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Prologue

So filled with smoke and talk and drink and bodies, there’s no more room in this bar for more. Hardly room to concentrate. But here I am, bent over, lining up the perfect shot, peering down at the shiny 10 ball with nothing in my mind but sinking it in the corner pocket. I aim, ready, certain, nothing can shatter the faultless precision, except that there’s a sudden uneasy tingle along my spine. 

At the door, casting a long shadow over the familiar surroundings of Grady’s bar, Eric Trenton stands waiting. Tall, lean, muscled, overpowering. The low din, the clink of glasses, the laughter and voices seem to subside for just a minute. No one knows exactly why but me. No one sees the rift the way I do. How he aims his intention the way I flawlessly aim a pool cue. I see him from the corner of my eye while letting a brief shudder of fear pass, if nothing else, go deep inside me, waiting for later to reappear. The cue ball hits the 10, sending it sliding into the corner pocket like a hand into a glove. 

Next thing I know, Eric has me by the nape of the neck, pulling me upright. The coiled rope in his hand throws me; although it’s not coiled for long. The pool cue clatters to the floor as he captures my small hands in his large ones and binds them behind my back. 

“Not in here!” Grady shouts from behind the bar. 

“Your shed will do just fine,” Eric calls back. 

He pushes me through a crowd of our friends, my puffed up chest straining the buttons on my sleeveless shirt, breast flesh jingling in a show of titillating angst. It’s hot; the bar swelters in the heat of activity. Beads of sweat run into the valley between my tits. I’m panting, hardly able to catch my breath. I falter in my three inch heels but Eric keeps pushing me forward.

I see snickering faces all around me until I close my eyes, but I can’t stop the catcalls from infecting my pride. 

“Ooo my, looks like Annabelle’s going down tonight,” some raspy voice I recognize calls out, sneeringly. Lucas Dort drunk on his ass. 

Outside, I drink in a breath of fresh air. But the humiliation doesn’t end as the bar door slams behind us. A small crowd of rough bearded faces turn our way with curiosity leaking from their leering eyes. They’ll get malicious, just like the man who owns my body now. But he steers me through the dozen loitering men with their smokes and beer to the shed behind the bar. I’ve been here at least twice before that I remember—but everything, past and present, is a fuzzy haze right now. None of those previous trips were quite as public as this one. 

“Don’t we get to watch?” Kevin Darcy calls out as the shed door starts to close. 

“Get your own slut to punish!” Eric calls back at him. 

The air is close inside the shed, where now I’m part of the atmosphere, the tools, the stacked wood, the broken-down snow blower and decaying bikes—the kind of bikes with motors and lots of varoom when they were new. Grady’s good one, the polished Harley, sits beside his backdoor — there for fast getaways, maybe, though it’s never stored in this place of abandoned plans and forsaken dreams. 

Eric pushes me down with his big firm hand, while the other hand draws the leather from around his waist. I stumble, trying to maintain my balance in my favorite heels. He handles that issue swiftly by shoving me against the prickly bark of Grady’s firewood. My skirt’s too short to hide much, especially when I’m bent at the waist. My hands stay firmly tied behind me, so I’ll take the punishment awkwardly, bear it with nothing to cling to. 

I hear catcalls from outside as the crowd collectively waits for the action to begin. 

They don’t wait long and neither do I. A sudden draft of air precedes the first smack on my naked derriere. Eric lets that burning shot linger—that is, after all, his trademark. A warning, I’ve always thought, because it just gets worse from there. Following the first strike are the hard, cruel waves upon waves of fiery smacks that blister my butt from top to bottom. I don’t dare make a sound, as Eric’s leather belt connects with my ass at the base and the tender sweet spot that hurts like hell at times like this. Don’t think I don’t want to howl like a banshee. But I won’t; I never do. My pride is too important to me.

I feel the burn all way inside me where it churns up sex and rage simultaneously. I want more; I feed on this. This want — this raging, needy want pours through me; my soul’s been begging for this for days. I come back to this moment of pain and rage again and again to expunge the tempestuous ache that never seems to completely leave me. A fix for my addiction, Eric tells me. It’s no surprise I’m getting it now considering how badly behaved I’ve been in the last week. Despite the terrific pain that rises up all around me, through every pore and nerve and fibre of my being, that finally makes me gasp aloud — I don’t cry out. I clench my fists inside the cutting rope, futilely fighting against it, until my wrists are scraped and bruised. 

Eric stops the punishment to bark at me. “You’re not gonna win this one, Annabelle!”

Dammit I will! My inner demon speaks, but no one hears but me.

I fight on and the strap continues its belligerent smacking. Eric’s powerful arm comes down again and again; the pain almost makes me numb. One minute, there’s nothing but pain, the next, from deep within me, my sexual fires explode. I wrench in spasms. Eric suddenly drops the belt and pulls me to his groin where, magically, his erection spears me to the heart. His hands reach up under my shirt and grasp my breasts, pinching nipples as he does, sending more pain through my beleaguered nerves. I gasp with sudden pleasure, feeling lifted from the damage, the terror, the well-deserved anguish to a place where nothing matters but my cumming body and the man hammering my cunt. I feel him hard and strong behind me, a force that seems to gobble me inside its dominant attitude. I feel small this way, insignificant, and won’t come down from the adrenalin frenzy of my personal horror—at least for the next hour. The effect will last for days, if I’m lucky a week or two. 

Our rasping voices cry in unison as Eric spews his seed in me, leaving it as a reminder of his ownership. When he’s done with me, he pulls out and turns me around by grabbing my hair. 

“Don’t you dare lie to me again, Annabelle,” he says. A warning. 

“No, hon, promise. I’m so so sorry.”

“Yeah, right.” Why would he believe me now when I’ve lied to him before?

“Maybe I needed this, huh?” I say sorrowfully. 

“Yeah, you needed this. And you need more than this, bitch. I should make you crawl to the truck, maybe tie you to the hood and let you stay there the night. Huh? What do you think of that?”

My body quivers as I whimper.

“I think maybe you’re still mad at me.” 

“I think maybe you’re right.”

I pull up straight and my head falls on his warm chest. In that place of solitude I can feel his heart beating and what is tense in him starting to fall away. “I am sorry.”

“Yeah, you’re sorry,” he says, now sounding a little kinder. He tousles my hair affectionately. He knows I’m not particularly sorry; it’s just the way I am.

We move toward the shed door. 

“You suppose you could untie me?” I implore him. My eyes beg for his sympathy.
“What?” he snickers unmercifully, “and let the bastards outside miss out on the thrill of seeing my punished girlfriend in all her glory?” 

“They already saw me in my glory,” I remind him.

He wants to laugh but he won’t. In fact, I imagine he’ll lord himself over me for at least the rest of the night. I might even pay for my crime again with something more inventive and equally as cruel; though nothing quite beats a good old-fashioned thrashing in the woodshed for curing me of my taunting ways. I baited him for days becoming sassy, even shrewish. I lied a little and spent his cash and then stood him up, forgetting the home cooked dinner I promised him in favor of brushing up on my pool game at Grady’s. He knows I’m not going to split on him; he knows I love him. But he knows when there’s one infraction piled atop another that I’m aching for it rough, for his rough hands and the terrifying rush and the wildness that makes my body explode. I’m aching for his hard cock to give me some relief. Though it’s not a cure, it sure leaves me smiling. 

With my hands mercifully untied, we exit the woodshed and head for his truck. 

The guys are there, of course, snickering and chuckling to themselves while giving me leering sideways glances.

“You ought to let us have her for a night,” one of them howls. 

I turn slightly, saying, with an air of saucy abandon, “Don’t you wish?” I smirk right back at their silly faces. Eric clutches me closer to his side, giving my arm a purposeful squeeze as if to say, I’d better behave myself. If I don’t, I suppose I’ll be over his lap right out in the open. I shape-up quickly realizing that I’ve had enough for one night. 


Chapter One 

It’s summer. I’m kicking up dust on this lonely stretch of road. Seems this time of year everything’s dirty and everything stinks a little from sweat. Clothes stick like skin; mouths are dry and eyes squint from the glare of the burning sun. There’s no breeze in these unrelenting Northern Plains. The beauty is in the vistas, the gigantic sunsets and the cloudless blue of the open sky. But not on this road, this desolate road. The truck rocks along the ruble of dirt, past the iron gate that leads to the Gothic mansion Breckenhurst—an odd curiosity anywhere and especially here in the middle of nowhere. I round the bend and spot in the distance, maybe a half mile down the road, the figure of a woman, walking toward town. I say the ‘figure’ of a woman because she looks transparent, like a mirage, like something only half there that could easily disappear on a gust of wind.

The closer I get the more I see she’s real. A loose thin dress hangs limply on her body, floating against her skin as she moves, like a curtain ruffled by the breeze. 

I stop the truck beside her and she doesn’t seem to notice. 

“Hey there!” I call to her. “You need a ride?”

She finally looks my way, dazed, then surprised, as if she’s waking up. “Yes, sure …” But she doesn’t move. 

“Come on,” I wave her around as if she needs direction. A cattle prod might work easier.

She finally starts to move, prancing like some nimble sprite to the passenger door. She opens it with some effort and slides onto the seat, while lifting her skirt. I see her bare thigh as she does, and her dusty bare feet. Remarkable. Unless she’s wearing a thong — which I doubt — she’s not wearing panties. 

The thought of her naked cunt pressed against the leatherette truck seat gives my body a welcome jolt. Her light hair is wispy brown, her face pleasant and open, and what I can see of her body, her breasts are small, though their nipples stick out prominently through the material of her dress, erect and alluring. I try not to stare. 

“I’m Annabelle,” I introduce myself. 

She stares back at me, wistfully and disconnected. I feel like I need to lead her. 

“What’s your name?”

“Sylvie.”

“And what are you doing on the road like this, alone? You’re barefoot.” I stare at her dirty feet in amazement. 

“I’m sorry.”

“No need to be sorry. But you’re awfully far from anything.”

She turns around, craning to see through the truck’s back window, which isn’t easy. 
“I was at Breckenhurst.” 

“Really?”

“And you’re what? Leaving there?”

“Yes,” she nods, “yes, I’m leaving.” All like I’m making this up for her. 

“You sure I shouldn’t just take you back?”

“No, no. Um. There’s a town not too far. Right?”

“Yeah, that’s where I’m headed, about five miles due West.”

She smiles and sits back. So, I guess that’s my cue to get on our way. 

We collectively jiggle along the road’s rough surface. It’s hard to talk with the noise, but my curiosity is eating away at me.

“You mind my asking why you’re leaving?”

“Mind? No. But there’s little to say ‘cept it’s time for me to leave him.”

“I see.” She stares so aimlessly, her mind already having drifted from me to something else that seems to haunt her. I’m pretty good at sensing troubled people, probably because I’m one myself.

There are stories of Breckenhurst. Its current owner is simply known as Hurst, a cold, abrupt and crude man. He’s not handsome by anyone’s standards, but he stands tall, with a strong build and an imposing character that has a certain seductive allure. It must. It’s rumored he’s had as many as five women living with him at a time. They come and go. His caretaker, handyman, Jud Hoyt most often comes to town for groceries. Seems we only see Hurst when he needs his lawyer or he’s in a dispute about the matter of his property lines. The property is at least 300 hundred acres but it’s never been adequately surveyed to his satisfaction. I’ve had enough run-ins at the attorney’s office to know that he’s not an easy man to deal with. The girls never accompany either man to town, so no one really knows anything but the persistent rumors of kinky sexual activity. They are most likely just rumors, idle gossip, wishful thinking. But it’s good fuel for the imagination and the gossip mill — lord knows we don’t have much going on in these lonesome parts and we need something wicked to stir up the sexual juices. 

The girl lends credence to those rumors. I figure I’ll be nice and help her out. No purse, no backpack. How does she expect to survive? It’s a mystery I expect to solve this afternoon. 

I pull up to Kat’s Café, a diner tucked between the two largest buildings in town—the attorney’s office and the grocery story. It’s simple but the food is good, all cooked from scratch; Kat’s homemade recipes. Her fruit pies bring people in from all over the county and she makes a mean spaghetti and meatballs for this white-bread cowboy country. 

“You hungry?” I ask the girl.

She doesn’t answer, but she follows me inside. 

Inside, I order two burgers, fries and tall milk shakes, saving myself the effort of prying from her what she wants. She eats with relish while I take my time. 

“Didn’t he ever feed you?” I can’t help but ask.

“Oh, yes, but…” she stops for another bite and doesn’t finish the sentence. 

It feels as if she has the brakes on when it comes to sharing the secrets of Breckenhurst. This makes it a mystery I have to crack and firms up my resolve. 

I finish my food while she waits nervously. She fidgets a bit and looks around as if she’s expecting Hurst to jump out and snatch her away. We’re in the back of the café and there’s just one other table at the front in use. Kat’s getting ready for the dinner crowd, making salad behind the counter. My back’s to the room, while Sylvie faces out; it’s pretty private and apparently intimate enough for her nervousness to become something altogether different. I see the shift in her eyes first, then her body follows fluidly. Her languid, molten eyes draw me into her so that I can’t stop staring. 

“What— ?” I say almost breathlessly, finding myself caught up in her mood. 

“You mind if I thank you?”

“Thank me?”

Her hand, resting on her lap beneath the table, reaches to my knee then to my thigh and rests there like a hot anvil, searing the bare flesh. My cunt quakes from the sudden turbulence, but I understand now what she’s asking. A flutter of excitement attacks my belly.

“You want to thank me here?”

She nods yes and bites her lip, while smiling in a soft playful way. Her eyes fire; her chest heaves a little. I’m feeling her desire like a slow, smooth tongue upon my skin.

“Sure,” I say. By now, I can feel my arousal all the way to my toes. 

She slides off the seat and goes down between my legs, where she lifts my skirt just enough to find my moistening snatch. I part my legs wide in response to her probing fingers, while counting on the high back of the booth to safely hide the truth about what she’s doing, at least for now. She parts my labia and her tongue moves in-between, darting about the swelling flesh and the hard bud that’s throbbing now. It seeks her attention as much as she’s seeking to serve its need. Her hands run along my thighs and flame my arousal. They connect me with her. Feeling the wildness suddenly take over, I pull her head in closer with my hands. It’s all I can do to contain my movements, and most of all, the mindless sounds of sexual desire that threaten to betray the moment to the unknowing diner.

Her mouth clutches my inner self as it gives the wanting furrow a zealous workout. Her tongue dips and licks and fast-flicks my clit. I want to throw my head back and cry out, but I refrain. Eric will kill me if he hears about this—kill because he’s not here to watch. 

Oh, how her tongue slides into the wetness! Her face, her cheeks press against my skin; her hands drive me mad! I don’t even know this impertinent stranger and she has me in her clutches, my body battling against propriety, about to just burst out regardless of where we are. 

She seems to drill me for a time, so expertly massaging the swollen sensitive flesh that I come against her face, moaning softly. Thank the Lord, someone’s got the Dixie Chicks playing on the jukebox, so the music drowns out my muffled cries. 

I can’t believe what just happened! I finally sit up straight and adjust my skirt, while Sylvie slowly slides back up on the opposite seat. 

She wipes her face with her napkin and stares into my eyes. “It was a good meal,” she declares, in that withering, wispy way of hers.  I don’t bother to ask which meal she’s referring to, although I’m guessing she means both. 

She settles in her seat looking around distractedly while I try to regain my composure. 

I take up where I left off, trying to figure out what the hell the girl is planning to do. “So, Sylvie, you’re leaving Breckenhurst; where are you going from here?”

She shakes her head and shrugs.

I stare at her quizzically. “You didn’t plan this, did you?”

She shakes her head again guiltily, trying to grin.

The reality of her strikes at me; it makes me angry. “You know, I should take you back there. You’ve got no clothes, no money, not even shoes, girl. How do you plan to live?”

“I’m sorry, I don’t know.” She bows her head. 

“Look at me!” Some odd maternal instinct seems to be taking over. “Being sorry is not an answer.” I fume a bit impatiently then choose to add, “But you can spend the night with me and we’ll figure out what you’ll do tomorrow.”

She smiles. Oh, how she’s played me; I can see now how she gets her way. I’ll bet she would have blown some guy at Grady’s and let him take her home to be his love slave, but what kind of life is that?

***

“You what?” Eric looks at me baffled, disbelieving. 

“She sucked me off at Kat’s—after I fed her a burger and shake.”

Sylvie’s in the living room; Eric and I are in the bedroom. I’m not sure how he’s taking our visitor, but he certainly doesn’t look pleased.

“How come you never sucked me off at Kat’s?” he says in a rather twisted way. 

“Aw, come on, don’t begrudge me that, she was good. I mean really good. I’m sure she’ll do you, hon.”

“Right. But she’s staying?”

“At least until we can figure out where she can go. She’s got nothing. Nothing!” I don’t think he believes me.

“And where exactly does she sleep? We’ve only got one bed.”

“Oh, maybe between us.” My eyes light, appealing to his sense of adventure.

“Sure. Yeah.” He shakes his head. I know that he doesn’t like surprises. If he doesn’t plan it himself, it takes a while for him to adjust to something new. “We don’t even know her, Annabelle.” 

“I know that. But I can’t put her out on the street. She doesn’t even have shoes.”

“Then take her back to where you found her.”

“Well, aren’t you the magnanimous soul?”

“She’s a little spooky, if you ask me.”

“But don’t you think she’s beautiful? I mean, in kind of a haunting way?”

No answer.

“Eric, she needs someone’s help. We have no idea what might have been going on at Breckenhurst—maybe it’s as hellish as everyone imagines. Why else would I find her walking away?”

Eric’s mood doesn’t change but at least he lets her stay. 

Sylvie sleeps on the living room floor for two nights. I can’t coax her to the couch—like it’s too much luxury and her poor bones can’t bear the comfort. She cleans the place while I’m working at Harvey Dunn’s law office. I do Harvey’s secretarial work. Eric hauls lumber for the lumber mill and keeps long hours. Often he’s not home until after nine. When it’s just Sylvie and me at home, I attempt to pry loose some information about her life at Breckenhurst, but she remains as vague as a nocturnal breeze. The third night, Eric comes home earlier than usual and a strange sort of silence descends around us all. He hates not knowing who she is and what she’s about and so far we know little more than we did the day I brought her home. 

Eating dinner—rice, beans and tamales—he blurts out, “You’re one of Hurst’s girls, aren’t you?”

I don’t know if he’s guessing or he has some hard knowledge about what goes on at Breckenhurst. 

She nods, then demurely puts down her fork and slides her hands to her lap.

“Will you please speak!” Eric says exasperated. 

“Yes, sir. I’m sorry, sir.”

I find her quite alluring in her very submissive repose, as if she’s begging to be taken. And all that ‘sir’ stuff is so charming.

“Why did you leave?” he asks.

She shrugs.

“No,” he says, “words, girl. I want you to speak to me. I don’t care how things were at Breckenhurst, you’re in my house now! You talk when you’re spoken to.” He raises his voice and she visibly shudders. “I want the truth and I don’t want to have to pry it from you, got that?”

Again, she nods her head and I want to laugh, but Eric’s insistence does seem to get her attention. 

“Why did you leave?” he repeats. His eyes assault her and her lip trembles before she finally spits out: 

“He doesn’t want me anymore. And I don’t want him.” Her voice is clipped and cold, although I think she’s trying hard not to cry. 

“But you leave with nothing?” 

“I own nothing, I have nothing. I don’t really want anything,” she says defensively. “I just want to be away from him.”

“He abuse you?”

She bites her lip.

“Come on,” he urges.

She shakes her head. “It’s not like that.”

“Like what?”

She’s mum again.

“What? You like getting hurt? You like pain?” She doesn’t answer. “Annabelle here loves a good thrashing, don’t you?” He looks at me and turns back to her with an intense stare. “Is that it? Hurst beat you because you liked it?”

“Yes, sir.” Her eyes grow wide with the admission.

He sniggers. “I’ll be damned!”

He stares at her some more and I can see that his interest is building. He’s just stoked his fires and I feel that in my gut. 

“I wonder what Hurst would do if he found you here, huh?”

She’s silent.

“Tell me.” He’s arrogant in a surly, lordly sort of way. When I’m in the mood for it, I love it. Now? I’m not sure. “He’s your ‘master’, right?”

“Yes, sir.”

“He’d punish you, wouldn’t he?”

“Uh, huh.”

“And you’d what… get off?”

She bites her lip and blushes. “Maybe.”

“Well, maybe you need it right now.”

Those wide dark eyes of hers are glassy and filled with hunger. I can almost hear her heart palpitating in anticipation. My own flutters excitedly. 

“Maybe a girl like you can’t survive without her beatings. Hum?”

She stares at him without moving. 

“That’s it, isn’t it? You leave him, but you also know you can barely stand not getting what you need.”

She licks her lips. Her rounded shoulders scrunch in tight as she nervously shivers. 

“You have seen my room, girl?”

She nods. 

“You’ve seen the hook?”

“Yes, sir.” 

“Well, then get to it, girl.”

God, I love this! The tension is driving me crazy. The warmth spreads through my lower body like water melting into sand.  

Our humble house is actually an old gas station. The pumps outside are gone and inside there are just two big rooms. Gus, who owned the place before me, added a decent kitchen off the big front room and a bathroom that opens into both rooms. That part of the place looks like a regular house. He didn’t do much with the car bay that’s become our bedroom but close it up and seal it against the hard winters. Eric and I painted it grey when he moved in, then tacked down a bright red carpet remnant before moving in the bed. There’s a clothes rack at one end that disappears behind a long silver curtain strung across a metal rod. The room works for sex and serious hard play. Imagine Eric’s delight when he saw the large hook swinging from the ceiling at the far end of the room. No way he’d take that down. And how convenient! How strategically placed! All he needs to hoist me up when I’m bad. All he needs for little Sylvie now. 

We follow the girl into the bedroom where she stands in wait below the hook as if she’s gone through this routine before. 

“Take off the dress,” Eric orders. 

She hardly hesitates, while Eric and I both stand in awe as she unveils a body as sensuously alluring as her spirit. Her flesh is a cool creamy white making the simple tattoo vine that winds from the top of her ass, around her hip and down to her thigh, stick out in bold relief. Her pussy is shaved clean and I do believe she’s been branded, although I can barely see the image that was burned against her thigh. 

While I keep my distance, Eric circles his prize; his expression pleased. He then takes off for our closet of trinkets and comes up with his favorite rope—he particularly likes rope for bondage, especially the indentations it leaves in the skin after he’s untied his victim. He loves how it pulls and tugs and tightens. 

Her body jerks as he winds the rope around her wrists behind her, threads it through the end for a tight hold, then pull her hands up toward the hook. The position is painfully demeaning, but she doesn’t seem to hate it the way I do, nor does she struggle against his efforts to secure her. The stain is evident on her face, but she says nothing as she gulps visibly. I know he has her hands too high and after stepping back a bit, Eric sees this too. With his lowering them slightly, her bent over body seems to ease. 

“Close your eyes and don’t dare peek!” he orders next. 

Her eyes shut tight, making her look as if it takes some mighty effort to keep them closed. 

I stand further back as Eric begins, grabbing her hair and planting a firm kiss on her lips. She responds with natural ease, opening her mouth to receive his probing tongue. He draws back, letting go her hair and his hand moves down to spank her ass with smacks I know hurt like the devil. 

“Open your legs!” he snaps the order. 

She stands a little wider and the strain on her shoulders increases. As she bends forward, her ass sticks out quite nicely: two small, firm, rounded cheeks, turning pinker with each smack of his hand. She grunts a little under her breath but otherwise doesn’t make a sound. The more he spanks her, the more his aim moves deeper into the cleft between the parted thighs. Striking her sexual places stirs her even more and she groans from deep in her wrenching belly. 

Eric stops the spanking, moves away, and takes from our closet of sex toys his favorite leather paddle. He begins striking her bottom with strong, effortless smacks, practically knocking her off balance with the first round of blows. He pauses and she rights herself, looking ready to bear whatever he dishes out. What follows is a barrage of strikes that seem to raise the temperature in the room, while they produce a hot-looking red on the girl’s behind. 

Her grunts become more vocal now; her looks more distressed. But from between her legs, I can see her thighs glistening from her sexual juices. She’s aroused, her body quivering almost as if she’s going to come. My own arousal soars seeing her suffer; I’ve suffered the same way at Eric’s hand. 

Again, he moves his aim directly into the cleft of her rear end, so that soon, the leather paddle is hitting that tender spot at the base of her bottom, and even striking the soft flesh at her center. With every strike, her body seems to billow forth with energy. She presses her chest forward toward the empty air, her nipples growing hugely erect, the pierced nipples bright pink. 

I can feel her pheromones and smell the lust oozing from her body while she groans with abandon, growing hotter by the second. 

Eric moves so he can smack her pussy with his paddle. Making no adjustments for strength because he’s striking the most tender regions of her sex, he levels her with hard, exacting blows, stopping only to note how she moans, then emits tiny swooning cries. She’s bursting at the seams as the painful pleasure rises. 

“You want more?” he stops long enough to ask. 

“Yes, sir, please!” she lifts her sweet, pained face heavenward. 

Eric obliges her by attacking her pussy with a vengeance that seems almost demonic, as if he’s settling a score known only to him. 

She pants, breathlessly; her chest heaves. I can feel the strain all over her body and see how the sweat pours from her skin. 

