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      Jessa

      

      “I’ll call you as soon as the plane lands,” my father assures me. I push up onto my tiptoes and press a kiss to his cheek. He doesn’t smile, only nods at my gesture. He’s never been the kind of person who wears his emotions on his sleeve, actually he’s the kind of person who shows his emotions, well, never. He doesn’t like leaving me all alone in this big house, and I understand why, but I’m tired of accompanying him to these galas and events every weekend. I want to break free, want some time alone, to enjoy the silence of the night. I want to be a twenty-something-year-old woman, not my father’s pretend date to every charity on the east coast.

      “Remember to keep the doors locked, and that there will be guards posted outside the house, so if there are any problems at all I will know.”

      I nearly roll my eyes. I know he does everything he does to keep me safe, but it’s a little overkill.

      I watch my father leave, thinking how ridiculous he is for worrying all the time. What could possibly happen while I’m at home? I smile to myself, knowing I’ve finally made some progress when it comes to him letting me have some independence. Usually, I’m forced to go wherever he is, but I begged and pleaded for days, telling him he just needed to give me one chance, and I could prove to him that I could manage to be alone.

      As soon as my father’s car is out of sight, I run back upstairs and into my bedroom and make myself comfortable stripping out of my jeans and into a three-times-too-big cotton T-shirt. I take off my makeup and put my blonde hair up in a messy bun. Then I head to the kitchen grabbing the tub of mint-chip ice cream I’ve been craving all day from the freezer.

      Throwing myself down on the couch I watch TV and eat spoonful after spoonful of ice cream directly from the tub. To most, it might seem like a mundane thing to do, but to me, it’s unusual to have the liberty of simply sitting on the couch, and watching TV, or eating what I want to, when I want to.

      I might be twenty, but my father has never stopped treating me like a ten-year-old. He rarely lets me out of his sight and when he does, he usually has his goons breathing down my neck. I’ve been sheltered my entire life, doing all my schooling from home with high-end tutors.

      I never got to go to high school graduation or have a birthday party. I pout into the tub of ice cream, momentarily forgetting the TV show I’m watching. Sometimes it feels like my father is hiding me, like he doesn’t want anyone to know I exist.

      Lonely. Secluded. Those are just a few words that I would use to describe my life. I sigh and continue to eat until my stomach is so full, I feel like I’m about to explode. I don’t really feel like getting up, but I also don’t want this delicious ice cream to go to waste. I would much rather prefer to have it for breakfast, so I get up from the couch bringing the tub with me, and start walking toward the kitchen.

      As soon as I step into the hallway, I hear it. Deep, masculine voices echo through the house, coming from the backdoor. Ugh, he promised me he wouldn’t send anybody in to check on me. I should have known he would break that promise. He never keeps his promises, always telling me he does everything that he can to protect me. Well, I’m old enough to leave now, and I’m done letting him protect me from...well nothing thus far. I have no proof that there is any risk to my life, and until I do, I’m not going to let this shit keep happening.

      Angrily I set down the tub of ice cream on the foyer table and stomp my ass to the back door. I don’t care if his men are just following orders, they’re about to get a mouthful.

      I round the corner like a bat out of hell, my finger in the air, more than ready to yell at my father’s security team when I come to a sudden halt. The hair on the back of my neck stands on end, and a shiver of fear makes its way up my spine. Confusion settles deep into my bones. All the anger residing inside me just seconds ago evaporates into thin air when my eyes land on two tall men dressed in black standing at the very end of the hallway…two men I know for certain that are not a part of my father’s security.

      Two men that are not supposed to be here.

      Fear floods my veins, like a river overflowing its banks and for a moment I’m immobilized by it. Unable to move a muscle, I stand there, my mouth gaping open like a fish out of water with unspoken words, my finger still in the air, pointing in their direction.

      It hits me then as I stare at them…there was just a story on the news tonight about these men…Another break-in, over half a million dollars in jewelry stolen. There are no witnesses at this time and police have no idea who these men may be.

      Blinking the words from my mind, I attempt to remind myself to remain calm. But the erratic beat of my heart makes it hard to do that. I try and rationalize with myself. I should run, hide, or yell for my father’s men at the very least, but I just can’t get my body and brain to connect.

      Taking in the men’s features, I notice that both have haircuts in a similar style, something that reminds me of the military. Their bodies seem impossibly large, tall, and muscular. They both look at me, their eyes piercing mine as if they can see right through me.

      Shock and annoyance, flicker across their gazes. All it takes is one single look for me to tell that they weren’t expecting me to be here. They look at each other for a split second, and in that glance, I know they’re planning something. Tingles ripple through my entire body and a knot of fear forms in my throat. Any minute now one of them is going to come for me.

      Inside my head, there are a thousand different thoughts running rampant but all I can think of is my next move. Where am I going to run? How will I hide? My thoughts flicker to the news lady from earlier. “No one has ever seen their faces…” and yet I have.

      There’s no way they’ll let me go, not now, not after I’ve seen who they are. Lost inside my head I notice the middle one inching toward me, his movement sends a surge of pure panic through my veins which gets me moving.

      My legs are wobbly as I take a few steps backward before I turn completely around and start running. I round the corner and run down the hall as fast as I can, my bare feet slapping against the tile loudly giving myself away.

      I don’t know what to do. I don’t know where to go.

      “Trey!” I hear one of them shout behind me, but I don’t stop or even chance a glance over my shoulder. Fear controls my movements now, and I keep running in the direction of the front door. All I can think is, if I get outside that door, I can scream for the guard…the same guard I’ve wished away my whole life.

      I’m so stupid. So, so stupid. I should’ve gone with my father. I shouldn’t have fought his need for protection. Tears sting my eyes, and my lungs burn as I suck in breath after breath.

      I’m ten feet away from the door…I can see it, practically feel the iron handle in my hands…I’m almost there I tell myself, gritting my teeth as I swallow the fear down. I tell myself I’m simply running, and not for my life. I’m so close to the door. Sucking a deep breath into my lungs, I ready myself for the scream I’m about to let loose.

      But it’s too late. The air is knocked from my lungs when someone tackles me from the side. One moment I’m running, the next I’m on the ground, being pushed to the floor by someone who seems to be three times my size. My mind is reeling, and it feels more like a truck just ran me over rather than another human.

      A pained groan rips from my throat as he puts his entire body weight on mine, making it impossible to move, or breathe. I squeeze my eyes shut, too scared to open them. Maybe if I keep them closed, I can pretend that this is nothing but a dream.

      “I thought she wasn’t supposed to be here?” one of the men growls, annoyance coating every single one of his words.

      “She wasn’t,” the guy on top of me answers, his deep voice vibrating through me.

      “You can open your eyes, Princess, you’ve already seen our faces now.”

      Oh god, I know what that means. I’ve seen their faces, they won’t let me live. I’m going to die, they’re going to kill me.

      “I-I didn’t…I didn’t see anything,” I plead my case, continuing to keep my eyes shut.

      “Don’t lie, I hate liars,” a third voice fills the hallway.

      Three, there are three of them, against one.

      Against me.

      I’m as good as dead. I’ll never survive this.

      “What the fuck are we going to do with her?”

      “She’s seen our faces and she’s heard your name. We can’t let her live.” I knew this would be my fate before he even said it, but still hearing the words out loud terrifies me. I start to shake beneath the man holding me down, the man named Trey.

      “Maybe we can use her against him? Maybe she even knows where it is?”

      “I-I know nothing. I swear, please don’t kill me.” Trey grabs me by the back of the neck, forcing my head backward, his hold is tight, pulling the hair tight against my scalp. My lips tremble, tears welling in my closed eyes.

      “It would be a waste to kill you right away,” he whispers into my ear, his teeth grazing the tender flesh of my earlobe. A shudder runs through my body when I realize something large is poking against my ass.

      “Oh, I bet we could come up with a use for her,” one of the other guys says, his voice dripping with lust.

      “She’s pretty enough, I’ll have to get a peek between her thighs, but I’ll bet she’s got some use in her,” the third guy agrees, and I can hear the smile in his voice.

      “You keep her down here and make sure she behaves. We’ll clear out the safe upstairs.” I listen to two sets of footsteps disappear up the stairs, torn between elation that two of them are gone and fear for not wanting to be alone with this guy.

      “You smell nice,” he whispers into my hair before releasing my neck from his grip. He shifts on top of me, giving me some room to breathe and I take the chance to suck in a precious breath of oxygen into my burning lungs.

      “Turn around,” he orders. “I want to see you.”

      I shake my head, sinking my teeth into my bottom lip to stop myself from screaming. One of the guards has to be out there, right? Maybe if I scream loud enough, they’ll hear me. My hope of being rescued diminishes with each second though. If they haven’t come in yet, then they probably won’t.

      My body shakes, tremors of fear rattling me to my core. The last thing I want is to show myself to him, and I definitely don’t want to see him. I want to keep my eyes closed and pretend this is all a bad dream. But if I know anything, it’s that these men don’t care about anything but committing their crimes. When I don’t say anything after a long moment, he grabs me by the shoulders and forces me to turn beneath him so I’m lying on my back with his body straddling mine. I can feel his thick shaft digging into my stomach.

      Oh god…please no.

      “Open your eyes, Princess.” He grabs my face, his thumbs digging into my cheek. I shake my head no, but his hands on my face are making it hard for me to move.

      “Open them, or you won’t like what happens next,” he growls, and the warning is clear. I remind myself that I’m dealing with criminals, and not amateur ones. These men won’t hesitate to shoot me or rape me. Out of instinct and a need to protect myself my eyes pop open without permission, unshed tears slipping down my cheeks as they do.

      I blink a few times, the light hurting my eyes while I adjust to it.

      “Now that wasn’t too hard, was it? Don’t be a pain in the ass, and do what we tell you to, and you might make it out of this alive.” I stare up at him and into his piercing green eyes, trying to find some type of kindness there. I pray for a sliver, an ounce of compassion I could draw out and use against him. But as I gaze into his eyes, I see neither compassion or kindness…no, I find someone who is filled to the brim with hate and rage. I’ve never seen anyone look at me like this as if he despises me simply for breathing.

      “Take whatever you want,” I whisper. I couldn’t care less about anything in this house. I’ll give them the safe combination myself if it means they’ll let me go.

      “Oh, we will,” he smirks. “You included.” He lets go of my face just so he can run both of his hands down and over my body. I grab his wrists, trying to get him to stop but he just takes both of my hands into one of his pressing them to the floor above my head.

      “Tell me, Jessa, have you ever been with a man before?”

      “I don’t have to tell you anything,” I sneer, my temper flaring. He smirks sinisterly, his grip on my wrist tightening. I whimper, trying to escape his grasp.

      “You don’t, but one way or another we’ll find out. I suppose it’s best to tell us now, so we know if we should just take you, or prepare you. Don’t want to break you too early. I mean there are three of us, and we plan to get our fill of you.”

      The air stills in my lungs. He’s not, he can’t be talking about…sex. Can he?

      I swallow hard, thinking about his words. I don’t want to tell him anything, and I won’t. I grit my teeth as his free hand starts roaming over my body once again. His fingers glide over my skin, and I try to wiggle out of his hold. He snickers under his breath at my feeble attempt and instead cups one of my breasts.

      His body vibrates with anger, and maybe lust, as he finds my nipple through the thin fabric of my shirt. Using his thumb and index finger, he pinches it, rolling the beaded tip. I try to jerk away from his touch, but there is nowhere to go. I’m helpless and at the mercy of this evil man’s touch.

      He continues to pluck at my nipple and to my utter shock, the pain comes with an unfamiliar pleasure. My core tightens, and fire fills my belly while shame overcomes me.

      How could I possibly feel any kind of pleasure from this?

      I watch him closely while he keeps working my nipple. I don’t want to close my eyes again, but when he moves on to the other side, giving my other nipple equal attention, I can’t help it. My eyes flutter closed and something that sounds more like a moan than a cry for help escapes my lips.

      Trey starts laughing and removes his hand from my breast. “Of course this turns you on, I bet you would love it if I gave in and fucked you right here. Right on your daddy’s pristine floor. How would he feel knowing that my brothers and I took from you just like he did from us?”

      “No!” I scream, fear overtaking whatever emotions I was feeling a moment ago. I don’t want this. I don’t want him. I thrash against the cold floor, wishing I could be anywhere else but here. I should’ve gone with my father. Why did I have to be so stupid?

      “No?” The amusing tone of his voice makes me want to punch him.

      “So you’re saying if I slide my hand down between your legs right now, I won’t find your pussy wet? I wouldn’t find your cunt begging for my cock?” At his words, I press my thighs together, not wanting him to touch me there. Especially because I know he is right. I felt the gush of moisture between my legs when he started touching my breasts, rolling my hardened nipple between his fingers. My traitorous body is enjoying this without my permission and it’s making me sick to my stomach.

      Tears sting my eyes once more. “I don’t want this. Please…I don’t…” My lips tremble and I peer up into his eyes.

      “Maybe in here you don’t.” He taps a finger to my forehead. “But your body sure as fuck does.” I shake my head, letting the tears fall from my eyes. No amount of begging or pleading is going to change what’s about to come. I might as well stomach it, and attempt to survive, right?

      Footsteps echo down the hall, and I know the other men are coming back. Oh god... there’s going to be three of them now, instead of one. They’ll overpower me in an instant, taking whatever they want from me.

      There is real fear filtering through my body, and yet a zing of confusing pleasure at the thought of having these three criminals touch me.

      “What the fuck are you doing? She needs to be tied up,” one of the other men hisses, anger seeping from his eyes.

      “Just having a little fun…I wanted to get a taste of what’s to come, but she’s playing hard to get, even though I know she wants it.”

      The man rolls his eyes. “Let’s go, we can fuck with her when we get back to the house. We’re already over on time here.”

      In an instant, Trey moves off of me, pulling me up by my arms so I’m standing. The other two men come up to us, one of them grabs my wrists and pulls them behind my back. It takes me a moment to realize what he is tying me up with. The plastic cuts into my skin right after I hear the zipping noise of a cable tie being fastened.

      As soon as my hands are tightly secured behind my back, all three men start walking toward the back door. Trey grabs one of my arms, while the guy who just tied me up grabs the other. As if that’s really needed. I doubt I could escape one of them let alone three. They pull me through the hallway, my feet barely able to keep up with their fast pace, and huge steps.

      My eyes are trained on the third guy walking in front of us. All three of them are well over six feet tall and muscled like an ox, but he might be the biggest one. Even though he’s wearing a long sleeve black shirt, I can see his well-defined muscles move beneath the fabric. He stops at the back door and turns his head to glance over his broad shoulders.

      “Wes, make sure she stays quiet,” he orders.

      A second later the guy named Wes, wraps his arm around my torso and picks me up. He pulls me flush to his chest and then covers my mouth with his free hand. I’m assaulted with his scent as it fills my nostrils, pine and something earthy. Because he is so much taller than me, my feet dangle off the ground. Trey grabs my legs and holds them up before I get the chance to kick him. Together they carry me outside. I’m completely immobilized and unable to scream and I know I’m as good as dead now. I try and remain calm, but my chest heaves and my heart beats impossibly fast. I’m going to die...they’re going to kill me.

      Once outside, I’m reminded of my lack of clothing. The cool March air hits my half-naked body, making me shiver.

      “Don’t worry, I’ll warm you up in the car,” Wes chuckles close to my ear, his breath making me shiver more, and strangely not from just fear or the cold.

      We cross the backyard until we get to the fence and I wonder how they think they’re going to get me over that eight-foot iron fence just before I realize one of the panels are gone. They somehow took out a whole part of the fence without anyone knowing it. With me in their hold, we stroll right out of the back yard and off the property. I squirm in a last-ditch effort to escape their hold, but they both just tighten their grips.

      A black SUV is parked behind the opening and the guy walking in front opens the back door. Trey lets go of my legs, but Wes’s hold on me is unyielding as he sits down with me on the backseat. Trey and the other guy get into the front of the car. The moment all the car doors close the pit in my stomach grows exponentially. No one even saw us. I’m in their car, half-naked, tied up and no one even knows I’ve been taken.

      How will they ever be able to find me if they don’t even know I’m gone?
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      Wes

      

      This wasn’t part of the plan, she wasn’t supposed to be here. We’ve never made a mistake like this before and I still don’t know how this happened. I’m angry, pissed off that we fucked up, but I need to keep my head, because here she sits, my enemy’s daughter in my lap, Jonathan Richards’ daughter.

      With her firm little ass pressed against my already hardened dick. It would be much easier to keep my head straight if she was wearing actual clothes. But with her exposed legs and braless tits, it’s really fucking hard to think about anything besides my hands on her body and my dick inside of her. Fuck, it’s been way too long since I got my dick wet. I should have picked up a one-night stand before this gig. Of course, we didn’t know she was going to be here, so it’s not really my fault.

      “Got some duct-tape in that bag?” I ask Declan. He twists around and starts digging in the bag sitting on the floorboard next to us. Jessa’s small body is trembling in my hold and I can feel her tears running down her cheeks, landing against my hand that’s covering her pouty lips.

      I almost feel sorry for her…almost. Maybe if she wasn’t the daughter of the guy responsible for our parents’ death, I could cut her a little slack, but since she is who she is, I can’t really feel anything besides hate for her. I grit my teeth trying my best not to react to that deep raging fire burning inside my veins.

      “We should just kill her,” Declan says while pulling out the duct tape. “We could send her back to her old man…piece by piece.”

      Jessa’s shaking intensifies and I know it’s not because she is cold.

      She is scared, and she should be. We’ve done some dark shit, killed more people than I can even count. Blood has coated my hands for a long time, so long I don’t even remember the color of my own skin sometimes.

      Declan rips off a piece of duct tape and I make her lean forward so he can reach her face better. I lift my hand off her mouth, half expecting her to scream the second it takes my brother to put the tape over her lips, but she doesn’t, and for a second, I think maybe she is smarter than I thought. Screaming wouldn’t do her any good. All the guards are dead. No one is coming to rescue her.

      “Nah, let’s not kill her yet, I already have other plans for her,” Trey, my youngest brother, chimes in. I’m not sure what exactly his plan is, but I’ve got a pretty good idea…he wants to make her pay for her father’s sins. I’m usually not for hurting women, but this one, I’m making an exception for.

      Eyeing her up and down, I know I want her, we all want her. We typically share, anything and everything, so we could always get part of our revenge through dominating her body. So for once, I’ll actually go with Trey’s plan.

      “I’m with Trey on this, killing her now would be too hasty. There are a lot of other ways we could use her to our advantage. She’s better off alive, even more so if we want to use her to get the answers we need from her father.”

      “I just want to get rid of her. She’s a fucking liability and more trouble than it’s worth keeping her alive,” Declan huffs after flattening the tape to her skin, his eyes dark and dangerous. When he turns back around in his seat, I spin her in my hold so she is lying across my lap. For the first time, I can actually see her face. Her big blue eyes find mine immediately.

      Fuck. Those eyes. They remind me of the sky before a storm, so full of rain, so full of sadness. She looks at me…her tear-filled eyes, full of panic, full of pure terror and for the first time tonight a flicker of doubt hits me, doubt that I could actually go through with hurting her.

      She’s too fucking tiny. Too scared. Too pure.

      It wouldn’t be any fun to break her, to take from her. I want my prey fighting back, not helpless and weak. Watching her bleed out, or seeing her creamy white skin covered in bruises and cuts will be hard to stomach. Listening to her beg and plead for us to stop. Fuck, my insides twist. I shake the thought away, and grit my teeth, holding onto her a little tighter, my fingers digging into her perfect flesh, hard enough to leave bruises.

      Mark her. Hurt her. Make her scream.

      The words press against my skull threatening to take root. My family was scared too, weak, innocent, and they still killed them. Nobody took mercy on them, on my parents, on my sister. My family died at the hands of this tiny little woman’s father. I can hear her whimpering beneath the duct tape, my grip most likely too painful for her delicate skin.

      I lean down into her face. “If you think my hands on you hurt now, you’re in for a rude awakening. Don’t think just because you’re a woman I won’t hurt you, because I will. Your father didn’t take mercy on my sister or mother.” My threat is half a lie...or at least I think it is.

      Her chest heaves, pushing her breasts up. I can see her hardened nipples through the thin fabric of her shirt and the temptation is far too great. Revenge can be paid in many different ways.

      I reach for the hem of her shirt and slip my hand under it. Her skin is soft…softer than anything I’ve ever felt before. I let my fingers run over her stomach, moving up until I reach the pebbled nipple. I caress the little bud with my fingertip before I knead her whole breast with my palm. Our eyes stay connected the whole time and I can see the exact moment that her overwhelming fright flourishes into something deeper, something not entirely fear. Her eyes soften just a little bit and heat flickers across them.

      Maybe I’m just imagining it. Only one way to find out. I drag my hand back down her body, letting it travel all the way down between her thighs. Panic starts to fill those eyes again, and for some stupid fucking reason, I don’t like seeing that look in her eyes, at least not while I have my hands on her.

      “Don’t struggle, and I won’t hurt you.” Right now. I don’t even know why I’m telling her this, almost as if I’m giving her a safety net, which I definitely shouldn’t. She stops struggling, and I look up feeling eyes on me. My gaze collides with Trey’s for a second, before he turns his attention back to the road. That moment is enough for me to feel the want, the need he has for her. I exhale, moving my hand lower until I feel the hem of her panties. Fuck, I need to keep it together, keep the focus on getting the information we need.

      Is she a virgin? I question inside my own mind as soon as I slip beneath the cotton. My cock is so hard it damn near hurts, and yet I’m tempting myself further by touching her.

      I didn’t think it was possible, but she is even softer as I move over her mound, so smooth and warm. I slide my fingers down her slit, between her folds and just as I suspected I find her wet. Not as wet as I would like, but it’s definitely a start. She wants this…wants us. Her whole body shudders when I graze her clit with the tip of my finger and this time, I know it’s not because she is cold. Her wanting us, her body reacting to my touch.

      It irritates me a little, I shouldn’t want for her to get pleasure from anything I or my brothers do. I rip my hand away, and out of her panties.

      I’m angry, at myself, at this little temptress in my lap.

      “Changing your mind, Wes?” Declan asks, and I already know he’s going to push for her death. Declan likes control, likes planning, and she’s a surprise, one that we didn’t account for, but he has yet to touch her, to feel her soft silky skin.

      “Nope. I think we should fuck her. Get revenge, make her father suffer. Maybe send him a little video. We can’t just kill her, that would be far too merciful. We’re going to make her bleed, and make him watch…make him feel exactly what he’s made us feel for years.”

      “Fuck yes! I love the idea, brother,” Trey chimes in.

      Jessa starts to move in my lap again and I force a smile. I smile like the sick bastard I am because even if I don’t want to hurt her, I will… I have to. Even if I’m not going to enjoy seeing her suffer, I will enjoy getting my revenge, and that’s all that matters.

      “Keep struggling baby…keep fighting. Listening to you beg and plead while we take from you is going to be the highlight of my fucking year, maybe of my life,” I lie. I need her scared out of her mind. I want nothing but fear in her eyes when we send that tape to her father. Her fear I can handle, anything else… I shake the thought away.

      We pull into the parking garage of our building right then. Now we’ll have her somewhere that we can make her scream, make him pay.

      Trey parks near the elevator entrance and kills the engine. Silence settles over us for a long moment, and both of them shift around in their seats, their eyes moving to Jessa’s shaking body. We didn’t get the USB we needed. It was supposed to be in that safe, but it wasn’t. A lot of things didn’t go as planned tonight, but we can make the best of it.

      We have leverage now, and as a plus, we get to hit Jonathan where it hurts, right in his one single weakness. She was never part of the plan…too heavily guarded, protected, but her father slipped up, and now she’s ours, all-fucking-ours.

      “It’s time to get our revenge boys,” I smirk, lifting my gaze.

      “I still think we should just kill her,” Declan growls.

      “Yeah, yeah, we get it you want death, blood, and murder. Well, it’s two against one. Three against one if you count her,” Trey snickers.

      “Fine, let’s get this over with then,” Declan snarls as if he won’t be enjoying this once we start. I should tell him he can make her bleed, make her cry, beg, and plead for death but I don’t. I don’t want him to try and end her life too soon…or maybe at all.

      Trey and Declan get out of the car and walk over to the passenger side door, opening it for me. I get out, holding her tiny body in my arms. She’s still shaking like a leaf, uncontrollable fear reflects up at me from her eyes.

      Fear isn’t the only thing she’s going to be feeling soon.

      We reach the elevator which not only has a keypad for a code but fingerprint recognition as well. No one gets in or out of this place unless one of us says. We step inside and head to the main floor. There are five floors in this building we actually use. Our main living areas, followed by a full lab, Trey has a whole floor for his computer and tech stuff and then we have a workout facility, where we let steam off, and train.

      “Fuck,” Trey mutters under his breath, pulling me from my thoughts, and I see where his eyes are directed. Her perfect tits are pressed against the T-shirt that has now ridden up, showing more of that creamy white skin between her thighs.

      Declan reaches a hand out, his fingers sliding against the skin of her thigh. Jessa struggles some more only making all three of us smile.

      “Soft…I didn’t expect her to be so soft,” Declan whispers as if he’s talking to himself more than to Trey and myself. It doesn’t matter though. We’re brothers. We have no secrets. It’s always been us three, since the mission, since the day we lost everything besides each other.

      “Not so keen on killing her anymore, are ya?” Trey teases, and Declan sends him a glare. The elevator pings, and then opens on the floor of our living quarters. I let my brother step out, but I hit the button to one of the floors we never renovated.

      “Get the camera set up, Trey. Declan, grab some knives, rope, anything to make it hurt. I’m going to take her to a room on level three and get her ready.”

      The boys grin at me, and I watch them head off in different directions before the elevator door closes once again. When I get to the third floor, I find the first room and toss her tiny little body down on an old hospital bed. She bounces across the dirty sheets, coming to rest on her side, the fabric of her T-shirt now sticking to her smooth belly.

      I pounce like a lion on its prey, feeling that darkness creep in, the darkness that terrifies me. Reaching for my knife, I pull it out and turn her onto her belly. She struggles, kicking her legs, and screaming beneath the tape, but I just rest my weight on her legs, subduing her in seconds. Her screams become louder, the cable ties dig into her wrists as she tries to fight me, fight what’s to come. I trail the knife across her skin, watching as she shivers.

      I want to cut her skin, mark it, remove the beauty, but even as the blade moves across her skin, I can’t bring myself to do it. I can’t bring myself to apply the pressure needed to make her bleed. Disappointment slowly fills my veins and with a flick of the blade, I cut her shirt straight down the middle.

      “You won’t be needing that anymore.” I lean forward brushing a few strands of silky blonde hair from her ear, making certain she can hear me. I trail the knife down her back over her spine. “One little nick and I could paralyze you. Make it so you wouldn’t be able to fight us, make it so you would be nothing but our little sex toy. Our little fucking slut.”

      A muffled ‘no,’ meets my ears and I feel the sudden urge to listen to her scream, to hear her pleas. I imagine my parents begged, my sister probably cried. I need to hear her scream as a reminder, maybe that will give me the edge to go through with this.

      I cut the zip tie and flip her back over onto her back. She lands with a hardness that knocks the air out of her lungs. Tears stain her cheeks and I lean down licking them from her beautiful face.

      She’s pretty, so fucking pretty it hurts. I pull the tape from her lips, and instantly a high pitch scream escapes her throat. It pierces my ears, and I love it, it fuels me, gives me the strength I need to keep going.

      “Please don’t. Please,” she begs with indescribable fear in her eyes.

      “Have you ever been fucked before?” I’m inches away from her pink lips.

      “No…never, and I don’t—”

      I lift my hand wrapping it around her throat, silencing her in an instant. Her body trembles beneath me, and I know she can feel the danger in the air. She knows what is to come, and it’s happening even if she doesn’t want it to.

      “I don’t give a fuck what you want. Your father didn’t care when he had my parents killed, when he had my sister raped and her throat slit.”

      “I didn’t…” she tries to say through my grasp, but I tighten my hold on her throat, listening as she gasps for air.

      “Shut up. Shut the fuck up, before I hurt you, and not just by taking from you, or using your body.” I release her, pushing away from the bed, she sucks in a greedy breath of air and scurries backward on the shitty mattress. I run my hands through my hair…this is harder than I thought it would be. I knew what she was going to say, that she didn’t know, but it doesn’t matter if she knew or not.

      “I swear I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

      I lift my gaze to her. Her mouth is going to get her killed, hell, who the fuck am I kidding, she might end up dying anyway.

      She might not even know what kind of man her father is, but she still lives in his house, spends his money…money that he earned by making deals with terrorists…money he used to have my parents killed. She is his daughter and maybe she is innocent, but so was my family. They suffered because he wanted to get to us, so it’s only fair to inflict the same type of pain on her. An eye for an eye. We’ll give him a taste of his own medicine.
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      Jessa

      

      I’m frozen, paralyzed with fear. I don’t understand anything he just told me, nothing makes sense. I try and digest every single thing I hear him saying but I can’t. My mind refuses to understand the words. He must be mistaken, my father would never do those things.

      I scoot back on the thin hospital mattress as far as I can. I pull my knees to my chest and wrap my arms around them in an attempt to make myself smaller. They might not kill me outright, but I know by the time they’re done with me that I’ll be wishing for death. I quickly scan the room, looking for an exit, a weapon, anything that I can use to fight them off. I know it’s stupid, but what’s stupider is just sitting here, not making any type of attempt at an escape.

      My brows furrow in confusion. We are in a hospital room that looks like it hasn’t been used in many, many, years. The air is thick with dust and mold, the once white sheets on the mattress have taken on more of a yellowish shade now.

      “I’m sorry,” I whisper, not really sure what I’m apologizing for. My voice feels so small in this room, and the danger coats my throat with each breath I take. Even if my father possibly had something to do with the death of his parents and his sister, which I still can’t believe, I know it would have been for a reason.

      My father would never hurt someone like that. I consider the possibility that they’re lying but looking at his expression, the pain in his eyes, I can see that he is not. He really believes what he is saying, so there is only one explanation in my mind left. They must have the wrong guy, it must be a mix-up, they just got wrong information somehow.

      At my words, he raises his head and his eyes meet mine again. I can see the conflict within his gaze. He hates me for some reason I can’t comprehend, he wants to hurt me, but every once in a while, I see something else flicker across his face. Something I didn’t find in Trey’s eyes… compassion, kindness.

      “You have to have the wrong person. My father would never hurt someone. I’m sorry for what happened to them, your parents and sister, but there is no way it was my father.” Fire flickers in his eyes and his fists clench at his sides. His biceps bulge and I know he wants to hurt me. His mouth opens and it looks as if he is about to say something, but then the door opens and the other two walk in.

      Trey is holding some camera equipment in his hands while the one so adamant on killing me is simply holding a black duffle bag. He throws the bag on the ground next to the door and I can hear some metal rattle around inside of it. I watch him kneel down beside the bag unzipping it, a rope appearing in his hands a moment later.

      “Please, you don’t have to do this,” I start to beg. I refuse to just give in, refuse to not struggle, or cry, or plea. I will do everything I can, use every emotion I can to manipulate them.

      When he straightens up and turns, he crosses the room with three large strides until he is right beside the bed. I look into his dark brown eyes and I find something completely different than I had from the other two. There is neither hate nor compassion, and no matter how much, or for how long I look into his eyes, searching for something…anything, there is nothing. Either he has no feelings at all, which I doubt, or he’s a master at hiding them, which is much more likely.

      “Ready when you are,” Trey announces, the camera set up pointing right at me. My chest is so tight I can barely expand it enough to take a breath. My heart is seconds away from exploding and it feels like I’m going to have a full-blown panic attack.

      “Please…I’m begging you. I’m not lying…I swear you have the wrong person. I didn’t do anything.”

      “Yeah, neither did our family,” Trey growls, the muscle in his jaw tightening.

      Our family? Does that mean they’re brothers?

      “Declan, tie her up,” Wes orders and like a feral cat, I press up from the mattress. I know my escape may be pointless knowing it’s three against one, but I’m tiny, and maybe they just would never expect it. Maybe I’m faster than them. I need to try something, I just can’t let them tie me up, rape, and kill me.

      I don’t even make it close to the door. Trey grabs my arm, yanking me back. I cry out in pain while he pulls back my arm roughly and pushes me back toward the bed. I trip and fall into Declan’s arms, who then shoves me back on the bed. In the process, I lose what was left of my shirt, leaving me in nothing but my white cotton panties.

      Trey is on me next, holding me down by my shoulders while Declan starts tying my wrists to the headboard. That’s the moment I give up fighting. There is just no way I can overpower three guys. I feel like any further struggle is only going to make it worse for me now. So instead I relax my body as much as I can and stare at the ceiling covered in cobwebs, imagining I’m anywhere but here.

      “Already lost all your fight, Princess? I expected better.” Trey smirks while Declan finishes tying me up. His hands are gentle which is surprising given the emotionless look in his eyes. When he is done, both of my wrists are tied to the headboard and both of my ankles are tied to the footboard. I’m exposed, humiliated beyond belief and I know it’s only going to get worse.

      “If you stop now, maybe I can convince my father to help you find out who really did this to your family.” I’m grasping at straws, hoping I can end this before it turns into a complete nightmare.

      Trey laughs, nudging Wes in the shoulder. “You hear that? She’s bartering. Acting like she doesn’t know what kind of man her father is.”

      My stomach rolls and I swear I’m seconds away from vomiting. I pull against the ropes, wishing for an escape.

      Trey’s words only ignite the fire in Wes’s gaze.

      “You’re going to help us whether you want to or not,” Declan answers this time.

      “Camera is ready,” Trey announces, and I go back to staring at the ceiling. Maybe if I crawl deep enough inside my mind, I can escape this moment. I grit my teeth, trying to stop my trembling lips, my trembling body. I feel the bed dip before Wes starts talking right next to me. Tears spring from my eyes, sliding down my cheeks, and still, I keep my gaze on the ceiling.

      “Jonathan, remember us? You’re probably surprised to see us since you had the hotels where we were staying blown up. Unfortunately for you, we had already left. I’ll spare you all the boring details on what we’ve been up to. None of that is important. What is, however, is who we have with us today.” I don’t glance over to see his face but can hear the amusement in his tone. He is enjoying this, enjoying hurting me, my father, even though neither of us has done anything.

      “As you might recall, you sent us a video of how our family died. We were just thinking since we have your daughter here, we should return the favor…unless you are willing to give us what we want.” He pauses briefly, and I hold my breath wondering what will happen next.

      “Hand over the USB stick and we’ll let your daughter live. Of course, we need to make sure you understand how serious we are, so we’re going to give you a little taste of what’s to come.” He barely finishes the words before I feel his huge hand around my neck, squeezing it until it’s hard to breathe. My lungs burn, and spots form over my vision.

      No! No!

      Another hand shoves my panties to the side and rough fingers start to rub against my tender flesh. They aren’t gentle and I try to squeeze my thighs together to stop the assault, but the rope won’t give away even an inch. Another hand gropes my breasts and pinches my nipple much harder than Wes or even Trey had done earlier. A scream tries to escape my throat, but I bite the inside of my cheek and swallow it down. I won’t give them the satisfaction of hearing me.

      “Scream, Princess, scream for your daddy,” Wes says right beside my ear, so close that his minty breath fans over my face. Then he comes even closer, his lips graze my earlobe right before I feel his teeth biting it. His grip on my throat loosens just as he bites down hard.

      “Scream!” Trey orders on the other side of me. Time stands still for a moment and I see Wes and Trey exchange a look.

      “Oh, you don’t want to beg us anymore?” Trey sneers and then out of nowhere a finger sinks deep inside me, it’s thick and intrusive and it remains still inside of me. At the same time, my nipple is twisted painfully. My eyes are closed again, and I don’t know who is doing what, all I know is that there are multiple hands on me, touching me all over.

      The finger inside of me moves a little, but it’s surprisingly gentle, almost like he’s curling his finger inside of me hitting some spot that sends a jolt of pleasure through me. I want to hold onto that feeling but with all the other hands on me…hurting me, I can’t concentrate on it. Everything runs together, pain and pleasure bleed into each other and the onslaught of sensations becomes too much to contain the scream waiting to pass my lips.

      I want to believe they won’t take it further, but I’m not dumb. They want revenge, they want my tears, my pain. They want me to feel all that they have. Fear grips me, sinking its claws deep inside my chest. And with that, I release a cry of pain that echoes through the room and probably all the way down the hall.

      As soon as the scream leaves my lips, I regret it. I don’t want my father to see me like this, to be afraid for me. I don’t want to give in to their demands. I don’t want to believe the vile things they’re saying about my father. I suck in a shaky breath, trying to get my erratic heartbeat under control.

      “Trey, turn off the camera,” Wes orders and the hand on my breast disappears. A moment later so does the finger from inside of me. I open my eyes, blinking away tears. It isn’t until I turn my head, that I notice Wes isn’t gripping my throat anymore.

      His hand is simply holding my chin now, his thumb running over my jawline in a soothing manner. Before he lets go completely, our eyes lock and for a second, I see something that looks a lot like regret in his eyes. He averts his eyes and when I follow his gaze, I find Trey and Declan standing beside the bed looking at me. To my shock, I see the same whirlwind of emotions reflected in Trey’s eyes. Declan’s gaze stays emotionless just as before.

      “What now?” Trey asks.

      “We’ll send the video to Richards, give him until tomorrow to respond.”

      “And…?” Trey nods his head toward me.

      “We can’t leave her here, the door won’t lock. We’ll take her upstairs,” Declan says and starts to undo the rope on my ankles. Apparently, this is not something they have to vote on because Wes starts to untie one wrist while Trey does the other. My body starts to shake uncontrollably and my teeth chatter together.

      “Are you going to hurt me more?” The words quiver from my lips.

      “Not tonight, Princess,” Trey says softly, softer than I thought possible out of his mouth. I’m almost hyperventilating, relief flooding my veins when I realize they aren’t actually going to rape me, or beat me…at least not right now.

      Trey slides his arms under my body and picks me up like I weigh nothing and something inside of me cracks at that moment. I’m so confused, hot and cold all at once. I know I can’t trust them, that I shouldn’t crave their touch, but I feel broken and I can’t help leaning into Trey’s chest to seek comfort and warmth.

      When we walk out of the room, I notice that they leave everything in there, the camera, the duffel bag, and even the ropes are still partially tied to the bed. It’s then that I know they are planning to bring me back here and do worse…but by then everything will be straightened out. They’ll contact my father and realize that they made a mistake.

      By tomorrow everything will be back to normal, and I can forget that today ever happened. When we get back into the elevator my eyelids are impossibly heavy, exhaustion washes over me, making my limbs feel like lead. I think I used up all my adrenaline reserves and I’m now running on fumes. I don’t know what time it is, but it must be past three in the morning. None of the men say anything, their silence lulling me into darkness. My eyes drift closed and all I hear is Trey’s steady heartbeat against my ear as I quickly drift off into a deep sleep, praying for a better outcome tomorrow.
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      Wes

      

      I can’t stop looking at her face. Her eyes are closed, but the skin around them is red and puffy from crying. Her bottom lip is still trembling, even though the rest of her body seems to have stopped shaking. Trey is holding her almost naked form close to his chest as he carries her out of the elevator.

      We take a few steps into the living area and stop. For a long time, we just stand there in silence. No one has said a word since we left that room, but one look at my brothers and I know we are all thinking the same thing.

      We are crossing the line.

      We have tortured and killed countless people, many when we were still working for the government, a lot for our own gain and some simply for vengeance. But this is different. She is innocent, I know it and so do my brothers. Even though hurting her would be the best and most brutal way to get to her father, it would also mean we would cross a line we haven’t before…a line we are hovering over right now.

      Two hours ago, I was ready to cross that line without a second thought. Now I’m not sure anymore. When I heard that guttural pained cry coming from her throat, things suddenly changed. It wasn’t the physical pain that formed her cry into a knife slicing through my chest, it was the emotional hurt hidden in it. Judging by my brothers’ reactions and the look on their faces now, they felt it too.

      “Well, that didn’t go as I thought it would,” Trey finally breaks the silence.

      “You think?” Declan replies dryly. “What are we going to do with her now?”

      “Let’s sleep for a few hours and regroup then.” I turn to Trey. “But first, I need you to send the message. Here, let me have her. We’ll put her…” I trail off, looking at her already roughed up wrists. If we tie her up again tonight, her wrists will be bloody by the morning, and I can’t risk her getting an infection.

      “I’ll put her in my bed tonight. Maybe we can turn one of the rooms downstairs into a cell tomorrow.”

      Trey hands her over to me and in her now sleeping state, she cuddles into my chest.

      Fuck.

      I carry her to my room and deposit her on the bed, where she curls up into herself. She’s so fucking tiny and looks like she belongs in my bed. Shaking my head, I pull the blanket over her before leaving the room. I feel like I need to step away from her for a moment. Seeing her, smelling her, touching her…it’s messing with my head, making me think things I shouldn’t be thinking. I need to focus on what’s at stake here, not the temptress laying on my sheets.

      Declan is waiting outside my room, arms crossed, scowling at me like I’m about to get a lecture…which I’m sure is coming in a matter of seconds.

      “We should have just killed her when I told you to. This is a fucking mess. We all would have been better off if she was already dead…her included. I can tell what happened back there is weighing on you. If you can’t handle it, I’ll do it. Just say the word brother.”

      I grind my teeth together. I know Declan means well, and he might be right, she may wish she was dead when all this is over, but I’m not ending her life, not yet.

      “Let’s just see what happens after he gets the video. He could give us the stick as soon as tomorrow. Then we’ll have the info we need, and we can put an end to all of this once and for all.”

      “Message sent,” Trey announces, gliding around the corner. “Let’s hit the hay.” He walks past us and strolls into my room as if he belongs there as well.

      Declan just shakes his head and storms off. I walk back into my room to find Trey undressing. I do the same and when we are both down to boxers, we slip into the bed on either side of her. I don’t tie her up again, we are both light sleepers and there is no way she leaves this bed without one of us knowing. Plus, even if…where is she going to go? The elevator won’t even open for her.

      “I still want to fuck her,” Trey whispers once we are settled in the bed. I already know he wants her…wants her pleasure more than he wants her pain. He is trying to hide it, but he can’t hide anything from me. We’re brothers. Family. All his sick and twisted wants, fantasies, I know about them. All the things he’s done, all the people he’s killed, the blood, the guilt that stains his hands. I know all of it.

      “I figured that’s why you’re here…I want her too.”

      “I know.”
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      The moment I feel something move next to me, my eyes fly open. Jessa is lying on her back, slowly scooting up a few inches while clutching onto the blanket in front of her chest like it can save her from us. What she doesn’t know is there isn’t any saving her. She’s in the lion’s den, and we plan to ravage her until there’s nothing left.

      “Morning, Princess,” I murmur and prop myself up on my elbow while taking in her bare shoulders. I want to rip that comforter from her hands so I can see her again, but I’ll give her a minute to wake up first. I’m a dick, even on my best days, but nothing compared to Trey.

      “Please, stop calling me that,” she says softly, her voice small and fragile, just like the rest of her. I like knowing that the little nickname we gave her makes her uncomfortable. At the very least, I can keep her squirming in her skin while we wait for her father to give us the answers we need.

      Trey stirs on the other side of her, sucking in a deep breath and stretching his arms above his head. A smirk pulls at his lips when he realizes where he is, and the events that took place over the last few hours.

      “Morning, Princess,” he yawns, cracking his neck. She sighs in annoyance.

      “Why are you covering up?” Trey purrs a moment later. He is far less patient than me and tugs on the blanket right away. The fabric slips from her hands, leaving her completely exposed minus her panties. Her chest starts rising and falling at a quicker than normal pace and I can’t help but watch her tits sway with each breath. Trey slides up next to her, his sudden movement making her flinch.

      “I’m not going to hurt you.” Trey grins like a menacing lion that hasn’t eaten in three days, and I feel my dick harden knowing exactly where this is going. Since the moment I saw her, I’ve wanted to fuck her, mark up her beautiful skin.

      Sharing with my brothers has always been our thing, we share our home, cars, jobs, we even shared women before…and now we’ll share her too.

      “In fact, you’ll be thanking us by the end, Princess. Maybe even begging for more.” I wink, giving her my best boyish grin.

      Her eyes move quickly between Trey and myself, and I would bet anything that her heart is racing inside her chest, pounding against her ribs, threatening to break free. Beaming Trey moves in on her, pressing her body against the headboard, leaving her nowhere to escape. Keeping eye contact, he takes one of her already hard nipples into his mouth. She gasps, her eyes shoot up, connecting with mine, and I watch as the panic in them slowly dissipates. I can see the flames of arousal flickering, her creamy white cheeks darken with crimson, giving her away.

      “You want this, don’t you? Two of us, maybe even all three of us? Together. Inside you.”

      She licks her lips and another soft sound emits from her throat as Trey continues to suck on her tit. It wouldn’t matter if she said no, she knows we’ll take whatever we want from her either way, but knowing she wants this, us, only heightens the pleasure. I lift my hand and graze her knee, testing the waters, letting my fingers trail up over the inside of her thigh. She’s soft all over, but I can’t wait to get to the softest part of all…her pussy.

      Keeping my eyes on hers, I move her cotton panties to the side. I want to take them off of her, but I’m not sure I would be able to restrain myself. The need to fuck her senseless while my brothers possess her body consumes me beyond reason.

      I slide my finger over her silky smooth flesh, my cock twitching in my boxers as I do. Dipping my finger between her folds, I graze that sweet bundle of nerves she’s hiding. The air heats and I find my own chest heaving. I lick my lips and sink one thick digit inside her. She’s tight as hell and warm, wet, and fuck do I wish my cock was my finger right now.

      I smirk to myself feeling how wet, how turned on she is. She might be able to tell herself she doesn’t want this, but her body, oh it most certainly does.

      Trey moves over to her other breast, and a soft moan escapes her parted lips. She parts her legs a little bit more, exposing more of that pretty pink pussy for me. I don’t think she even knows that she is doing it, but then again, I don’t really give a fuck. I know she wants us, I can see her hands gripping onto the sheets as if she is fighting it, and I don’t want her to fight it. Even though I know we need her fear, her pain, I don’t want her to fight this moment. I want to see her fall apart, feel her tight pussy squeeze my fingers.

      “Pleasure, Princess, that’s what we’re giving you right now. Take it and enjoy it. That is unless you would rather have us treat you the way we did last night?”

      “No, please.” Perfectly straight white teeth sink into her plump bottom lip, and I want to bite that lip, make her bleed, listen to her moan, own her pleasure and pain.

      “Then be a good girl and let us show you how much pleasure we can give you.”

      I watch her visibly swallow, and start to move my finger in and out of her tightness, loving the way my finger simply glides in. She moves her hand as if she’s about to reach for Trey’s shoulder, but then she pulls back seemingly afraid to touch him. Maybe she thinks she’s not allowed to touch him. Truthfully, I don’t know which one, but I’m going to make sure she understands that we want her touch.

      “Touch him,” I order, knowing it’s what she wants. “You can touch him, he won’t bite…much.”

      “Okay,” she croaks. Finding some courage, she lifts her hand, bringing it to the back of his head. I watch in amazement as she pulls him closer, rather than push him away. Her fingers play through his hair, tugging on the strands. Trey groans against her skin and snakes an arm around her torso holding her close. The image before me has me nudging her thighs farther apart.

      I need her pussy, to feel it, to taste it.

      I withdraw my finger from her channel, and she lets out a displeased whimper. Such a greedy little girl. Just hours ago, she was begging for us to let her go, and now she’s all but pleading for us to touch her.

      “Your panties need to come off, now.” I dip my fingers into her waistband and pull the thin material down her legs. She doesn’t fight or protest, like one would expect of their captive. Matter of fact, she lifts her ass and legs to help me get them off easier. I stay down there, kneeling between her legs. Nudging them apart my eyes feast upon her glistening center. Her arousal coats her thighs, and I can’t help myself. My mouth is watering, begging for a taste. Just one, I tell myself.

      “I’m going to taste you, Princess,” I warn her just before I sink my head between her thighs and drag my tongue across her clit. She shudders beneath my touch and a moan enters my ear, traveling through my body, making its way to my groin.

      Fuck, my cock is so hard right now.

      I won’t, can’t deny it. I want her so fucking bad right now. I lick and nibble on her clit for a while, drawing one moan after another from deep within her chest. When I look up at her over her mound, I see Trey straightening up and shoving down his boxers. His dick springs free and he takes her hand, tugging her to it. She wraps her small hand around him, her eyes seeking his out, and I imagine her doing the same to my cock.

      Trey guides her at first, showing her how to stroke him, and how much pressure to apply.  I close my lips around her clit and suck gently…then a little harder, causing her back to arch off the bed. Apparently it also makes her tighten her grip on Trey, who hisses and uses the headboard to brace himself. Her hips lift, and I grab onto them, holding her in place, while I use my broad shoulders to keep her creamy white thighs spread.

      With the way she’s bucking her hips, it won’t be much longer before she comes all over my face. I can already feel her pussy quiver every time I dip my tongue in it and that fact encourages me to lick, and suck on her little clit even harder. She moans, her body restless beneath our touch.

      I watch her stroking Trey’s cock in an uneven rhythm, probably having a hard time concentrating while I work her pussy, which I enjoy immensely. Trey doesn’t seem to care though. He looks like he is very much enjoying himself. He lets a hand roam lazily over her chest, kneading her flesh and teasing her nipple, eliciting yet another moan out of her. I feel her pussy clench, her thighs are already shaking from the release that’s about to hit her. Her body knowing damn well what’s about to take place.

      I give her one more good suck just as Trey rolls her nipple between his fingers, and she comes apart, falling into a thousand tiny little pieces right before my eyes. Her whole back rises off the bed, her eyes squeeze shut as her face contorts into a mask of pleasure. Her juices gush out on my tongue and I lick up every drop.

      I watch Trey wrap his hand over hers to give himself a few good strokes. Before the last tremors of her orgasm leaves her body, he’s coming too. Shooting ropes of sticky white cum over her tits as I watch with my mouth hanging open and my cock throbbing.

      The need to fuck her right now is almost too much, but I’m too unhinged, there is no way I could control myself right now. I would just pound into her uncontrollably…and if she is telling the truth, that she is a virgin, I can’t fuck her like this for her first time.

      I shake my head. Fuck it, why can’t I? I shouldn’t care if I hurt her or not. But it would be a waste to fuck her since the camera isn’t here. For a moment, I consider sending Trey to get it so he can film me fucking her, but my dick disagrees, he is screaming for a release right-fucking-now.

      So instead, I push up onto my knees, take my cock into my hand and pump it harshly until I feel my balls draw together. Staring down at her glistening pussy I imagine being inside that tight hole…and I will be eventually. Maybe not today, or even tomorrow but soon, soon that sweet little cherry she’s dangling will be mine.

      The grip on my cock is so tight it almost hurts and I welcome the pain, letting it mix with the pleasure until the burning in my balls becomes all-consuming and I unload my release on her creamy pale skin, shooting all over her pussy, watching as the cum runs down her slit and between her ass cheeks. The image just draws out my release further until my ball sack feels drained and empty.

      Fuck. I don’t think I’ve ever come so hard jerking myself off. We stay just like this for a moment. Jessa on her back, sprawled out on the bed with my cum on her pussy and Trey’s cum on her tits. She looks like a fucking offering…one that we just marked, and claimed.

      I glance over to Trey who has a fucking triumphant grin pulling at his lips. Then I look down at Jessa who is still trying to get her ragged breathing under control. Her gaze locks on mine and I can see the lust filled fog leave her eyes and the orgasmic afterglow wear off, slowly letting the fear return. Good, she needs to be scared, she needs to know that this doesn’t change anything. We will still make her pay…make her and her father suffer dearly.
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      Jessa

      

      My skin is still tingling all over, goosebumps are scattered across my flesh. I can’t believe what just happened, what I let them do to me. I don’t think I really had a choice in the matter, but the truth is I wanted it, wanted their touch as much as I wanted to touch them back. I know it doesn’t make sense. I should be disgusted by it, shying away from it instead of leaning into it. But I can’t help myself, for whatever reason I want to reach out and touch them. It’s the curiosity of it all, I think.

      “Are you guys done?” a deep voice breaks through the silence. My eyes snap to the door where Declan’s huge body is filling up the doorframe. My cheeks are flaming hot as his gaze flicks over my body. I imagine what this looks like, me sprawled out on the bed naked with cum all over me.

      “Yup, just got done, sorry you missed it,” Trey tells him, but doesn’t seem even a little apologetic. “Maybe next time you can join in.”

      Next time.

      “I found a room downstairs that will be perfect to keep her in,” he says like I’m an animal that needs to be kept in a cage. “I need you to install some cameras in there, it’s on the third floor, last door on the right.”

      Trey and Wes both climb off the bed and start getting dressed, while I just continue lying on the bed waiting for them to acknowledge me in any way. Declan steps up to the bed while his brothers leave the room and suddenly the fear I’ve been suppressing returns tenfold. Panic rushes through me, every cell in my body telling me to run. I’m naked and alone with this huge guy…a guy who wants to kill me. I’ve never felt so vulnerable in my life.

      Declan eyes me so intensely that I am literally terrified to move even a muscle.

      “Your whole body is shaking,” he says, but not in a concerned way like most people would. No, he is simply stating a fact.

      “Let’s go,” he suddenly orders and my shaking intensifies. Go where? Go back to the torture room or just somewhere he can kill me like he’s been lying in wait to do this whole time.

      “Are you suddenly deaf? Come on, let’s take a shower.”

      A shower? Just a shower?

      He folds his arms over his chest and glares at me impatiently. I have the feeling that if I don’t move soon, he is going to take me to the torture room instead. So against my better judgment, I roll myself off the bed, careful not to get the sticky, white substance on the sheet or the pillows. I don’t want to give them another reason to hurt me.

      Following him into the bathroom, I watch him undress after turning the shower on. Maybe I should look away, then again, I’m completely naked and he doesn’t seem to have a problem looking at me. Why should I give him any type of modesty?

      It’s not until he gets to his underwear that I realize his huge cock is very hard and very much pointing at me. I didn’t think he would want me like this, he hasn’t looked at me like his brothers do and usually he just talks about killing me. Actually now that I think about it, he hasn’t made even one advance toward me. I’m pretty sure he would rather watch me bleed out then screw me.

      “Get in.” He lifts his chin toward the shower, and I follow his command without hesitation this time. He lets me stand under the water first, and even squirts some soap onto a washcloth and hands it to me. Such a gentleman. Not. I wash my body thoroughly, making sure my skin is smooth and cum free. When I’m done, we switch positions, which leaves me standing awkwardly in the corner of the shower watching him as he washes himself.

      I take note of the fact that I’m no longer shivering, the warm water finally warming me up. I don’t know if it’s because I’m witnessing him do such a mundane thing as shower or if it’s because he is naked, but suddenly my fear for him lessens. Until now, all I’ve seen him as, is this big scary wall of muscle who doesn’t show any emotion. Seeing him do these normal things makes him look more human. Having this newfound knowledge that he is, in fact, a human, gives me the courage to start asking him some questions.

      “Why do you want to kill me so badly?”

      “You’re a liability,” he answers without a thought. “And a distraction.”

      “Why can’t you just let me go?”

      “Don’t ask stupid questions. Actually, don’t ask any questions at all. Just keep your mouth shut.” Knowing I should listen but that I won’t, I ask another question.

      “Why do you hate me so much?”

      “If you don’t stop asking questions, I will make you stop by shoving my dick down your throat.” His voice booms through the shower stall, vibrating off the walls and into my bones. My pussy clenches at the thought of his huge dick in my mouth and when I look up to meet his gaze, for the first time I see a flicker of emotion, one single emotion lingers there…excitement.

      I press my lips together to keep me from talking and a small smirk tugs on his lip. The excitement I saw in his eyes a second ago fades away and for some stupid reason, I don’t like that. I want to keep seeing it. I want to have some kind of connection with him. For one, it might be the only way he’ll let me live. And two, even if he kills me, at least I’ll experience this with someone before I die. I never had any kind of connection with a man before, not physically or emotionally. My father wouldn’t allow either, and right now, I just want this. I just want him.

      Gulping down my nervousness, I sink down to my knees in front of him. His eyes go wide as he raises his eyebrows in question. I look up at him, licking my lips as he turns his head sideways like he is studying me.

      Raising my hand slowly, I wrap my fingers around his thick shaft. Just like the rest of him, it’s huge. I start stroking him just as Trey showed me how to do. Three strokes in and Declan grunts approvingly. That grunt though nothing like Trey’s pleased smile, or Wes’s lust-filled gaze is something I want to hear again.

      Bringing my head closer to his throbbing cock I suck the smooth tip into my mouth. My movements are hesitant because I’m not sure how to do this, but I know I must be doing something right since Declan is moaning every time I swirl my tongue over the slit at the head of his cock.

      For a moment I close my eyes and just let myself feel, the warm water caressing my skin, the base of his long shaft in my hand and the silky tip in my mouth. Even though I’m the one on my knees, for now, I feel like I hold all the power. Right now he is at my mercy and when I open my eyes again and look up, I think he knows it too.

      His eyes soften and without warning he reaches for me lifting his hand to my face, cradling it gently. He runs his thumb back and forth over my cheek as if he’s trying to soothe some type of ache that he knows resides deep inside of me. I’m so thrown off by his touch. Utterly confused and yet panting with need. This man is a walking contradiction. One minute he tells me he wants me dead, and the next his fingers softly trace the outlines of my face.

      “You haven’t done this before, have you?” His voice seems deeper.

      I shake my head gently, hoping he isn’t going to pull away or make me stop. He stares at me for a long time, almost as if he’s trying to make up his mind all while I continue stroking his dick with my hand and swirling my tongue around the tip at the same time.

      After a short while, he lifts his other hand, placing it on the other side of my face, holding me in place. Then slowly he starts to flex his hips, thrusting into my mouth. His smooth cock slides over my tongue and all the way to the back of my throat, even though I still have my hand wrapped around the base of it. A jolt of panic rushes through my veins when I start to gag, but then he pulls back out and the feeling disappears, my panic going with it.

      “Relax your throat. Swallow when you feel like you need to gag.” His voice is low and raspy like a rumble coming from deep within his chest.

      I do as he tells me and swallow when he reaches the back of my throat. To my surprise it works, I’m barely gagging now even though he starts to thrust deeper with every stroke.

      It doesn’t take long before he sets a rhythm and I just go with it, letting him guide me, use me for his pleasure. Every few strokes, he pulls out all the way to let me suck in a quick breath. His hands remain on the side of my head, his thumbs drawing tiny circles against my heated cheeks. His tender touch is such a stark contrast to the rest of him that I lean into the touch like a purring kitten. If this is the only chance I have of feeling this side of him, then I’ll take it.

      My own sex is clenching again, gripping around nothing as I imagine his long shaft inside my pussy instead of my mouth. Without realizing it, I moan. It’s muffled with his cock in my mouth, but that only seems to egg him on.

      His grip on my head tightens as he thrusts into my throat faster and harder. I moan again on purpose, just because I know that he likes it.

      Without warning, he lets go of me and pulls out. Sucking in a deep breath of oxygen I let my hand fall from his shaft. I look up at him, wondering for a moment if I’ve done something wrong, but then I find he is stroking himself, his grip tight, powerful. His eyes are squeezed shut, his handsome face contorted in what looks like a mixture of pleasure and pain. A moment later a grunt rips from his throat and ropes of warm, sticky cum hit my chest.

      After giving his dick a few more lazy strokes, he stops and opens his eyes again. My gaze locks with his and for a moment we just stare at each other.

      “Did my brother make you come, or do I need to take care of your pretty little pussy?”

      Biting the inside of my cheek I consider lying so he will make me come again, but then I decide to go another direction. “Can it be both?”

      He leans down and grabs my upper arms to pull me up, making me gasp with the sudden movement. He pushes me against the cold tile on the shower wall and I appreciate how it cools my heated skin.

      Immediately he steps into me, invading my personal space…all of it. I feel like there is nothing around me but him. He snakes a hand between my legs and with his skilled fingers, he finds my hardened clit. I don’t know if he is okay with me touching him like this, but I can’t help but hold on to his arms. I think I might fall if I don’t.

      He slips a thick finger inside of me while grazing my clit, I tighten my grip on his bicep and lean my forehead against his shoulder as he continues working the small nub between my legs.

      Oh my god.

      “Come for me, come while I finger-fuck you. I know you want to,” he whispers in my ear and his words are like a command…a command I follow. My orgasm washes over me just like the hot water coming from the spray above us. But the water is not what turns me boneless and my legs useless. I’m so exhausted that I nearly slump down to the floor, but Declan catches my arm and makes me stand up straight again. He holds onto me for a few moments until my legs start to work again.

      “Thank you,” I whisper and not only for helping me stand up.

      “Don’t thank me. You don’t know what I have planned for you later today.” In an instant, my blood goes from steamy hot to ice cold. He steps out of the shower and grabs two towels, handing one to me. I almost say thank you again, just out of habit because you know when someone hands you something you say thank you, that’s what normal people do in a normal situation, but this is neither.

      “Come on, I’ll find you a clean shirt to wear for now,” he says when we are done drying off, motioning for me to follow him.

      “I need to use the bathroom,” I tell him in a small voice.

      “Okay, go.” He wraps the towel around his waist before crossing his arms over his enormous chest standing before me like a statue of a Greek god.

      I blink. “Y-you want me to…pee in front of you?”

      “You had my dick in your mouth five minutes ago, but I can’t watch you sit down and pee? Get over yourself. There is too much shit in here to let you out of my sight.”

      I scan the bathroom automatically looking for a weapon, but I can’t see anything besides regular bathroom stuff. Does he think I’ll stab him with a toothbrush?

      “Either you use this toilet right now or you can piss in the bucket that I’ll be putting in your cell. The choice is yours.”

      Bucket? Cell?

      I scurry over to the toilet and sit down while he just stands there staring at me with a coldness in his eyes that I feel down to my bones. I try to relax and make myself pee, but my mind won’t let me. I can see he is growing impatient and that only makes me clamp up more.

      “I’m trying, I swear.” At my words, he rolls his eyes.

      “You have thirty seconds. Got it? Thirty-fucking-seconds!” He turns and exits the small room, closing the door all but a crack. As soon as he is out of sight, my muscles relax and I’m able to relieve myself.

      As promised, he returns thirty seconds later, just as I’m finishing up. He watches me as I wash my hands and hold my mouth under the tap to get a drink of water. Then I follow him back into the bedroom where he hands me a large clean white T-shirt.

      Dropping the towel to the floor, I pull on the shirt that fits me more like a dress while Declan gets dressed as well. By the time he pulls on his shirt, he is back to being his normal emotionless self. The mask being set into place, the connection we shared in the shower completely gone now.
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      Wes

      

      I make her walk in front of me when we exit the elevator on the third floor. Her bare feet make almost no noise on the old hospital linoleum floor. I try to concentrate on her feet and not on her bare legs, or how her hips sway with every step and definitely not how her whole body is trembling with fear. It excites me, turns me on, while at the same time it disgusts me. I want her fear, in fact, I need her afraid. It’s the only way this will work. She slows down when we reach the same room that we had tied her to the bed in yesterday, and I prepare myself, half expecting her to try to run from me at any second. When she doesn’t move, I clear my throat.

      “Walk all the way to the end,” I order her, and she starts moving again. She stops at the end of the hallway and turns her head to look at me over her shoulder, her eyes are wide, uncertainty filling them. If she thinks I’m the nice guy in all of this, the one that can save her from this madness, then she’s going to be sorely disappointed.

      “To the right,” I direct and she turns at my words. A small gasp escapes her mouth, as soon as she enters the room. Turns out we didn’t have to build a cell to keep her in, there was already a cell here... a padded one for psych patients.

      Shock courses through me when she steps in without complaint. For some strange reason, I never expected her to follow directions which causes me to analyze her. Maybe she’s just too scared to say something, which is the best case scenario really, we need her scared. Or maybe she’s coming to her senses, realizing there is no way out of this?

      She stops in the center of the room, where I left her a stack of blankets, and turns around to face me. Her hands are clutching onto the water bottle and sandwich we gave her upstairs, but judging by her facial expression, she isn’t nearly as scared as I thought she would be at this point and that pisses me off. Does she think this is a fucking vacation? That all it would take is one word and Declan would be down here putting a bullet between her eyes? Maybe I need to remind her of that.

      “Don’t think that what we did this morning changed anything. We will continue to use your body. It’s obvious we have been way too easy on you, so you’ll stay in here from now on. Your daddy has until six tonight, if he doesn’t give us what we want, we’re going to take another video for him, and this time it won’t be just a quick preview like the last one. This time you’ll be the star of the show, and you’ll do exactly as we say, otherwise, you’ll wish we would have killed you already.” My words are clipped and harsh sounding just as I intend them to be.

      Her eyes fill with fear, her body trembling. My blood pounds, burns at her reaction. That’s just what I want to see. I turn around and walk out of the cell, closing it and locking it before making my way back upstairs. My cock is rock hard, and my blood is still slightly boiling when I reach the living room.

      Trey is on his laptop when I walk in, he looks up when he sees me approaching, and I know just from the worried look in his eyes that whatever he is going to say isn’t something I’ll like.

      “He didn’t respond yet…and he’s most likely not going to.”

      “How do you know?”

      Trey rolls his eyes, clearly offended by my question.

      “What do you mean how do I know? I’ve been monitoring his emails and phone calls since last night. He opened the email a few minutes after we sent it. Right after that, he called his head of security and chewed his ass then told him to find his daughter. He called and emailed some more people this morning, calling in some favors, trying to get more information on us, but of course there is none to be found. If he’s trying to find her, he’s doing a shit job, and if he wants her back, he’s doing an even shittier job, because he hasn’t given me a single indication that he is going to contact us. Either he’s not taking this seriously, or he doesn’t give a fuck.”

      “We tried it your way. Now let’s do it my way.” Declan appears in the doorway. “Just put the girl out of her misery. We’ll make it quick and pain-free. Then send her head to her father. It’ll take us less than ten minutes to get done.”

      I shake my head. “He’s just not taking us seriously yet, and that’s fine. We’ll take another video and then he’ll crack,” I say, hoping that I’m right about this, because if not, the outcome for her is not going to be a good one, hell it isn’t a good one now. Either she will die, or she will leave this place haunted by the memory of us and the things we did to her.

      “If we kill her now, we are no closer to getting the flash drive then we were yesterday.”

      “I’m with Wes, no killing yet,” Trey announces, looking over the top of his screen.

      “Fine, have it your way,” Declan mumbles before walking out of the room. A tiny rift is forming between us and I don’t like it at all. Declan is determined to kill her and while that would prove a point, it won’t get us the flash drive.

      I walk around the table so I can look at Trey’s computer screen. He has the feed from the cell pulled up. Jessa is sitting in the center of the room her legs pulled to her chest, her head resting on her knees.

      “Why do we have to keep her in the cell, she was so much fun this morning,” Trey whines.

      “She was, but we can’t forget who she is and why we have her here. Especially now that her father is not reacting like we had hoped. We’re going to have to start hurting her, and not just a little bit. Just saying the words has my stomach in knots, but I know it has to be done. We need to make him pay for what he did to our family and we need to get that flash drive. I just didn’t think crossing the line would be so hard.

      I spend the next few hours trying to busy myself and get my mind cleared. I need to be ready for what’s to come this afternoon. After I eat lunch with my brothers, I make an extra sandwich and grab another bottle of water before heading downstairs.

      Opening her cell, I find her sitting in the same spot I left her. Her big blue eyes look up at me with a mixture of fear and anticipation. I step into the cell to hand her the food and water.

      “Thank you,” she tells me quietly and places the stuff down beside her.

      “You need to go to the bathroom?”

      She nods her head and pushes herself up off the floor. I motion for her to walk ahead of me just like I did when I brought her down here. She follows my directions and steps out of the cell.

      “Two doors down, on the left.” I watch her go into the bathroom. “You have two minutes in there, not a second more.” She nods again and closes the door behind her. I keep looking at my watch, timing the two minutes, knowing damn well that she doesn’t have a watch on and there is no way for her to know the time. I shake my head and drop my arms.

      “Ten seconds left,” I yell through the door. Five seconds later the door opens, and Jessa appears in front of me.

      “Did my dad contact you yet?” she asks as I walk her back to the cell.

      “Nope,” I answer her.

      “He probably didn’t get the message yet. As soon as he gets it, he’ll clear up this whole thing.” Her certainty about her father’s innocence angers me on so many levels. I want to yell at her, tell her to stop being so stupid and open her eyes, but she will have to face those facts soon enough. I usher her into her cell and lock the door behind her.

      None of this is going as I thought it would. I figured she would be a spoiled brat, whining every second of the day, demanding things she has no right asking for. I expected so many things, but this is definitely not one of them. Why does she have to be so fucking sweet and innocent? This would be so much easier if she was the stuck up bitch I thought she would be.
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      Jessa

      

      With every passing moment, I’m more confused as to why I’m still here. They should have figured out by now that this whole thing was a mistake. My dad must have gotten their message and responded to it by now, so why am I still here? The uncertainty is worse than the actual fear of getting hurt. I have nothing to prepare me for what is to come, all I know is that these men aren’t to be messed with and that they will hurt me if they have to.

      I have no idea how long I’ve been sitting in this cell since I have no way of knowing what time it is with no windows. The same dim light coming from the ceiling fills the room every second of the day, making it almost impossible to sleep. I nibble on the sandwich and drink some of the water, but I don’t want to eat or drink too much, not without knowing when my next chance to go to the bathroom will be.

      Parts of me hope I don’t have to spend the night in this cell. The room is dirty and nasty, and not to mention it gives me the creeps. I can’t believe I’m even thinking this, especially since they’re the enemies in all of this, but I really want to sleep in bed with Trey and Wes again. It felt good, and I felt safe, which is ridiculous to say or even think since they kidnapped me, and have threatened me in a number of ways.

      But that’s the thing… they’ve threatened, that’s all they did. They didn’t actually hurt me, not really. I thought they would rape and beat me but there isn’t a single scratch on me, and my virginity is still very much intact.

      They did touch me, but their touch was gentle this morning and brought me unbelievable pleasure. I have this nagging feeling they were only rough on camera to keep me scared and to make my father bend to their will. Even after what Wes told me this morning, I don’t think they actually want to hurt me. I might be naive in my thinking, but I can’t help how I feel and right now I feel that they won’t injure me. Their actions don’t line up with their words.

      Those feelings evaporate when the door opens, and Wes appears in the doorway. I bite the inside of my cheek, my stomach clenching, heat filling my nether region. I don’t understand my reaction to his presence, to any of the men. I stare up at him. His face is void of all emotion just as Declan’s is constantly. I don’t know how they do it, but somehow they’re able to shut off their emotions. Must be a family trait because when Trey comes into view directly behind Wes, he looks the same and a shiver runs down my spine at the sight of both of them looking at me with not a sliver of emotion in their eyes.

      And without a doubt, I know that even if they don’t want to hurt me, they’re still going to. Trey steps into the room and close to me. His hands reach down for me. I blink slowly, thinking he is going to pull me to my feet, but instead he grabs the hem of my shirt and pulls it up and over my head, leaving me completely naked, completely exposed. I shiver as the cold air hits my bare skin.

      I’m barely registering what’s happening when he grabs me by the arm and pulls me into a standing position. My knees wobble, fear zinging through me. They’ve both seen me naked, so I don’t even bother trying to cover up, but I still don’t like being so exposed. It makes me feel cheap, used, and I’m certain that’s the point, for them to remind me that I’m nothing more than a means to an end. I’m young and naïve, but I’m not stupid.

      Neither of them says anything, and instead they each grab one of my arms, their warm hands wrapping around my slim limbs. They walk me back toward the room with the camera in it, each step seems to echo louder around me. I want to be brave, I don’t want to be weak and beg, but the moment we step into that room, my fear overtakes me, and I find myself fighting against their grasp.

      “Please, don’t do this,” I whimper, trying to dig my heels into the floor. Again, I’m met with nothing but silence. Instead of fighting me, they just pick me up like I weigh nothing and deposit me on the bed.

      Declan is already waiting, standing next to the bed, his face nothing more than the permanent mask he always wears. I peer up into his eyes and see nothing, and I wonder if he has a heart, if any of these men have a heart. Wes takes his spot on the other side of the bed, leaving me with no escape. I mean, I guess I could try and escape, but it would do me no good. Trey does something to the camera and the red light lights up, letting me know we are filming.

      “Time is up, old man. We have been more than patient with you. Maybe you think we are bluffing, that we aren’t fucking serious, so we’re going to show you how serious we are,” Wes’s lip curls into a snarl before he lifts his chin to Trey.

      Declan makes a grab for my arms and pulls me off the bed while Trey moves the camera to where we’re standing at the foot of the bed. I want to say something, beg them not to hurt me, but fear is strangling me, robbing me of the ability to speak. I can barely breathe, and tears prick at my eyes. But I refuse to give them the satisfaction of begging, or crying on camera again. I might have done so yesterday, but I won’t today.

      I glance over to Wes and Trey giving them one last pleading look, but they are stone-faced, their eyes cold. Declan’s large hands land on my shoulders and before I realize it, I’m being pushed roughly down to my knees. I squeeze my eyes shut and cry out knowing that my knees are about to hit the hard floor, probably crushing bones with the force of his hands. Except nothing happens. My knees never hit the hard, cold floor, instead they land on a pillow.

      When I blink my eyes open once more, I find Declan gazing down at me. He pulls my right arm up and ties it to the side of the bed, while Wes does the same with my left. Again, I want to fight them, but what’s the point? They’ll just hurt me more, make me cry, and prove further that they hold all the power.

      When they are done, Declan moves to stand directly in front of me. His crotch is at the same height as my face, and with my arms fastened to the bed, I know exactly what he is about to do. I know even before he starts to undo his pants and takes out his fully erect member.

      My stomach clenches, but only partly in fear. I can’t help thinking about the shower this morning and how good it felt to pleasure him. But one fleeting look tells me this experience might not be as pleasurable as the one earlier. At least not for me.

      My chest is heaving, my breasts bare and jutted out in front of me. Declan pinches my chin and tilts my face up forcing me to look at him.

      “If you bite me, I’ll personally pull out all your teeth. Got it?”

      I nod ferociously. I had no intention of biting him, but now I’m going to make an extra effort to keep my teeth away from his skin.

      “Now be a good little whore and open your mouth so I can fuck your face.” He releases my chin and I open my mouth, my bottom lip quivering as he pushes the smooth head of his cock between my lips. He slides over my tongue and all the way to the back of my throat, making me gag.

      Tears well in my eyes, and I try to remember what he said earlier, that I should swallow with each stroke. But this is different, harder, and when he starts to really thrust into my mouth, I find it harder to breathe, to swallow, to do anything but let him use my mouth as though I know he would use my pussy. And shockingly I can feel the wetness between my thighs pool and the familiar tingle of pleasure in my lower belly mount.

      Pleasure consumes me and all I can think about is his cock filling my pussy like he is filling my mouth. I imagine how he made me come with his finger this morning, how amazing it felt to come apart at his touch. For once he wasn’t cold, wasn’t as heartless as he normally is.

      Seconds tick by and his thrusts grow wilder. Soon he’s thrusting into my mouth relentlessly, to the point of suffocation. Panic grips me, and I gaze up at him, willing him to stop. I grip onto the restraints and try my best to focus on my breathing. I can feel drool slipping out the side of my mouth and down my chin. But I ignore it, it’s nothing. I continue to stare up at him, pleasure overtaking his features as his cock hits the back of my throat, and a muffled gag slips past my lips.

      I feel his hand cradle the side of my head and the touch is comforting and soothing all at once. It instantly calms me down and lets me concentrate on the throbbing between my legs. My wetness is dripping down my inner thighs as I feel his cock growing larger inside my mouth.

      With a loud growl he flexes his hips and with one final thrust into me he stills and his warm and salty cum fills my mouth. He drags his thick member over my tongue slowly until his head is right between my lips. Cum and drool dribbling down my chin.

      “Suck it clean like the dirty fucking slut you are, and swallow every last drop or else I’ll belt your ass,” he orders and I close my lips around the velvety smooth head and suck. His crude words only adding to the throbbing wetness between my legs.

      “We are going to leave your daughter tied up to the bed like this until we hear from you. We’ll take turns using her mouth tonight, then we’ll move to her pussy in the morning and finally to her ass by the afternoon. If you’re lucky, she might be recognizable by the time we get done with her,” Wes says into the camera before Trey turns it off.

      Fear spirals out of control inside of me and I actually think they might leave me here like this, but as soon as Declan is done tucking himself back into his pants, he leans down and starts to untie my wrist. Wes appears on the other side freeing my other wrist. Neither one of them looks at me or says a single word. Both of them are still stone-faced and emotionless which scares the shit out of me. How do they do this? Act unphased by the things that they do to me? I rub my wrists, the restraints having dug into my skin a little.

      I glance over at Trey who is also ignoring me, busying himself getting the SD card out of the camera. “I’m sending this now,” he murmurs before leaving the room.

      Wes and Declan pull me to my feet at Trey’s exit. My knees are weak, and I almost fall when they tug me forward. They drag me out of the room and back to the cell. I shiver with each step, my mind and body confused. My body wants to give in to the pleasure, but my mind knows how wrong it is, how fucked up it is. These men are the enemy, my captors. I shouldn’t want them, shouldn’t crave their touch.

      “I need to use the bathroom,” I whisper when we pass the door. They come to an abrupt stop and release me.

      “Two minutes,” Wes tells me sternly, and I hurry into the bathroom. I do my business quickly and then wash my hands and my face. I rinse out my mouth and drink straight from the faucet before taking a long look in the mirror. I’m completely naked, my blonde hair is uncombed and looks like a bird is residing in it, my normally pink lips are swollen, and my cheeks are flushed.

      I look like a mess…and oddly I like the way I look right now… like a sexy siren.

      Shaking my head at the ridiculous thought, I step out of the bathroom realizing that I must have been in there much longer than two minutes. Wes is standing in the hallway with his arms crossed over his chest, but he doesn’t say anything. I look down the hall noticing Declan’s now absent. I wonder where he went? Not that I should care. I should be glad he’s gone.

      “Come on, it’s time to go back to your cell.” Wes nods toward the end of the hallway and I walk in front of him until I reach the cell door. I pause briefly, my body unwilling to go back into the cell.

      “Do I have to spend the night in here?” I shift on my feet uncomfortably.

      “Would you rather spend the night tied up to the bed in the other room?”

      “No…I…” I would rather spend it in your bed. I think to myself, unable to let the words actually cross my lips.

      “That’s what I thought,” Wes chides and nudges me into the cell before shutting the door behind me. The lock turns and a sudden feeling of loneliness washes over me. I know that today is going to be far worse than yesterday. How, I don’t know, but I just feel it, the ache in my chest growing a little more with each day that I’m here.

      I pick up the shirt from the floor and pull it back on. Then I unfold one of the blankets and wrap myself up in it Curling up on the padded floor, I use the other blankets as a pillow. As I lay down, I pull my legs to my chest, the movement reminding me of the dull ache that still resides between my legs. For a second, I actually consider reaching a hand down between my thighs to get myself off. What the fuck? It’s a strange thing to be feeling.

      I’ve never been so confused in my life. Why am I not terrified of them? I mean, I’m scared but not as much as I should be, which is fucked up. I should be begging for them to let me go, trying my hardest to escape, fighting them, crying, and yet I’m not. I don’t understand why their touch comforts and turns me on instead of disgusting me. I have to be losing my mind. The thought makes me laugh out loud. I guess if I’m losing my mind, a padded cell is the right place to be.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            About the Author

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: ]
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