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A Glimpse Inside

The blow landed with a resounding crack. A scream tore from her lips as her body lurched forward in a vain effort to escape. But the bench was unyielding. Purposefully designed with squirming, anguished girls in mind, padded leather pressed into her upper thighs, blocking escape but providing a soft area to press against.

“Well?”

Marissa turned her head, uncomprehending, and stared at Frank. He held a heavy wood paddle loosely in his hand and tapped it against his open palm, a smile on his lips.

“Forgot already? Stupid girl.” Without warning and quick as a viper, the paddle struck her ass once more. Her back arched as she screamed again. “Three. Don’t make me wait.”

Pain seared her ass, penetrating deep inside her. Unlike the blows of hands, or the crop Vincent—her first client—used, this felt deeper. Thuddier. Like the pain sank deep into her muscles where she knew she’d still feel it the next day.

“Two.”

She gasped, trembling. This was one countdown she didn’t want to reach the end of. “Thank you! Thank you for punishing me!”

“Much better,” Frank murmured as he reached down to rub her pussy. A different sort of tremor coursed through her. Two fingers penetrated her lips, plunging deep inside her slick channel. “See how easy that was? How pleasurable… All you have to do is be a good girl and obey.”

Read on for the full story!


Any Time Anywhere


Chapter One

Alone in a dimly lit room with only Ray and one of his thugs for company, Marissa tried to look braver than she felt. In her hand, she clutched a brown paper bag. She handed it over to the loan shark. “There’s two thousand in there—fifteen hundred for the month plus five in advance. Count it if you don’t trust me.”

Ray gave a low whistle as he accepted the bag and handed it off to the goon by his side. The big guy counted the cash and nodded to confirm the amount.

“Now how does a girl like you come by so much cash so fast?” he asked, dark eyes fixed on her. His tone was calm but that was almost worse than catching him in a rage. Rational, clear-minded Ray was an unscrupulous psychopath. If he got it in his head that she knew some quick way to get rich—or worse, was working with the cops on some kind of plan to entrap him—she wouldn’t walk out of the room in one piece.

“You know…” She leaned forward and pressed her arms together, pushing out her breasts and baring an expanse of soft cleavage. “The usual methods. I just got better at applying them.”

His eyes glittered. “You sure you want to give up the money, then? I already offered you that as a way out. Work for me and you’ll clear your debt in no time. All it’d take is your pretty—”

“That’s okay, thank you.”

Ray’s eyes narrowed, anger darkening his features. Marissa did her best to stand firm. It may have been a mistake to interrupt Ray. On the other hand, if she’d said nothing, he would have gone on and on with his creepy, sexual remarks. Ray had made his interest in her known a long time ago. Denying him the pleasure of her body was about the only way she could ever stick it to him.

Until now.

The money she got from Bruce for fucking wealthy clients from his curated list of contacts was enough to sustain her and then some. She could finally make a dent in her debts instead of struggling just to pay down the interest. Yet instead of feeling pleased, Ray looked pissed. No doubt he was unhappy to lose his cash cow. Debtors struggling to make ends meet were better for his bottom line than ones that paid off what they owed and cut contact.

Worse, Ray disliked things he could not understand. Marissa’s newfound wealth symbolized both.

“Suit yourself,” he said, breaking the horrible silence. Marissa let out a breath but did not relax yet. “That makes us square for the month but you still have a long way to go. Your dad borrowed tens of thousands from me and the interest…” He smirked, enjoying the way she stiffened at the mention of her father. “It isn’t pretty.”

Marissa gritted her teeth and clamped down on the anger flaring inside her. She kept her voice level. “I know.”

“Good. Then get out.” With a flick of his wrist, she was dismissed.

The big thug approached to corral her out but Marissa raised her hands and turned on her heel. She could find the way out herself. Not that they knew it, but the rat’s nest of rundown apartments where Ray liked to meet were a walk in the park compared to the underground complex leading to Bruce’s private club. After navigating the latter several times, she felt confident in her ability to stay oriented.

Once outside, she hurried to her dilapidated car, parked just down the street. With a wry smirk, she got in. The only benefit of driving the piece of junk was that even here, no one thought of hotwiring it or stealing the tires. Too worthless for thieves to touch, it served her purposes just fine; as long as she didn’t care to impress others, it got from point A to point B well enough.

She turned the ignition. It took two tries, but the car finally turned on. She had bags to pack and a trip to prepare for but first thing was first. Bruce had summoned her, and when her fabulously wealthy employer called, it behooved her to answer.

Especially since their meetings tended to be so…sexy. God, she hoped this would be one of those. They hadn’t fucked since the first night they met, and right now Marissa needed it. Nothing burned stress quite like a good, hard ravishment.

Somewhere behind her, a car’s exhaust sputtered, her car apparently not the worst one on the street. With a laugh, she pulled out and headed for Bruce’s, pleasant images of what he might do filling her mind.

***

The club was quiet. Since it was still daylight, no throngs of wealthy, well-dressed patrons filled the room to mingle and chat while taking drinks from scantily clad girls in fetish wear. Instead, there were only a half dozen people working methodically to ensure the place was spotless and prepared for the night ahead.

Marissa watched them with interest as she passed, tagging along with her brooding, silent escort. Just as the other times she visited, the rugged and dangerous-looking mountain of muscle beside her offered no name or conversation.

She stole glances at him as he led her to Bruce’s office, anyway. The “conversation” from last time—if the brief exchange could be called that—replayed through her mind. He’d told her that he saw too many girls like her pass through. It made sense that women engaged in sex work would get burned out and quit for various reasons. She’d seen the same thing at the strip club where she used to work.

But something told her there was more to it. The strange reveal felt like a warning—but not one that made sense to her. Unfortunately, the man seemed disinclined to offer much of an explanation.

They reached the door to Bruce’s office and her mind snapped back to the present. The silent man nodded and she gave him a tight smile. Was it possible he was just shy? Despite his appearance, he hadn’t mistreated her…

With a shake of her head to clear her mind of superfluous thoughts, she stepped into the room.

Bruce looked up from his usual spot on the sofa to greet her with a wide smile. “Ah, my rising star!”

“Hi…” She trailed off, caught by surprise. That greeting was new. “What did you call me?”

“Our rising star,” another voice said. Marissa whirled and saw Anthony on the room’s other side. He approached with a stack of documents in hand. “You made quite the impression on, um…”

“Vincent,” Bruce offered. “He was thrilled with your performance, it would seem. You did not exaggerate when you said he wants to meet you again.”

“Oh.” Heat colored her cheeks. Vincent, her first client, had been a thoroughly enjoyable night. The things he’d done… She shuddered at the mere memory. If Vincent wanted to play, she would be there, money or not. She had a weakness for sadistic, dominant men. For anyone who could control her with a word and a glance, really. The chance to meet such men was one reason that drew her to Bruce. “I’m glad. He was…fun.”

“Happy clients and happy workers make me a happy business owner,” Bruce said, smiling as he accepted the stack of papers from Anthony. He glanced through them before turning his eyes back to Marissa. “And that means you’re ready for your next task.”

She nodded slowly. “Last week you mentioned something about a trip abroad…?”

“That’s right. Air travel gets lonely and boring, especially on a long flight. Even in first class, the stewardesses—sorry, flight attendants—don’t give the sort of hands-on service certain passengers are used to. Not anymore, anyway. So I have a friend in need of a companion. I thought you might fit the bill.”

“You… You’re kidding, right?”

Bruce frowned. “Not at all. Why?”

“Someone wants me to fly with him just so he won’t be bored for a few hours?”

Anthony laughed while Bruce scowled.

“More like twenty hours, actually—it’s a long trip. But it isn’t just the flight, you’ll provide on the ground services, too. Two days in a tropical paradise, to be exact. Then you hop on a plane and come home with a nice tan.”

Marissa glanced from Bruce to Anthony, scanning their faces for signs of a catch. She sighed. “Back up a moment… Did you say something about first class?”

Bruce chuckled. “Indeed. A first-class ticket so you’re on hand for the client throughout the flight. Followed by what I assume are very comfortable accommodations on an island in the Indian Ocean. Sand, waves, sex… I think you’ll find all three to your liking. He’s your type.”

“Wow.” It was probably a bad negotiating tactic to express her surprise but Marissa couldn’t help herself. The world Bruce and Anthony revolved in was simply too bizarre—too extreme—for her down-to-earth sensibilities. Didn’t first class tickets alone run thousands of dollars? “I mean… How can I say no?”

“You can—but you shouldn’t. This is to our mutual benefit, after all.”

“There’s just one additional detail this time around.” Anthony pulled two tiny, circular objects from his pocket. “Plant one inside his briefcase if you get the chance. The other goes under the desk in his office. Even on vacation, Frank always was a bit of a workaholic.”

Marissa stared at the gadgets in Anthony’s hand. Unless her eyes deceived her… They were bugs. Or transmitters. Some kind of weird spy gadgetry, anyway. She turned wide eyes to Bruce.

“It’s only a trifle,” he said. “A small favor for us, easily accomplished. And you will earn our gratitude—in addition to the usual sum. Thirty thousand, Marissa, for one day of travel and the two days you spend there. More than many will earn in a whole year of toil.”

A chill ran down her spine. Of course. Of course, there was a catch—there always was.

She’d expected something to go wrong from the moment Bruce first made his offer, so what was the use in being surprised by it now? As far as these things went, what he asked really was a trifle. Just a small recording device, planted on the possessions of a man wealthy enough to hire an escort and buy her a first class ticket just to alleviate boredom. What could go wrong from tangling with a person like that?

With a deep breath, she took the devices from Anthony. Bruce beamed in delight. “Wonderful. I’ll get all the details arranged and forward the information to you. Your flight leaves the day after tomorrow.”

“Okay,” she said, nodding and quickly stuffing the devices into her bag. What was she getting herself into? “Is that… all?”

“For now.” Bruce smiled and gestured to the door. “I’ll be expecting great things, Marissa.”


Chapter Two

Anxious, Marissa briskly walked to her gate, high heels clicking on the airport’s tile floor while her carry-on luggage rattled along behind her, bumping her leg with every other step.

People streamed past her, a few turning their heads to stare as she passed. Dressed in jeans and a blouse that accentuated her breasts without screaming “whore,” her outfit straddled the fine line between alluring and comfortable travel attire. She hoped it would suffice for her client. Bruce hadn’t been specific on what his expectations were.

Arrival at the airport had been a breeze. Marissa wasn’t much of a traveler but she flew once for a family vacation, years ago. That experience of waiting in lines and getting packed like sardines in a can was nothing compared to the greeting she had today. As a first class passenger, she got whisked through check-in and the security line with lightning speed. For a moment, she’d feared someone would escort her to the gate, too, but at the last second the airline attendant thought better of it.

Pleasant as the experience was, she felt discomfited. By revolving around rich and powerful men, people treated her as though she belonged to that world, too. If only anyone realized what she’d been doing not even a month ago, dancing and doing “favors” for clients at a strip club… How differently would they look at her then?

She sighed and tried to clear her mind of the dark thoughts. The situation with Bruce’s surprise demand had her out of sorts. Not to mention, she still had no idea what her client was like… Bruce hadn’t shown her so much as a picture. Her first client, Vincent, had turned out to be charming and handsome, with a nice cock and skilled hands to die for. But what if he was the exception, not the rule?

“Gate number…” an intercom crackled, jolting Marissa out of her thoughts. It was her flight. They were about to board.

Marissa looked around and realized with a start that she was practically at her gate. She hurried toward the gate agent, phone clasped tight in her hand, but came to a halt when a well-groomed man in an expensive—if rumpled—suit stepped before her.

“You must be Marissa, right?” He looked her up and down with a smile. “Bruce needs to work on his salesman pitch—his description didn’t do you justice.”

Forced though it was, she found her lips quirking into a smile from the compliment. “Then you must be Mr. Frank Strickland?”

“The same but please, call me Frank.” He held out his hand and grinned, revealing brilliant white teeth.

His grip was strong as they shook hands, palm rough with callouses. Unexpected for what she presumed was a wealthy businessman, but it seemed fitting. Frank had the air of a health nut used to the outdoors. Fit and tall, with light brown hair, he sported an even tan that spoke of much time spent outside. She couldn’t quite tell his age but she guessed he was somewhere in his fifties. And by the looks of him, probably new to hiring escorts. Most likely he never needed to in his younger days.

“It’s a pleasure to meet you, Frank.”

“Trust me, the pleasure’s all mine.” He winked. “Ever fly one of these before?”

She glanced from him to the attendant by the gate. The screen behind her flashed and switched to say “Now Boarding”, but Frank made no move to join the unsteady, milling throng of people assembling in what loosely resembled a line. Trusting his expertise, she shook her head. “I don’t even know what one of ‘these’ means in this context.”

“Oh, you’re in for a treat, then.” He chuckled and wrapped an arm around her waist. “Come on, let me show you the place. Best seats money can buy, short of chartering a private jet.”

He steered her past the line and right up to the gate agent. At first, the woman looked ready to say some choice words regarding their line cutting, but the moment Bruce flashed his boarding pass her eyes widened and demeanor changed.

In no time at all, another agent whisked them onto the plane ahead of the queue. A blonde flight attendant dressed in an immaculate, tight uniform that showed off her curves smiled and ushered them to their seats. Or rather… cabins.

Cabin.

Marissa gawked like a child. She’d been prepared for a swanky seat with legroom and full recline like in the movies, but not for an entire room with a seat and a whole separate bed designed for her comfort. Frank’s cabin was adjacent to hers, the dividing wall between the two lowered to transform the space into one luxurious, single suite dominated by a double bed in the center.

When he caught her eying it, Frank chuckled. “No one said you have to join the mile high club in a cramped, awkward bathroom, did they?”

She flushed, eyes darting to the flight attendant who pointedly glanced away, pretending to not hear anything.

Frank laughed harder. “We’re going to have fun.”

The attendant left them to stow their baggage and get comfortable. Marissa settled into her seat and gasped, delighted by the soft and thick padding, as comfortable as any couch she’d ever sat in.

From the corner of her eye, she noticed Frank watching with an amused twinkle in his eyes. “Sorry. I probably look like an idiot, don’t I?”

“Not at all. It’s a lot to take in, and I enjoy seeing your reactions. Money is a guilty business. Part of the pleasure is in seeing others enjoy the things I’ve come to take for granted.”

“Well, as long as you aren’t opposed…”

“The opposite. I enjoy it, so don’t hold back on my account. I want your natural reactions to everything.” His gaze darkened. “Whether it’s laughter, delight, or tears.”

Marissa’s breath hitched at the abrupt switch. She licked her lips and squirmed. “Tears…sir?”

“That’s right. A beautiful woman looks twice as attractive with a face streaked with tears. Skin bruised and bearing my marks…”

“What sort of marks?” she couldn’t help asking, voice husky.

Frank’s lips curled into a smile. “Curious?”

“Maybe a little.”

“I’ll show you first-hand once we land. I have a collection of toys I’m eager to try out.”

A collection like the one Vincent showed—and used on—her? Marissa squirmed more at the thought, imagining the various things he might do. Vincent hadn’t made her cry—not really. Bruce came close, once, when he fucked her throat very roughly, but that was more like her eyes tearing up. Only an automatic physiological response, rather than the full-blown crying she wanted.

“Do you really think you can do it?”

“Make you cry?” Frank smiled wickedly as he turned to face her. “Easiest thing in the w—”

“Ahem.” Marissa turned bright pink as the flight attendant from before returned, bearing a glass of juice and some macadamia nuts for her to snack on. Judging by the woman’s red-tinged cheeks, she’d overheard at least part of the conversation.

“Th-thank you,” she managed, avoiding meeting her eye.

“Of course, ma’am. We’ll be departing soon, so please wait patiently until we take off.”

Bruce chuckled. “Don’t you worry. I’m very patient.”

The attendant nodded and scurried off, no doubt to share the story with her coworkers. Embarrassed, heat flooded Marissa’s cheeks. But it was nothing compared to the heat she felt down below at the thought of Frank making good on his threat.

***

True to his word, Frank waited several hours before closing the door to his cabin and signaling her to do the same. With the doors shut, it felt like they were cocooned in their own, private world.

Marissa squeaked as Frank grabbed and pushed her onto the bed, straddling her with a quick movement.

“Quiet,” Frank growled, voice low and deep, for her ears alone. A massive, rough hand clamped over her mouth. “We wouldn’t want anyone to hear us, would we? Unless you want an audience…”

She shook her head urgently, eyes wide.

“You sure?” Frank’s hand slipped down, unbuttoned her jeans and slipped inside, pushing aside her panties. Two fingers shoved deep into her cunt. The hum of the engine and distant murmur of conversation between other passengers swallowed her muffled groan. “You’re so wet, though.”

The fingers pushed deeper inside, stretching her with their girth. She squirmed but no matter how she moved, Frank was impossible to budge. Many times stronger than her, he pinned her with ease, leaving her helpless as his fingers probed even deeper.

“Going to be a good girl and stay quiet?” he demanded, free hand wrapping around her throat. She nodded frantically and he chuckled, loosening his grip. “Good girl.”

“Won’t we—” A shuddering gasp derailed her train of thought as his thumb found her clit. “Get… Get in trouble…?”

“Only if we’re caught.” Frank shifted and kissed the side of her neck before grazing it with his teeth and drawing more moans. A third finger plunged inside her. “Think of this as a game. Can you keep quiet? You win if you can. And the plane gets to see what a wet little slut you are if you lose…”

“I… Fuck,” she groaned, pussy spasming. Only a few minutes had passed and already she was dripping, body on fire and mind foggy with lust. “That’s not fair.”

“Did you want me to be fair?” He chuckled, grabbed her by the throat again and squeezing hard enough that she felt lightheaded in seconds. “Bruce said you like it rough. That you like to be told what to do. To be made to do things. Isn’t that right, bitch?”

“Yesss, sir,” she answered without hesitation or thought. She knew the truth deep in her very core.

Frank smiled. His grip loosened as he leaned down and kissed her, tongue shoving forcefully in her mouth while his fingers resumed abusing her pussy.

Marissa squeezed her eyes shut, gasping for breath when Frank finally pulled back and lifted her top. Fingers found and tweaked one nipple while his mouth captured the other. Each passing moment brought her closer to orgasm. She bit down on her lower lip, hands clenching, nails biting into her palms in an effort to not make a sound.

Until with a laugh, Frank simply pulled back.

She gaped at him, stunned and desperate, abandoned right when she was about to go over the edge. “Wh-what are you doing?”

“Having fun.” Frank grinned and licked his fingers, smacking his lips like he’d just tasted something delicious. “It’s a long flight and you’re not getting any release during it. Hope you’re ready.”


Chapter Three

“The local time is 11am. We wish you a pleasant stay,” the pretty, blonde flight attendant announced as they were departing the plane. The moment she saw them, her face flushed red and she struggled to avoid Marissa’s gaze.

Not an hour ago, the woman had walked in on Marissa gagging around Frank’s length. He’d been lying back in bed with her on hands and knees between his legs, bobbing up and down on his cock. She hadn’t even realized that the flight attendant entered until she heard her frightened squeak and Frank’s laughter.

Far from getting them in trouble, the blonde rushed away and did not reappear, sending a replacement to tend to their needs, instead. Apparently, sexual antics in the private suites were less of a big deal than she’d thought. Or perhaps VIPs like Frank had more leeway than others. Either way, the only thing harmed was Marissa’s dignity.

“Thank you,” she replied quietly, looking away in embarrassment.

Frank chuckled. “There are ways it could be even more pleasant if you’re so inclined. Here’s my card—give me a call if you’re interested.”

With a cheerful smile, he led the way out, ignoring the shocked expression on the blonde’s—and Marissa’s!—face. She followed after him, legs shaky and face beet red.

Throughout the flight, he hadn’t let her orgasm. Not once. Despite playing on and off for hours…

He’d repeatedly brought her to the edge and then dragged her back. Sometimes by going no contact, other times by digging his nails hard enough into her nipples that she practically screamed from the pain. And when she tried to flip the tables on him and get revenge…

She shuddered, pussy dripping at the memory. The same rule didn’t apply to him. When she tried to tease him, Frank didn’t hesitate to use all his strength to overpower and force his cock deep inside her. During the flight, he’d used all her holes and fed her multiple loads.

That he got off while she stayed denied only further reinforced the power dynamic between them. She was his bitch. His hired cunt. A toy for him to ravage and use for his entertainment.

And though she had so far resisted his teasing attempts to get her to admit it, she secretly loved it.

Once they stepped out into the terminal, he wrapped an arm around her waist and pulled her close. “Your nipples are poking through for all to see.”

Marissa blushed and looked down at her chest. After Frank practically tore her top, he’d chosen a new outfit for her. One comprised of a breezy sundress, sandals, and nothing else. Without a bra, her nipples poked through the thin material, plain for all the world to see. Wetness slicked her thighs. “Whose fault is that?”

“Yours, for being such a depraved slut.”

Her blush deepened, pussy growing wetter. Frank chuckled when she didn’t reply and dropped his hand to her waist, pawing at her ass without a care for who might see.

By the time they got through the various security lines and made it outside and into a taxi, she didn’t care, either. Too horny and desperate to think about anything except her need, she practically launched herself at Frank, kissing and wrapping around him until he pushed her away.

“Feisty little slut, isn’t she?” he said, sharing a chuckle with the driver.

“Aye, sir, as you say,” the driver replied. His eyes roved over her for a moment, taking in her disheveled appearance, hard nipples, and flushed chest. “Where to?”

Frank wrapped an arm around her shoulders, his other hand resting easily on her thigh as he relayed the address to their driver. Once the car lurched into motion, he rounded on her, fingers digging into her leg.

“Spread.”

She whimpered and glanced at the rear view mirror. The cab driver’s eyes reflected there, watching her with amusement.

“Now.” Frank grabbed her thigh and forced her legs apart, exposing her shaved, swollen pussy. He pushed a finger inside it, pressing it to her g-spot. “So wet. I knew you’d get off on all the people at the airport watching you. That you enjoy being watched… I bet you’re enjoying it now, too.”

Marissa shook her head while whimpering more. Her body betrayed her, clit throbbing and pussy leaking around his digit.

He chuckled and pushed a second finger inside her. “If only there was a mirror here so you could see how flushed you are. What a wanton little whore you look like.”

“Oh fuck,” she groaned, squirming as his fingers stretched her open.

“Are you enjoying the show?” Frank asked the driver, ignoring her need as his fingers slowed down.

“I am, sir.” The driver chuckled and glanced in the mirror again. He grinned when his eyes met hers. “Best tip I ever got.”

“Good man.” Frank pulled his fingers free and slapped Marissa’s pussy hard enough to elicit a yelp. “Thank the man for being a good audience.”

A moment’s hesitation earned her another, even harder, slap. Her blood boiled. Cunt clenched. The need brewing inside her was a palpable, living thing, tearing her from within. “Thank you.”

“What for?”

“For watching. For complimenting me.” She squealed in pain as Frank’s fingers dug into her thigh. “I hope you jerk off to this memory later!”

That did the trick. Frank smiled and rewarded her with his fingers pushed deep inside her again. His thumb pressed on her clit, stroking the delicate button. “Good girl.”

“God…” Waves of pleasure crashed through her as his fingers drove her to the brink. “Thank you—thank you, sir…”

Instead of letting her cum, Frank teased her throughout the ride. Driving her closer and closer to the edge but always pulling back just in time to avoid letting her have release. Whimpers and moans filled the car as she writhed on the seat, sweating and dripping onto the leather. She bit her lip, squeezing her eyes shut, and dug her nails into Frank’s forearm.

“P-please…”

“No.” Frank grabbed her chin and glared with an intensity that sent shivers coursing through her. “You waited so long. You can wait a little longer.”

With tears in her eyes, she nodded then moaned as his fingers resumed their work. A third pressed inside her, spreading her further, stretching the walls of her cunt.

It felt like the driver purposefully stopped at every last light and took the most circuitous route to their destination. The minutes ticked by in beautiful agony. Until, at last, they arrived.

Frank hauled her out of the car and swept his hand out. “My vacation home. What do you think?”

“I—” She gaped, staring at the building before her. It took her mind a few seconds to even process what she was seeing. The enormous house stood right on the beach, half on solid, paved ground and half supported by stilts sprouting straight from the sand. The surf beat against the white sand, close enough for her to hear its roar and feel the fresh wind blowing in her face. “Wow. It’s gorgeous.”

“Even better inside. Especially my favorite room…” He smiled mischievously. “You’re going to like it.”

The cab driver had stepped out of his car and pulled their bags from the trunk. He shuffled in place, trying to look at her without being too obvious. “You want these brought inside or…?”

“Right there is fine,” Frank said with an easy smile. He pulled a wallet from his jacket and handed the man a hundred dollar bill that made his eyes bug out. “For your service and your discretion—you understand?”

“Thank you, sir.” The man grinned and nodded. With one last, wistful, glance at Marissa, he hopped back in the car and drove off, leaving them alone on the property.

Frank looked at her with a smile. “I could have let him use you for a round and paid nothing.”

She shuddered, pussy clenching at the idea. Much as she wanted to protest—she wasn’t a toy to be passed around, and certainly not for that cheap!—deep down she knew that in her present state, she would have agreed gladly. Just the thought of the handsome driver with his lecherous eyes and strong hands filled her with warmth. He would have overpowered her so easily. Lifting her up, perhaps bending her over the hood of his car before tearing her dress and forcing himself inside her, punishing her teasing pussy with his cock for the show she put on in the car—

Frank’s hand in her hair snapped her back to reality with a painful yank. He chuckled. “You really are a feisty thing.”

“Not…usually.” She gritted her teeth as he pulled her in closer, then moaned with pleasure as his grip relaxed and lips found hers.

By the time the kiss ended, she was breathless and dizzy, her knees weak. Frank’s hardness pressed against her through his slacks.

He shook his head. “I’m glad to inspire such feelings, then. Come on. Let’s stow our things and begin.”

“Begin what?”

“Getting my money’s worth out of you.”

Marissa gulped and grabbed her bag, following him inside.


Chapter Four

If the beach house looked grand and expensive from the exterior, it was even more so inside. Lacquered hardwood floors gleamed, the kitchen boasted all the latest appliances, and every piece of furniture looked like it had been purchased and transported straight out of a fashion catalog. The differences between it and the apartment where she lived were like night and day.

Frank led the way, pointing out where various things were, and headed upstairs with her at his heels. There were several guest bedrooms but he led her straight to the huge master suite, where an enormous window afforded a sweeping view of the ocean.

Marissa stared, dumbstruck by the sight, while Frank watched her with a smile.

“Truly something, isn’t it?”

“It’s so beautiful…” She blushed, realizing she was acting like a tourist again rather than a worldly and professional escort. “So this is your private beach?”

“This section, at least. There are more houses further down but they’re spaced far apart here. I had to pay extra for the discretion. Nothing worse than nosy neighbors coming to inquire what all the screams are about.”

“Screams—oh.” Realization dawned and she flushed while Frank chuckled.

“Nature calls. Get comfortable… And we’ll begin.” With a smile, Frank stepped into the bathroom, the door shutting behind him.

Marissa set her belongings down on the bed and took a deep breath. Even inside the house, the air was so fresh. And outside the weather was beautiful, the sun shining so bright that the surf seemed to sparkle. A part of her hoped after the long flight Frank wouldn’t be up for too much excitement. Much as she wanted to get off, she wanted a chance to explore and enjoy the beach, too. It was her first time traveling abroad in her adult life. She wanted to make the most of it.

She reached into her purse for her phone and froze as her fingers came in contact with something unexpected. Something she’d set out of her mind and forgotten in the days since her meeting with Anthony and Bruce.

Marissa pulled the two little transmitters out and stared at them, filled with disquiet. This was wrong. Very wrong. But she’d promised, hadn’t she? And as a stripper turned “escort,” what leg did she have to stand on when it came to morality? If corporate espionage paid the bills… What choice did she have?

With a quick glance toward the bathroom door, she dumped one device back in her purse and moved quickly to Frank’s briefcase. Ears pricked and heart hammering, she unlocked the case and mouthed a silent thanks for it being unlocked. Frank’s laptop was inside, along with multiple documents stacked and clipped together. The paperwork meant nothing to her and she ignored it, searching for a suitable spot as sweat beaded her back.

There was nothing. She couldn’t find any crevices or corners where the device could hide.

The toilet flushed and a moment later the water turned on. She was running out of time.

In a panic, she did the only thing she could think of and stuffed the listening device into a large organizational pocket. She pressed on it so it would stick and hurriedly closed the case, returning to her bag and cell phone just a split second before Frank re-entered the room.

“You okay?”

She jumped at the question and stared at him in alarm. “Y-yeah—of course. Why?”

“No need to look so nervous. I promise I don’t bite hard.” He tossed aside his jacket and stepped close, raising his hand to caress her cheek. “Only the right amount and right where you need it.”

“Where…” She paused and licked her lips. Even though Frank didn’t seem to suspect anything, her throat felt parched. The rampant arousal from before had vanished, leaving not a trace. But she had a role to play. “Where do you think that is?”

“I’ll show you. But first… Didn’t I say to get comfortable?”

Marissa shrieked as Frank suddenly ripped off her dress, tearing it like so much tissue paper. A strong hand grabbed her by the hair, dragging her head back while hungry lips and hungrier teeth nipped and sucked at her neck.

“Fuck, but it’s been torture waiting to get you alone at last,” he growled.

She pressed against him despite herself, body reacting instinctively to his onslaught. “You didn’t seem fazed when you used me on the plane…”

“That was fun, wasn’t it?” He smirked and pawed at her ass, erection grinding against her. “Playing with people just feet away, where anyone could hear… But I was holding back. If I’d had my way, we’d be in jail now.”

Before she could ask what Frank meant, he scooped her up, easily as a doll, and hauled her over his shoulder.

She squirmed and flailed, laughter bubbling past her lips until he landed a firm smack on her ass. “No struggling. I’m done waiting. Time for you to visit my ‘playroom.’”

“What—”

“No questions, either.” Another hard smack struck her ass, sending heat flooding to her core. The arousal from before, which she had truly believed gone, returned with a vengeance.

Frank carried her to the first floor, then down another flight of stairs to the basement. Despite his age, he wasn’t even winded by the time he set her down and she got her first look at the basement.

Light streamed in through small windows up high on the wall, but most illumination came from lights embedded in the ceiling. Thick, shaggy carpet covered the floor and rows upon rows of toys hung off hooks and racks on the walls. Every kind of flogger, whip, paddle, and cane was represented, as well as other, even more exotic, toys. A king size bed stood against one wall, while a strange wood and leather contraption stood across from it. It was long on one side, padded at the top, with four lower padded segments. The sight tickled the back of her memory.

“It’s a spanking bench,” Frank growled in her ear when he saw her looking. His hand wrapped around her throat, pinning her to his chest while his erection pressed against her bare ass. “You might wonder what it’s for when you can simply bend over the bed or get on your hands and knees without it. But the trick is that here, you can’t get away. It’ll keep you in position even when your limbs give out and you have no strength left. You’ll stay available for me to hurt to my heart’s content.”

A shudder coursed through her, the fear only heightening her arousal.

Frank didn’t miss the reaction. He chuckled, fingers tightening around her throat while his free hand cupped and played with her breasts. “That’s what was missing during the flight. I couldn’t do anything loud. Couldn’t make you scream or cry the way I want to…”

This time, a whimper escaped her. Marissa ground back against Frank. “Please… punish me.”

“Mmm… With pleasure.” He pushed her forward and she obediently climbed up on the bench. With a quick shove he tipped her over, breasts smushing against the padded surface of the bench. His warm, rough hand caressed her rear. “You enjoy pain, don’t you?”

“Y-yeah.”

“Is that hesitation I sense?”

“No, I like it.”

He chuckled and his hand withdrew. Marissa heard him wander over and pick something up before returning to her. “Since you like it, that means you should thank me for each hit, right? After all, I’m giving you what you want.”

“All ri—”

The blow landed with a resounding crack. A scream tore from her lips as her body lurched forward in a vain effort to escape. But the bench was unyielding. Purposefully designed with squirming, anguished girls in mind, padded leather pressed into her upper thighs, blocking escape but providing a soft area to press against.

“Well?”

Marissa turned her head, uncomprehending, and stared at Frank. He held a heavy wood paddle loosely in his hand and tapped it against his open palm, a smile on his lips.

“Forgot already? Stupid girl.” Without warning and quick as a viper, the paddle struck her ass once more. Her back arched as she screamed again. “Three. Don’t make me wait.”

Pain seared her ass, penetrating deep inside her. Unlike the blows of hands, or the crop Vincent—her first client—used, this felt deeper. Thuddier. Like the pain sank deep into her muscles where she knew she’d still feel it the next day.

“Two.”

She gasped, trembling. This was one countdown she didn’t want to reach the end of. “Thank you! Thank you for punishing me!”

“Much better,” Frank murmured as he reached down to rub her pussy. A different sort of tremor coursed through her. Two fingers penetrated her lips, plunging deep inside her slick channel. “See how easy that was? How pleasurable… All you have to do is be a good girl and obey.”

“Fuck…” She ground back against him, the heat from the smacks merging with the molten heat of the long-denied orgasm building inside her. “Yes, sir.”

With a chuckle, Frank withdrew his fingers. Before she could protest, another heavy smack struck her ass. Followed by another. And another.

Better prepared, Marissa didn’t scream this time. But as the blows kept falling, alternating force and angle and timing, the pain blazed into an inferno. Her ass was on fire, pain filling her mind with each strike. All other thoughts fled. Bruce, the stupid spy gear, payment, the crazy sex vacation she was on… Everything faded away, dulled to a quiet buzz and then snuffed from her mind.

Only the pain of the spanking remained, punctuated by the moments when the paddle stilled and Frank’s fingers caressed her throbbing button, driving her to the brink of orgasm.

“Thank you, thank you, thank you, thank you,” she babbled, keeping up a stream of gratitude as the blows fell. At first, she tried counting but she quickly lost track. True to Frank’s words, her limbs lost their strength and she sprawled bonelessly on the bench, submitting to each blow as it came.

“You’re so fucking wet,” Frank growled, a disembodied voice from somewhere behind her. His fingers sank inside her to the knuckle, pressing against her g-spot and then pulled back. Without warning, his tongue replaced them, plunging deep between her folds. “And so fucking delicious.”

She arched and pushed back, straining for more, desperate to reach the orgasm she’d craved for so long. Of course, she knew Frank would just pull away. That he’d let her simmer and stew in her own juices, wanting and horny and needy. But she couldn’t help herself any more than she could stop breathing. She needed—

Frank thumbed her clit and a jolt of pleasure like an electric discharge arced through her. “Cum for me—now.”

A wail like none other erupted from Marissa’s throat as her body immediately seized, convulsing as the orgasm crashed into her, tearing her apart with its force. Her toes curled as pleasure so sweet it hurt swept through her, every muscle spasming and clenching together as one. Through it all, Frank didn’t stop, he stroked her clit and ate out her pussy like a man dying of thirst, milking the orgasm until her body could take no more.

She collapsed in a heap, broken and panting, aftershocks coursing through her.

Frank pulled back with a chuckle and smacked her ass with his hand. “Good, right? What do you say, slut?”

“Thank you,” she purred, eyes drifting shut as blissful euphoria took hold.

“Hey. Stay with me—we’re not done yet.” Rustling sounded behind her and a moment later Frank climbed up behind her. His thick cock pressed against the lips of her cunt. “Now it’s my turn.”


Chapter Five

Before she knew what was happening, his length drove inside her. It slipped in easily, her well-lubricated cunt eager to accept his rod.

“Beg me for it,” Frank grunted. When she didn’t reply fast enough, he grabbed a fistful of her hair and smacked her ass with his other hand. “Beg!”

“Please!” His cock felt good inside her. Fire stung where his hips pressed against the bruised skin of her ass, but it was the good sort of pain. The kind that made her crave more. “Fuck me! Take your whore, fuck me as hard as you like.”

“Yeah?” He pulled out and slammed in again, driving her into the bench. “You’re my whore?”

“Yesss.”

“Mine to take as I want?” Another vicious thrust punctuated his question.

“Yes!”

“Whenever I want?”

“Yes!”

He growled, feral as a beast, and pulled out past her lips before ramming back inside. “Anytime and anywhere, right, cunt?”

“Yesss!” she shrieked, back arching, nails digging into the bench’s thick leather.

“That’s my good girl.” Frank pulled out again and she braced for impact, then groaned. The head of Frank’s cock pushed against her other hole. “Take it like a good girl.”

A whimper escaped her as his cock sank inside, stretching her sphincter. Frank pulled back and spat on her asshole and then tried again, pushing in deeper this time. Despite the spit and pussy juice coating his cock, he was too big. Every inch hurt, stretching her painfully on his girth. Try as she might to squirm, there was no getting away. Trapped between Frank and the bench, all she could do was accept. Submit to the pain, to the pleasure… to her place as his whore.

His toy.

His to fuck and to use, anytime and anywhere, just as he said.

Frank grabbed her by the hips and slammed in to the hilt. “Fuck that’s tight!”

Marissa squeezed her eyes shut, panting for breath and unable to muster any response. Frank didn’t wait for one, anyway. Fingers dug into her flesh as he fucked her, powerful strokes pumping in and out like a piston.

She cried out, pain and pleasure mixing together. If she angled her hips just right, each thrust made her clit rub on the leather padding. Frank’s balls slapped against her pussy on every stroke, too, sending her need spiking higher. The orgasm from before wasn’t enough. She needed this. Needed him.

“You… want… it?” Frank rasped, slowing down, his breath ragged. She could hear the tension in his voice. Feel how hard and swollen his cock was inside her. The man was close to bursting.

“So much,” she said, moaning as he rolled his hips. She was close, too, hovering by the edge. The pain, the rough sex, the dominating and sadistic attitude; everything conspired together to set her mind and body alight. “Fuck me! Please.”

With a bestial growl, Frank leaned forward and pinned her to the bench. Crushed by his weight, she struggled to breathe, then gasped in pain as all air left her lungs at his first violent thrust.

Stroke after stroke Frank hammered inside her, using her body as a toy—a ragdoll—with no regard for her pleasure. She was an object for him to savor, a possession to enjoy breaking—and she loved every second.

A keening cry rose from her. Vision blurred. Ass on fire within and without, her clit throbbed painfully in time with her racing heart.

“Cum for me!” Frank ordered, voice thick with lust. His cock grew hotter inside her a second before he exploded into her depths.

She screamed and tightened around him, spasms racing through her body as it obeyed. They came together, gasping and moaning, bodies contorted in ecstasy. Pleasure and pain blurred together—each just another sensation, two halves of one glorious whole.

Frank collapsed, crushing her further even as she still twitched in the throes of her orgasm. But there was something comforting about his weight. It was a reassuring presence, pinning her in place so she could not float away.

Minutes passed before he moved off and helped her down from the bench. She fell into his arms, muscles weak and rubbery, and he led her to the bed.

“God…” She sat heavily and shook her head in an effort to clear it.

Frank chuckled. Thick but surprisingly delicate fingers traced the line of her jaw before sweeping up to run through her hair. “Catch your breath. Relax. We still have a long way to go.”

His touch was pleasant and soothing, even if his words were anything but. “There’s more to come?”

“So much more.” A small smile quirked his lips. “Let’s see how many toys we get through before our time is up.”


Chapter Six

Two days later and Marissa was sore, tired, and fulfilled in ways she could never have imagined. She smiled at Frank as he helped her load her things in the cab.

“Thank you for making these a memorable few days,” he said.

“Likewise.” She smirked and stood on the tips of her toes to kiss him. “Best vacation ever.”

“And to think—I had you working almost the whole time.” Frank winked and they both laughed. “Give my regards to Bruce, will you?”

“Of course.” With another, deeper, kiss, she got in the car and instructed the driver to head for the airport. Frank still had business to attend to here before catching the first flight to Europe the following morning. But her part of the tropical sex-romp was over.

It was finally time to go home.

The trip back was uneventful. Her return flight wasn’t first class but she didn’t mind, as she slept through most of it anyway. Despite his advancing years, Frank’s insatiable libido had left her exhausted. Yet somehow—true to Anthony’s words—Frank had still made time for work, too. During those instances, he gave her free reign of the house and the beach, and she had spent hours exploring the shore, swimming, or simply working on her tan.

There was only one thing she’d neglected to do. The second listening device remained in her purse, untouched since the first day they arrived at the beach house. She hoped Bruce and Anthony wouldn’t be angry when she told them she simply never had an opportunity to fulfill the second part of their task.

It wasn’t like they could know she was lying. That she hadn’t even tried.

Frank was nice. Too nice for her to reward his company with flagrant betrayal. A part of her even regretted that she planted the first bug at all, but she never got another moment alone with his briefcase to extract it.

By the time she made it out of the airport and hailed a cab to head home, she felt like herself again. Compared to the weary travelers leaving with her, she was refreshed and rested from the trip, her mind made up. Even if Bruce berated her for the failure, she wouldn’t regret her choice.

The taxi dropped her off and she gathered her belongings before heading upstairs, to her tiny apartment. It was just as she’d left it, clothes and other possessions scattered haphazardly in her rush to pack up and leave. She wove her way through and set down her things, then half-picked at some of the litter in an effort to organize.

Luckily, a text from Bruce had greeted her upon arrival back in the U.S., instructing her to come for a meeting. She could put cleaning off a little bit longer.

She took a quick shower to wash off the grime from the road and changed into comfortable clothes: a frilly dress that showed off her legs and afforded easy access. It suited the weather and her tropical mood—and would hopefully titillate Bruce.

With a smile, she grabbed her bag and headed downstairs, mood not even hampered by the sight of her beat-up old car. It came to life after a few turns of the ignition and she pulled out, heading for the club. Behind her another car sputtered, the sound reminding her of a dying animal on its last legs. She turned on the radio and paid it no mind.

***

It was late afternoon by the time she parked a half block away from the back alley that led to Bruce’s underground club. As she walked down the alley, she couldn’t help peering up at the walls, searching for any cameras hidden there. She suspected there had to be some. It would explain how the silent bouncer-escort always knew when to get the door. Plus, Bruce was far too meticulous to have overlooked such basic security. Unless the lack of discernible security was the security… A sort of hiding in plain sight?

She shook her head as she neared the door and pressed on the hidden doorbell. Questions of security were beyond her, it wasn’t even worth thinking about.

A scuff sounded behind her. Before she could turn to look, a heavy hand grabbed her shoulder and slammed her into the wall. She barely had time to raise her hands to keep from cracking her nose on the hard brick.

“Well, well…” An all too familiar voice, soft and calm, sounded behind her. “Now what brings you all the way out here, Marissa?”

“R-Ray. What… Why—”

The loan shark hauled her around and grabbed her by the throat, lifting her to the tips of her toes. A malevolent, cruel light glinted in his eyes. “I had you followed. Wanted to know where a bitch like you is getting so much money. So who are you meeting back here?” He looked around and for the first time, Marissa realized they weren’t alone. One of his goons stood a few feet away, huge and hulking as a mountain.

“I’m not,” she rasped, gritting her teeth against the pain. “It’s not what you think—”

“Don’t lie. That won’t do you good now. Don’t make me hurt you.” His iron grip tightened around her throat like a vise.

Blackness encroached on the edges of her vision as she flailed against him. Despite being only medium height and build, the guy was all muscle and she was helpless against his strength.

The deadbolt locking the door screeched and a moment later the door opened, revealing the stony features of her usual escort. Hard eyes flitted from her to Ray, to the thug.

“Please—help,” she croaked.

Expressionless, the man sprang into action. Before Ray’s thug could reach for his gun, the bouncer landed a palm strike to the nose and a kick to the back of the knee. The thug crumpled, grunting with pain. A vicious kick to the head sent him sprawling, unconscious.

“Don’t move!” Ray’s usually calm voice cracked as he dragged her from the wall and held her as a human shield, a knife to her throat. “Who the fuck are you?”

“Shouldn’t I be asking you that?” Blood dripped off the bouncer’s palm but he didn’t seem bothered. He didn’t seem to feel much of anything. Both his eyes and tone were utterly flat. “You show up with guns and weapons and threaten an employee… Who are you?”

“Employee? Her? This bitch owes me money and I’m here to—”

“Liar!” Anger flared inside her. With all her strength she drove her head back, slamming it against Ray’s nose. The instant his grip loosened she shoved his arm aside and stumbled away.

The bouncer was on him in a split second. Marissa barely blinked and it was over, Ray disarmed and facedown on the ground, arm pulled back at a weird angle and wrist in a lock.

“You know these guys?”

Marissa stared, all the fear she hadn’t felt before hitting her at once like a truck. She trembled but forced her voice to sound even. “He’s a scumbag loan shark. Said he followed me…” She grimaced. “I’m sorry. He wouldn’t have come here if not for me.”

The bouncer shrugged. “Doesn’t matter. Up to the boss to sort them out now.”

“You mean Br—”

“Yes. The boss.” His words took on an edge. Something dark flashed in his eyes. “Don’t mention more than you need around these guys. The less they hear, the less likely I’ll have to… You know.”

Her eyes widened in horror. What in the hell was going on with her life? Intrigue, assailants, and now… A queasy feeling settled in her stomach and she forced her mind away from the brink. Surely not. Bruce wouldn’t order such a thing… Would he?

In silence, she watched as the hard-eyed man frisked Ray and pocketed his phone, knife, and keys, then directed him to help drag the thug inside the building. She followed and bolted the door shut behind them.

“Go talk to the boss. Tell him what happened and ask what he wants done with these guys.”

“What…?” She stared at him for a second, uncomprehending. “Can’t I just call him—”

“Not in here. The entire building is shielded. Normal phones won’t work. Go talk to him while I handle these two.” His lips quirked up for a second, the first emotion he’d displayed all day. “They won’t be going anywhere.”

She nodded and the bouncer gave her the badge he used to unlock the many doors leading down to the club.

“Hurry.”

Marissa nodded again and took off, the door opening with a faint buzz when she scanned the card. Several doors and twisting turns later, she exited into the dimly lit club. A few workers cast surprised glances her way but none bothered to stop or question her.

She was almost to Bruce’s office before curiosity got the better of her and she glanced at the badge in her hand. Derik A. Roth, security consultant, it read. She wanted to read the rest but there was no time. Quickly, she crossed the last of the distance and burst into Bruce’s office.

“What—” He looked her up and down in alarm. “What happened?”

“A guy—two guys, actually—tried to threaten me. In the alley—they followed me and wanted to know what this place was and where I got all the money and then—”

“Wait. Stop.” Bruce stood from his seat, sharp eyes focused on her. “Take a breath and compose yourself so I can follow you.”

She nodded. A deep breath in, deep breath out. Again. Somehow, it helped.

“A loan shark I know followed me and threatened me by the door. Derik beat them up pretty easily but wanted to know what you…” She trailed off, seeing the anger on Bruce’s face.

“Some low-life scum…” he growled. “In my backyard? I’m going to make an example—”

“Wait!” Marissa spoke without thinking, not even understanding herself what moved her. Only that she didn’t want to be the reason for blood on anyone’s hands. Even if the blood belonged to someone like Ray. “Th-they know me. They probably have a crew that will come looking for me if anything happens…”

Bruce stared at her. Cold sweat broke out on Marissa’s back. Was she out of line? Or what if he didn’t care? What was she and her safety to him, really? An afterthought? Just a replaceable number in some ledger somewhere? Her knees quaked. She was just about to apologize and take her words back when Bruce sighed and sat down.

“You’re right. You did good work with Frank—and I don’t just mean his good review of your talents.” A ghost of a smirk crossed his lips. “We got some excellent information thanks to that little favor you did for us. Even if it was only half of the work…” She opened her mouth to apologize and explain but he waved her off. “Doesn’t matter. It was a long-shot to begin with and you did well. So you earned this. If you don’t want these men dead, so be it. But I’ll have Derik put the fear of God in them before they’re let go.”

“Thank you,” she whispered, sagging as the tension drained out of her. “So much, sir, thank you.”

Bruce shrugged. “Go tell him the good news. And then take a break. Stress isn’t good for anyone, and I need you beautiful.”

***

“Here you go… Derik,” Marissa said when she ran into the man in the catacombs past the club, leading the two men into a room she’d never entered before. One that looked suspiciously like a cell.

He grunted in answer and finished locking the door before taking the card back. “Not good to snoop.”

“Sorry. But it’s good to have a name to call you now. ‘Bouncer’ just didn’t seem right.”

A snort escaped him, the equivalent of a full belly laugh from a normal man. He led her away, back toward the exit. “What did Bruce say?”

“To, ah… Scare the crap out of them, basically.”

He nodded and they walked in silence for a short while.

“How… Where did you learn to do all that?”

“Here and there.”

“And now you… do security?”

“Something like that.” Derik turned to her, lips in a thin line. His eyes bored into her. “It’s a darker and uglier world here than you seem to realize.”

“No, I’m… starting to get that.” Hesitantly, she reached out and touched his arm. “Thank you. For helping me. And for what you said before. You were trying to warn me the other day, weren’t you?”

Derik looked down, clearly uncomfortable.

“I’ll take your advice to heart. This… It’s all a little too much for me. I’m going to quit and go back to what I was doing before.”

“What was that?”

She gave a wry smile. “Stripping.”

Rather than laugh, Derik nodded. “Not glamorous but probably more honest than this. Safer, certainly.”

Marissa nodded. After what she’d seen… She was inclined to agree. There was always a catch. The sooner she got out of this mess, the better. Even if it meant scrounging for cash at the last minute to pay off all the bills and the bill collectors.

In silence, they walked to the exit. For a change, Derik accompanied her all the way to her car rather than stop at the door. He even gave a small wave as she drove away.


Epilogue

“So wait—that’s it?” Benny stared in disbelief. “You gave up the globetrotting, jet-setting lifestyle to come back and work here?”

Marissa laughed. “That’s right. All to see you, Benny!”

“Don’t bullshit a bullshitter—what really happened?”

She gave her best enigmatic smile and ignored Benny’s scowl. It was two weeks after the incident with Ray, and she was out of the game and back to stripping for good. Benny had been more than happy to give her back her old job. He even threw in an extra shift. Turned out that without her, the place “just wasn’t the same.”

Despite her fears, Bruce took the news of her departure well. All he’d required was one final job with a local politician. To grease the wheels, as he put it. Once she did that, all it took was a signed nondisclosure agreement and she was free. Still in one piece and several tens of thousands of dollars richer for what amounted to barely a full month of work.

Even better, she hadn’t heard a single peep from Ray after a phone call last week, when he said her debt was forgiven courtesy of her friends and a mutual desire to “move on.”

“I don’t get it…” Benny shook his head and drained his glass of whiskey in one gulp. “How could you give it up?”

“Can’t tell you. I had to sign an NDA. But suffice it to say… If I told you the truth, I’d have to kill you.”

Benny’s scowl deepened while she laughed all the harder at her own joke.

Just then, a pretty blonde stuck her head in the back office. “Marissa? There’s someone here for you.”

“Oh?” She set down her own, only half finished, drink. “Who would be looking for me…?”

“No clue. Just that he requested you by name. Dangerous looking guy. Pretty handsome, though. Didn’t know you were into the bad boy type.”

“I’m not.” She liked her men smartly dressed and sophisticated, with plenty of money. Clean and well-groomed. She cast Benny an apologetic smile and headed to the door to peek out.

Her heart froze in her chest at the sight. There, seated at a small table, was Derik. Out of his hit-man suit and dressed in plain clothes, but still the same guy she saw take out armed men as though folding laundry.

Was he here for her? Was Bruce not letting her get away after all…?

As though sensing her gaze, he looked up and their eyes met. A small smile curled his lips, giving his stony features an air that could almost not frighten children.

She relaxed, smiling too. Maybe it was the relief but now that she looked at him, Derik really was handsome. In a way. A rugged, macho, kill-with-a-glare way.

That was good enough.

The End
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