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He'd turned into a rabbit, always looking over his shoulder, wondering when she'd pounce on him next, and the anticipation was agony.  But worse was the knowledge that he wanted her to pounce, and when she did, he couldn't get enough of her.  At least he wasn't fooled by her euphemisms.  Her actions betrayed her.  She didn't want to make love with him, that was what she did with the Dean.  She wanted to fuck Billy, and God help him, he wanted to fuck her so badly his body ached for it.  

  

If only he'd never gone to her, never spoken to her.  She must have looked past his clumsy words that day and seen into his heart.  He'd deliberately tempted her to adultery and to his eternal shame, she'd succumbed.  The corruption of his soul had infected her, and now he was responsible for her sins as well as his own. 

  

It was almost more than he could bear and he began rocking again as a sob welled up within him.  But it was forestalled by a loud knock. 

  

His head jerked up in time to see the shaft of light beneath his door blocked for a second.  He heard a sliding noise - something pushed through, then the shadow was gone. 

  

"Go away," he whispered, staring at the intrusion.  It was probably an invitation to another dorm party he'd never attend.  Why did they keep asking him?  Couldn't they see he didn't want to be disturbed.  Nothing was more important than Dr Williams and what he'd done to her. 

  

But after a moment he stopped rocking and crawled forward, his hand patting the floor blindly until it touched something.  A letter.

  

He crawled back over to the bedside table and switched on the lamp.  The sudden brightness stabbed at his swollen eyes and it was a moment before he could see to inspect the envelope.  Then he was surprised.  It was a courier delivery.  His name and dormitory address were clearly marked on the front, together with the name of the courier company, but there was no return address. 

  

He read the front again. 
Billy McKenzie
.  Not the 'Mr W. McKenzie' of his mother's letters, or the rarer 'William R. McKenzie' of his only other correspondent, his mother's great friend, Rev Marsh.

  

Then who was it from?

  

A faint scent drifted up to him from the letter, a subliminal fragrance that marked the sender as unmistakably female and Billy felt a sickening lurch in his stomach.  His heart raced as his blunt fingers fumbled with the seal.

  

Then it was open, and as he tilted it to shake out the letter, a lock of mahogany hair slid out into his hand.  He stilled instantly.

  

Outside in the corridor people were talking and laughing, but in the vacuum of his room, Billy was isolated from reality.  A premonition whispered to him,
tonight, Billy
.

  

He stared at the shiny lock of hair in his palm, imagining her cutting it, putting it in the envelope, then sending it.  Her hair.  Her beautiful hair.  He lowered his head to sniff at the soft mass, feeling his stomach lurch again, this time with a stab of desire.  I'm going to fuck her, he thought, but the concept still seemed unreal.  His hands shook as he closed his fist around her precious gift and reached inside the envelope with thumb and index finger.

  

His thick digits were too clumsy at first to extract the delicate piece of rice paper, but eventually he had it out and open.  The lettering was bold and yet elegant, exactly what he'd expect her writing to be like.  It said simply,
Be ready at midnight.  Dee.         

  

Dee?  She wanted him to call her Dee?

  

He read the note again, at least four times.  All his dreams.  All those fantasies he'd tried to suppress.  And now, tonight.  There could be no question of his denying her, no arguments.  She'd come to him, and he would...  He would break God's sacred commandment.

  

Thou shalt not commit adultery
.

  

Slowly he turned his head sideways to look at the bedside alarm.  Eleven-fifteen.  He had forty-five minutes.  To prepare.

  

Methodically, he folded the lock into the letter and secreted both in the back of his Bible.  Then he walked slowly from wardrobe to dresser, gathering clean clothes for his shower, forcing his mind to blankness.  But inside the tiny ensuite, the trembling hit him. 

  

He remembered the silky feel of that lock of hair in his palm.  How soft it had been, how slippery, and how like his imagination - the imagination that in the desperate loneliness of the night had pretended his hand was the silken warmth of her body closing around him.  He remembered how he'd touched himself, remembering her touch, sobbing, but unable to stop.

  

"It's wrong."  He fell back against the door, squeezing his eyes shut.  It was wrong.  She was a married woman, and she'd still be a faithful wife if he'd left her alone. 

  

It was all his fault. 

  

"Just talk," he whispered brokenly.  "Please God, let her be coming just to talk."

  

He repeated those words as he levered himself off the door and went through the motions of stripping and cleansing his body, but the more he soaped and rinsed, the dirtier he felt.  He just couldn't get clean.  Then he knew.  He knew he'd always be dirty - sinful and dirty, and people would know just by looking at him.  His mother would know.

  

A numbing coldness settled inside his chest as he abandoned the shower to stand in front of the mirror, a towel wrapped around his hips.  Slowly and with exaggerated attention to detail, he lathered his face.  Then he picked up his razor and inserted a fresh blade.  He always used a fresh blade when he wanted to look especially good, and tonight he had to look his best.  For Dr Williams.  For Dee.

  

Taking even breaths he raised the sharp instrument, carefully.  He mustn't cut himself.  Dr... Dee might not like blood.  Billy didn't like blood.

  

He brought the razor closer to his face and found his gaze drawn to the sliver of sharp steel within.  It glinted evilly under the bright florescent lighting, and as it stilled in the air before his face, it appeared like a serpent poised to strike.

  

Billy stared at it unblinkingly, then addressed it directly.  "I love her.  That can't be wrong."  In his trembling hand, the gleaming strip appeared to stare accusingly at him.  Billy stared back, his gaze becoming unfocused. 

  

God is love
.  Billy heard his mother's words echoing hollowly inside his mind. 
You must obey God
.

  

"Dr Williams is love," Billy whispered to the serpent.  "I must obey her."  The serpent winked.  Then it moved, and Billy watched its glinting silver eyes as it eased, not to his cheek for the first downward stroke, but towards his throat.  He closed his eyes as it came to rest against his carotid artery.

  


"Here?" he whispered, and felt a sudden calm wash over him.  He would listen to the voice.  He would obey the voice.  It was God's will.


                                             
Chapter Six

 

Dee sat in her car, wrists against the steering wheel, watching seconds tick over on the luminous dial of her watch.  She was parked behind the student dormitories, two minutes up the back stairwell from Billy's door, and it was almost time.  Ten minutes.  Not to waste arguing with herself.  She was done with that days ago.  This was ten minutes to be spent in delicious anticipation.   She’d decided to brazenly do it in his room, where she’d first watched him near-naked.  That would be the ultimate turn on, and fitting, because after all, her first foray into adultery was a monumental occasion.

  

The only other monumental sexual occasion in her life had been almost two decades ago, and it had left scars that defied healing.  All the gentleness, luxury and companionship James had offered over the years, even the satisfaction of her own career successes - none of it had been able to wipe away the stains of that encounter.  And now Billy had opened the wound.

  

It had been almost twenty years since that first awakening, and hardly a week went by that she didn't remember it, re-experiencing the terror and the sickening excitement.  Would it be like that for Billy tonight?  No.  Billy probably wasn't even a virgin, and the only power she held over him was his desire for her.  She could never be cruel to him.  Demanding perhaps, but not cruel.

  

The dark man of her memory, the one who had controlled her had been all-powerful and she'd been helpless in a way Billy could never be.  The way no man would ever be.  That was what cut the deepest.  The injustice.

  

She focused on the watch again.  Five minutes.  Then she'd have to get out and start walking.  To Billy.  And when he let her in?   Would she fulfil his fantasies, or her own?

  

Her mind drifted back to her last year of high school.  There had been no question of fantasies then.  There had only been orders and obedience.  And pleasure...

 

 

"Yes, that's it, little one.  Suck it hard like that, up and down and then flick it with your soft little tongue.  A bit more.  Lick the top, as though it was a lolly pop and you loved the flavour of it.  What's your favourite flavour?"

  

"Strawberry, Sir,"  Wendee murmured from around a mouthful of slippery penis.

  

"Mmmm.  Strawberry.  Pretend it's a strawberry lollipop that you can't wait to eat.  Lick it all around so you can get all the flavour off and then suck the top of it again.  Oh yes, Wendee.  That's good.  I've taught you well."

  

Under the desk Wendee could feel the familiar tightening of his penis inside her mouth.  She prepared herself for the unpleasantness that was to follow, but the penis was suddenly withdrawn and she sat back in surprise.

  

"Come with me, Wendee," he said, his hand reaching down under the table to pull her out.  It was getting late, almost dark and Wendee dreaded her mother asking why she was so late, again.  Why hadn't he let her finish and go home?
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