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Prologue

When she was five she would have run for cover, scurried under the bed, closed her eyes, shut her ears with the palms of her hands and shivered in the stormy darkness until the violence passed – the thunder but a distant echo, the lightning vanished. But she was not five. At twenty-one and on the verge of womanhood, she was too rational to give in to the terror of a belligerent thunderstorm. What could have sent her scurrying for cover on this night was not the storm but angry voices, livid accusations, and raging bellows rising from the music room, which even with the storm were far too terrifying to ignore. The power in that sector of the city had gone out just as the door slammed shut behind Phillip Wittendon’s ten o’clock visitor. An omen, perhaps? The harsh exchange immediately followed. The first ‘You fucking bastard!’ to befoul the air hurt like a carving knife spearing her gut. She grabbed her belly, wincing at the noxious sound, but rather than flee to the closet or under the bed as she would have when she was young, she pushed back the immediate feeling of panic and kept her ear tuned for more. For her efforts, she got quite an education from the escalating verbal battle, for despite clamorous explosions and pelting rain, this heated quarrel demanded to be heard, and yet the identity of her father’s guest was unknown to her.

Phillip ripped into his guest with a flurry of allegations that finally drew the alarmed Rebecca from her room. She listened, praying for the fight to end and for the stranger to disappear. But as the tenor of his words became more strident, a horrible dread consumed her and she remained paralyzed by fear. She stood in the hallway trembling, afraid to take the first step toward the inky territory at the bottom of the stairs. She carried a flashlight in her hand – though it was hardly needed with flashes of bright white erratically streaking the air and illuminating the otherwise dark house. 

In the quiet interval before the next clap of thunder Rebecca thought she heard a scuffle. Her fear quickly redoubled. Of all the horrible moments she’d endured in her father’s fancy London townhouse, this one seemed more foreboding than all of the horrible moments that had gone before.

Walk away, you fucker, leave, please, please go! she silently pleaded with the visitor.

With the next flash of lightning the sound of a gunshot crackled through the steamy night. Her body went weak as if her life was about to drain away. Then a door slammed, and suddenly, in the interval that followed, a strange sort of quiet replaced the furious commotion on the first floor. Rebecca hesitated, trying to screw up her courage for a descent into the black abyss. She listened, praying that she’d hear her father’s voice, or the intricate notes of a moody nocturne rising from the music room, but the storm ramped up again and its noise drowned out any subtle sounds, any clue of things amiss. She could hardly hear herself think.

Fuck! What now? She waited, wishing she could crawl in bed and forget about the whole damn scene, but the sound of the gunshot still reverberated through her mind and wouldn’t stop. Go! her inner voice shouted like an angry mother. Go to him, Rebby, now! You have to go, you little chicken shit! The shouting got louder inside her head. You fuckin scaredy-cat, go! But she was not half as brave as the wild girl inside her brain…the one who ran around with the rough crowd, that took the drugs and giggled afterwards, that got arrested and tossed in jail.

As her mind tried to manage the fear, she fought back the urge to flee—to run far from the house, her life and the terror in the downstairs rooms. Her saner, gutsier self pushed her forward and drove her down the steps. At first, her limbs were weak and her body shaking. She could barely breathe. But then Rebby, her cocky alter ego, kicked in and she gave up the hesitation, taking a first step, then a second and third, and continuing until she reached the bottom of the stairs. Her right hand clenched the flashlight in a steely grip, her other hand was balled up in a fist. Her shoulders and neck were tight with tension, and she feared that any second she might snap. She took a moment to catch her breath and summon a little more of Rebby’s wild spirit, but with the next burst of lightning, her eyes leapt on the image before her. Her hand flew to her face and she stepped back, emitting a tiny shriek. Although the flash of light was quickly gone and the darkness returned, Rebecca’s eyes remained riveted on the tile floor before her. She waited to confirm what she had seen, and with the next flash of lightning, she lurched forward, with the flashlight falling from her hand as she fell to the floor and grabbed for the gun. The barrel was still warm against her sweaty palm, and if she took the time to sniff the air, she would have detected the lingering scent of gunpowder. 

For a moment, she seemed to rise above her body and witness the scene with perfect clarity. However, she wasn’t ready to accept the truth; she had to see it for herself. Rising to her feet, she moved as if in a dreamy trance toward the music room and stopped there, pushing the door wide open with her right hand, the same hand that held the gun. 

Although her suspicions about what she’d find were not wrong, she was not prepared for what she saw. She instantly stepped back and did an about-face – as if turning her back on the sight would make it disappear. But when she turned around again, the ghastly tableau was as fixed and real as the walls of the penthouse, its polished floors and solid doors.

Directly before her was Phillip’s magnificent concert Steinway – gun-splatter dotting the ivory keys. On the floor beside it lay her father’s twisted body in a pool of darkening blood. Bloodstains covered the front of his white starched shirt and his face was plastered with a final grimace. Fitting, she thought in one brief moment of clarity, that he would be grimacing with despair at the moment of his death. How like he was in life. Never happy. Never pleased. Not with himself nor his daughter nor the world that had given him fame and fortune.

She tiptoed in for a closer look at the warped expression, and with a scowl of her own, she fell to the floor and slammed the gun down on his chest – like a punctuation mark to the man’s sudden demise. A huge wave of emotion engulfed her slight body and she fell over, sobbing. Her mind reeled, turning crazy for a moment. “You ass, you fucking ass…” she quietly repeated as she limply banged the gun against her father’s bloody chest. “You’ve really done it now…”

She couldn’t count the number of times she’d wished him dead. Times when her anger swelled as large and expansive as his – she was her father’s child, after all. The comparisons in their temperament were fitting. Now awash with anger and fear of the terrible unknown before her, she could only sob. 

Once the emotion finally subsided, Rebecca forced herself back to the present. Lifting herself from the dead body, she rose to her feet. She was unsure how to feel. However, as the enormity of the moment began to creep into her consciousness and she looked down at her clothes, she knew she’d made a huge mistake. Her nightgown was covered in blood, the oozing crimson still seeping into the white fabric as it hung in the pool of red. She stepped back, then frantically gazed around as she struggled to decide what to do. Her eyes landed on her father’s cell phone sitting innocuously on the piano bench. 

Call the police. 999. That’s all you have to do, she heard herself think. But the doubts kept piling on and her fear increased with every dreadful moment that ticked by. She was dazed, unsure, and could barely hear above the confusion in her head. Yes, yes, of course, she should call the police. But when she reached for phone and saw the name of her father’s solicitor, Arthur Steele, glaring back at her from the lit screen, she hit the dial without thinking further. The efficient, clear-thinking man who had kept their lives from going off-kilter on numerous occasions would have to come through for her now. Nice work, Rebby, he’s saved us before, he’ll do it again. Her alter ego was happily satisfied. But Rebecca couldn’t help but think that regardless of what Arthur could do to help her, she was still headed for disaster. 

***

“Your choices are limited, Rebecca,” Arthur stated flatly. Despite her bloody nightclothes, Arthur had sat her down in a chair and ordered her to stay put as he scrutinized the scene then quickly searched the rest of the rooms on the lower floor of the condo. During that time, Rebecca remained frozen in her seat in the music room, shivering, her eyes closed – she couldn’t bear to look at her dead father. When Arthur finally returned to the music room, he gazed at Phillip’s skewed body one more time, then at her. She looked at him, wondering what rabbit he’d be pulling out of his bag of tricks to make this nightmare go away. But this time there was no white rabbit, no easily sweeping a bad scene under the rug. Arthur’s verdict would be a tough one to swallow. 

“Arthur, please, you can make it go away, can’t you?” she pleaded. Her sorry eyes were puffy from crying and still filled with tears.

“Go away? Go away?” His eyes flashed as ominously as the lightning that streaked the room in garish bursts. He scowled, then humphed, sighing, then with beady eyes drilling her like two fixed lasers, he curtly reminded her of the horrible truth. “You think this will go away, you’re more naïve than I expected.”

“But I’m innocent!” she cried.

She could see from his disapproving expression that he didn’t believe her.

She took a deep breath to settle herself and tried again, her voice unwavering. “Arthur, I did not kill my father.”

He nodded. “Yes, yes, I’m sure,” he spit out coldly. “It only looks that way from every angle I can see.”

“Oh, please, you can’t think that!” she looked to him, pleadingly. “I was upstairs, the storm was raging. I heard the gunshot…I panicked…picking up the gun…” her voice trailed off as she searched his face for even the smallest hint that he accepted her account – but she found none.

“Whether you’re innocent or not, and frankly, I’m having a problem believing you are…” he scowled at her and went on, “regardless, once I call the police, they will descend on this scene like maggots, so will the paparazzi. You’ll be grilled for hours by detectives who would like nothing better than to see you swinging from a gibbet. Not only will they dig up every arrest, every complaint filed, the tabloid innuendo will arraign, try and convict you a hundred times before a real jury finally decides your fate – which will not be good from what I see here. Make it go away? I can’t if I call the police. That’s the dilemma here – too many variables that I can’t control. I’m afraid I don’t have enough favors I can call in this time. Especially with your father gone.” His sane words forced her back to the chilling reality of the last two years and the explosive relationship between the virtuoso pianist Phillip Wittendon and his precocious, rebellious daughter. “And let’s not forget what happens once Lavinia arrives on the scene. You think she’ll believe you? Champion your cause?”

Rebecca hung her head; just the thought of her stepmother and her stomach instantly soured. The woman had been separated from her father for two years, but they weren’t divorced, and she’d never stopped hovering around their lives. Her haughty cunning was as menacing to Rebecca as her father’s wrath. Following every one of Rebecca’s legal skirmishes – the drugs, the reckless driving, the wild parties, the public tirades – Lavinia would be the first in front of the cameras, there almost by default. For his part, her father was content to let the woman speak for the family even when the Wittendons were no longer her family. Phillip wouldn’t have her in his house, but he was more than happy to let her charm the press during times of crisis with her witty repartee and droll remarks as she moaned the fate of her volatile stepdaughter before the eyes of millions. She spoke as if she was still intimately involved with the family, and Phillip never bothered to correct this misconception, even as his disdain for her increased. 

With Phillip’s death, Rebecca could imagine the woman before dozens of cameras and bright lights, acting the part of the grieving widow as she shrewdly added to the din of accusing voices her own veiled insinuations about the wayward stepdaughter, and whether the girl had it in her to murder her father. She would leave those hungry for a definite answer plenty to chat about in blogs and twitters dedicated to the subject. 

Nothing would suit Lavinia more than to have Rebecca out of the picture. She wanted control of the family fortune and would do anything to see she’d have that prize. From Rebecca’s markedly diminished position, she might as well have handed that prize to her on a silver platter.

The bitter truth slammed Rebecca back to reality so hard that she was overcome by despair. Her head pounded with a deep ache and a creeping nausea had set in; she was unsure if she could hold herself together much longer. 

“So? Is there another option?” she finally asked, when Arthur offered nothing more.

“Another option? With my client dead, I’m not sure it’s my place to offer you another option, especially if you’re guilty.”

She could feel the ire in his voice, but she pressed on. “Can I not be your client?”

A faint smirk fluttered for a moment at the corner of his mouth. 

He turned and paced a bit, mulling the question with a hand on his chin, then he stopped before the windows and stared at the driving rain running down the glass in sheets. He was a handsome man, Rebecca thought. A tall, straight and robust man who looked no more than a vigorous forty-five when he was likely all of sixty years or more. He’d always been pleasant to her, evenhanded and sane when she was in the midst of one of her insane rebellions. When she was arrested, he was the one who came to the police station, the one who bailed her out and brought her home. Phillip’s delicate hands would never be soiled with the stain of her crimes, which made Arthur more of a father to her than the obsessively driven narcissist whose genes she carried. He handled her bad behavior with a seemingly magical touch, and on many occasions was able to squash the rumor mills and gossipers with a few short but incisive quips. He, too, was a master before a ravenous crowd of sensation seekers. He’d been her only champion. Her only friend at times. And yet, he was clearly not a friend. He’d been hired to play the part and he did it well. But behind his benign exterior, Rebecca always suspected a darker side to the man’s nature. He made deals when deals needed to be made, even if it meant consorting with unsavory characters who were unfit for polite society. She imagined him doing business in back alleys, in furtive closed-door meetings. Did she have any real knowledge of a darker purpose behind Arthur’s polished, urbane exterior? No. But she knew there had to be. No man could fix things the way Arthur Steele could fix things without dealing with the dregs of society.

Rebecca waited as he considered her question, and weighed the available options. He’d have an option, he was sure to have another option, and she eagerly anticipated the sense of relief that would wipe away her pressing anxiety. 

His eyes were lowered, his brows knit, his expression determined. 

“Well, you could just leave,” he suddenly, almost flippantly shot off, lacing the comment with sarcasm, “take to the road with as much cash as we can scrounge from the house. I might be able to get you on a plane out of England. With a little cunning, you might actually slip the notice of the authorities.” He was almost whimsical as he spoke, far less serious than the situation warranted. This was cause for alarm.

“I didn’t kill him!” she suddenly needed to say in her defense – one more time. 

With that remark, his flippant air immediately vanished and his eyes narrowed again.

“You don’t believe me,” she stated the obvious. “But I am telling the truth. Find the man who fired the shot. He was here in this house…the argument…the gunshot…”

Arthur was quiet for a long while before he spoke again, and in that awful silence Rebecca could hear the blood pounding through her veins. Her heart beat so rapidly that she thought it would run off and leave her in this awful mess. 

“Yes, Rebecca, there are other options.” He hedged a bit, but precious minutes were ticking by and he was suddenly aware that there was no time to spare. “I know a man who could handle the matter, but you might not like the outcome. He’ll get you out of England; he might even place you in the US, that is if suitable arrangements can be made.” 

Rebecca’s ears perked. “The United States? Really?” For the first time that evening she felt a modicum of hope. Plus, the idea of disappearing into the vast spaces of another continent seemed like an exotic adventure rather than a sentence. “So what’s it take to make this happen?” She tried not to sound too eager or relieved, though he saw how her eyes lit with excitement.

“There will be a hefty price to make you disappear.”

“Money should be no problem.”

“Money is not the issue. But there are risks.” He paused as if he was unsure he even wanted to proceed, but he finally went on. “How you are willing to spend the rest of your life…what kind of risks you’re willing to take, what prices you may need to pay…they may be an issue. The ‘middle-man’ in this venture regularly places women who need a safe haven free from legal entanglements – angry fathers, vindictive boyfriends, that sort of thing. In this case, your final destination will already be decided. That is, if my friend is willing to take you. You’ll have an entirely new life, and the Rebecca Wittendon you know will cease to exist…” Rather than sounding reluctant now, the tenor of his voice darkened and his eyes seemed to fill with an unsavory lust, as if he were actually taking pleasure in what he was about to say, “If my friend, Warren, agrees to take you, I can be reasonably sure that you’ll be in safe hands. If he is unwilling or unable, it’s possible that our ‘middleman’ can find you another arrangement. But,” his eyes narrowed, “if it’s Strickland making the final arrangement, I would have very little control over the outcome. I’m not talking about a stellar individual here…this could put you in some compromising positions…” He fidgeted, obviously uncomfortable with what he had to say next. 

She studied him for a second, while fast-forwarding in her mind through a host of possibilities, none of which was particularly disturbing. At last she blurted out, “If you’re concerned about my being taken advantage of sexually, don’t be.” 

Her blunt declaration took him by surprise, but then he almost looked relieved. “I guess I shouldn’t have been worried about your delicate sensibilities. You have had plenty of experience. But I’m not sure that running around with a bunch of fawning twenty-year olds hanging onto your skirts is exactly the kind of situation you might face.”

“You’d be surprised the men I’ve handled in my short life, and I’m not talking about the men who make headlines trying to get into my pants.” The scared little girl had been replaced by the slightly jaded, but very savvy sounding young Rebby she was to her avid fans who lapped up every juicy detail of her scandalous life. 

“You’re not getting it, Rebecca. Let’s hope my friend will be willing to take you. Any other arrangement comes with a great deal of risk. There are men who will pay great sums of money to acquire females who are moldable. Once they have you, you’re at their mercy. They’ll expect some degree of subservience – indeed, some will demand your submission – in ways you can hardly fathom now. I can’t state this any plainer than this: you may end up in surroundings as luxurious as these, or you could end up in a cage.” Rebecca’s cocky confidence fled and her eyes went wide with alarm. “Yes, a cage. I’m not making this up just to scare you. If Warren steps in, I know you’ll be safe; if not, it’s out of my hands. My contact assures me that he weeds out the riff-raff and the truly demented, but he’s out to make a buck and how diligent he is with background checks, I can’t say.”

“But a cage?”

“It’s not likely, but not out of the realm of possibility. Some of these men are into alternative lifestyles, spanking, bondage, pretty much any kink you can suggest. Others are strict disciplinarians who won’t hesitate to punish you if you fail to obey their command – or just because they can. Wherever you land, it will be no picnic in the park, some cushy place where you can start your shenanigans where you left off.”

If he was saying these things to shock her, the effort was having little effect, at least outwardly. Though previously distraught, she barely flinched as he rattled off the cold hard facts.

“Let’s just hope that Warren rises to your cause.”

She was hesitant, scared out of her wits to be sure, but at the same time she was curiously aroused, even titillated, by the verboten nature of what Arthur described. 

“So, how would this work? What do I do?”

“I send you to the summerhouse as soon as we can get you out of here. You’ll have to drive yourself, but there should be little problem as long as you get away within the hour. You’ll be picked up there within a day or two, no longer than that with the police out to find you. You’ll need to sign papers granting Strickland the authority to place you, after that, it’s out of my hands, and yours. If all goes smoothly, you’ll be far across the world in a matter of days on your way to a new life…a roll of the dice, you might say.”

“And I suppose getting out of this would be difficult.”

“Indeed,” he said as he shook his head. “I’m not going to sugarcoat this, Rebecca. It’s possible, not likely, but possible that you could get trapped with no way out and no recourse.”

“And my access to you would be limited?”

“Exactly.”

By the time they had reached this point in the discussion, Rebecca was as sane and clear-headed as she’s been before the night began. She could feel the urgency present in the moment but she wouldn’t be rushed. 

“And my other options… again?”

He practically growled at her, his reply laced with scorn, “You have two: surrender to the police, let the legal system run its course and hope for the best; or take off on your own and hope you can escape those who will relentlessly pursue you.” He looked at her straight on, no longer interested in further discussion. “So, what will it be, Rebecca? You need to decide now. As it is, you’re wasting precious minutes.”

She hesitated still, but only for a moment, then taking a deep breath and finally sitting up straight, as she used to see Lavinia do when she was making an announcement, she said quite calmly, “All right then, if you’ll excuse me, I need to pack a few things and head for the summer house.” She rose to her feet. “I won’t be five minutes.”

Rising to her feet like the doomed on the way to the gallows, she carefully picked her way through the spattered blood until she was out the door. The power was still out, but the slowly receding storm continued to provide enough light to make it safely to the top of the stairs.

***

Rebecca balked when he ordered her into the trunk of his car. 

“You signed the papers, girl. You either climb in on your own, or I’ll tie you up and throw you in.” The bald, gruff, barrel-chested brute was definitely big enough to follow through and not break a sweat.

“My choice, right?” she spit out the sarcastic reply.

“Yep. You refuse, you can always stay here. Doesn’t matter much to me. I get paid either way.” 

Rebecca didn’t know what to make of the man. He was obviously not impressed with who she was, and yet, she found that strangely refreshing after putting up with sycophants for so many months. Besides, his rugged working class demeanor was curiously attractive, and so unlike the men she was accustomed to. 

“All right. So I ride in the trunk. But this better not take long.” Without another protest, she climbed in.

Arriving at the wharf, Rebecca was quickly hustled out of the trunk and into a small room in the back of the warehouse behind dozens of packing crates headed for shipment overseas. Strickland shoved her into a chair, and leveled her with an imperious stare. “Stay put until I get back.” He turned, about to leave the room, but then abruptly turned back; and though he’d been in a frenzied rush before, he took his time now. “You have a reputation for being a real slut. That true?” 

The question took her by surprise, and quite out of character for Rebecca Wittendon, there was no flippant comeback on the tip of her tongue. She was dead tired from the chaos of the last 24 hours, her body ached from the miserable ride and her nerves were shot. She wanted to do nothing but put her head to a pillow and sleep. Still… she couldn’t ignore the man. Something in his dark brown eyes, something distinctly sexual and raw provoked her. She responded with a shudder that began at her hunched shoulders and traveled all the way through her to the fiery swamp deep inside her crotch. Somewhere in the rough journey from the trunk of the car to this back room, her sexual body had awakened. Maybe it was his forceful hands, his unwavering resolve, the brusque words. Maybe she was just an adrenalin junkie and this was her latest fix. Regardless of the cause, the eroticism that gripped her now was as fierce as it was bewildering, and though she’d had no intention of seducing the man, the female wiles that served her well as a promiscuous socialite seemed to kick in unconsciously. She coyly gazed at the hovering man with her eyes exuding the seductive allure of a woman on the prowl. Speaking in a deep and breathless whisper, she said, “Why would you ask?”

“You look like you’d be easy,” he replied.

Her eyes lit flirtatiously. “I should be offended by your question, Mr. Strickland.” 

“And are you? Offended?” 

In the space of minutes something had shifted between them, a certain understanding reached. 

She smiled as if that were answer enough, and strolling back to her, he placed a hand on her cheek, and gave it a soft tap. When she failed to balk, he slapped a little harder and she flinched, feeling the force of the slap all the way to her toes. 

A third slap and her sex burst with desire falling out all around her. “Tension… just the tension,” she explained to herself, though there was no use arguing with the fact that the man turned her on, the situation turned her on; in fact, she’d drawn from this startling series of circumstances the most exhilarating thrill she’d had in months. She didn’t know how to react any other way than sexually.

When he grabbed her by the hair, pulled her to her feet and shoved her toward the wall, she practically sighed with relief. Strickland saw it all, everything about her desire, the seduction, the need to be fucked, as if she were an open book. “You know, you’re as real as your reputation, Miss Rebecca Wittendon,” he announced.

“Oh, I’m that and a lot more.” 

Laying a palm against her crotch, he squeezed. “Pussy hot?” 

Hot, throbbing and wet, she wanted to say. Instead, she answered with a lust-filled gaze and ground her sex against his hand. 

“You wanna get fucked, don’t ya, babe?”

“Maybe.”

“Maybe?” he laughed darkly. “There’s no maybe here. You want it and you want it bad.” He was right about that. He squeezed her crotch again, shaking it hard. “So beg,” he said.

“I never beg,” she said. Although she tried to mimic the proud defiance she was known for, she was already too weakened by his dominance to give her protest much strength.

Strickland smirked from ear to ear. Then tugging her skirt up over her hips, he wiggled a finger inside her panties, slipped it beyond the wet doorway, and brought it out again with juices glistening on the surface. 

“Lick it, slut!” he said and he shoved it into her mouth. She licked because she had no choice, because she couldn’t stop herself, because the rebellious wild girl thrived on challenges such as these. When he finally pulled the finger out, he sneered as he had before, knowing he had the upper hand. He repeatedly smacked her pussy with his palm, then for a time he fucked her with his fingers; then he moved back and forth from smacks to fucking until her body writhed wildly against his hand and she was about to explode in a violent orgasm. 

“Yes, yes, fuck me!” she seethed in a heavy whisper. Then more urgently, because he continued the unbearable tease, she practically screamed, “Fuck me, you bastard! Just do it!”

“Ah yes, that’s what I like to hear. Say it again, sweetheart…and look in my eyes this time.”

She scowled, angry and frustrated, then met his horny gaze with her own. “Fuck me! Please will you fuck my cunt!” She never needed it more than now.

His torment finally stopped, though his hand remained pressed against her pussy.

“’Fraid it’s not your pussy I want, slut,” and he withdrew his hand from her steamy cunt. “I either sink my cock inside your ass, or walk away and leave you hanging.”

She wanted to lash back and fight him off; take a day’s worth of grief and spew it out with the explosive anger that fired within. Yet, just as demanding was that something desperately needy inside her that wanted him no matter how roughly he took her.

“Do I have to beg for that, too?” she asked.

“You do what you’re told… that’s the life that awaits you, girl. No more little rich girl. No more calling the shots. Better to get used to it now,” he mocked. Before she could respond, he spun her around and pressed her hard against the cold brick wall. He tore at her thong until it was little more than shreds, then pried apart her round, rear cheeks, fishing between them for the tight backdoor.

After rubbing the entrance with her own juices, he pressed his hard-on against the taut rosette and suddenly lunged full force, spearing her body with the hefty organ.

She momentarily flinched, feeling the erection stretch the opening wide. Then as he began to slowly piston in and out, her body bristled with emotion. Overcome with grief, tears spilled from her burning eyes, while a glut of images flooded into her mind of past scenes, old flames, rough sex. As the fucking picked up speed, he pounded her into the brick, and the pictures vanished. All that was left was the feeling in her ass and the steadily rising pleasure. The pleasure wasn’t pretty in scenes like this; it was hot and raw and exactly what the dark heart of her spirit yearned for and what her hungry body craved. The life she knew had been destroyed, what remained was sex, the only something that could stem the grief and propel her forward into a new life miles and miles from home.  

For a moment when he paused mid-thrust, their tiny world fell silent. From the warehouse beyond they heard voices and a noisy racket close by.

“Shush!” he hissed in her ear. “Don’t make a peep or I’ll slap you back to next Sunday.” He grabbed her long dark locks inside his fist and held her face tight against the hard surface. He lunged hard again, sending his spear deeper into her anal cavern.

As Strickland’s erection swelled within her, the tension in her body gave way and began to move its way outward from her dark center. She wanted to scream, “yes yes yes” as he drilled her, but her pretty pink lips were sealed shut, wanting no part of ‘next Sunday’, whatever the hell that meant. What mattered now was getting off and nothing would get in the way of that. Maybe for once she’d have enough of the hard sex her demented fantasies craved. 

She hoped whoever took her in would use as she was being used now, ruthlessly and without mercy, not caring if she hurt. She relished the hurt. She wanted the searing pain to feel alive. The ‘sassy brat’ inside her wanted to be punished – in the opinion of her inner judge, she’d never been punished enough.  

Rebellion had taught her a few things – that men coveted her well-toned body; that she could have anything she wanted when she turned on her charm; and that hard anal was better than vaginal any day. Not that she’d complain about any kind of sex. Once, an exhausted lover called her a narcissistic masochistic nympho. She couldn’t tell if this reflected his admiration or disgust, but she didn’t care; she treasured the name as much as she did her secret sex life.

She was flying in subspace by the time Strickland pulled out of her ass and dripped the remains of his cum down the back of her thighs. She continued to spasm, her inner muscles clenched and her clit was alive like it had never been. However, before she had enough to suit her, before her fingers could manipulate the stimulated bud, Strickland yanked her from the sensuous ecstasy and without giving her a chance to clean up, he marched her out the door and through the rain-swollen night to the freighter on Pier 13.

