as she slowly, oh so slowly, bit down harder, right up to the point where it started to really hurt.

It must have shown on my face as she released me immediately then plunged back down, not quite taking all of me now I was growing hard once more.

Here she had all Poppy’s tricks, licking around my head, sucking on it hard as she did, using one hand on my shaft now she could only fit half in her mouth, cradling and massaging my balls with the other hand, and every so often she sneaked a finger back and pressed it gently against my butt hole.

“You like that don’t you,” she said with a smile as she pulled off me to catch her breath, “Poppy said you did, can I play with your bum some more.”

“Yes,” I said breathlessly, I wasn’t going to last much longer.

Belle sucked on her finger, then ran it around my cock, collecting pre-cum. As she took my cock in her mouth she slid her middle finger inside my butt, she held it in place for a moment as I got used to the intrusion, then she slowly started to finger fuck my ass as she started to work my cock harder.

Quite apart from anything else, Belle was showing remarkable co-ordination.

Then all thoughts ceased, all I could do was concentrate on my cock, I was going to cum, and I was going to cum hard.

I tried desperately to stay immobile, to let Belle work her magic without my groin thrusting up to meet her, but I just couldn’t help myself.

“Urghh, I’m going to cum soon, I’m sorry Belle.”

Belle did exactly what Poppy did in the same position, she closed her mouth tightly and fucked my ass harder, sliding in a second finger to help.

“Oh shit! I’m cumming!” I cried.

I couldn’t help myself, I thrust upwards but Belle held on tightly, grinding her fingers against my prostate forcing my orgasm to roll on and on until I could take no more, “stop!” I cried.

Belle lifted off me, she licked her lips as she held her mouth open, proudly showing me she swallowed every drop.

She slowly withdrew her fingers as I dropped back down panting.

“I’m really sorry, was that too much?”

“The last couple of seconds were too much, otherwise, fucking amazing.” I managed between pants.

Belle lay down beside me and cuddled up close, “I enjoyed it so much,” she whispered, “thank you for letting me do that.”

“Can I kiss you Alex,” she asked a little later.

“Why ask, I’m hardly going to say no.”

“Well, I’ve had a couple of mouthfuls of your spunk, some men would be very upset about that.”

“Oh shit,” I laughed, “Poppy kissed me once while she still had a mouthful.”

Belle sat up, “fuck, she did that. Oh wow, why didn’t I think of that, oh man you’re going to get such a treat one day,” she said as she climbed on top of me and planted her lips against mine.

She kissed me for a long time, getting more passionate the more we kissed, grinding her little pussy against the head of my cock, moving faster and faster until she pressed down hard, wrapping her arms round me tightly as her orgasm ripped through her body.

Her lips were still locked to mine, her tongue exploring my mouth as she continued to grind herself against my body.

This had the expected effect on me.

As Belle calmed down, she noticed me between our bodies.

“Oh, I’ve made you big again, maybe I can get you to cum three times.”

“I don’t think I’ve done it three times so close together since I was a teenager.”

“I am a teenager,” Belle said brightly, “I bet I can make you cum again,” she looked at the bedside clock, “before midnight, that’s half an hour. What will you give me if I make you cum in less than 30 minutes?”

“Oh shit Belle, don’t ask old men questions like that, I’d give you the moon on a stick if you asked for it.”

“You’re not old, and I’m not asking for anything stupid, just an incentive.”

“Ok, I once bet Poppy £1,000 that Helen wouldn’t recognise the blouse she was wearing. I’ll bet you the same, and don’t worry, you won’t have to pay me anything if you fail.”

“Hahaha, I won’t fail, I think we’ll both enjoy this.”

And with that Belle reached around and grabbed my throbbing cock, then she slid back, and ... oh shit ... she wasn’t ... oh she was, she slid my cock inside her virgin pussy.

“Oh FUCK!” she cried as I penetrated her.

“What’s the matter?” Poppy cried as she ran into the room.

“It’s ok,” Belle panted, “he’s so fucking big.”

“Did he?”

“Hell no, it’s me, now stop interrupting me, I need to make him cum before midnight.”

“Can we watch?”

“Of course, now be quiet, I’m concentrating and this fucking hurts.”

Poppy climbed onto the bed, she put a hand gently against Belle’s chest so she sat upright, then she went down on Belle, working her pussy with her mouth.

“Oh shit Poppy, that’s so fucking nice.”

As Belle was distracted Poppy signalled for me to get to work. I started to move slowly, very short, gentle strokes at first. I watched Belle’s face, any sign of pain had gone.

Katie had appeared at the other side of Belle, she unclipped Belle’s pretty bra and tossed it aside, she kissed Belle’s breasts, teasing her nipples with her tongue.

“Oh my god ... this is so nice ... I’ve never felt this good...” she said between gasps.

I could feel her pussy, already tighter than anything I’d ever felt before, grip my cock even tighter.

“Oh fuck, I’m cumming, I’m cumming,” she cried.

She fell forwards, planting her palms on my chest and Poppy and Katie moved back.

Belle started thrusting on me herself, fucking me in earnest as her orgasm waned and her pussy loosened up, she used her hips to move against my movements, so I pulled almost all the way out then thrust inside her as far as I could go. We fucked in time, faster and faster, harder and harder, our gasps, groans and profanity rising with our passion until we could last no longer, one last hard thrust was the final straw and we came, I loosed my third orgasm of the night into Belle’s tight pussy, she fell onto me, her lips on mine as she gripped me hard, her pussy on my cock, her arms around my back, her nails in my skin, and our bodies shook with our combined orgasm.

I must have blacked out for a little while, at some point I heard the church clock chime 12, and I heard Belle whisper, “you owe me a fucking grand,” and that was it.

I awoke like we fell asleep, Belle on top of me holding me tightly, her head on my chest, still fast asleep. Someone had pulled a blanket from the cupboard and thrown it across us.

As I came to my senses, I realised I could feel Belle’s pulse on my cock, I was still inside her.

I checked the clock, it was a little after 5am and I really needed the bathroom. I tried to wake Belle gently, but she was fast asleep, so I slid out of bed with her still wrapped around me, and waddled into the en-suite. I managed to disengage her arms and lifted Belle off me, she roused a little as I perched her on the side of the shower stall while I had a wee, I used a wet wipe to clean Belle’s lady parts a little, then carried her back to bed. She was still asleep as I lifted her back into bed, I lay down beside her and fell back to sleep myself, my arm around Belle, pulling her in close.

