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1. Someone You Loved- Lewis Capaldi





Chapter One


“I’m going to kill him. I swear to god I’m going to fucking kill him.” I said, as I looked around the warehouse in disbelief.


Behind me, my youngest brother Elliot was carefully inspecting the door that had been left open with no signs of damage. My other brother, Mark, was searching among the overturned pallets and boxes, intent on finding something.


“It’s not here, Jed.” Mark said as he shook his head and looked up at me for instructions on what to do next.


There was only one man in the whole country who had the resources, and the sheer audacity to raid my warehouse. “David Kimber”.


They both stopped to stare at me while I paced the room, silently plotting.


“Elliot,” I called, barely turning my head around to look in his direction while the boy came rushing over to me. “Find out who was supposed to be working last night. Bring them to me.” Elliot nodded solemnly before leaving through the broken door.


Rubbing my forehead to ease the pressure, I looked around trying to assess the damage, not only to the warehouse but to our reputation. This was a game that was played on the illusion of power. We had other warehouses, it wasn't about the money or the product we had lost. It was about the message. Davie Kimber was telling me clearly that I had gone too far. I’d overstepped. He was effectively clipping my wings. I had known this would come— it wasn't a surprise. You can't go around provoking a giant, expecting it to be too big and too lazy to bother with retaliation.. But it angered me nonetheless. I’d always hated Kimber but now he was provoking my hatrid.


“We need to decide, Mark.” I stated. I could talk freely with him now that Elliot was safely out of earshot. “How far do we want to go with this?”


Mark regarded me for a moment. “You’re good at this Jed. Really fucking good. Kimber’s old, and his time is almost up. Someone will be along to replace him and if that someone isn't you…  you might as well just leave the country now.” 


I understood the predicament. It wasn't my intention to bring down Kimber. Not yet, while we were supposed to be building. But my brother was right. If it wasn't us, right now, then it would be someone else— and that someone else could be worse than Kimber.


“We’ll hit his distribution.” I decided.


Mark paused, clearly thinking carefully about how to phrase his disagreement. I could read him like a book. “Jed, do you want to annoy him or do you want to destroy him?”


“Destroy him, obviously.”


“So shouldn't we get him where it will hurt him the most?” Mark suggested.
I shrugged. “A man like Kimber doesn't have weak spots. If he did, someone would have tried it a long time ago. We just need to be relentless.”


“He has a granddaughter.” Mark pointed out.


We eyed each other for a few moments.


“We don't fuck with children, Mark.” I reminded him. There were rules.


“She’s not a child anymore.”


I considered it for a moment. This type of thing wasn't normally done. There were codes you followed- even amongst criminals. Nonetheless, I didn't immediately discount what my brother had suggested either. To destroy Davie one warehouse at a time could take years and a considerable amount of effort and resources. That was bad for business. Right now we needed to be focused on growth, on building, the last thing we needed was an open war with the biggest criminal gang in the country. But I knew no matter what we did, the war was coming. And Kimber had all but brought it to my door by raiding my warehouse. If I let this go unchecked, it would only be a matter of time before he raided another one, and another. I wasn't about to run this business like a game of cat and mouse, with me being the mouse.


I turned to my brother, his face was set in a hard, determined expression.  “What are you suggesting, Mark?”


“That the way to hurt Kimber could be through this girl.”


My thoughts raced. I’d have to personally destroy her. Eventually, I nodded my approval. This should be a doddle compared to burning warehouses and stealing vans. Unfortunate that an innocent girl had to suffer, but that was the risk you took when you had children in this business, for those children would one day grow into adults. 


“Tell me everything you know about her."




Chapter Two


It was winter and the streets of Edinburgh were freezing. On the pavements outside people hurried along, trying to get out of the icy cold wind that blew right through their numberous layers.


Despite the chill outside, my apartment was warm and cozy; the central heating in the refurbished Georgian tenement hard at work.


I had just got out of the bath and was lying down on the sofa, scrolling through my phone. I always did this after a bath. So much nicer to let the air dry you naturally than scrubbing yourself dry with a towel. I had my baths boiling hot and I think I needed that time to relax and wait for my blood pressure to go back to normal.


The night was already drawing in close outside. It was only 5 pm but daylight was scarce in this part of the world, at this time of year. I switched on the lamps in the lounge and checked my phone. I had about three hours until the girls would come over for drinks before we headed into town. It was my friend Kim’s birthday, and I had to go… as much as I dreaded the thought of getting ready.


Being the only one with my own apartment, I always hosted the pre-drinks. I didn’t really mind this— as a born introvert I was normally the one who would get ready, and then decide at the last minute that I couldn’t face a night of loud music and even louder boys. The type of boys who cared way too much about how they looked. At least when the girls came over I was forced to go out, be sociable and “have fun”.


I hauled myself into the right mindset and made my way through to my bedroom. Everything was silver and white, clean and cool, with a hint of luxury. Nothing flashy, nothing too obnoxious. My grandfather had spared no expense in choosing the apartment for me, and I’d spent the last year trying to make the empty shell he’d paid for feel like my own.
I supposed I was lucky to have all this at such a young age. Not everyone was given a brand new car for their 17th birthday, and a 2 bedroom luxury apartment in the heart of the capital for their 18th.


I had everything that my friends could only dream of… a good education, a nice house, a car. I was never short of money at the end of the month. I had never needed to get a part-time job to fund my way through college. I should have felt grateful, indebted to the man who’d given me everything a young girl could want. But I didn’t have the things that I actually wanted.


It was a cliche idea but one that was true.  That money couldn’t buy you happiness. That all that glitters is not gold. That the best things in life aren't things. I didn’t have any parents, any real family. I’d never had a boyfriend. I was nineteen years old and I hadn’t even kissed a boy. Not properly.  In high school, everyone had known who I was, and who I was related to, and what that man was capable of doing.


And so I was determined to finish my education and get out of this city. Far enough away that no one knew the name Kimber, no one knew who my grandfather was or what he would do. I barely even knew him myself. To me, he was just my grandad. I’d grown up with only my mum after my dad died when I was little. Then my mum lost herself at the bottom of a bottle and from the age of 12, I’d been a full-time boarder at school. I only ever saw my grandad a few times; on birthdays and special occasions. But somehow he seemed to have so much control over my life. It was a strange feeling, being suffocated by a man you barely even knew.


I checked the group chat as I sat down at my dressing table. I was stalling. Like always, I couldn’t be bothered going out. But it was Kims birthday and I had to make an effort. Louise was doing her makeup. Kim was doing her tan. I got my hairdryer out of the drawer and flipped my head upside down, I had better get a move on.


When the girls finally arrived I couldn’t help but be reminded of how different they were to me. Every time they went out they were scantily clad in dresses that showed huge amounts of cleavage, or tight skirts that showed every inch of their bronzed legs. I could never have dealt with the attention dressing like that would bring me. I tried to go for a more classy approach to the way I dressed, but realistically it probably came across as plain and boring. Tonight I'd chosen tight black jeans- which I thought hugged my figure suggestively instead of obviously- heels and a khaki silk blouse that only showed the faintest hint of cleavage.


I figured long ago that if boys were too scared to have me then perhaps I needed to attract a man? So far it hadn’t worked. The clubs we went to were full of twenty-somethings and students. I hoped that one day we would find ourselves in a bar where actual men frequented and when we did, I’d meet an actual man who appreciated me dressing like a mature woman. The thought made me feel better anyway.


As I came through with a tray of cocktails I’d made earlier, the girls were already laughing and shouting above one another about the antics of last weekend, when Louise had gone home with someone we all knew from high school.


“You did what?!” Kim shrieked in delight. Louise just giggled.


“He asked me to. I actually quite enjoyed it, I’m not going to lie!” the girls were in hysterics.


“Lewis Anderson… Remember that time in first-year French class, where he google translated some porno book and handed it in as his essay?” I giggled.


“I know, I know. I always fancied him. Thought he was a bit of a prick though.” Louise responded.


“Yeah until you got pricked by him!!” Kim added. We all laughed and sipped on our cocktails.


I was careful to only have one drink. I wasn’t much of a drinker, mostly due to a bad experience as a teenager where I’d woken up in some crack den house party after I’d drunk way more than my limit. I’d hated drinking ever since then, but I was enough of a socialite to know that I had to keep up appearances to fit in with my friends. So I nursed my drink like I always did and the girls never questioned me.


“Come on, drink up bitches. If we leave now we’ll still make free entry at the club.” Louise announced just after 10 pm. As if she needed the free entry. We duly gulped down the rest of our cocktails and did a final check of our makeup— which always ended up taking longer than I expected.


It was only a short walk from my apartment but we made slow progress due to the height of our heels, and the fact that Louise seemed to know every person on the street who passed by. She, of course, had to stop and chat, take a selfie, compliment them, find out what they were up to and where they were headed at the end of the night. It was a complete mystery to me how she managed it, but Louise was just naturally the life and soul of the party. Everywhere she went boys would chat her up, seek her approval. Girls would crowd around her, desperate for little bits of gossip, or to arrange a catch-up. In the past, at times I had wished I could have been more like Louise. But, all things considered, it seemed like a bit of a headache. I ushered her along, it was freezing and we didn’t have nearly enough clothes on to be outside for as long as we had been. I supposed that was a downside of not drinking alcohol, I felt the cold in all it’s harsh glory whereas the girls didn't seem phased by it in the slightest.


Eventually, we made it to the club three minutes before paid entry started. We’d have to start leaving a full hour before we actually needed to be there I thought, as I rolled my eyes.






Chapter Three


Across the street, I watched the girls from my car as they made their way out of Sarah's apartment. It was late. I wondered why the youth of today seemed to only go out when the night was almost over. I checked the time on my phone: 22.38. Flicking it open to send a text message to Mark, I told him they’d left and to head to the club.
She looked prettier that than she normally did, like she’d made at least a semblance of effort. My brothers and I had been watching her apartment for a few days and we were all quite intrigued by her. I had been expecting a typical spoiled little rich girl- a socialite, a fake little bitch who thought the world owed her insta-fame. But instead, I’d learned those were just the girls she called her friends. She was spoiled and she was rich and therefore most likely a brat, but Sarah was quite fucking boring in comparison. She went to college, she came home. Every weeknight was the same.
I had no idea what she did in her apartment every night, but she was definitely alone. Made sense considering her friends were insufferable and she’d never had a boyfriend. Her old grandad made sure of that.
This should be easy for me. I’d picked up countless girls from countless bars before tonight. The second they sniffed money or power, or both, they were all over me. I had considered Sarah might have been different, she already had money. To an extent she already had power too, although I wasn’t sure if she realized that at the time.
I’d tried having girlfriends years ago, but it never worked out. I always liked the idea of having a wife to listen to my woes and to suck my cock until I forgot about how many people wanted to kill me. A wife to give me children who’d grow up and take over the empire I was building from nothing. But every woman I got involved with, sooner or later, became obsessed with me.
I demanded that they made me the center of their world, and it was as if in doing so I had turned myself into a drug to them. The more I retreated, the more insane they became. I wasn't willing to give them the things that they demanded from me.
I told them from the start that I would not love them, so don’t expect it. But they never listened. And so I’d given up on ever finding a woman years ago. But now I was going to do to Sarah what I’d done to those women in my past. The only difference being that with Sarah, it wouldn't be accidental like it was back then. I was going to purposefully destroy her body and her mind,  and then send her back to the man I hated most. I’d stand back and laugh as he slowly realized that his darling granddaughter was desperately in love with his worst enemy. If that didn't bring the giant to my table, then nothing would. 
Getting out the car, I followed the group of girls into the bar.






Chapter Four


My friends and I went to our usual table, just off the dance floor. We ordered a bottle of vodka and a few pitchers of mixers. I liked it better that way, it meant I could pour just the tiniest drop of vodka and no one would really notice.


Louise was already teetering around on her heels and had barely sat down before she was up again. I watched her from the table as she gyrated around on the dance floor with a drink in her hand. Typical.


I looked around and spotted a man sitting at the bar who seemed to be glancing over at me. He was handsome. In fact, that wa an understatement- this man was gorgeous. God-like. He was nothing like the boys my friends would end up taking home. He was far older, possibly in his mid-thirties. He obviously worked out, his large frame and muscles clearly visible despite his black shirt. But his body came from more than just hours at the gym, everything about him was large. He looked powerful, and he sat in that chair like he owned the whole fucking bar.


I tried not to make it obvious that I noticed him, but he was definitely looking at me. I decided in that instant that I wanted him. I didn’t care who he was, the perfect gentleman or an arrogant bastard, he was going to be mine. With my arm, I motioned for Louise and Kim to come back to the table.


“Don’t look right now.” I started. “There’s a guy at the bar, black shirt. I think he’s giving me the eyes.” They both turned around instantly to locate him. Fucking idiots.


“He’s absolutely smoking hot.” Kim stated.


“I think that’s Jed Campbell,” Louise yelled above the music.


“You know him?”


“Nah, not really. I just know people who know him. He’s insanely gorgeous. And you’re right, he is staring.” Louise said, raising her perfectly powdered eyebrows.


“Go and talk to him.” Kim suggested, “Here, down a few of these for courage?” She handed me a drink that was far more vodka than the mixer. I didn’t hesitate, I gulped it down and waited to feel the courage Kim had promised.


I had already decided I wanted him, but how would I actually get him? I’d never done this before, never felt like I wanted to.  He didn’t look like a man you just walked up to and asked to buy you a drink, like I’d seen my friends do countless other times with boys our own age.


“I can’t. Fucking hell, look at him! Louise will you go and ask him out for me?”.


“Jesus Sarah, what are you like 12?!” She shook her head, but got up anyway, before I could tell her I was only half serious. Kim quickly followed her, clearly, she didn’t want to miss out on anything.


I instantly regretted asking her. What a pussy. Surely nothing I could have done would have been worse than expecting a 30-odd-year-old man to be impressed by a teenager getting her mates to ask him out for her.


I waited at the table, a little knot forming in the pit of my tummy. I gulped down another drink and then started sipping on the next one. A few moments later Kim returned alone.


“OK, so I don’t know what she’s playing at! But she told that guy who you were, and who you were related to.” Kim related, her eyes watching me cautiously.


“She did WHAT?!” I shouted over the thumping music. “Why would she do that?” I was astounded. I thought of the old saying- who needed enemies with friends like mine.


If Jed had even been interested, he sure as hell wouldn’t be now that he knew who my grandfather was. What a bitchy thing to do. I felt the sudden urge to get out of there before I made a scene. I wanted to go home and forget about the rooty cow I had called my friend and the handsome stranger I had wanted to fuck.  But Kim convinced me to let it go and try to enjoy the night- it was her birthday after all. I reluctantly agreed, but made an excuse and went off to the bathroom to try to compose myself first.


I locked myself in a cubicle and ashamedly tried to fight back the tears. You know when you can feel your thoughts racing and you’re just winding yourself up more and more? That was me. I only really had two friends in my whole life and the betrayal stung. Louise had always been selfish and a little too interested in cock, I knew that, but Louise could have any man in the room. Why did it have to be the one I was interested in?


Coming out of the cubicle I fixed my lipstick at the mirror and tried to pull myself together. Louise was really drunk, she probably didn’t know what she was doing and would be really sorry in the morning, once Kim had reminded her what she’d done. And a man like Jed probably wouldn’t be interested in me anyway. In fact, he was probably only staring because I stuck out like a sore thumb— sitting quietly by myself at a table in my shit clothes while my friends danced skimpily around me.


I left the bathroom and was searching the dance floor for my friend— note the lack of plural, Louise could fuck herself- when I spotted Kim and Louise sitting at the table I had just left. Except now, they weren’t alone. Jed was there, with his friend, and Louise was perched on the arm of his chair with her over-exposed tits thrust in his face and her arm draped around his shoulder. I watched as Louise threw her head back and giggled in delight at something he’d just said. I hated her.


I wasn’t about to sit over there and watch as Louise threw the cold, hard, rejection in my face. The music was too loud, the room was too warm and busy. Fuck this. I turned on my heels and walked straight out the door, sighing in relief as the cool night air hit me.


By the time I got back to my apartment, the room was starting to spin a little. I knew I needed to eat something to soak up the vodka I had drank, but I also really needed my bed. Stripping my clothes off in the kitchen I stumbled around looking for something to eat. Bread! That’ll do fine I thought, as I tore off small pieces and forced it down my dry mouth. Water. God, I was so drunk. I stumbled through to my bedroom and struggled into the first nightdress I found in my drawer. I'd deal with taking my makeup off in the morning.


My phone vibrated and I flicked open the notification to reveal a drunken message from Kim “wr are yio? XxXxxxxxxc”. Deciding to switch my phone off, I lay on the bed and fell asleep only when my mind had stopped reeling.


I was woken up god knows how many hours later by an unfamiliar voice saying my name. Waiting for my eyes to adjust to the blackness that surrounded me, I sat up trying to work out whether or not to scream for help. I remembered the small knife I kept under my bed, something my dad had always made me do even as a tiny child. Probably useless in situations such as this, but I’d feel better with it in my hands. Blindly I reached down to find it, clutching the cool handle in my trembling hands.


“Who’s there?” I stuttered, my voice shaking no matter how much I tried to compose myself. No reply, but something shifted at the end of my bed.


“What the fuck do you think you’re doing in my room?” This time I was more confident. Maybe it was the vodka courage kicking in. I was met with silence again but could vaguely make out the shape of a figure, now that my eyes were beginning to adjust.


“HELP!!!!!” I belted. I didn’t know what else to do. What do you do in that situation?


“Shh… shh shh…. Sarah,” he started— and I could tell it was a he— as if he was comforting a child who had just woken up from a nightmare. Perhaps I had. “That’s no way to greet a man who only wants to get to know you better.” He said in a tone so soft that it was almost menacing.


“Well, I suppose I like to see a man’s face before they get to know me better.” I retorted. Why was I goading him? I needed to think.  


“Haha!” He chuckled, taking my goad and teasing me with it. “And what difference will seeing my face make to our fucking?” The softness had all but gone from his voice now and I panicked. His voice was deep, strong. A voice that demanded to be listened to. So he was that type of man. 


“There’s a gun in my hand and dark or not, make no mistake I’ll find a target at least once.” I threatened. The lie sounded better in my head than it did spoken out loud.


“Well aren’t you the little gangster.” he chuckled. “But here’s to betting your virginity there’s no gun in that hand.”


“You so sure about that?” I asked.


“You’d have cocked it by now.”


I had no smart answer for that one. We measured each other as the silence grew. How did he know my name? That I was a virgin? Just when I began to consider yelling for help again, he flicked open a lighter and lit up a cigarette. The tiny light guided him over to my dresser and he held it to the candle that sat on top. As he took a long draw of his cigarette and turned slowly to face me, my breath caught in my throat when I realized the stranger was none other than Jed Campbell.


My thoughts reeled. It was strange, in some ways I felt relief that it wasn’t some predator. But then I came back to my senses. Who said predators had to be old and ugly, and not young and handsome and strong? How did he know where I lived? Had Louise come back and let him in? She had a key. I wondered if Louise was actually passed out in the spare bedroom, and this prick had come through hoping to get round two of action from me. 


“No gun that I can see.” he taunted me with his eyes as he glanced at my pathetic little knife and exhaled smoke into my room. I hated cigarette smoke.


“Looks like you won.” I shrugged, trying not to provoke him. I needed time to think and to do that, I had to make sure things didn’t escalate. My phone was switched off but maybe Louise had hers, if I could just stall him enough to get to her. He watched me like a hawk as I backed up towards my headboard.






Chapter Five


I took in the sight of her. Her choice of sleeping attire was not what I’d expected at all. The Sarah I’d seen earlier at the club was dressed modestly, like a little girl in her mums clothes. But the Sarah who knelt up on the bed before me now was wearing a sexy as hell black silk nightdress that pushed her tits up and barely covered her arse. She was like a riddle to me. I hadn’t planned on engaging with her here, at least not tonight. I had planned to come in, and get her out and into the car as quickly as possible. There was a bottle of something in my pocket that would make sure she went quietly, if it came to that.


It wasn’t supposed to come to that though. I was supposed to chat her up in the club, ply her with alcohol, make her feel special, invite her back to my house. I was trying to rip the stupid blonde bitch off me when she came out of the bathroom and ruined it. This was the next best thing I could come up with.


“So is this the part where I claim my prize?” I asked.


“Tsk. What, are you bored of Louise already? I'm not any man's second choice.” She lay back on her pillows, crossing her legs. She didn’t even mean to tease me but I was responding despite trying hard not to. My cock stirred at the sight of her creamy thighs as her tiny dress hitched further up her legs. I reckoned I could fuck the spoiled brat attitude right out of her if I had long enough. Already she was acting jealous, catty, possessive. Fucking women.


“Ahh, Little Louise. Sweet girl. But she’s not built for the things I do to women.” I began unbuttoning my shirt, wondering how far she would take this. She wanted to ask what exactly I did to women. I could see it written as clear as day across her face. But she just closed her mouth and watched me cautiously. I made an attempt to fix this shit-show.


“I wasn’t ever interested in Louise.” I explained.


“Looked like you were from where I was standing.” She pouted. That would be the first thing I corrected when she was mine.


“Yeah and if you’d waited for all of two minutes before you stormed away in a huff, you’d have seen me telling her to fuck right off.”


Sarah giggled, only slightly. It was working.


“How did you know where I lived?”


I shrugged, thinking on my feet. “Kim told me. And gave me your number. I had some things to do, then when I tried to call you, your phone was switched off.”


“So what, you thought you’d just break into my house?”


“Your door was wide open.”


Her mind was working overtime trying to assess if I was telling the truth or lying. She must have decided on truth. “So you thought you’d just invite yourself in?” She questioned.


“Exactly. Thought I’d see if you were alright. But then you started screaming your head off, threatened me with your make-believe gun and lost your virginity in a bet. Believe me, I wasn’t expecting my night to end up like this either.”


She laughed. She seemed to be enjoying the game now that she realized I wasn’t some evil rapist intent on killing her. She was starting to believe I was actually interested in her.


I put my cigarette out in her expensive candle and finished taking my shirt off.




Chapter Six


He was incredible. Not at all like the boys my friends found attractive. Jed was a man in every sense of the word. He was tall, at least a foot taller than I was, and probably about twice as wide too.  His hair was dark, a clean line of stubble grazed his face. His features chiseled, his lips full. He removed his shirt to reveal intricate black and grey tattoos on both of his arms and across his broad shoulders. This was a man that I could fantasize about for the rest of my life, and he was standing in my bedroom, half naked. I wanted him. And for once, someone seemed to want me too. He knew about the threat of my grandfather. Louise had made sure he knew the risks, but somehow that hadn't phased him.


“Take off your dress.” He ordered.


He had a tone that made me want to listen to him. I didn't think this was how my first time would go, not by any stretch of the imagination. But I’d been waiting for my first time for years. Even if this man wasn’t my Prince Charming, at least it would be out of the way for when my prince finally did come along…


I decided to do what he asked and stood up from my bed, still keeping some distance between us. I put the knife down on my bedside table. Taking a deep breath, I grabbed the bottom of my nightdress and lifted it up with both hands, before pulling it up and over my body. Throwing it on the floor at my feet, my brain was only just beginning to process what was happening. This was the first time anyone had seen me naked. It was horrendously nerve-wracking, but at the same time, a rush of excitement and adrenaline was building in my stomach.


Jed stared at me while he emptied his pockets on to my dresser. I felt my cheeks get hot and I struggled to look him in the eye. He made his way over to my bed to lay down in the spot I’d just moved from, propping his head up on the pillows like he lived here. He was arrogant, but I couldn't help finding that attractive.


“Come here” he motioned me with his head. I quickly realized I wasn’t the one in control of the situation, but strangely I was starting to like it.  When I wasn’t in control, I didn’t have to think too hard about anything. Certainly not about the fact that I’d probably regret this come the morning when I wouldn't see him for dust. His cool tone when he ordered me around made me want his approval. Validation that I was doing well.


I followed his order and climbed on the bed while he guided my thighs until I was straddling his waist. Immediately I felt the length of his hard shaft under his trousers between my exposed legs. My cheeks flushed at the thought of him entering me.


“I’m going to warn you right now Sarah, I don’t do anything by half measures.”


“Hmm?”


His hands moved to trace the inside of my thighs with his fingertips, at first a gentle tickle and then firmer with his nails. I reacted by squirming against the sensations, which seemed only to spur him on even more.


“I don’t stand for anything less than a perfect little slut, whose only aim is to please. Understand?”


“Yes.”


He dug his nails into the inside of my thighs, raising his eyebrows in silent expectation.


“Yes, Sir.” I corrected.


He went back to the gentle rhythm on my thighs, scratching first and then rubbing the pain away. I had no idea what to do so I let my body do what it wanted to, and right now it wanted to rub against him.


‘Good little girl.” He grabbed a hold of my hips with both his hands and began to move me against him in the same way I’d been doing it myself. Slowly at first, and then harder, slightly faster. I could feel myself getting wetter, the first hint of pressure between my legs beginning to build. I kept going, trying to bring it closer as he rocked me in a steady motion. A gentle moan escaped my lips, I couldn't help it.


“Have you ever been touched before?”


I shook my head.


“You’ve touched yourself though, haven’t you?”


I blushed, nodding.


“And did you come?”


“No, Sir. Never.”


“Good. You’re going to come for me tonight.” He sat up, and with two hands he began his assault on my breasts while my arms clung around his neck to stop myself from falling. I couldn't help moaning in delight as he started to kiss and suck on my nipples, his rough hands cupping my breasts and holding me towards him.


I couldn’t believe how quickly things had escalated. I knew this was bad, I barely even knew this man. I would regret this in the morning when he left and never spoke to me again. But for now, he was touching me in ways I’d only ever dreamed of being touched. His voice had cast a spell over me, like I was utterly powerless. My body was responding to everything he did, and yet, it still wanted more.


His hands moved to my hips and he helped me grind myself over his covered shaft. I felt my own wetness on his trousers as I rubbed myself frantically against him.


“You want to come?”


“Yes. Yes, Sir.” I breathed.


“Then you need to work for it.” his hands left my hips and moved up to my neck, circling it easily. I felt momentarily lost without him helping me, but I couldn’t stop even if I wanted to. His hands clenched tighter and I had to breathe carefully. His mouth moved to my ear and he sucked on my earlobe, bit it, licked it, fucked it with his tongue. I squirmed in response, frustrated that I couldn’t get to where I wanted to go.


“What do you need?” He whispered.


“I need your cock. I can’t do it.”


“You’ll get my cock when you earn it, now come for me.”


“I don’t know how to.” I sighed in frustration as I rode him. Sensing my desperation, he placed my nipples firmly between his fingers and thumbs and pulled them up towards him. My back arched and my head automatically fell back, forcing my exposed pussy directly onto his hard stomach. I moaned as the pain mixed with sheer pleasure. I had no idea this was even possible, that pain could actually make it feel better. In that moment I wanted him to give me more, I needed to know how much of this I could take.


“You like that? Hmm?” He pulled harder.


“Yes, Sir.”


With me in my arched position, he moved his arm to the small of my back to hold me there, draped over him with my breasts heaving dangerously close to his face.


He brought his free hand down and smacked me across my bare breast. I yelled out as the force of it took me by surprise, but he was quickly rubbing the sting away and shushing me into submission.


“Good girl. Take it for Daddy.”


I felt a rush of delight run through me at his words. I wasn’t Sarah, I wasn’t me, I was a little toy to be used however he decided. And I fucking loved it.


I clenched my legs around his stomach and writhed against him, not caring that I was leaving a trail of wetness all over him. I had to get closer somehow, deeper. But there was nowhere to go.


He slapped me again, harder this time and I screamed. But there was no gentle hand next, just a rough grab as he pulled them and kneaded them together in his huge hand.


His mouth caught mines and I tried to kiss him but it was utterly useless. He didn’t want to kiss me, he wanted to fuck me with his mouth. He wanted to claim it as his own and I took it hungrily while he pulled on my tits and ground my pussy against him.


“You’re a dirty little slut and you will learn to come when I demand it. You’re going to learn to crave my cock inside you. You’re going to learn to take my cum in every single one of your tiny little holes.” I moaned in delight as he invaded my mouth with his tongue each time he finished a sentence. I sensed I was almost there. I just needed something to push me over the edge.


I slipped my hand down below me, searching for his cock. In that moment that was all I cared about. I had to know what it felt like, if it would satisfy this need that was taking over my entire body. He grabbed a hold of my wrists and forced them behind my back.


“I think we need to tie these hands up before they get in the way.” He whispered, his breath hot on my skin. I came to my senses as panic spread through me and I looked around, searching to see if escape was a possibility. I didn’t do this. I heard stories of girls who let men do this and it never ended well. And a man I had only just met? A man who seemingly enjoyed causing me pain? No fucking way.  


“No.” I shook my head. Thinking that perhaps this had gone too far, I pushed my arms down hard, breaking his one-handed grip efficiently, and tried to scramble off the bed. Jed was on me straight away, his strong arms quickly crushing my small body into his much larger one.


I fought him though. I wouldn’t be taken so easily and if I was, I sure as hell wasn’t going to let him enjoy it. “No!” I said it again, forcefully this time. He was strong but the sheer size of him made him much slower than I was. As he tried to catch my arm in his grip, I slid it past him and cracked my fist deliberately against the edge of his clenched jaw.


“Fucks sake” I gasped, not expecting it to hurt me more than it did him. Taking my chance, I made a grab towards my bedside table where the knife lay and quickly picked it up in my hands. I was shaking.


“Get the fuck away from me.” I demanded, the knife now outstretched before me. He looked me up and down and laughed.


“You’re gonna use that on me- like you did your gun?” He raised his eyebrow to mock me.


“If it stops you I’ll use whatever’s needed.” I bit back, pushing my disheveled hair from my eyes.


“I thought you were enjoying it? Look at what you're doing to me.” He glanced down with his eyes towards his cock and my eyes followed, I couldn't help it.


He used my split-second of distraction to his advantage and grabbed a hold of my wrists. Pushing them firmly down at my sides, he squeezed my wrist until I had no choice but to drop the knife.  I immediately realized as I struggled that his efforts up to this point had been nothing more than a game. I had no power over him.


He pushed my face down onto the bed and held me there with one hand while he removed his belt. Holding my wrists together behind my back, he wrapped the belt around and buckled it tightly as I thrashed and kicked with everything I had. This was it, I thought. I’m done.


“I’m not gonna hurt you.” He said, taking a sigh of relief now that I could barely move.


“You’re hurting me now.” I replied, disdainfully.


“You shouldn’t have fought me.” His tone was unapologetic.


“Oh right, so I’ll just lie right here quietly while you beat me and rape me and probably slit my throat as a parting shot? Go and fuck yourself!”


He laughed, and then bent down over me to kiss my ear.


“I like my bedmates of the living sort.” he chuckled. “And I’ve never killed a soul who didn’t already have it coming. Never raped a girl either, never had to.” He began sucking on my earlobe, and as much as it shamed me I couldn't help that what he was doing was affecting me.


“If you’re not gonna kill me or rape me then get out.” I demanded. I was done with his games.


“If you’re so desperate to go then fine. We’ll go.”


He walked back to the dresser to where he’d emptied his pockets of his belongings and picked up a small object, but it was too dark for me to see what it was.


Placing the vial directly under my nose, he only had to wait a few seconds before the world was slowly drifting away from me, and I forgot about fighting, forgot that any of it even mattered.




Chapter Seven


She went out like a light, just as I had expected.


I hadn’t meant for any of this to happen, but she was so fucking sexy. Why hadn’t I noticed that before? She wasn’t my usual type, not by a long shot. I normally fucked girls who looked like proper whores, bleach blonde hair and glossy blow-job lips, fake tits, horrible tans. Messy but disposable.


Sarah wasn’t any of that. I don’t think she was even fully developed yet. She had a young face for 19, long chocolate hair and big dark eyes that looked into your soul and screamed ‘own me’. She was lost, completely fucking lost and unsure of herself. And that turned me on more than any confident blonde slut who was desperate to take her clothes off.


She wasn’t a plain-Jane though. Not by any stretch of the imagination. She at least had a bit of fight in her, that would make it fun for me which would ultimately make it better for her. I took the belt off her wrists and turned her back over. This was wrong, I shouldn’t have let her strip naked. But, if she’d just fucked me like she had wanted to in the first place, I would have let her get dressed before I bundled her into the car.


I put my shirt back on and searched the room for something to cover her with. Seeing a pink bathrobe hanging over her chair I grabbed it and lifted her up while I wiggled her arms inside it. She was as light as a fucking feather. A tiny little doll in my arms. I gathered her up off the bed and blew out the candle as I left, didn’t want to burn the place down. Couldn’t have old Davie thinking she’d died in a fire. That would be too kind.


I texted Mark to pull the car up outside and prayed to god the street wasn’t too busy. How would that look, bundling a limp body into the back of a car in the middle of the night?


I arranged her in my arms so her little legs were tucked up into her chest and her head rested on my shoulder, as if I was carrying a sleeping child. I chuckled, she fucking looked like one now. Thank god for her fluffy baby pink bathrobe. That’s exactly what people would think if they clocked us at first glance.   


Hearing Mark pull the car up onto the pavement I opened the door and walked straight over to the car, opening the door and tossing her inside in one long fluid motion. My heart raced slightly, I wasn’t a fucking machine.


I got in the back of the car with her and ordered Mark to drive while I tied her wrists and her feet together. I couldn’t risk her waking up in the car and causing utter chaos when she realized what had happened to her. Would she be a fighter I wondered? If tonight was anything to go by, that was quite possible. Made no difference though, not really. I gave her a week until she was broken, a week at the most.




Chapter Eight


I woke up wrapped in my housecoat in the front seat of a parked car. It took all of two seconds for me to realize my hands were tied in front of me, and my legs were secured tightly together with a thin rope around my bare ankles. I tried to scream only to realize there was a gag in my mouth. Looking around desperately, I thought I was in some sort of garage, maybe? Trying the door with my bound hands I realized it was locked. Shit. The memories of the night before were quickly coming back to me. How long had I been passed out for? Thinking there could be someone nearby who could help me, I began to frantically bash on the windows.


A figure approached the window from behind and the door swung open. I jumped back in surprise, eyeing the man like a scared dog. This would not be a rescue attempt, I could tell that by the way he looked at me, his eyes were menacing.


“Out!” The man demanded. I wondered how I was supposed to get out with my hands and wrists tied together? But I must have paused longer than he intended because the man instantly grabbed a hold of my hair with one large clenched fist and began to drag me out of the car.


I fell to the floor with an excruciating thud. With no use of my arms and legs, there was nothing to break my fall. There was nothing to help me up either. I lay there pathetically on the cold, hard concrete, bracing myself for what he would do to me next.


“Fucking hell Mark.” The voice of a second man. I heard his footsteps as he came rushing over. He crouched down beside me and picked me up in his arms as if I were little more than a child.


“Get the door.” He asked as he started walking.


We went up a few steps and once through the door, the temperature changed significantly and warm air surrounded me, although it wasn’t enough to stop me shivering.


He carried me along a passage which opened up into a huge hallway. The floors were light polished tiles that sparkled as we walked over them. On the wall beside us sat a console table with a vase and flowers, a lamp, and a huge mirror above it. The center of the room was dominated by two large wooden staircases which sloped up opposite each other to the floor above. Between the two, a glittering crystal chandelier hung down, casting a gentle golden light across the room.


The man crossed the room and took me up the stairs, through the large house and into one of the bedrooms. If I was scared before then I was utterly panicking now. He set me down on the edge of the huge four-poster bed in the center of the room. My heart pounded in my chest and I could feel myself start to sweat. Why was I in a bedroom, on his bed? What did he want?  


“I’m gonna take off your gag now ok? Just behave yourself. Don’t scream and my brothers won’t hurt you.” The man warned.


“Please,” I begged, the second it was off me. “Please, let me go. I haven’t done anything wrong. Please!”


The man looked towards the door and shushed me, urging me with his eyes to be quiet. “I’m gonna have to gag you again if you don't stop.”


“Please, I’m begging. Let me go and I swear I won't go to the police!” My voice was strained and my face was desperate. This man had a kind face, not like the first man who had dragged me out of the car. I had thought this man was my attacker but he appeared shifty, as if on edge himself. Maybe he was uncomfortable with this? If I could only just get through to him.


He went for the gag again in the hopes of stopping me but the second I caught sight of it I started screaming and struggling like a woman possessed. I wasn't putting that back in my mouth.


Just then, Jed appeared at the door, taking in the scene before him as I tried to scramble further up the bed and the man tried to restrain me.


“Elliot, fuck off.” He motioned with his eyes for the man to get out. At the sight of him, I stopped screaming and struggling and sat up to watch him, panic rising in my chest. Panic and something else, something I’d never felt before.


“Scream like that again and I swear to god I’ll put you over my knee until you have a reason to scream.” He threatened, walking over to the bed to stand before me.


“Fuck you.”  He didn't say I couldn't swear.


“I don’t tolerate women swearing at me.”


“I don't tolerate men touching me.”


“You’ll fucking beg for me to touch you before long.”


“Ha! Your arrogance is sickening.”


“Your brattiness is making my cock hard.”


So I did something I’d never done before, but given the circumstances, it felt like the only thing I could do. I spat at him the second he had finished his sentence. What was I doing? Where did that come from?


Jed's eyes turned menacing and he grabbed me with two strong arms, quickly sitting on the bed and pulling my body over his bent knees.


I kicked and thrashed my body around but he got me under control with barely any effort. He locked my bound wrists in his single hand and pulled them up towards him until I thought my shoulders would snap.


“Enough!” I begged. “Please, I’ll stop. I’ll stop.”


He wasted no time in pulling my housecoat up to expose my naked bottom. He let go of my wrists and they fell down against me, utterly numb. His hands reached for my asscheeks, kneading and pulling them apart until I sobbed in embarrassment. His hands pulled back and I clenched in defense, sensing what he was going to do. His palm crashed down on my naked flesh and I screamed at the shock of it, but it only seemed to spur him on. He continued, thrashing me again and again while I begged and pleaded with him to stop.


I had watched movies and read books before about people who snap. He was seeing red, he wasn’t thinking about me, the fact I’d spat on him, the fact I’d rejected him just hours before. This man had a rage inside him that I couldn't comprehend. Why did he hate me, I wondered?


The pain was too much, unbearable now and my screams seemed to only make it worse. Only when I stopped screaming and fighting, and embraced what he was doing to my body did the pain start to ease. I took my head away, to some other place and I stopped mentally fighting it. I wondered if I would find peace in that place? It was like being in a dream, I was real but at the same time, I wasn’t.


When he sensed my body go limp, and my screams turn to muffled whimpers he finally stopped, and instead of slapping me his hands started rubbing away the soreness in long gentle motions. It felt nice. 


“Are you ready to behave now?”


“Yes.” I replied, in a daze.


“Yes, what?”


“Yes. Sir?” I added, not quite sure if that’s what he meant for me to call him. 


He lifted me up so I was sitting on his lap, my stinging bottom brushing against the harsh fabric of his jeans.




Then he did what I least expected him to do. He held me. He rocked me as if I was a little girl, planting kisses on my forehead and stroking my hair. I didn't fight him, this time. I needed to be comforted, it felt good, secure, and he was the only one I had. It was as if I was losing myself in a dream and he was the only thing holding onto me.


I lay still in his arms, doing nothing except trying to stop my pathetic little sobs. My cheeks were wet and my nose was running but I couldn’t wipe them., not with my arms still useless. Why did I care what I looked like anyway?




Chapter Nine


My cock was hard, I couldn’t help it. It had been a long time since I’d felt that much power. I usually left the rage parts of the job to Mark. But I enjoyed power and control. That was why I was in the business. That and the money, of course.


When I finally released her and put her back down on the bed beside me she looked like a lost little girl, too scared to look. Too terrified to open her eyes and find everything she loved was gone.


She finally came to her senses and started backing away from me, her face strained as her red hot arse slid across the bedsheets. She was obviously terrified now.


I followed her slow progress and she only stopped when she reached the headboard and could go no further. I took off the rope that was keeping her hands and feet together. Something told me her fight was all but gone now, but I warned her anyway.  “Don’t even think about it.”


I slid her bare arms out of her housecoat. “Lie down.” I ordered as I pulled back the bedcovers and motioned her to get in.


Her breath was shaking now, she closed her eyes as she slipped into my bed. I got up and locked the door by punching a code into the system. She would realize she was locked in, and there was no escape. She would be lying there thinking of what I was about to do to her. I could feel my cock hardening. This would be torture, lying beside her naked, helpless body. But I had to do the unexpected. I had to keep her guessing. I had to take away everything she thought she knew, so that eventually the only thing in the world she could be certain of would be me.


I came back over to the bed and began removing my clothes, not stopping until I stood naked before her. Her eyes were drawn to my body, eyeing me up and down until she focused on my cock. I don't think she even realized how sexy that was, her face worried but curious at the same time. She’d probably never seen a cock before. She shifted over, trying to get further away from me and hoping I wouldn’t notice.


I did.






Chapter Ten


Surely that was never going to fit inside me? I couldn't help looking. His whole body was so striking. Everything about him was thick, honed, defined. His thigh was probably as large as my waist. Somehow in the club, with a few vodkas in me and some clothes on him, I hadn't realized just how large this man was. I had been so caught up in his face I had completely disregarded the rest of him. How could I cope with a man of this size, this strength? He would surely crush my body the instant he lay on top of me. My friends had all told me the first time was sore, but assured me it got better. Would it get better, with a man like him? I wasn't sure it would.


Jed opened his bedside drawer and removed a pair of black, enforced fabric straps. “Put your hands up above your head.”


I shook my head, panicking. I couldn’t let him do this to me, I had to fight him. But I was absolutely terrified. Watching as his face turned from expectation to rage, I slowly slid my hands up towards the headboard and closed my eyes.


Fresh tears slid down my cheeks while he strapped the cuffs around my wrists, and secured the length between the cuffs around the slat at the edge of the mattress.


I always thought I would be stronger than this. I thought I would fight more than I did. My tears turned to sobs as the reality of what was about to happen dawned on me. He wasn’t going to be gentle, he was going to hurt me. I tried to shift my arms but each of them could only shift a few inches in either direction.


It was hopeless. I was done with fighting. I wouldn’t give him the satisfaction, he obviously likes it rough. See how he liked fucking a limp and lifeless body.


Jed gave the straps a tug to make sure they were secure and then pulled back the covers and got in the bed beside me. Though his body didn’t touch me, I could feel the heat radiating from him. I realized I was cold.


I felt him turn in bed to watch me. I couldn’t look at him. I didn’t want to see his face and wonder how different this night could have been if he wasn't so intent on hurting me. Another tear escaped me at the thought of it. Should I have just slept with him, in my bedroom? Maybe if I’d given him what he wanted he’d have left and never contacted me again? A tiny part of me wondered if that would have hurt more, to freely give him everything and then watch him walk away.


He reached his hand up from under the covers and wiped my wet cheek with his finger. He traced my lips, breathing slowly. I couldn't move, even if I wanted to. My fear had me in a trance, I wanted to go back to that place I’d been earlier when he was thrashing me, but I was stuck here in the present, with him.


He pulled the covers down to expose my breasts and watched as they moved with every deep, panicked breath I took. When he moved I braced myself for the impact, but it never came. Instead, he turned over to switch off the lamp on his side table, then stuck his arm under his pillow and lay quietly, his back pressed gently against the side of my body. I lay awake listening to him until his breath finally steadied and he drifted off to sleep. I was left wondering what the hell was happening to me.


I must have slept eventually because when I woke up, I woke up alone. He was gone.


My hands were still secured above my head although somehow I’d managed to turn over onto my side. I tried to flip myself back around and groaned as every muscle in my body ached. I thought it was morning, although with no windows or natural light it was hard to tell.


Jed had left his bedside lamp on, I noted. Looking around, this wasn’t at all what I had expected his room to be. There was nothing modern here, everything had the air of a large country house. Ornate furniture, bold and rich colors. The paneled walls were covered in paintings, deep red velvet drapes covered the walls where the windows should be. His bed dominated the room, it’s posts made of dark wood and carved out with foliage. The headboard was plush champagne buttoned velvet, the bed sheets white silk.


He obviously had money, that was a certainty. It didn’t make sense though. I thought there could only have been two reasons he would abduct me. Money had crossed my mind, perhaps he was going to extort my grandfather in exchange for my safe return? I wondered if my grandfather would even care. But the house, the furnishings, the multitude of cars parked in the garage. None of that suggested he needed to resort to kidnapping for ransom.


My next thought was that it had to be sex. But I wasn’t sure that made much sense either. If he’d wanted to have sex with me, why didn’t he touch me last night? I was tied up, naked in his bed and yet he didn’t touch me. Why not? I had wanted it earlier that night, in my bedroom. Maybe this was just to teach me a lesson. I had punched him. Maybe I shouldn't have done that. But this just didn’t make sense, to take it this far. To kidnap someone and tie them to your bed, what kind of man would do that?






Chapter Eleven


Over the years I’d come to the conclusion that they all fucking craved it. It didn't matter how strong they appeared to the world, how much they raved about independence and feminism and the patriarchy, five minutes of being ordered around in bed and they’d respond like mindless animals.


Fifty quid hookers or five-hundred quid escorts,  single mums, professional doctors, students, law officials. They all wanted to escape. Escape the responsibility that they’d fought so hard to achieve their whole lives, because society told them that was what they were supposed to do.


Sarah had been no exception. All I’d done was order her to take her clothes off and she had done it willingly. I ordered her to come for me and although she couldn't, she had tried her best. But something told me she was just following her body’s natural urges at that moment, she wasn't thinking about reality, and she’d be harder to break properly.


The first few days went by quickly in a mixture of tears and tantrums. She would flip from ‘why are you doing this’ sobs and whimpers to ‘you're a fucking bastard’ hatred and back again so quickly it almost made my neck snap.


But I stuck to the plan. For those days she only saw me and nothing else. I could switch my mood around quicker than she switched up her attitude. Any pouting, whining, moaning or disagreement was punished. And slowly she began to comply, to understand the game and play it better than she had the day before. She always lost the game at night though, no matter how hard she tried not to.






Chapter Twelve


I heard the click of a lock and felt my heart began to race as Jed came through the door. He walked over to me and I cowered, the memory of the night before when his rage had seemed untameable was still fresh in my mind. But he just removed the cuffs from my hands.


I stretched my arms and felt the relief as my sore muscles flexed. I eyed him cautiously, waiting for him to do something. But he wasn’t interested in me. He headed towards the bathroom that was joined to his room and a few moments later I heard the water running in the shower.


I didn’t know what to do. I was still lying naked in his bed and I needed the toilet, but he hadn’t told me I could move. I remembered the night before when he’d beaten me until I could no longer scream. I decided to stay in bed.


He appeared some ten minutes later, got some clothes out of his drawers and began getting dressed as if I wasn’t even there. What do I do? I wasn’t sure if speaking would provoke him again and I was scared. But I was angry too, angry and frustrated.


“Can I go home now?” I asked, my voice barely audible. My throat was really dry. And my head hurt. I had a hangover and quickly remembered why I didn’t drink.


He didn’t even turn around as he sat on the edge of the bed, pulling his socks on. “No.”


“How long will I be here?”


“That’s for me to decide.”


“Why?” I was whispering now and I couldn’t be sure he’d even heard me.


“Because, I decide everything now.” He turned around to face me and a chill ran through my body.  He was deadly serious. There was no doubt about that and he gave me a look that dared me to question what he was saying.


I didn’t. My backside was still burning from the night before and I had absolutely no desire to repeat that. This man had no limits. I turned over in bed and curled myself up in the covers like it was a shield, a bubble that would keep the outside from getting in.


“Are you hungry?”


I shook my head.


“Suit yourself. I have business to attend to. There's water on the cabinet in the bathroom.” He nodded towards the door he had just come from. I nodded, I understood.


“I expect you in that bed waiting for me when I get home tonight.”


And with that, he turned and walked back out the door, the lock clicking in place behind him. I was left alone again, alone with nothing but my own terrible thoughts to entertain me.


I accepted his offer of water and drank a whole bottle of it, then saw to my needs and washed my face. I wished I had a toothbrush but there was only one in the cabinet, clearly his. I lay in bed and dozed for hours, as you do when you’re hungover.  Except this time there were no cups of tea and chocolate and binge-watching tv. There was just my own self, alone in the room.


When I couldn't take lying in the bed anymore I hauled myself up and paced around. It was strange, being naked. I thought about wrapping myself in a towel but would he allow that? What if he came back and caught me? I suspected he’d fly into another rage and somehow it didn't seem worth it. I was alone and the room was warm.


I spent a long time pacing the room aimlessly. Sometimes I’d stop to inspect an item or look behind something, under something, to search inside a drawer that wasn’t locked. There was no phone, that was the first thing I checked, obviously. No tv, no books, not even a magazine to occupy my mind.


Within hours I had checked behind the drapes, searching for a window to see if I could gauge the time by the way the sun was sitting. There had been windows, but they were shuttered over with wood and I couldn't get them open, no matter how hard I tried. I snapped a nail and eventually gave up only when my fingers were ripped to shreds.


The hours dragged by and when he finally appeared I wasn't where he told me to be. His drawer was wide open and my hand was inside, searching the back under his clothes in case he’d hidden a phone there. The worst part was I didn't even know who I would call if I found one. I didn't know anyone's numbers. The police? What would I tell them? I was trapped inside a house that I had no description of, and I had no idea where that house was.


I froze as he stared at me, waiting for him to flip. He walked across the room behind me and my eyes followed until I had to turn my head, but he wasn't looking at me anymore. He went to the bathroom and closed the door, and within a few moments, I heard the shower turn on. I breathed a sigh of relief before quickly closing the drawer and scrambling into bed under the covers. Running right back into his bed like a scared little mouse.


The minutes dragged by as I listened to him wash, the water slapping against the shower tray in an uneven pattern. I was picturing him, as much as I tried myself not to. His body, hard and taught as he reached upwards to wash his neck.


He terrified me but at the same time, I found him utterly fascinating. I had never seen a man before, not in the flesh. He was so different from me. Where I was small and soft, he was huge and hard. Where I was weak and feeble, he was strong, powerful. His body did things that mine could never do, the way his jaw ticked when he got angry, the way he could pick me up as if I was completely weightless to him. He had this confidence around him as if whatever he wanted was his God-given right to have. I’d never felt like that, not in my life. Perhaps it was the way I’d been socialized? I was a woman, after all, and we were supposed to be grateful for our lot. We couldn't take what we wanted as we would be judged for it.


He emerged from the shower and I averted my eyes as he dried himself.


“Did you have a nice day gorgeous?” He asked, his tone was light. Like he’d known me for years and I wasn't his prisoner. It took me by surprise.


“It was lovely.” I smiled, deciding to play along. “How was your day?”


“Would have been better if I’d found you where you were supposed to be.”


I stretched in bed, yawning casually. “I know, sorry about that. I had to put your clothes away though, didn't I?”


He laughed, approaching the bed. “My little domestic goddess…” He was less than a meter from me and my heart began to race. I didn't like this game we were playing, I couldn't trust when or if he would turn. “Tell me, how else would you like to be of service to me tonight?”


Fuck. “I’m a little tired tonight, I’m afraid.”


He moved on to the bed, getting in beside me and lying down. He faced me but I couldn't look at him. I stared at the ceiling instead.


“You’re tired? Then as a special treat, why don't you let Daddy take care of you?” His fingers moved to trace around my nipple in little circles and I swear he would have felt my heart beating in my chest.


“Jed… please don’t.”


“Don't? Don’t what? Do this?” His fingers turned to a palm now and he caressed my whole breast, taking it in his hand and rubbing it gently while I fucking lay there. I closed my eyes.


“Yes.”


“Yes? Yes, do it?”


“No!”


“No? Make up your fucking mind woman!” He grabbed me now, his whole hand clamping down and squeezing.


“Stop it!” I begged. But I didn't fight him, I knew that would make it worse.


“You need to choose little princess. Pain? Or pleasure?” His hand flew down between my legs and he cupped me there. His fingers didn't move but his hold was firm and it was doing something to me I didn't understand.


“Choose, or I’ll choose for you.”


I looked at him. “Pain.”


He smiled. “Little one’s feeling brave tonight.”


No, I wasn't. If I was brave I would have chosen pleasure. The pain was predictable.


He flipped me over and before I had time to brace myself he’d hooked his arm under my tummy and pulled my bum up to meet his hand. I buried my face into the pillows and closed my eyes, seeking my safe place. That bastard wouldn't hear me scream or beg, not tonight. But it was worse than the night before because it was already so tender. I bit down hard on the pillow to stifle my sobs and he continued, on and on until he finally grew tired of my non-reaction and dropped me on the bed, collapsing beside me.


“You should have picked pleasure, baby.” He whispered as he pulled me in beside him. I shook uncontrollably while he wrestled my arms above my head and fastened me to the bed like he had done the previous night. When I was secure, he slipped his body behind mine and held me so close to him, so close that his chest hair rubbed against my back and I could feel his solid cock on my searing bottom. I hated him, hated him with every fiber of my being and yet at the same time, pathetically, I liked the feel of his huge arms clasped around my body. I needed to feel safe in that moment, not my mind— my mind knew exactly what he was- but my body. My body needed to feel secure. And that’s exactly what Jed did for me, all through the night, long after he’d dozed off and I finally let myself find my own peace.


For three more nights he kept me locked in that room. On the second morning, when he asked if I was hungry, I said yes enthusiastically. He returned ten minutes later with a packet of biscuits and a cup of tea. As soon as he was gone I devoured them, weak with hunger, and then slept until what I can only assume was late afternoon.


I fell into a routine so easily, it was like I was numb to what had happened to me. Every morning I’d wake up alone and strapped to the bed from the night before. Jed would come in and untie me, take his shower and get dressed. He’d ask me if I was hungry and I’d say yes, then he’d bring me biscuits and crisps, a cup of tea if he was feeling exceptionally generous. He’d leave me alone all day, I would pace endlessly and create games in my head to pass the time. I would sleep and doze, occasionally sneaking into his shower to wash. And then I’d wait for him in bed. He’d bring me more food, usually something that had been microwaved or some cold pizza. We’d exchange a few words, I would usually get upset and end up saying something to set him off. Even when I tried to be good, something always set him off. He’d find a reason, even if it was just that my face was pouty, as if that was a crime when you found yourself abducted.


I’d inevitably end up over his knee on the wrong side of his palm. And I’d scream and scream until there was nothing left inside me, until he’d crushed the fight out of me and I lay still, whimpering into the bedsheet. Then came the worst part. Or maybe it was the best part? I couldn't be sure. He’d pick me up and crush me to his chest and I’d sob and sob into him, while he stroked my hair and told me what a good girl I was. We’d lay there for hours sometimes, just cuddling. He’d plant soft kisses on my head and stroke my arms, my back, my hair. Never my most intimate places. Then he would tie me to the bed and we’d both fall asleep.


I knew what he was doing because I felt it happening and I even though I knew it, I found it harder and harder to see it for what it was. He was making me depend on him. Slowly but surely he was breaking me. He decided if I ate or not, if I drank, if I slept. He decided if I needed to be disciplined or comforted, if what I said was acceptable or not. He was quickly becoming the only thing in my life that mattered. He’d leave me alone for hours and hours with nothing, no stimulation so that when he walked back in the door at the end of the day I finally had something. And that something was him. He was clever, but so was I. Or so I thought.






Chapter Thirteen


I couldn’t have chosen a more perfect little captive if I had tried. Her eyes lit up when I walked into the room. She was terrified of course, but there was something else in her eyes. As if she was happy to see me. A little bit of excitement after a day of doing fuck all.


On the third night, I came into the room and she was sitting at the table. Christ knows what she was doing but her head was down low and her finger was pointing to the table-top, like she was counting the grains of wood. She probably was. I made a mental note that I’d have to buy her a book or something, I wanted to break her spirit not drive her totally insane. I couldn’t be sure she’d catch the Stockholm's if she had completely lost her fucking marbles.


I gave her the death stare as usual, because she wasn’t where she was supposed to be. She looked at me like I’d caught her stealing sweeties from a baby and quickly scooted over to the bed. Good girl.


I handed her some food that Elliot had cooked for me. I say cooked, but I mean microwaved or reheated, the little shit couldn’t cook a sausage if his life depended on it. She smiled and said thank you. Again, good girl. She was learning. 


I went through to the shower and stripped off. I did everything like I normally did, and I took as long as I normally took. When I came out, I would usually ask her about her day. She’d smile and flutter her eyelashes, as if that could save her, and I’d find something I didn’t like and then I’d hurt her. And then I’d love bomb the fuck out of her until she fell asleep in my arms and I tore myself away to have a wank in the bathroom. It was standard procedure.


But not tonight.


I came out of the bathroom and she was eyeing me expectantly. I dried myself, not saying a word to her. I glanced at her, she looked visibly uncomfortable.


“How was your day?” She asked. I wondered if she would break. I normally said that. I ignored her and went to my drawers to find some clothes. I put on a T-shirt and a pair of sweatpants. I glanced at her again. Her face was fizzing. I got her restraints out and stood over her glaring, until she finally put her arms above her head and let me secure her. And then I left, locking the door behind me.


I went back down the stairs to the kitchen to make a cup of coffee and Mark was sitting at the table.


“Where’s Elliot?”


“At the warehouse. He has the boys, the ones who did a shit job of guarding it.”


“About time.” I nodded.


“What do you want to be done with them?”


“Bring them here, to me.”


“Now?” He looked confused. I didn’t normally do this.


“No, I can’t be fucked tonight. In the morning.” I decided, a plan formulating in my head. “Keep them in the garage until I say otherwise.”


Mark nodded.


Sarah was going to find out that there were bigger monsters in this world than me. After her lonely night, of course. I left the kitchen and headed for the spare room.






Chapter Fourteen


On the fourth morning, I heard the door click and expected to see Jed walk into the room, but this man merely resembled him. His brother, perhaps? Although not the same one who brought me here, his name was Elliot I recalled.


I began to panic. Jed was the only person I knew. The only person who mattered. Where was Jed? Why wasn't he here? Had he come back last night? I must have fallen asleep waiting on him.


He walked towards me slowly, devouring my half-naked body. I struggled against my bonds, wishing I could pull the sheets up to cover my chest.


He bent down and unbuckled the straps that held me in place, and allowed me to stretch my arms out. But not before I frantically pulled up the bedsheets to cover myself, which seemed only to make him laugh.


“Up.” He demanded, grabbing a hold of me and dragging me to my feet. Why did he have to be so rough with me?


My arms flew to cover myself as I eyed him cautiously. Clearing my throat, I looked up at him meekly. “Please, can I have some clothes?”


To my shock, he drew back his hand and smacked me hard across the cheek. A wail escaped me as my vision went dark around the edges and my hands flew to my face, cowering away from him.


“Keep your eyes on the floor and follow me.” he ordered, before turning and walking towards the door.


I had to walk quickly to keep up with him as he led me through the house. Still though, curiosity got the better of me and I couldn’t help sneaking sly glances at my surroundings as his back was turned. The place was huge, I could gather that much. We came down the stairs that led to the huge entrance hallway, bright and airy, finally some windows. I felt even more naked in this room, if that was possible.


We reached the kitchen and the smell of cooked bacon made my stomach growl with hunger. Elliot was by the stovetop cracking eggs into a sizzling pan and Jed was shirtless at the table smoking a cigarette and reading a newspaper with his feet up. He looked up and caught me staring at him. My cheeks instantly grew hot as I became acutely aware of my naked body. I was used to being naked around him but not here, not outside the safety of his bedroom.


“Please, can I have my clothes back?” I hoped my face would portray how desperate I was and he’d take pity on me, but he looked back down at his paper.


“You’ll get used to it. Sit.”


The other brother pulled out a chair and pushed me down firmly into it. I winced as my bottom, still sore from all the nights before, pressed against the cold leather.


Elliot brought a plate before me and started dishing bacon and eggs on to it. “Hope you’re not one of those vegans.” He chuckled.


“I’m not.” I replied. But my hunger was gone. The eggs were swimming in oil, the bacon undercooked and dripping with grease.


“Eat.” Jed ordered. I picked up the knife and fork from the table and started cutting but my hands were shaking and useless. I was taking too long and growing more nervous as they all stared at me. My hands just wouldn't do what I wanted them to do.


“For god's sake woman!” he shouted, and stood up as his chair scraped along the floor loudly beside him. He stormed over to sit beside me and took the cutlery from my hands.


Slicing the bacon efficiently he held the fork up to my mouth and I opened it, taking the piece and praying silently that I’d remember how to chew, and swallow. The next piece was already waiting for me before I could get the first bit down.


“The daft bitch is so rich and spoiled she can't even fucking feed herself.” The man who brought me down spat behind me. If Jed hated me, for whatever reason, this man absolutely detested me. What had I done to him? My eyes stung and I could feel tears start to build up.


“I’m full.” I said, trying desperately to hold back sobs.


“Suit yourself.” Jed answered, dropping the knife and fork on the plate. “Make me a coffee, black, no sugar. And get all this cleaned up when you’re finished.”


I nodded and stood up. I didn't want to be near any of them, not naked like this. I felt completely helpless, worthless, like I was less than human. I filled the kettle up and clicked it on to boil, and then set about trying to find the cups and coffee while the three of them conversed in hushed tones at the table. When the kettle boiled and finally clicked, I steadied my hands and tried to fill the cup without spilling too much.


I walked back over to the table as Elliot got up and made out the back door. Jed looked up at me, his face filled with hatred. He looked at me like I was vermin, nothing more than an insect he wanted to crush. He hadn't looked at me this way before, not in his room when it was just the two of us. I’d seen him angry, I’d seen his eyes filled with fury before, but disgust? It shocked me. Was this because we were in public now? He was going to act like the big tough man?


Something inside me snapped and I slammed the coffee down on the table in front of him in an act of defiance. The burning hot liquid spilled over the edges and seeped into his newspaper.


Jed’s brother flipped instantly, jumping out of his chair and grabbing me by my neck, dragging me with him across the kitchen floor. I couldn't breathe, his hands were crushing my throat.


Jed reacted just as quickly, he was over to us in a flash, holding him by the arm and trying to restrain him. Jed tapped on his face as the man’s eyes bored into mine. “Mark! Mark… save it. Leave it!” he ordered.  Mark dropped me and I fell in a heap on the floor at his feet. “Go and help Elliot.” He demanded, picking me up of the floor like I was a discarded dishcloth.


He pulled me back against his chest and leaned on the worktop, so I was facing into the kitchen. “You shouldn’t provoke him, Sarah.” He warned from behind me.


“I wasn’t.”


“You have an attitude.”


“So do you.” I pointed out, still breathless after Marks attack. I felt bolder with Jed than I did with Mark. He hated me, but he didn’t look at me like he wanted to kill me. Mark did.


“I was going to send you away for this part, but now you’re going to watch. Watch what my brothers do to people who don’t follow the rules.”


He wrapped his strong arm across my chest to hold both my arms at my sides and placed the other hand across my forehead, so I couldn’t look anywhere but straight at the door.


After a few moments, Elliot came through followed by two men I’d never seen before. Their hands were tied behind their backs with cable ties. Mark was behind them, and I watched in horror as he used the door frame to steady himself and kicked one of them in the back, sending him instantly toppling forward. We all watched as the fallen man steadied himself, not sure whether to try to get back up or stay on his knees on the ground. 


I knew what was coming next. The man who was still standing started to plead with Mark, swearing that they never meant to leave, they were only gone for twenty minutes, they didn't see anyone. What had they done? Whatever their crime, Mark told him, in no uncertain terms that not a single, solitary fuck was given.


Elliot restrained the pleading man and Mark began his attack on the floored man with a rage I had never witnessed before, not even in movies. He kicked him repeatedly on the ground, his back, his stomach, his face. I tried to pull my head away, I couldn’t watch this, but Jed held me with a vice-like grip. “Watch” he demanded.


Mark lifted the man's head back and began beating him with his fist, again and again until his face streamed with red and the man was unrecognizable. I shut my eyes, I couldn’t look but I could hear everything as the man coughed and spluttered. I was going to be sick, I had to get out of here. I begged Jed to make it stop, to take me away. I was shaking uncontrollably now.


Finally, Mark stopped and the room fell silent. I opened my eyes and felt my knees buckle as I took in the sight of the blood-stained floor. So much blood. I started sobbing, I couldn’t help myself. What had happened to my life? Would this man, lying in a pool of blood on a kitchen floor, soon be me? A girl who was taken and just never returned? 


Jed turned me around in his arms and gripped on to me tightly. I clung to him, praying stupidly that the man who brought me here would now somehow save me. He lifted me up and clasped his arms together around my thighs and bottom like I was a sleeping child, and I instinctively grabbed a hold of his neck and buried my face in his shoulder. I didn’t want to see the thing on the floor that barely resembled a man anymore. I knew it would haunt my dreams for the rest of my life.


Jed carried me all the way back to his bedroom. I didn’t want to let go, didn’t think my legs would be capable of holding my own weight. He pulled back the covers on the bed and laid me down, climbing in on top of me after he had removed his clothes. The size of him surrounded me and the weight of him made me feel secure. Like I was in a bubble, safe and away from the rage and violence that engulfed the kitchen.


He began kissing the top of my head and slowly worked his way down my cheeks. He was being tender. I focused on what he was doing instead of the horror that was happening downstairs. I needed to feel something, anything other than the sadness and terror that was consuming me. And so I did what seemed right at the time, I buried my terror, my hatred, and I told myself that this man was my white knight. I kissed him back.




Chapter Fifteen


She was so scared, cowering beneath me like I was the only thing saving her from her worst nightmare. She seemed to forget, if only temporarily, that I was the orchestrator of her nightmares.


As her lips began to respond to my own I had to be cautious of staying in control. I couldn’t do what I’d done to her that first night. I couldn't get lost in the fantasy that she was some dirty little slut who needed to be fucked. She needed to feel safe, like I was the only one who could help her.


I opened her mouth with my tongue and began kissing her as if I loved her. As if she was the only one in the world who mattered to me. As if she was a fragile doll who would shatter if I pushed too hard. She moaned and her breathing changed, softer now. She was warming, if only slightly. 


I moved my body carefully across her parted thighs, not too much pressure. She was so small that with my head now level with hers, her cunt was spread against my stomach, her little legs almost split in two due to the width of me.


I brought my hand that had cupped her head and rested it at the small of her back, moving her with me. It seemed to work and her kisses grew hungrier, she moaned her approval as a tear slid down from her tightly shut eyes. I kept going, increasing the pressure each time until my cock was solid and I could feel her wetness rub across me.


Did she want it? I couldn’t tell. It had to be done if I was going to send the message but somehow even with her lying under me, her legs parted and wet, my own cock throbbing in anticipation… I couldn’t bring myself to do it. I fucking knew what it was, it was rape pure and simple. Dubious consent I think they called it these days. She wasn’t even on the same planet as me, not really. She’d taken her head away for a wander somewhere else to escape what I was doing to her. I was a monster, an evil bastard. The lowest of the low. But I wasn’t a rapist.


I got up and jumped off her like she was a bed of red hot coals. She opened her eyes in disbelief. Clearly, this was the last thing she expected. Her eyes drifted down to my cock as I stood before her naked, with probably the hardest erection I’d ever had in my life— drugs not included, of course. Regardless, the deed had to be done. She looked at me like I’d hurt her fucking feelings. By choosing not to rape her? Christ, give me strength.


“Listen, you’re testing my patience. I realize you don’t understand any of this. You’re scared I’m going to hurt you, kill you, keep you forever, you’re never going to see your friends and family again. I can assure you right now none of that will happen but you have to listen to me and do exactly what I say, even when you don’t want to, even when you don’t understand why I’m asking you to do it. I don’t want to hurt you, believe me.”


She nodded her head in a daze while I rummaged in the bedside drawer. 


“If you won’t let me do it willingly then you need to do it with this.” I threw a dildo on to the bed and she looked at me like I had sprouted two heads.


“What?! Why?” She sat up now, glancing at the object and then staring at me, confusion written across her forehead.


I shrugged while I thought on my feet. “I don't like virgins. Messy for all involved. And it will hurt a lot less when you eventually decide to let me fuck you.”


She burst out laughing. She was losing the plot. “You’re insane. This is fucking INSANE.” She screamed at me, instantly making my anger rise.


“You can do it yourself or I will but either way it will be done and it will be done properly.” I turned around to show her I meant now, not in a minute.  “I’m waiting.”


I watched in the mirror as she took the dildo in her hands and eyed it cautiously. I thought I’d give her a moment, this obviously wasn’t easy for her but she wasn’t even attempting it. “Sarah, I’ve not got all day. Get it done and I swear to god I’ll leave.” 


She eyed me from her place on the bed, probably checking that I wasn’t looking, unaware that I was. She took it in her hand and lay herself back on the bed. She at least attempted what I asked her, I’ll give her that much.


“It won’t go in!” She sighed, defeated.


I turned around and came back over to the bed, kneeling beside her. I reached my hand down to feel her. “You’re not wet enough. And you need to relax, Sarah. Come here.”


I sat her up and shifted her around, placing a pillow under her back so it arched slightly and those tiny hips tilted into place in front of me. I spread her legs and began kissing the inside of her thighs. She sighed and shook slightly. As I worked my way up her leg her whimpering intensified, until I reached the spot she clearly wanted me to get to. I kept it soft and light, she’d clearly never been kissed here before and I was wary that too much would set her off into a panic. My tongue flicked over her, peeking at her entrance and swirling over her clit until she was moving herself to meet my mouth, guiding my tongue to where she needed it.


I took the little object- it was tiny in comparison to an actual cock, the smallest one in the shop, but it should do the job just as well- and held it to her entrance. She visibly tensed, but I took my free hand and began gently rubbing her clit which seemed to settle her a bit. I pushed it inside, slowly, all the way and she gasped with the pain, her body frozen. I didn’t want to move until she was ready, so I held it there while she lay in front of me, stiff as a plank of wood.


“It fucking hurts.” She whispered through gritted teeth. My heart sank a bit, I couldn’t help it. It was sad, but it had to be done.


“I know. I’m sorry. Just lie still, your body will adjust. Breathe.” I reminded her. She had forgotten about that. She took a few slow deep breaths and I watched as she began to unclench herself. “Good girl.” I whispered. I twisted it slowly and removed it from her. After a quick inspection to make sure it was done, I put it back into the box.


She hadn’t moved from the spot but her face was turned away from me, and I watched her for a second as she sobbed gently. I had promised to fuck off as soon as it was done but I couldn’t just leave her there, in that state.


“Hey, hey. It’s over. You did well.” I comforted her as I closed her legs and moved her back into the bed. It had the opposite effect of what I’d intended. She broke down and started sobbing like a child. Fuck.


I got in beside her and pulled her close to me, she fought me half-heartedly and then gave up and wrapped her small arm across my chest. I lay still, holding her and stroking her hair and shushing while she sobbed, and sobbed. Finally, when her eyes were sore and heavy, and she had no tears left to cry, her breathing slowed and she drifted off to sleep.


I pried myself out of the bed and grabbed the box before heading downstairs, locking the door to my bedroom behind me. She’d be out for a wee while at least, and I had to make sure Mark and Elliot were dealing with the shit-show in the kitchen.


I entered to find Mark sitting at the dining table, Elliot and the two men nowhere to be seen.


Mark took a sip of his coffee. “Elliot’s dealing with it. Is it done?”


I nodded, throwing the box onto the table. Mark opened it and questioned me with his eyes. That wasn’t the original plan.


“Figured that was easier than raping the poor thing and wiping her blood off my cock.” I shrugged.


Mark laughed. “I suppose they both send the same message. I’ll stick a wee card in “To Grandad, Love Sarah.” He chuckled.


“Have someone deliver it tonight.” I ordered. That was it. When this was done, there was no going back. Davie would immediately put the pieces together and know it was me, and that I had his granddaughter and had done the worst possible thing a man could do to a woman.


But it had to be done. I wasn’t about to spend however many years of my life devoted to a gang war that would slowly escalate until it reached this level anyway. I had a sister, Megan. Davie would work out quickly she was my weakness, and he’d take her and do to her what I was doing to Sarah. Except he’d probably do it worse and leave no witnesses. Davie didn’t always follow the rules. I couldn’t let that happen, this way was easier and kinder for everyone involved.


“Mark. I want Megan back here before he gets that message. Make sure it’s done.” Mark nodded, understanding instantly what I was thinking.




Chapter Sixteen


I don't exactly know how long I slept for. I was stuck in a cycle of waking up, seeing his crushed face, and trying to go back to sleep to take it away again. It was torture. Jed had gone, I’m not sure when, and I was left alone with only my thoughts.


None of it felt real. What Mark had done to that man, what Jed had done to me. He acted like I was supposed to be grateful that he hadn't raped me. He couldn't see that what he was doing to me was worse. Not knowing what he wanted, what he’d do next. Not knowing what would happen to me or why I was here.


When he was lying on top of me I had resigned myself to not being a victim, to pretending I wanted it, and he took that away from me. I felt like a victim now, or at least how I thought a victim should feel. Like a doll, a doll that was nothing more than an empty shell who’d been played with and then discarded.


I felt like I should fight him, but I didn't even understand what I was fighting. I could kick and scream and do everything possible to stop him from taking me, but I wasn't sure he even wanted to take me, at least not in that way. He’d had every opportunity and he didn't. What did he want? I had to find out so I knew what I was fighting.


I got up from the bed and headed through to the en-suite. I turned the shower on and grabbed a towel from the back of the door to place on the toilet seat. I had to get myself clean, wash him off me. It was a cliche, found in every crime drama on the TV since records began. Don't wash the evidence away. I chuckled when it dawned on me that it didn't matter. This wasn't a TV show. There was no nice police lady with her reassuring eyes to squeeze my hand and tell me he was going to prison for a long time. There wasn't even an evidence sample to fucking collect from me, he’d made sure of that.


Looking around for something, anything, I found a bottle of shower gel in the cabinet and decided that would have to do. I stepped in and tried to enjoy the hot water as it bounced off my head and cascaded down my back. It wasn't working, so I cranked up the heat until it was almost burning my skin. But at least I felt something other than the numbness that was threatening to take over.


In a daze, I squirted the soap until it was spilling over my palm and fingers, and rubbed it desperately over my hair, my arms, my legs. I scrubbed and scrubbed until I realized I’d just covered myself in the smell of him. Fucking idiot.


I slid down the side of the shower cubicle and sat there for ages, staring into the steamed glass while the water dropped onto my head and I tried hard to think of nothing. And that’s where I stayed until he eventually came looking for me.


“Sarah? What the fuck.” he sounded exasperated with me already. “What are you doing?”


I looked up at him as the water dripped down my forehead and over my eyes, then looked down over myself and then back at him. Was he thick in the head? “What it looks like.”


He leaned in and turned the shower off before grabbing the towel and holding it up in front of him. “Come on.”


But I didn't feel like going. I didn't feel like doing anything. So I sat there and stared at him, seeing what he’d do next. Predictably it was only a matter of seconds before he was lifting me to my feet and wrapping me in the towel. He was going to tuck me into bed the second I was dry. Back in your box, Sarah.


“Enough!” I screamed as I bashed my fists off his chest. I was sick of feeling nothing. Sick of being kept in the dark, in a box. I was going to learn exactly what he wanted, even if it killed me.


He thought I’d crumble into his chest like I did earlier but I was determined. When he made a move to catch me, crouching slightly so he could pull me up to his chest I forced my knee up with everything I had and thudded it right between his legs. He buckled on the impact, his hands automatically darting to his groin.


I kept going, thrashing and kicking and punching all at once. The rage felt good and so I kept going, even as he steadied himself and started clutching at my hands. My legs kept moving, kicking and kneeing him. I was like a woman possessed and it felt so good. I understood now, what it meant to snap and see red. It was like a drug flowing through your veins. A high that was so intense that it’s almost indescribable.


He slapped me right across the cheek and it stung, fucking hard. I wasn't going to cower as I had with Mark, never again. This was good, I told myself. I was feeling something again, properly feeling something.


He grabbed me by my wet hair and dragged me through to the bedroom. I admit this was my only weakness, my arms flew up to try to release the pressure. But I wasn't going to back to that bed. The bed where he’d aroused me, made me want to do things that no woman should ever want to do with a man who despises her. He threw me down on my back on the floor and I kicked up at him, catching him once on the side of his face.


He picked me up and pulled me across him like I was nothing more than a rag doll, throwing a chair off to the side of us like it had dared to get in his way. His palm came down instantly and cracked against my bottom. I squirmed to get out of the way but it was no use, my legs couldn't reach him and clenching only made it worse. I screamed in rage, what the fuck did he want from me?! He kept going again and again and I screamed and swore louder each time. The door started thudding but he didn't seem to care, he was high on his violence induced drug.


“Jed! Jed, what the fuck!!!” I heard from the other side of the door. Someone was banging it frantically now. He stopped finally and threw me off him before he stormed over to the door. He punched in the code to unlock it and threw it open, still in a fit of rage. I watched from the floor in horror as he was faced with a woman. He had a girlfriend? A wife?! I immediately scrambled to my feet and made it to the bed to cover myself.


The whole bottom side of me burned as it brushed against the bedsheets but I didn't care. Somehow the thought of her seeing me naked and vulnerable was worse than the beating I’d just received. I felt sick. Sick with shame and sick with worry.


“What the fuck is this, Jed? Who the fuck is she?” she demanded as she forced her way past him and into the room. “What have you done?”


“It’s not what it looks like.” he said, his eyes cast to the floor and looking guilty as sin.


Fucking hell. She marched over to me and I backed away, anticipating her ripping me out of the bed and shaming the both of us. Like I was an equal accomplice in his infidelity.


“Come on. Come with me. Jed, get me a T-shirt or something.” I paused and eyed her cautiously as Jed began searching in his drawers. He found a grey hoody and handed it to her. “Here, it’s ok I’m not going to hurt you.” she promised. So this wasn't the wife then? I let her pull me up from the bed and slid my arms in. It fell almost to my knees and I wrapped it around me, taking solace in being covered.


She led me out of the room and down the hall, where she stopped at a door to punch in the code. She motioned me in. I took sight of the pillows arranged across the bed perfectly, the photos on the bedside tables, the fairy lights draped across the headboard. This was definitely a girls bedroom. It looked almost similar to my own room. It felt like ages since I’d last been there and I realized I was quickly losing all concept of time.


It felt nice to be in a female space again. Like the monsters couldn't touch us in here. She closed the door behind her and locked it. Thank god.


“What's your name?” She asked.


“Sarah.”


“I’m Megan.”


“You’re his sister?” she nodded. “Do you live here?”


“Only when I have to.”


I regarded her for a minute. She was older than me but not that much older. She was pretty, and now I knew the relation I wondered why I hadn't spotted it straight away. She had the same bone structure as Jed except that on Megan it was dainty, more elegant. Her hair was 100 different shades of honey blonde, her roots darker. I felt instantly ugly and plain beside her.


“You need to tell me what’s going on.” She said. “Tell me everything.”


And so I did. What choice did I have? She was a complete stranger but as a woman, surely she would empathize. She would see how horrendous this was and immediately call the police. When I finished the rundown she looked at me in disbelief.


“There’s more to it than what you’ve just told me. Jed doesn't do this.” I could see the cogs of her mind working as she struggled to fit the pieces together. She was going through the same scenarios I had been and coming up with blanks. “Your family. What's your last name?”


“Kimber.” I replied. A light went on in her mind and registered on her face. She knew something.


“David Kimber’s granddaughter?”


I nodded.


“He’s fucking with your grandfather.” She announced.


I thought for a moment. “But what would Jed have against my grandad?” I still wasn't getting it.


“You don't know who Jed is?” She questioned, looking surprised.


I shook my head. “The first time I heard of him was in that nightclub.”


“But you know who your grandad is, what he does?”


“Yes. Well I mean, I think I do? Like gang stuff. That kind of thing.”


Megan laughed. “Gang stuff. Jesus Christ. I’m assuming he sent you off to some boarding school in China or something?”


“Something like that.” She was right. When my dad- Davie’s son- had died my mum and I moved away. She was a drinker. I would have ended up in care when I was 12 but my grandad paid for full boarding at a private school in the city. Looking back I think he’d either threatened them or plied them with huge amounts of money to keep me. And I’d been a social outcast ever since, because of his name. I had never wanted to know what he actually did. ‘Gang stuff’ was enough for me.


“David Kimber is like the father of crime in Scotland.” She started. “The top man. You don't shift drugs, import weapons, traffic girls, steal cars, christ you don't even sell dodgy tobacco in this country without Davie having a hand in it, or saying it’s ok to do so. Don’t get me wrong people try, Russians, Romanians, idiots like my brothers. Davie eventually catches up with you and when he does, you either join him or you disappear.”


I was astonished. That wasn't my grandad, surely? Had I really been that naive? How had I lived my whole life without anyone ever saying anything to me? But the more I thought about it the more I realized they had been saying something. I just didn't want to hear it. There was a reason Louise had warned Jed off me. Yes, she probably fancied him. Christ who wouldn't? But maybe she was also just trying to save his life.


“But if he’s so bad, so powerful. Why did Jed take me?”


“I’m trying to work that out. If we’re using analogies then Jed would be the Tony Montana of Florida. He was a street rat, nothing more than an annoying little shit on the big boy's radar. But he gets their attention as he works his way up. Jed’s been doing that for years.”


“He’s just using me to send a message.”


Megan nodded. “I think so.”


“It’s not going to work. I don't think my grandad even remembers my name half of the time, he doesn't give a shit about me.”


“Maybe he doesn't. But that doesn't really matter. Jed will make sure everyone knows it was him, and they’ll all be watching to see who comes out the other side of it.”


“And that person will be the one they’ll have to go through.”


Megan nodded. “I’m going to speak to my brothers, stay here.”
 




Chapter Seventeen


I paced the room for a good five minutes trying to calm myself down. That woman made me flip like no other. I think maybe I expected too much.


Between what I showed her in the kitchen and did to her in the bedroom, I thought she’d be too terrified to do anything other than cling to me like a child living their worst nightmares. Not Sarah though. It didn’t make sense, she was just a stupid little girl who had no idea that men like me even existed. Why wasn’t she broken yet? I’d have to up the anti. The quicker she gave up the fight the sooner I could move on to the next stage; convincing her I wasn’t the enemy.


But breaking her would be difficult with Megan here. I admit I hadn’t even thought about the fact that I’d told Mark to fetch her. When Sarah was kicking and thrashing at me, I hadn’t thought about anything else in the world.


The two of them would be gossiping in Megs room like a pair of old fishwives. I couldn’t have that. I needed Sarah to feel like she was alone; like she had no one who gave a single fuck about her. Except me.


I headed downstairs to the kitchen and made a coffee while I waited for the inevitable onslaught I’d get when Megan came to find me. I wasn’t disappointed.


“Fucking idiot, Jed.” She seethed, as she sat herself down at the table beside me. “You’ve gone too far.”


“You know nothing.” I kept my voice cool. Megan had as short a fuse as the rest of us.


“I worked it out pretty quickly actually. How long do you think it’s going to be before Kimber retaliates? Have you even thought that far ahead?”


This was why I didn’t want them gossiping. Men might think they ran the world but there was nothing more dangerous than women plotting together. The pair of them would likely think they had a right to get involved now. Nancy Drew and the secrets of the shit-rapist.


“And what exactly does any of this have to do with you? My business is my own.”


“You were tormenting that girl while she screamed for dear life, Jed. Is that what you do now? Is that how you get your kicks?”


Her eyes bore into me and I didn’t like it. “Always had my jollies that way Megan it’s just they usually enjoy it more than she does. She’ll learn. And you never saw her kicking the fuck out of me before that. She gets as good as she gives.”


Megan could see there was no point in arguing with me.


“What are you going to do now?”


“Wait to see what Kimber does.”


“And then what?”


“Then I’m going to take everything he has.”


That was all Megan was getting from me. She didn’t need to know the massive lengths I was going to have to go to in order to achieve all of this. Now the wheels were in motion I just had to wait. Power in this business wasn’t achieved by what you did. It was all about what people knew you did, what people knew you were capable of.


David Kimber built his reputation on the threat that if you crossed him, you died. But death didn’t phase everyone. It didn’t phase me.  I was going to show everyone who mattered that Jed Campbell didn’t take people into fields in the arse end of nowhere and kindly shoot them. Jed Campbell did something worse. Jed Campbell kept them alive and took everything while they watched. Sarah was symbolic. I could have paid someone to finish her off easily. I could have burned his warehouses to the ground. But I wanted him to suffer more than just grief and loss. I wanted to humiliate him, make him watch as everything that was once his slowly became mine. I just had to wait for him to make the first move, so the news would spread and the gossips tongues would be wagging and everyone would be watching to see what Jed Campbell did next.


My sister grew bored of my silence and got up to leave.


“Megan. She sleeps with me tonight. I want her back in my room waiting for me.”


She sighed as she stormed off.


“Gold star for you if you tie her up for me.” I  shouted as she slammed the door.






Chapter Eighteen


I sat alone in Megan’s room wondering how it had come to this. She knew more about my grandfather than I did. I had shut that part of my life out completely, I had to— just to function correctly. But I did remember it, some of it. I remembered our house growing up when my dad was still alive and my mum was still my mum. There were always people in and out. Men, coming and going at all hours of the night. My grandad too, rarely, but sometimes. I remembered those occasions specifically because I got the sense my mum didn’t like him very much. She was always on edge, always hovering in the background when he came to visit. Even as a child, you sense things like that, although I never understood it at the time. Grandad always bought me the best presents. A beautiful antique dolls house one year, with a full set of miniature furniture that I rearranged for hours at a time. He made a fuss of me when he visited, he called me his little angel and I would sit on his knee while he beamed down at me and told me stories. Old stories, about fairies and monsters who lived at the bottom of lochs. 


My dad had never seemed all that interested in me. He was always away for long periods at a time. When he was around I would always be sent to my room, so he could talk to my mum in private. On the rare occasions he spent time with me he used to teach me how to fight. He showed me what a knife was, dangerous but useful he had said, and I had slept with one under my bed since then. In case men like him ever came around at night, he had said. I couldn’t have been any older than four or five. I remembered my mum would cry a lot when he was home, so I started to correlate my dad with my mum being sad. She must have loved him though, for when he didn’t come home at all she gave up on living. Not straight away, I still had clean clothes and was washed and looked after. But she used to sleep, a lot. I think my grandad gave her money so she didn’t have to get a job.


When I was a teenager and away from her I learned to bury it all. To fully detach myself. I assumed my grandfather had sold drugs, and my dad had been an addict whose addiction had finally killed him. I didn’t need to know any more than that. Or so I convinced myself.


My thoughts were interrupted by the click of the door as Megan appeared, she could only have been gone no longer than ten minutes.


“Did you speak to them?”


“I spoke to Jed. I’m sorry Sarah but you need to go back, for now anyway.”


“What? Are you mad? What did he say to you?”


“Sarah, you don’t cross Jed. No one crosses Jed. I don’t know what it is you think you know about him but forget it. You’ve not seen half the things he’s capable of. He’s fucked in the head.”


“Why would you expect me to go back and sleep next to a man you admit is a fucking psycho?”


“What’s your plan then? Tell me?”


I didn’t have one.


“Listen. He’s my brother, I have to side with him no matter what he does. When this all comes to a head with your Grandad there is only going to be one winner. If Jed loses, I’m a dead woman walking. But you’re not. If Jed wins are you going to be the dead woman walking? If I was you I’d do the only thing you can do to guarantee your survival.”


“What do you mean? What can I do?”


“I’d lay the bet, Sarah. I’d back both horses.”


I thought about what she was saying for a moment.


“But how can I back both horses? He fucking hates me. Like I don’t think you understand the way he looks at me. Like I’m worse than vermin.”


“Then make him like you.”


“I can't. “ I looked down my hands defeated.


“What do you mean you can’t? Where’s your fight? Do you think kicking and screaming is fighting? That won't work with Jed. Hell, he practically just told me he wanks off that shit.”


I watched her as she got up and made her way to the door.


“Suit yourself. Come on, we need to get you back.”






Chapter Nineteen


I cracked open two beers and sat down at the dining table next to Mark. He wasn't much of a conversationalist compared to Elliot but he would have to do. Elliot was away to Oban on business, overseeing a shipment of guns from Ireland. He’d dispose of our friends from this morning on his way there and be back in the early hours.


We both sparked up and he started talking about some football manager who was being forced out of a job while we drunk our beers.


I wasn't normally one for the drink but I needed it tonight. I felt anxious and on edge. I checked the time on my phone: 21.28. Mark had set the wheels in motion earlier for getting our present to Davie and if it had worked, he’d already be plotting my death.


But that wasn't the reason for my irritable mood. Sarah. I could feel her venom burning into me from the opposite side of the house.


I was fully remembering why I’d sworn myself off women years ago. Sitting here talking shite with Mark, it took me back to when I’d hide in a pub with my mates while my phone was going mental in my pocket. I’d stay there because I didn't want to hear it, didn't want to go home and deal with the aggravation after a whole night of her winding herself up and putting words in my mouth that I didn't say.


I knew I had to deal with this though. Hopefully, Megan had done what I’d asked and she was already in bed sound asleep, then at least it could wait until the morning.


I finished the last of my bottle and headed up the stairs. As I turned into the hall I noted my bedroom door was wide open, but the lights were switched off. Brilliant.


I came in and switched the lights on, the bed was empty.


”Sarah, ” I shouted so she could hear me, where ever she was. ”I’m warning you now I’m in no fucking mood for a game of hide and seek.”


”I’m in the bathroom for fuck's sake!” she shouted back from the bathroom. Her tone was surprisingly lighter than I’d expected.


I switched over the lights so only the lamp was on and she came out of the bathroom, still wrapped up in my grey hoody. She walked right past me to try to get to her side of the bed when I grabbed her arm.


”You know the drill. Top off, into bed, arms above your head.” I ordered. I didn't trust that she wouldn't try to kill me in my sleep.


She nodded and met my eye while she took off my hoody and handed it to me. Then she got into bed and lay on her back exactly as I’d asked her to. I watched her suspiciously while I undressed and got the cuffs out of the drawer. She was up to something.


”What did my sister say to you?”


”That I wouldn't win.”


”Win what?”


”Whatever this is.”


I put the cuffs down on the bed.


”And you believe her?”


”Are you saying I shouldn't?”


”I’m not saying anything.”


We regarded each other, both of us thinking of how to break the silence.


”I know how you feel now.” she said.


”What do you mean?”


”When you snap. I shouldn’t have hit you, but as soon as I did I couldn't stop. It felt good. Really fucking good. Like I was free.”


I lay down beside her. She hadn't moved her arms from their position above her head, even though I hadn't tied her. We both stared at the ceiling. Somehow it was easier to talk when we didn't look at each other.


”Losing control is different. You felt trapped. What you were feeling was adrenaline and cortisol.”


”But you can get addicted to that. Adrenaline. Like those people who fall out of planes.”


”I suppose. There are probably easier ways of getting a fix though.”


”I want to feel that again.”


I turned over to look at her. I couldn't work out if she was lying. ”No, you don't.”


”It’s the most alive I’ve ever felt in my whole life.”


“You don't want to get addicted to that, little princess. That shit consumes you.”


“I don't care.”


“You will care.”


Her little face peeked up at me from behind her outstretched arms and a small part of me cracked a little.


”Please, Daddy.” she whispered.


Fuck. 


I was going to hell.






Chapter Twenty


It worked.


“If you want me to stop, you need to say something random.”


“Something random?”


“I don't know, Sarah! Something random.  Tennessee. Kentucky… Fucking sweet home Alabama.”


“Ok, ok, I get what you mean.”


“Good girl.” He chuckled,  bending down to plant a kiss on my forehead.


And after that, it was like a switch flipped in his brain. Jed rolled over and put his full weight on top of me while he grasped both of my cheeks in his firm hands. I felt instantly crushed, and it wasn't long before my heart began to pound in my chest. He stared at me, searching my face like he couldn’t quite believe what I was about to let him do.


So I took the first opportunity to show him I was serious and whipped my arms down quickly to push his head back. He released my face, going straight for my arms.


“Bitch.”


“Cunt.” I retorted, shifting my legs from under him so I could kick him with my heels. He rolled over again and pulled at me until I was lying above him. I leaned down and stuck my teeth into his neck and felt him wince with the shock of it.


He dug his nails into my back and I scrambled to get up. I slapped him in the face, it was all happening so quickly. He reached around and slapped me back, full force, clean on my bottom.


I moaned as he pulled me back down onto the bed. The red mist descended before me and I was gone, kicking and thrashing under him while he dominated me with his body.


His lips crushed into mines and it was like a bolt of electricity rushed through my core. His tongue was inside me and I savored it hungrily, wrapping my legs around him and crushing his stomach onto my parted thighs. He fucked me with his mouth, dominating every inch of my body.


Then his lips moved to my neck, sucking and biting while I did the same to his shoulder.


I wasn’t sure I even felt human anymore, this was something else, something animal, primal. Something urgent.


His fingers scraped down the side of my body, he pushed himself higher above me until my face met his nipple and I clamped my mouth around it, sinking my teeth into his skin. He cried out and took a hold of his cock, rubbing the head against my parted flesh until I moaned under him in frustration.


I knew what I wanted him to do and somehow I felt like I was betraying myself. I was supposed to be doing this to get him on my side, to allow me to be on his side. Not because it felt good. Not because I actually wanted it.


Aligning himself with my entrance he pushed the head inside me and I held my breath, waiting for the pain.


“Breathe.” he demanded in a strained voice, and I gasped for air as he thrust himself fully inside me. A sound escaped that came from deep within me and I was frozen, feeling utterly impaled by him.


He looked down at me, not moving his lower half... “Hey, hey… it’s ok. You're fine. It’ll stop hurting soon.” He reassured. I wanted to believe him, I wanted him to take the sting away.


I reached up and pulled his head down to meet mines and he kissed me. No force, no fight from him this time. Just pure, soft passion and gentle lust as he coaxed me to relax with his mouth. And relax I did, as he began a steady rhythm with his hips that I couldn't help get caught up in.


He was holding back, even though the pain had subsided. Before long I realized I didn't want him to hold back. I wanted to feel his urgency like he was surely feeling my own. I rolled my hips up to beckon him deeper and he followed, his hand slipping under me to push me closer to him.


I felt the full force of him now as he moved himself against me. I was completely lost in the smell of him, woody and yet sweet at the same time, it was like a drug and nothing he did felt like it was enough.


I could feel something building inside me as he rocked me beneath him, a need, a desperate need to climb higher, for him to consume all of me.


His heavy breath with each thrust led me closer to the edge. His hand came down and gripped my breast tightly as my back arched to give it to him, give him everything he wanted. That was the final push I needed and I let out a cry as my legs clenched around him and every muscle in my body erupted into a hundred tiny spasms. I froze as the ecstasy overwhelmed me, consuming every part of my mind and body and I was seeing stars, electrons, bursts of color beneath my eyelids.


He was close, as he held his breath, pushing a final few times until he let out a sound and collapsed above me, spilling himself inside me. I sighed as the warmth radiated and soothed my aching muscles, and he gripped on to my head as he panted, trying to catch his breath.


We lay there on the bed wrapped in each other's arms for a long time after. The gasps for air turned into soft breaths and I think we had both nearly dozed off. I felt at utter peace, like everything was fine in the world. But only in this little bubble we had created together, with him inside me, on top of me, all around me.


“Does it always feel like that?” I asked, eventually breaking the silence.


“Sore? I think that's just the first time.” he replied. He sounded groggy and half asleep.


“No, I mean… I don't know how to explain it.”


He chuckled at my innocence, shaking my body slightly as he moved above me. “Truthfully? No. There are not many people who enjoy stuff like that.”


“And you do? You enjoy it like that?”


“What do you think?” He looked at me questioningly. I turned to face the pillows, avoiding his gaze.


“You seemed like you did. But what do I know?”


He chuckled again and sat up, unraveling himself from the net of my body.


“Come on.” He said. “You need a bath.”


He took my hand and led me to the bathroom, handing me back his hoody as we went. This was the first time he’d given me clothes, other than when Megan had made him. Such a funny thing, how much you come to value clothes when you’ve been forbidden them. I sat down on the closed toilet and watched him while he put the plug in and turned the taps on.


“Wait there.” He said as he walked out the door. 


Jed returned a few minutes later with a bottle of pink bubble bath and some shampoo. He looked a bit awkward as he passed it to me and took sight of my surprised face. I couldn’t help but wonder what had changed. He was showing me kindness for the first time since he’d taken me and I can’t explain how good that made me feel. Like someone actually cared enough to consider my needs. I had grown so used to his angry looks and sarcastic taunts that this, the way he was behaving now, knocked me sideways. Knocked sideways by a hoody and a bottle of bubble bath. I felt like I didn't even know my own self anymore.


“Thank you.” I said, “Genuinely.”


“Don’t thank me, thank Megan.” He said as backed out towards the door. “You’ve got ten minutes, don’t make me come in here and get you.” he warned as he slipped out of the door.


I wasted no time in getting in, sighing as the hot water made way for me. It felt like such a luxury to have a bath. A bath just like I’d had every night of my life with steam and mood lighting and luxurious scents. Every night until my abduction that is. My muscles ached from our fight, from our lovemaking, from carrying the weight of the world on my shoulders for the last few days.


I closed my eyes and breathed in the sweet floral aroma as it filled the room. In and out, in and out.


I swished my hair around under the water as I’d always done since I was little. Pretending to be a mermaid. I felt a bit like that just now, like I’d lost my voice. I couldn’t say what I really thought for fear that I’d set Jed off into a rage, or send Mark into a flying bloodlust, or get another beating. I wondered what would be worse, to be left with no voice, or to have a voice but not be able to use it? There was a third I considered, and that was to use your voice to speak only lies. To act. To pretend, to play the game.


But I’d almost, almost been enjoying him hurting me tonight. That scared me more than anything. I had started out acting. It was all a lie, just a game to try and seduce him in the hopes that I wouldn’t end up buried in a field if he won. But regardless of how or why it started, to say I hadn’t enjoyed it would have been the biggest lie of them all.


“Sarah.” He called from the bedroom. I felt like I had to switch off my real thoughts and become the doll again. The doll who was available for him to play with, to listen to his thoughts and nod enthusiastically at the prospect of his games. How hard could it be? I just hoped I wouldn't lose myself in the process.






Chapter Twenty-One


She came through with the big towel wrapped around her head and the little towel wrapped around her body. I wondered if this had been intentional or purely accidental, but either way, I stared at her from my spot on the bed as she walked across the room.


I don't know what changed. Well, I do, but I don't know why it changed. I’d had sex with women before, more times than I care to remember. I’d had sex with virgins. I’d had rough sex, rougher than what Sarah would ever be able to handle. And yet something had changed. I stopped seeing her as a girl who was there for the torment and now, now I saw her as a woman who was there for the taking.


Her skin glowed golden as the warm light caught on her wet body. She was still soaking wet, but instead of drying herself she sat down on the chair and stretched her legs out before her.


“What are you doing?” I was genuinely curious.


“Drying myself?” She replied, like she couldn't understand how I didn't automatically know that.


“Don't you need to like, move? For that?”


“Sounds like a hassle.” She said, as she lay her head back on the chair and closed her eyes. “I’ll be over in a minute, don't fash yer self laddie.” She giggled.


This was new. I’d seen Sarah tremble in fear and moan in lust, but I’d never seen her playful, teasing. Not even with her friends, before I put her through all of this. She always seemed straight. Square. Two dimensional. I’d seen more personality in my cornflakes this morning than a near week in the life of Sarah.


“Get the light when you’re finished then.” I said as I turned over into my pillow.


“No bother, Dad.”


I chuckled inwardly. She was taking the piss but I’d let her. I liked this side of her better than the scared whimpering little doll. She could save that for when we were fucking.


I must have dozed off before she came into bed because when I woke up, she was sound asleep with her small body curled around my back and her arm draped lazily around my stomach. I noticed what had woken me and peeled her arm off me as I sat up, there was a low but frantic knocking at the door.


If it was Megan checking I hadn't killed the girl I was going to flip. But I opened the door to see Mark.


“Jed, it’s Elliot.” He gulped “He’s not come home, won't answer his phone.” He was searching my face for what to do next. I came out into the hall with him and closed the door.


“What time is it?”


“Three-thirty.”


He should have been back ages ago. Something wasn't right. He could have run into trouble but he always called, always got a message to us.


“Phone Corky. See if anyone's heard anything.” I said as I brushed past Mark and quickly made my way to the kitchen, not caring about clothes. I’d been leaving my phone in the top drawer in case my little bedroom guest decided to Face ID me in my sleep.


Corky was what I liked to call mid-level management in Kimber's organization. But he wasn't entirely loyal to him.


Six missed calls from Declan. He was supposed to meet Elliot at the port in Oban to give him the guns, although now it was seeming more than likely that Elliot never showed up.


“Mark, phone Declan. Tell him I’ll be there for half 5.”


“You’re going to get them yourself?” He looked at me like I didn't own a fucking drivers license.


“Yes. If it’s Kimber we’re going to need more guns than we have. Do not leave Megan alone in this house. You need to leave for any reason, you take her with you.” I warned him. He nodded, he understood that if Kimber had made a move against Elliot, Megan would be next.


“What about your wee whore?” He spat.


“She comes with me.”


When he started to argue I threw him a look that dared him to, and he firmly shut his mouth. I wasn’t in the mood for him bitching.


I don’t know why I decided to take Sarah with me. Probably because I didn’t trust my brother not to lay a finger on her. But I think a part of me wanted the company.


I headed back up the stairs with my phone in my hand and started pounding on Megan's door.


“Jed, what the fuck?!” If looks could kill I’d be a dead man tonight. I stormed past her.


“I need clothes, Megan. For Sarah.”


“What kind of clothes?” She eyed me suspiciously, she was still trying to wake up.


“I don’t know Megan, how many kinds of clothes can there be?”


“Wanker.” she huffed, as she opened her drawers and began raking through them. When she was done, she handed me the bundle and I made for the door.


“Jed, what's going on?”


“Speak to Mark.” I called, as I entered my own room and switched the lights on.


“Sarah. Sarah, you need to get up.”




Chapter Twenty-Two


I turned over in bed at the sound of him calling and peeked my eyes open. This wasn’t the normal routine. Usually, I didn’t even wake when he first got up, I always woke up alone naturally and tied to the bed. But my wrists were curled into the duvet, and I was far too tired for this not to be an ungodly hour.


“What is it?” I asked as I caught sight of his agitated look.


“Here, get dressed.” He threw me s bundle of clothes. “Quickly, we need to go.”


My heart skipped a beat. He was on edge and we were having to leave in a hurry. Had my grandfather found me? Were there men on their way right now to rescue me? I sat up in bed to watch as he searched through his drawers to find clothes. If I could stall him enough maybe I could give them enough time to get here.


“Jed, please tell me what’s happening.”


He stopped what he was doing and stared at me.


“A business trip. You’re coming because I don't trust that you won't try to escape with me gone. Now get dressed before I dress you myself.”


His tone said there would be no arguments, so I began putting clothes on for the first time in days.


They were Megan's clothes. Nothing fancy, just black skinny jeans and a dark grey top.


“I need shoes? A coat? A hairbrush?” I said, as I stood up and he checked me over.


He went back to Megan's room and returned a few moments later with a black suede biker jacket and a pair of heeled boots which I put on.


I caught sight of myself in the mirror and it was strange to finally see a young woman staring back at me, and not the grown-up, mature adult I normally tried to portray. My hair fell in ratty waves all around my shoulders, unlike my usual perfectly styled curls. I combed them with my fingers and turned to look expectantly at Jed.


“Your hair looks good. You look fine” he stated as he took my hand and led me from the bedroom that had become both my nightmare and my sanctuary. We stopped at the cupboard in the hall and he punched in the code quickly with a covered hand so I couldn't see it. He still didn't trust me, understandable though.


Inside the cupboard was more guns and weapons than I’d ever seen in my life. The big ones were attached to the walls on hooks in rows, while smaller ones were laid out on shelves. Jed took a couple of small ones and placed them inside his belt quickly. He closed the door, making sure to lock it again, and we continued on our way through the house to the kitchen.


Mark was leaning on the worktop, his head pointed down towards his phone.


“Anything from Corky?” Jed asked as he clicked the kettle on to boil.


“No reply to my message.” Mark said.


Jed was pulling two travel mugs out of the cupboard.


“How do you take your coffee?” He asked, glancing over his shoulder towards me.


“I don't drink it.”


“Because?” He raised his eyebrows as he asked.


“I just never liked the taste of it much.”


“You need milk and plenty of sugar then.” He decided as he began spooning sugar into the cup. I wasn't about to argue with him.


He finished up and handed me the mug, waiting to see my reaction expectedly. I flicked the lid back and took a sip.


“It’s not that bad, I suppose?”


He turned to Mark and laughed. “We’ll have her doing cocaine next.”


His brother sniggered, not taking his eyes off his phone.


“Text me as soon as you hear anything.” Jed demanded as he grabbed a set of keys from the kitchen drawer.


He grasped me by the waist and lead me out through the house to the garage. The lights flickered slightly before they fully lit the room, which I soon realized was bigger than my entire apartment. There were seven or eight vehicles parked there, arranged neatly in a line. The memories of that first night came rushing back to me, Mark dragging me out onto the floor, Elliot carrying me while I trembled in fear. Had I really come this far since that night? I wasn't trembling anymore. In fact, I was steely calm.


We walked the length of the line, sports cars, SUVs, and vans - all black- until we reached a big black pick up. Jed clicked the keys and the lights flashed. He opened the passenger door for me and held out his hand while I navigated the thin step up to the seat. Then he got himself sorted in the driver's side and pressed a button attached to his visor. The doors ahead of us began to move upwards. I hadn't imagined that I’d be seeing the outside again unless it was during my rescue. Not that I’d be leaving practically hand in hand with the man who abducted me.


Jed switched the ignition on and turned to face me. “You're gonna need to lie down for a bit.” He said.


“What do you mean?”


“So you can't see where I live. Where we are.”


It was dawning on me what he meant. I looked around the car. “There's no room?”


“I can blindfold you?”


“No!”


“Sarah don't pout for fuck's sake. Ten minutes maximum.”


I remembered my conversation with Megan.


“Fair enough.” I tried not to sigh as I unclipped my seatbelt and put my head down to rest on his leg.


“Other way.” He said. “I want to see where your eyes are looking.”


I got back up and rearranged myself so my head was resting in his lap, my face pressed close to his stomach and my legs curled up into me on my seat.


“You better hope the police don't stop us or we’ll be arrested for fucking dogging!” My voice was huffy but with a hint of playfulness to it.


He chuckled as he pulled the truck out of the garage. “The dogging charges will be the least of our worries believe me.”


I closed my eyes, mostly because I wanted him to trust that I wasn't going to look. It was pitch dark outside anyway and I figured the most I was going to gage was a rough area, so what would be the point? We could be anywhere in Scotland, and if we weren't in the central belt we were likely miles from a town of any sort anyway.


Jed leaned over to get something out of the glovebox and in doing so, almost crushed my head.


“Sorry.” He said as he continued to rummage over on the dash. Moments later music started in the background and I laughed when I realized what it was.


“Jesus Jed I never had you down as being into that.”


He laughed. “I look at you and I… fantasize. You're mine tonight. Now I’ve, got you in, my sights…” he sung along to Hungry Eyes. “I like to drive to the kind of music I can’t dance to.”


I laughed. “You’re not a dancer then?”


“I’m a dancer. You just don't hear this stuff in clubs, do you? It’s all pussies and fast cars and cunts talking about themselves like they're important.”


I chuckled. He had a point.


“You like that stuff?” he asked.


“Not really, I agree with you.” I replied.


“What do you listen to? What do you sing to when you’re alone in the bath.”


“Oh god. I’m country through and through.”


“Shut up!?”


“No seriously.” I protested. “They talk about the real stuff”


He laughed. “Aye, like dirt roads and achy hearts, the real stuff!”


“Ha! It’s not all like that I swear.”


“I don't believe you. You need an education”


“I’m sure an eighties playlist whilst my face is jammed up beside your cock will be just the ticket.”


He let out a big belly laugh. This was the most real I had ever seen him, like he was deciding to show me a part of his true self. I couldn't help but feel butterflies inside my tummy. It was as if we’d just met, and I was seeing him for the first time. I had to consciously remind myself that this man had hurt me, shamed me, and played games with my head. He wasn't kind and he wasn't even interested in what music I listened to while I was alone in the bath. I was small talk. I was a means to an end with an enemy, didn't matter that at this moment he found me somewhat amusing. But it was hard to keep a straight head when my head was so precariously close to him, when every breath I took smelled of him.


“Here you can get up now if you want.”


“You’re too kind.” I hoped some distance would stop my head being so fuzzy and my stomach doing summersaults.


We drove for about an hour, sipping coffee and chatting about all sorts. I had to admit his playlist was pretty good. And he was funny, he made me laugh as much as I hated to admit it. He was cheeky and confident. He wasn't afraid of making a fool of himself, singing along terribly to Meatloaf and getting most of the notes and half of the words wrong. He liked songs about passion, about angst and power and deep emotion. It would have been so easy to get caught up in the lie, that we were two people who had been forced together for innocent reasons on a road trip, and were experiencing those first twinges of feelings towards each other. Where the excitement in the air is tangible. The butterflies, the elevated heartbeat, the dilating pupils. The acute awareness of what the other one is doing, noting the way they laugh, the way they shift a gearstick, the way they look at you. The wondering: will we, or won't we?


But we had already done it. We weren't two strangers meeting for the first time. Jed had abducted me for his own gain. I had to remember not to lose sight of that.


The roads were pitch dark and twisted and turned through fields and forests. We had only passed two or three cars in the last half hour, so when we noticed a car on the side of the road in a ditch, it’s yellow hazard lights blazing in the distance, Jed's face immediately changed and he slowed the car.


We approached slowly and then in an instant Jed was frantic.


“What’s wrong?” I asked as he put the car into park and flung his seatbelt off.


“It’s Elliot's car.” He replied, as he opened the door and jumped out. I unclicked my seatbelt and made out the door to follow him.


Elliot was sitting in the passenger seat, shirtless. I  couldn’t see from my position behind Jed what was going on, but Elliot's face was pale and his breath labored.


“Elliot, what's happened?” Jed asked as he looked down, his voice strained.  I tried to get in around him to see what was going on and my breath caught in my chest as I caught sight of the blood.


“They ran me off the road, stabbed me. Right in the calf. I can’t drive, they took my phone. I’ve been sat here hoping you or Mark drove past before the police did.” Elliot replied in a low, strained tone.


He had tied his shirt around his leg below his knee in an attempt to stop the blood.


“We’re sitting ducks here Elliot. Can you move?”


“I think so. It’s stopped bleeding it’s just numb as fuck.”


Jed removed his hoody and held it up for his brother to put on.


“Sarah, grab him from behind. We need to get him into the truck.”


I nodded and between us, we managed to pull him out from the car. His face clenched as he tried to put weight on the leg, it was hopeless. But he managed to limp over to our car, his arms wrapped around our shoulders for support. Jed lifted him into the passenger side and re-tied the T-shirt that was around his leg.


“Here, you need sugar.” He said as he handed Elliot my half-finished cup of coffee. Elliot gulped it down. I wondered how long he had been sitting there.


When his thirst had subsided he turned to his brother. “We need to get those guns, Jed.”


Jed looked from him to me, as if telling his brother to remember his mouth around me. I obviously wasn't supposed to know about the guns.


“We will. But we can’t leave that car sitting there, it’s drawing too much attention.”


The three of us thought in silence for a moment.


“I’ll drive it.” I offered.


Both Jed and Elliot eyed me suspiciously now.


“I won’t run, if that's what you’re thinking.”


“That’s exactly what we’re thinking” Jed dismissed me.


“And where would I go? Where could I possibly run to that you wouldn’t find me.” I searched his face. “Fuck yourselves anyway… I was only trying to help.”


“Jed, I can’t drive.” Elliot added. I wondered if he might have been on my side.


“I’m thinking.” Jed said, his eyes low on the ground.


The pair of us waited to see what he would do.


“Elliot give me the keys.”  His hand went deep into his pocket and he pulled them out and handed them to him. Jed shut the door and took me over to Elliot's car, with his big hand clasped on my shoulder.


“I’m warning you, Sarah, you run and I will find you.”


“Yeah, I’m gathering that.” I pouted, couldn't help myself.


“No, I mean it. You’re a dead woman. You might think because of who your family is that you're safe. You won't be. He can't save you. I will find you.”


“I understand Jed. I don't have any loyalties to him. I don't know what it is you think you know about us, but I can tell you right now it’s not the case. Look at what he’s done to Elliot. You think I’d run to a man who would do that?”


“We’re all men who would do that, Sarah.”


I paused while we searched each other.


“You wouldn't do that to me though. I know that much about you, I don't know that about him.”


Jed didn't agree, he didn't nod. He just looked up at the stars above our head and rubbed his stubbled cheek.


“Just be smart Sarah.” he handed me the keys and I got into the car, leaving the door open while I switched the car on and arranged the seat so my legs could reach the pedals and I could see over the dash.


“Try to keep up.” He said, as he closed the door and headed back to his own car.


I pulled the car up out of the ditch to wait on him at the side of the road and tried not to think about the pool of blood that was surely at my feet. I hated driving in heels but I wasn't about to take them off now.


Jed edged past me in the truck and I followed. I played around with the dashboard trying to get some music on but I was wary of taking my eyes off the road for more than a split second at a time. We couldn’t drive more than a few seconds before a twist or a blind turn forced me to use both my hands to maneuver the car. And Jed was driving like a professional, speeding up before the bend had even ended and slamming on the breaks just before the next one.


I was struggling to keep up with him but I think he knew that, I got the sense he was playing with me. Before long, I couldn’t see his tail lights when I turned the corner. Shit. I sped up the car, my heart was beginning to beat faster and I could feel the heat radiating from my underarms. It was as if I was the prey and he was the predator, but we were at odds with nature because my goal was to keep up with the predator. I felt myself panic as I turned the next bend and didn't see his car. But two corners later I had to slam on the breaks as he had come to a complete stop in the road, waiting for me to catch up. He sped off before I had the chance to break fully and we were off again.


I turned the music up. House music. The type with very little words and just a steady beat. I hated that type of music, but it was just background noise. My attention was fully focused on the road in front of me, on not losing this game he had created.


I thought about why I was doing this. I wanted Jed to start to trust me. Sex wasn’t going to be enough for him. He seemed like the type of man who could walk into any bar, on any night, and find a woman who was eager and willing to let him do the things he liked doing to women. I was under no illusion that what we had done last night was nothing new to him, nothing special. No matter how different it had felt for me.


I had to be smarter than that. I could have run. I might have got away, who knows? The roads were dark and twisty, I possibly could have pulled into a side road and switched the lights off and hoped that he drove right past me. I certainly wasn’t capable of outrunning him in the traditional sense.


But where would I go? I had no money, no phone. Even if I had a phone, I had no one to call. I couldn’t go home, he’d find me. He probably knew where Louise and Kim stayed too and if he didn’t, it wouldn’t be hard for him to find out.


I thought about my grandfather. The stranger who I’d barely met, but who was the reason for absolutely everything in my life, including my current situation. I didn’t even know where he lived. And if I did, what would he do? Would he give me shelter? Would he kill Jed? Would he kill Mark and Elliot? What about Megan? Megan had been nice to me. And in some ways, Elliot had been nice to me too. I didn’t want them to die. Did I want Jed to die? I couldn’t think about that, I don’t think I would have liked the answer. I was supposed to hate this man, I was his victim.




Chapter Twenty-Three


I whipped out my phone and called Mark. I shouldn’t have used the phone while driving, that was dangerous and irresponsible and not something I condone. Don’t do this at home.


“I’ve got Elliot.”


“What? What happened?”


“He’s been stabbed in the leg. Found him at the side of the road.”


“Fucks sake. Are you bringing him home?”


“No. He’ll live. Tell Declan we’ve been delayed but we’ll be there in an hour.”


I hung up on him. I was driving like a fucking maniac and had almost forgotten about Sarah behind me. I checked the rear view mirror. Shit. I slammed on the breaks.


“Jed, fucking hell!” Elliot gasped.


“Sorry.” I said, my eyes still on the mirror. As soon as I saw her lights I sped up again. I’d have to be more careful or she’d think she could sneak away.


Would she sneak away though, given the chance? I had decided to trust her. I don’t know why, I don’t normally do that so easily. I sensed something had changed though. I’m not saying my penis is some freaky kind of magic, but there was no denying it had done something to her. She had wanted it as much as I had.


And they do say sex changes things for women. Releases a chemical inside them that makes blind to a man's shortcomings. I didn’t know if that was true, I’m not a fucking psychologist, but in my experience, they went a bit daft after it. Until they came to their senses.


I wondered when Sarah would come to her senses. I would not want to stick around to see what that would be like. Hopefully, by then she would be Kimber's problem, not mines. And I was going to fucking enjoy that moment. I was going to revel in it, especially now that he’d taken the liberty of stabbing my brother.


I got my phone out again and sent a few text messages to a few people. It was time to let them know that the Kings reign was drawing to an end.




Chapter Twenty-Four


We drove for another hour roughly, through country roads and small sleepy towns and villages. Jed didn’t slow down when we reached a 30mph zone and my heart raced the entire time. I wasn’t used to breaking the law, I don’t think I have ever run a red light in my life. I wanted to follow him and show him that I was doing what I promised but I was utterly exhausted trying to keep up with him.


Although I couldn’t deny the thrill that it gave me. This wasn’t your average small family car, this car could move, there was a power to it that I hadn’t felt in my own mundane baby SUV. 


Jed finally slowed down when we reached the town of Oban and I assumed this was our destination. His driving was careful now, deliberate. He was using indicators for the first time and stopping at each junction, forcing me to stop behind him. We made our way across the small town and pulled into the harbor. It was still dark but the black skies were nowhere near ready to give way to a lighter blue behind the clouds. We parked up and Jed got out, looking all around him as he made his way over to my car. I rolled down the window, I didn't expect to be getting out.


“Come on, you’re coming too.” he decided, opening the car door and gesturing for me to get out.


We made our way on foot down the harbor, past the boats that bobbed slightly as the waves rocked around them. It was cold, crisp. We reached a small boat about halfway down the dock and Jed whistled into the air. Moments later a man appeared on the deck.


“Ahhh, you’ve had me up all night boy.” The man said in a thick Irish accent. I found the use of the term boy strange, Jed didn't seem any younger than the man appeared.


“You know what it’s like, Declan, shit always gets in the way.”


“Mark explained the situation on the phone. How is your brother?”


“He’ll live.” Jed replied.


“The shipments inside.” Declan said as he eyed me cautiously. “Who’s the girl?”


“Sarah, Declan McCauley... Declan, Sarah Kimber” he introduced us.


“Kimber? Ha! Jesus be damned, Jed. I’d heard you’d done it but I didn't believe it.”


Declan eyed me up and down like he had to make sure I was real.


“So she’s what, your girlfriend now? Davie will be after your head on a spike.”


Jed laughed. “Why do you think I need this shipment?”


Declan nodded in agreement and chuckled. “Come down and give us a hand will ye?”


Jed crouched low on the edge of the dock and jumped down on to the deck of the boat. The pair of them vanished while I waited. I looked around, it didn't seem like the type of place men came to deal weapons. It was just a little coastal town, the type of town families visited for day trips to look around the quaint shops and eat ice cream. I didn't imagine there was much crime here, or many police officers. Perhaps that's what made it so ideal.


The pair emerged on the deck with two big holdalls and a silver suitcase each. Jed took the wet stone stairs like he had no fear, and Declan followed slightly more cautiously. We made our way back to the cars and Jed motioned for me to get in while he loaded the bags and cases into the back of his pick-up. A few moments later Jed shook Declan’s hand and the pair parted ways. My window was still open, waiting on my instructions for what to do next.


“We need to get back as quickly as possible but without drawing attention to ourselves.” Jed began. “Stick to the speed limits, indicate, look like a normal girl heading to work on a normal morning. Understand?”


I nodded. Christ, it was a weekday? It had only just occurred to me I didn't know what day it was.


Jed stuck to his orders on the way back. It took considerably longer, we were driving carefully and there was more traffic on the roads now. He braked slowly, indicated at junctions, and when we got stuck behind lorries on the single carriageway he hung back until he made sure we could both overtake. I was tired by now, my right leg ached from its position hovering over the accelerator or the break, I couldn't rest my foot on the floor due to the heels, scared they’d get stuck under the pedals. But after two and a half hours, with the sun breaking from behind the clouds, we made it home.


Jed’s truck paused on the road and moments later the two black gates began sliding open. I wondered if the whole place was fenced off? I supposed if that many people wanted to kill you it was probably a necessary insurance policy.


I followed him up the long drive and caught my first sight of the house where I’d spent the last week. It was breathtaking. It spread out around a circular road in a U shape, the garage to one side and an outhouse to the other. The main building was white, with dark grey roof tiles that covered the high sloping roofs. In the middle of the U, a huge wooden doorway stuck out from the building, surrounded by columns and it’s own miniature slate roof. The windows were cased glass, painted white and arranged in perfect symmetry along the building. This was a mansion, I had expected as much from my brief glimpses of the interior and the furnishings, but this confirmed my thoughts.


Jed waited while the garage doors opened and I followed him in, pulling my car up beside his and getting out. Megan was rushing into the garage before I had even shut the car door.


“Elliot!” She shouted, as she ran past the parked cars. “Jed, Mark! Get him in the house. Get him on the sofa so I can take a look.” Her voice was panicked but she tried to remain calm.


I watched, feeling utterly useless as the boys pulled their brother into the house and Megan began cutting off his trousers and un-peeling them from his open wound.


“Jed get the bandages from the kitchen, and something to clean it with. Mark, towels.” She ordered as she crouched down to get a better look at his leg. “And something for the pain!”


Elliot had his head back and was squirming now, his breath labored and eyes closed. I bent down beside his head and took his hand. I don't know why? Partly because I felt like I should comfort him and partly because I think I needed comforting too.


Jed returned with the items Megan had asked for, and a bottle of whiskey which he opened and held to Elliot's mouth. He gulped the liquid down gladly.


“Jed hold him down.” She said, as she lifted his leg and Mark spread the towels under him. Jed moved behind him and grabbed onto both his shoulders. Elliot closed his eyes again, as if retreating from the pain. I wondered if he was trying to go to the same place I went to? The place that takes the pain away, that removes it from your body.


He gasped as Megan squirted a bottle of antiseptic solution over his leg, the semi-dried blood being taken with it as it poured from the gash down his leg. She grabbed a dressing and pressed it tightly to the wound, taking a bandage in her other hand and beginning to wrap it around his leg in criss cross motions. She looked like she knew exactly what she was doing.


“What are you, a nurse?” I asked in a whisper.


She shook her head. “No. I’ve just done this more times than I care to count between the three of them.”


When she had finished she stood up. “Get him some blankets. He needs to sleep but we need to make sure he doesn't get a fever.”


Mark nodded and made out the door.


“I need to sort out the shipment.” Jed said, as he followed him, leaving the two of us alone with Elliot who appeared to be drifting off to sleep.




Chapter Twenty-Five


I unloaded the car of the guns and took them up the stairs to the locked cupboard. We were going to need them when this all came to a head.


My phone had been vibrating near constantly the entire drive home but I kept it in my pocket. Elliot would just want to know what was going on, and if I told him, he would just tell Mark. There was a reason I kept Mark in the loop but just outside of it. He was hot-headed and far too reactive for his own good. He had the rare gem of a good idea once in a while but I knew his strengths. They were in his fists and not between his ears.


I checked the messages and missed calls. The vultures were circling, just as I knew they would. No one would commit to me, not unless Kimber was dealt with properly.  That was understandable, no one jumps from a sinking ship into the icy depths until they see a lifeboat in the distance. Not unless the ship is on fire, anyway.


But peoples talk, and peoples opinions can be just as dangerous as wildfire. People like the thought of a new leader. They like the thought of having a hand in the way things will be run, of getting a better slice of the cake than they have just now. Sometimes you don’t need to take any action at all, sometimes the thought of the action that you will take is enough. If I could convince them that the ship was on already fire, they’d all fucking jump. Like rats. Men were simple that way.


Not like Sarah. I had to admit I was grateful for her help tonight. I had thought her a bit of a wallflower, beautiful and smelled amazing but at the end of the day just something nice to look at. She wasn’t though. She had proved herself useful. She’d taken some initiative. I liked that, reminded me somewhat of my sister, except Sarah was not nearly as fiery and sure of herself. I decided then that I should be nicer to Sarah, she was just a pawn in all of this. She had been the spark that lit the fuse, and that was necessary at the time, but now? Now everyone knew I had her, they’d know I had one up on him. And that was the goal, after all.






Chapter Twenty-Six


I went with Megan to the kitchen while she scrubbed Elliot's blood off her hands.


“Cup of tea?” I asked her, as I stuck the kettle on. Tea always seemed to be the answer to everything.


“Please.” She sighed, shaking off the drips from her hands into the sink. “Milk, one sugar.”


I nodded.


“Will he be ok?” I asked, not quite sure if she would even know the answer, but I had to say something to break the silence.


“He should be in a hospital.” She frowned.


“Why not take him then?”


“Too many questions. They never go to the hospital. They expect me to sort it out for them.”


I made us each a cup of tea and we sat down at the kitchen table, sipping it quietly.


“It was my grandad, wasn't it?”


Megan nodded, she didn't look me in the eye.


“Jed expected it, he just didn't know when or where, or who. I don't think he considered it would be this quick either.”


“What? He’s had me for days.”


“Aye, but he only sent the message to him last night.”


“What message?”


Megan shifted uncomfortably, clearly struggling to find the words.


“That he was the one who had taken you. And that he’d taken your…”


“Fucking hell.” I said, as the harsh realization dawned on me. He’d put that thing inside me and then sent it to my grandfather. My stomach turned. I felt a rush of emotions. Shock, embarrassment, but mostly betrayal. I shouldn't have felt betrayed though. How had I ever come to think that I had a chance of making him like me? I wasn't even human to him. I was an object, one that he’d use until I was no longer useful to him.


This was a mess. How was I ever going to escape him?


“Sarah. I’m sorry. I’m genuinely sorry.” Megan said as she leaned over to place her hand above mine.


“Why would he do that to another person? I’ve done nothing to him.” I stared into my teacup and began sobbing as the reality fully hit me and the emotions threatened to take over my body.


“It’s not you. It’s never been about you, Sarah.” she was trying to comfort me but it wasn't helping.


Just then, Jed walked through the door with the bags in his hands. He caught sight of my watery eyes and my wet cheeks, and immediately put the bags down at his feet.


“What’s wrong with her?” He was talking to Megan. He didn’t even have the decency to ask me what was wrong myself.


“Nothing, she’s just feeling a bit emotional after seeing Elliot like that.” Megan replied. She was a good liar, or so I thought.


“Bullshit.” He sniffed as he walked out of the room.


“Sarah, you need to pull yourself together.” She whispered. “You’re not helping yourself.”


I wiped my cheeks with the back of my hands and then took a drink of my tea. I nodded to Megan, she was right. I either had to fight him from outside or fight him from within. I knew he was a monster, why did this surprise me? What he had done was wrong, his reasons behind doing it may have made it even more despicable, but I should have hated him anyway. Instead, I’d willingly given him even more of me. I didn’t want to make the same mistake again. I’d do what I had to do to survive this, but I’d keep my heart carefully guarded.


The day passed by relatively quickly. Megan and I sat in the living room with Elliot, watching reality TV and drinking tea while he dozed in and out of sleep. Jed and Mark were rarely present, I didn’t know what they were doing, nor did I ask.


I helped Megan make dinner for us all, just some mince and a jar of bolognese sauce, a packet of spaghetti. You could cut the atmosphere at the dinner table like a knife. Mark kept looking at me as I ate, like he couldn’t quite believe I was sitting there amongst his family, with the audacity of being fully clothed. Jed didn't say two words to me, he just wolfed his dinner down and threw his empty plate in the sink. I doubted that man had ever washed a dirty dish in his life.


“Sarah, bed.” He said as he walked out of the door. I glanced at Megan, I’m not sure why, maybe moral support? She nodded and I dropped my fork, my dinner only half eaten, and followed Jed up the stairs to his bedroom.


“What’s wrong?” I asked him, as I closed the door behind me.


“It’s been a long day.”


I nodded. He was right, we had been up for hours and a lot had happened in that time.


“Can I have a shower, before bed?” I asked. He removed his top and tossed it onto the floor beside him.


“Come on then.” He took my hand and led me to the bathroom. I noticed he didn’t turn the light on, and I searched his face in the dim light that was creeping in the door from the bedroom. He took a hold of my top and motioned for me to lift my hands above my head, so he could slide it up over my body.


“Jed, I don’t…”


“Shhhh.” He cut me off. “No talking. Not tonight…”


I nodded as he stripped my clothes off, and then removed his own. He took my hand and led me inside the cubicle while he followed, sliding the glass door over behind him. His frame dominated the small area, making me feel tiny in my own corner. He turned the shower on and the icy water made me shudder. I instantly backed further against the wall, trying to escape the freezing cold droplets as they rained down in front of me.


Jed approached me, not caring that he was fully submerged in the cold. He held my head in his hands, bending down to catch my lips in his own. I sighed as the water began to warm up only slightly, just enough so it was no longer painfully cold. I moved my hands up around his neck and he stayed there, protecting me from the water until it turned fully hot.


He was careful with me, running his hands up and down my body gently while he kissed me passionately, but I couldn't let my guard down. He’d been careful with me before.


He lifted me up easily like I was just a wisp to him, and my legs instinctively wrapped around his thick hips.


“Daddy wants to be inside you.” he whispered as he ran his mouth along my neck. A rush of excitement tore through my body as he said it. He was so big, so strong, so powerful. He made me feel small, weak but not in a bad way. Like he had to have me, to consume me, to protect me.


I moaned to signal my approval as I inched my hand down and took a hold of his length, my other arm still gripped around his neck, scared that he’d drop me. I moved him so he was aligned with my entrance and he held himself there while I regained my grip around his neck. He pushed into me, and this time there was no pain. Just the sensation of being claimed by him, of having him inside me in my most intimate place. I sighed as he moved me firmly up against the tiled wall of the shower, feeling completely caught up in his embrace.


He continued to whisper in my ear how I was a good little girl taking every inch of his cock, and how much my daddy wanted me to come for him. I was in my own world, his words sending me over the edge so fast I was a trembling wreck by the end of it. He came quickly too, fucking me with an urgency that made my breath catch in my throat. I struggled to find my balance as my knees wobbled when he put me back on my feet. I clung to his chest, utterly breathless and dizzy as the hot water poured over us.


He gave me a moment to find myself and then reached down for the body wash and began spreading it over my body. I stood there as he washed me, his thick hands kneading and working the soap into a lather on my skin. The scent that reminded me so much of him filled the hot, steamy air around me.


Then he turned his back to me and washed himself quickly, finally scrubbing his hair and rinsing it off with closed eyes under the shower. He turned the shower off and led me out of the cubicle, making sure I was wrapped firmly in a towel before he sorted himself out.


We moved through to the bedroom in silence and I stood watching him as he began to dry himself vigorously. He caught me watching him and laughed.


“I forgot about ‘Mrs. I Don’t Dry Myself’. My way seems more efficient, however offensive you might find it.”


I laughed and turned my back to him.


“It takes all of 5 minutes to do it my way.”


“I’m already done.” he retorted as he went back to the bathroom to hang his towel up. I conceded and began to rub myself dry whilst trying my best to remain covered. He watched me from the bed while I worked. Feeling like I was mostly dry, I followed his lead and hung the towel in the bathroom and then joined him in bed.


I lay down beside him and lifted my arms above my head, ready for him to tie me up.


“You don't have to do that.” he said, looking down at me from his sitting position. “I’m starting to trust that you're not going to slit my throat as I sleep.”


I giggled. “I never realized that was an option available to me, until now that is.”


“Bitch.” He said, playfully.


“I kind of like it.” I said.


“What, the thought of killing me or being tied up while you sleep?”


“Both? But I had meant the being tied part. It’s like being turned on and teased for a full 8 hours.”


“Holy shit.” He searched my face while he chuckled, like a proud yet mildly surprised father who just found out the geeky son was actually decent at football. “You’re such a little deviant now. You’re worse than me!”


“Don't take the piss out of me!” I pretended to pout. “I’ll just keep my mouth shut in future.”


“Hey, the woman gets what the woman wants.” He sat up to look in his bedside drawer and pulled out the cuffs again, only this time they weren't attached and there was four of them instead of two.


I held my hands up and he strapped them around my wrists- not so tight that they’d cut off circulation, but tight enough to know they were present at all times. He shifted the covers above me and tilted my legs up while he strapped the other two around my ankles in the same fashion.


“Is that good?” he asked, as he lay back down beside me and pulled me closer to him, so his arm wrapped around my body and my head lay on his chest.


“Yeah, that’s good.” I replied. He shifted slightly to turn the lamp off and then sighed as he got comfortable.


“Do you want more?” He asked.


“What do you mean?”


“Do you trust me?”


I hesitated. “A little.”


He chuckled, and then he was up again, opening his drawer and rummaging around inside it.


“Lie on your tummy.” He said, and I rolled over. He moved down the bed and put his arm under my hips, lifting me up off the bed slightly.


I felt something cold and wet press against my ass.
“Jed what are you…”


“Shhhhh.” He cut me off as I tried to turn around and see what he was doing. I couldn’t move though, my hips were locked in place by him. “You’ll like it, I promise. Just relax. Trust me.”


I put my head down into the pillows and tried to focus on breathing. He was so close to me, touching me in ways I’d never been touched before. My cheeks burned, I was so thankful it was dark. I felt whatever it was stretch me open and then pop into place. Immediately I felt full, uncomfortable but aroused all at the same time.


He lay down beside me and pulled me in close to him, my now full bottom wedged up against his crotch.


“Sleep tight, little darling.” He whispered, as he sat up to kiss me on the forehead. I closed my eyes and felt the bonds that held my wrists and ankles, that served as a reminder that I was completely his. I cuddled into his thick arms and breathed in the smell of him, I had never felt so claimed and wanted and possessed in my entire life. I dared not think too hard about what the fuck I was doing.


The next morning I woke up to a fully clothed Jed calling my name from across the room. I stretched, and rubbed the sleep from my eyes, still feeling half asleep.


“Clothes for you.” He motioned to the foot of the bed where he’d left the small bundle for me. “Come down when you’re ready.” He said, before turning and walking out the door.


I wondered if I’d ever wake up with him still in bed beside me. Then I quickly remembered I wasn't supposed to care. I removed the straps from my arms and legs, tucking them away in his bedside drawer. I then went to the bathroom and sorted myself out before I started getting ready, trying to brace myself for another day living with Jed.




Chapter Twenty-Seven


My siblings were arranged around the table in the kitchen when I arrived, like they were waiting to hold a fucking intervention. I sat down at the table and picked up my paper, like I did every morning, except this time I could feel their eyes burning into my skull as I began flicking through the pages. I put the paper down.


“What?”


Mark would be the one to speak. He was the only one with any semblance of balls.


“What are we going to do, Jed?”


Right on cue.


“I’m going to drink my coffee- that one of you cunts are going to make me— and then I’m going to read my paper in peace. What are you going to do?”


They were annoying me. I knew what they were thinking, they’d been thinking it for the whole of the previous day. Why wasn’t I doing something?


“Fucks sake, don’t be an arsehole.” Megan piped up now, her input as valuable as ever, before she got up and stormed off in a huff.


“Anyone else want to have a go at me this morning?” I looked at my brothers. Elliot shook his head. Mark scratched his head like he was about to attempt diplomacy.


“I just think we need to strike back. Now. Before he does something even more unpredictable. Declan knows what happened. The whole of Ireland will be yapping and the eyes over here will be on us soon enough. We look weak, Jed.”


“Aye, Declan knows about Elliot. But he also knows I have Sarah.” I picked up my paper. “I’ve already put the word out that Kimber’s finished. I have my little street rats whispering in the ears of the dealers. I went to Declan- specifically- for the guns because he is well known for his loose tongue. Dimitri Rozachov is good to go into business with us- the second Kimber is disposed of. Same with Tony Morelli, Dale Telford, Scott McColl. Corky will turn his coat, eventually. I’ve already increased our supply of cocaine and heroin, for when the time comes. Tell me, Mark, is there anything else you’d like me to do, right now, right this fucking second, before I’ve read my paper and drunk my morning coffee?”   


Mark said nothing, and instead pulled himself up from his chair and followed Megan out the door. I looked at Elliot. Two down, one to go.


“How's your leg?”


“It’s feeling better, aye. I can just about limp on it, with this.” He looked over at the crutch that was resting at the side of his chair.


“That’s good.” I went back to reading my paper and he took his cue to leave.


You’d think my rant would have eased my black mood but if anything, it had only made me feel worse. Like a caged lion who was being taunted with sticks. I could be doing more, I knew it and they knew it. But I’d specifically tried to do it this way to avoid having to blow up his vans and burn his nightclubs to ashes. Instead, my best efforts had produced a brother with holes in him and a sham girlfriend who hated me but was happy enough in the sack. 


Sarah walked through the door as my thoughts trailed off. Speak of the devil, and they will appear.


“Sarah, coffee.” It wasn’t supposed to sound that blunt but I wasn’t going to apologize after the fact. She shook her head but went over to the kettle and clicked it on to boil.


“What's wrong with you?”


“Nothing.” I replied as I lit up a cigarette. I was a creature of habit.


She pouted, which annoyed me even more.


“Why are you being so cold with me?”


“I’m not being cold, I’m trying to read my fucking paper.”


“For god's sake, it’s like being with two different people. What have I done wrong this time?!” She slammed the cupboard door shut and turned around to stare at me. Did I not get a moment's peace in this house?


“You think this is about you? Fucking hell. My brothers through there with a stab wound, put there by YOUR family, and you’re complaining? What are you complaining about exactly? That I didn’t say please? That I didn’t fuck you well enough last night? That I’m not on my knees right now, licking your arsehole? Get over yourself.” I spat the words at her. 


“It’s not about last night it’s about the way you treat me. You’re acting like this is all my fault.”


“And you’re acting like a spoilt little bitch who forgets her place.”


“And where is my place, Jed? You don’t complain when I’m spreading my legs for you, when I’m driving cars home for you, when I’m doing everything possible to keep you happy!?”


“Ha! What do you want, a fucking medal?”


“Just some basic respect.” She looked hurt.


“You need to earn basic respect, Sarah.”


“Then tell me what I’m supposed to do? Let me help you.”


She looked at me questioningly.


“I don’t feel like having my cock sucked right now.” I shrugged.


“Ha! Maybe that would loosen you the fuck up a bit.”


“I can’t loosen up. Not when my brother is lying there and that wanker Kimber thinks he has one up on me.”


She sighed, seemingly exasperated with me now. “So get one up on him.”


“Aye, alright bright spark. I have men doing that right now. But it’s not enough. Kimber doesn’t have a brother I can hurt. His son is long dead. I only have you.”


“Exactly. You still have me.”


“You want me to stab you?” I asked, my eyebrows raised.


“Jesus. No… but what if we can make it look like you did.”


I looked up, her suggestion caught me by surprise.


“That, or worse.” She added.


I thought for a moment about what she was saying. Could it be done? It would have to be convincing. And we’d have to film it, to make sure it got to him.


“Christ Sarah, you never fail to shock me.”


She laughed. “I aim to please.”


“It will need to look real though.” I warned. “Real enough to make him come out of his hole.”


“You doubt my abilities?”


“I don't doubt anything when it comes to you anymore.”


“Good.” She put her hands on her hips and stood in front of me like a woman on a mission.  “Now go and find Megan, I need to see what she has in her makeup collection.”


“Aye, alright.” I agreed, leaving my unread paper on the kitchen table.


And with that, the rage that had engulfed me since I’d first walked into the kitchen that morning was slowly seeping away.


I went up to Megan's room and knocked. No response.


“Megan, it’s Jed.”


I waited. I knocked again.


“Fuck off!”


“Meg, I’m sorry. Let me in I need to speak to you. It’s about Sarah.”


A few moments later she appeared at the door.


“What is it?”


“She has a way forward, but she needs your help. She’s in the kitchen.”


Megan nodded without looking me in the eye, and then brushed past me.






Chapter Twenty-Eight


I explained my plan to Megan and she looked at me like I had suggested I was going to run for US President. I didn't tell her that although my goal had been to prove myself a loyal servant to Jed's cause, my intention was to indeed light the spark that would hopefully get my grandad out of the shadows. I was doing what she had suggested, after all, I was backing both horses. But I was also bringing the date of the race closer, and hopefully doping the horse I most wanted to win.


Jed had been right though. To achieve the goal it had to be realistic and believable. I was going to make this so utterly harrowing and horrendous that my grandfather would immediately tear the country apart to find me. Or at least I would do my best.


I was so sick of his mood swings. I was tired of always trying to guess at how I could please him. Wondering, what would he want me to say, and how would he want me to behave? It began to feel like a constant battle to keep my mouth shut, to smile and go along with what he wanted. But most of all I think I was scared of losing myself in this chaos, in these lies that I was partly responsible for. He could be kind when he wanted to be, and I could feel myself getting tempted at times. How nice would it be to just give up control? To not have to worry about the normal, mundane things? To live in a bubble with him where making him happy truly made me happy. If we weren't in this situation, could we have made each other happy, tangled in bed sheets in the dark of night instead of tangled in a web of hurt and deceit? Could I close my eyes to the wicked things he did to others, just as long as he was nice to me?


Megan took me up to her room and began rummaging in her closet. She thought she might have had some bits and pieces left over from a Halloween when she’d still lived here. I hoped that she did and that it was still useable. Ordering online would take a day or two, at least, and I wanted to set this ball in motion now.


“Aha! I knew I had it!” Her face lit up and appeared from the cupboard with a bag in her hand, it’s contents rattling inside as she came towards the bed. “You’re sure about this, Sarah?”


“No, not really. But Jed is.”


“So what are we going for then?”


“I’m thinking bruising, cuts, burst lip, that type of thing?”


“Hmmm. I like it. We should add in an open wound though. A head wound. Might as well go full on fucked up if we’re going to do it.”


I laughed and began sorting through the contents of her bag.


“Do you have a phone, with internet? I remember seeing a video a couple of years ago and the last time I did it I pretty much just followed that.”


“Yeah, hold on.”


She rooted around in her handbag and passed me her phone. “1404”


“Thanks.” I said, as I opened her web browser and typed ‘Halloween wound makeup tutorial’, praying that I’d be able to do it just as good, or better than the last time.




Chapter Twenty-Nine


My breath caught in my throat when she walked in the door, almost two hours later. She was an absolute mess. All three of us stared at her, and I could tell we were all imagining the scenario that would have theoretically put her in that state.


“Fucking hell Sarah,” Elliot began “where did you learn to do that?”


She giggled, which freaked me the fuck out because she did not have the face of someone who should be laughing. “I’m the designated Halloween make up person. Hours of tube tutorials I guess!”


Her left eye was bruised purple, her hairline at the right-hand side was bloodied and congealed, like she’d been hit with a blunt object. Her lip was paler than it should be, with an angry swollen slit around the bottom. Down her cheek ran a long thin cut that only ended at her neck and moved as she smiled. She was breathtaking and horrifying all the same time.


I noticed my brothers were staring at me, eager to see my reaction. Truth be told it completely shocked me, hurt me in a strange way that I couldn't even fully comprehend myself. I wasn't going to let them see that, though.


I cleared my throat. “Are you ready?” I asked.


“Almost. I just think it would be better if we didn't have an audience….” She looked at my brothers, and then back to me. “You're going to strip me, and tie me up.”


I swallowed, hard. She was fucking incredible.


“Aye. We’ll go to our room.”


I hadn't meant to say it but everyone in the room had caught it. Our room. Not ‘my room’. Not ‘the room’. Fuck it, I owned my decisions.


The girls followed me up the stairs and I punched in the code to ‘our room’ with determination.


“You want me to film it?” I asked. She nodded. “And Megan?” I glanced at my sister.


Sarah shrugged. “She can stay. She’s seen it all before.”


I cast my mind back to the night I’d beaten her in an angry rage. Megan banging on the door had been the thing that had finally lifted the haze. I supposed she had seen everything. Megan sat down on the chair and Sarah turned around and began taking her clothes off.


Her top lifted to reveal a purple and brown bruised side, and red welt marks scored into her back, as if I had taken a belt to her. She bent down, removing her jeans and underwear, and then clasped her hands together behind her back and looked over her shoulder at me expectantly.


I unbuckled my belt and moved towards her, placing the strap under her arms and wrapping it around. I began to fasten the belt but she shook her head and glanced up at me.


“Tighter. It needs to feel real.”


Fucking hell. My cock was stirring. She looked so vulnerable yet strong at the same time. I knew I was fucked up. This shouldn't arouse me, this should sicken me. I was sickened, or at least I would have been if it was real. But it wasn't. And I couldn't help that my mind was wandering into places so dark it frightened me.


My next attempt seemed to do the job, I clamped her arms together with my fist and her breasts heaved forwards, her breathing increasing as I pulled it tighter and tighter, winding it up her arms. I buckled the thing and turned her around to face me.


She was already getting into character, her blackened eye closed over slightly and her bottom lip trembling. I moved her to the bed and lay her face down, whipping out my phone and hitting the record button as she started shaking and sobbing.


“Sarah, you got a message for your old Grandaddy?” I chuckled, making sure to get her patterned back in the shot before she tried to turn herself around.


“Grandad, please. Please help me.” She sobbed, pausing and lifting her face from the covers as she winced in pain. “I know you hardly know me. I know I don't mean anything to you, but please don't leave me to die here.” Her sobs were stronger now, so strong that I could hardly believe that this wasn't real. Another short pause. “I’m so scared Grandad. Please. Help me.”


I cut the film.


“Sarah, it’s done.”


She didn't stop. I bent down to touch her face but she was properly crying now.


“Meg, give us a minute. Please.”


I heard my sister get up and leave the room.


“Hey, come here.” I lifted her up into my arms and cradled her like a baby before sitting back down on the bed. “Stop that, you’re fine. It’s not real, babe.” I kissed her head. I couldn't bear this. The sight of her, as if she was crying from the pain of her wounds inflicted by my own hands. My cock was semi-hard and I hoped she didn't notice as she sat trembling in my lap.


“I know. I’m being stupid. It just felt so fucking real.” She sniffed.


“It looked so fucking real. You scare me.”


She laughed at that. “You scare me too.”


I clasped my arms around her small body, and the pair of us sat in silence for a moment while her sobs died down. I looked at her bruised and tear-stained face and I promised myself in that moment that I’d never put my hands on this woman again, not unless she wanted me to, at least. I wasn't going to take her by force, not anymore. I was going to take her for real. If she didn't want the things I wanted then I knew I’d eventually have to let her go. But she would want it, if I got my shit together. I only hoped I wasn't too late.






Chapter Thirty


Jed left me once I had composed myself and he’d taken the straps off my arms. He gave me a kiss and said he’d send Megan up to help me shower.


It took almost as long to get the makeup off as it had to put it on. I thought I had done the job well enough for it to at least be believable, although I wasn't entirely sure it would be enough to make my Grandad take action. I was certain when I had planned this that either Jed would see that I was fully on his side, or my grandfather would help me. I had to remain hopeful that one of those outcomes would come to fruition.


All we could do now was wait. I didn't even know what we were waiting for, no one did. A phone call? A text message? A series of whispers that would eventually reach us? The waiting was the worst. Like being in limbo, or purgatory- if I wasn't already there.


The day passed by as uneventfully as the previous one had. Jed was being almost nice to me, which was different. Even Mark didn't look so angry when I sat down at dinner that night. I don't think they trusted me entirely, but at the very least they didn't detest me anymore.


Elliot's leg was on the mend and he was able to get about downstairs on his crutches. I could see the stress it was causing Megan, doing everything she possibly could to keep the wound clean and avoid a trip to the hospital. Caring for him was becoming a welcome distraction. Elliot was different from Jed and Mark. He didn’t have that dominant masculine energy rattling around inside of him like his brothers did. I wondered if that was just his age, and it would come to him in time as experience hardened him.


Everyone tried to act normal, well, as normal as possible under the circumstances. But there was a tension to our conversations, like we were all walking on a razor's edge and trying not to look down.


That night Jed put the straps on me, just as he’d done the previous night, and pulled me on top of him to lie across his broad chest, holding my wrists securely in his hands. I didn’t love him, I couldn’t love him, but I was growing to love that feeling. The restraint, the security, the warmth that radiated from his solid body as it moved gently beneath my soft one. I’d never had that feeling as a child- not that I can recall anyway. I’d never felt those big strong arms around me- much bigger than mines- wrapping me up and engulfing me in a crushing but reassuring embrace, an embrace that promised everything was going to be alright. I hadn’t realized how much I had craved that feeling, until now.


I decided I didn't want to watch the video. It had been distressing enough just looking in the mirror while I was putting on the makeup. I knew it wasn’t real, I knew it was pretend. But it didn’t stop the pain I felt as I looked at the girl staring back at me and thought that she could have been me, if I hadn’t taken Megan's advice. It had worked, Jed hadn’t beaten me until I was black and blue like the girl who faced me in the mirror. He’d barely laid a finger on me since I had changed tactics.


But I couldn’t help but wonder, as I lay quietly in his arms, if I’d traded the beatings for a worse fate. After all, bruises faded eventually, but I didn’t know if a heart was so easily healed with the passing of time. Jed had awoken something inside me that I hadn’t even known I wanted. He’d taken my virginity, he’d made me crave that feeling of helplessness I found so easily lying beneath him. I was no longer terrified of what he’d do next, I was more scared of how I would feel when he left, or I escaped. 


We both drifted off to sleep like that, my head on his chest, his heartbeat in my ear. No sex, no passion, no arguments, and no lies. Just two strangers clinging on to each other in the darkness, waiting to see what the light of the next day would bring.


I woke up and I wasn't alone. He hadn't left me like he usually did. I must have slid off him during the night but he was wrapped around me now, my back to his chest, my bum nestled into his crotch, his hands gripped around my wrists. I lay still for what felt like ages, awake and listening to his breath above my head. This was torture, enjoyable torture. I could feel his cock so close to me, but not where I wanted it to be. I shifted my bum slightly and hooked my leg back around his, parting my thighs. He stirred and his grip on my wrists tightened.




Chapter Thirty-One


She thought I was sleeping. I wasn't sleeping. Did she know what she was doing, pressing herself up against me and fidgeting against my cock? She sighed as she moved, she wanted a good old fashioned morning fuck. I told myself I wasn't going to give it to her, but she didn't need to know that yet.


“You keep shifting on my cock like that and I’m going to end up doing something you’ll regret.”


She froze, realizing I was awake. A few seconds passed and she raised her arms into an exaggerated stretch, sliding her tiny ass right down the length of me. She was playing, seeing how far I would go.


I jumped up and grabbed the loops for her cuffs from the drawer. Her eyes widened as I got on top of her and pushed her little wrists down above her head. It took me all of two seconds to attach her to the bed securely. She wasn't getting out of this.


I backed away and slid the covers off to reveal her naked body. Her eyes said fuck me, her tits rose and fell in exaggerated movements, daring me to squeeze and pinch them. As my eyes moved down her body her legs spread wide, an open invitation.


“You think you just need to spread your legs and I’ll do what you want.”


She watched me, not sure if it was a question or a statement.


“Tell me what you want.” I added.


She paused, she was shy. I liked that.


“Your… cock.”


I raised my eyebrow and waited.


“Your cock, please. Sir.” she corrected.


“Where?”


“Inside me.”


“In your mouth?”


She fidgeted uncomfortably, her cheeks were reddening.


“In my pussy.”


“You want Daddy’s cock in your slick little cunt. You need to earn it.”


She nodded, sighing. My words were turning her on.


I removed two little clips from my drawer and she watched me as I took a hold of her nipple and clamped it. Her eyes shifted and she pulled on her restraints, a tiny whimper escaping her lips.


“You want to make Daddy happy don’t you?”


She nodded, “Yes, Sir.” she replied through gritted teeth. It was hurting her; they were tiny but she wasn't used to this. I attached the other one and went to my drawer, turning my back to her so she couldn't see what I was doing.


I took the larger silver plug I’d purchased a couple of weeks ago and lubed it generously. Her tiny asshole would thank me later. I approached her, and as she caught sight of what was in my hand she began shaking her head frantically.


“You said you wanted to please me.” I stated with a raised eyebrow. She stopped her shaking and closed her eyes. I took a hold of her leg and shifted it slightly, before putting the plug inside her tight asshole. She moaned as I pushed it in deeper. I watched her face, she was biting her lip, as if deep in concentration.


I moved to her spread legs, kissing her as I went. She shivered at my touch, getting closer to where she desperately needed me to be. I parted her lips with my finger and took an agonizingly slow lick from the diamond tip of the plug up to her clit. She jolted and I did it again, listening for her moans of utter frustration as I moved away. I began to suck her exactly as I knew she wanted and she moved wantonly under me, using her feet on the bed to raise her hips further up towards me.


She was in a frenzy, sighing and panting and utterly desperate to come.


I sat up and watched her as she stared at me, the look on her face telling me she wasn’t nearly ready for this to end. I took out a pair of lacy panties from the drawer and her eyes questioned me as I slid them up her legs.


“What are you doing?” she whispered.


“I’m going for my shower.”


“What?” Her face was priceless.


“Don't ‘fash yer self’ lassie,” I chuckled. “I’m leaving you with a present.”


She swallowed. I spread her legs wider and secured her cuffs to the sides of the bed.  I tucked a little bullet vibrator into her panties and twisted the top to turn it on. Her eyes rolled and her hips moved as the gentle vibrations took over her.


I gave her a final kiss- long, and generous- before I jumped off the bed and strolled casually to the shower. As I closed the door I caught sight of her, struggling against her straps in a hopeless attempt to resist the complete invasion of her body.


I switched the shower on and decided I would take my time. She would hate me, for a while at least, but I would make it up to her.
x
“Fucking cunt.” She cried, as I opened the door and took in the sight of her. Her body was taught and there was a look of frustration- no, desperation- in her eyes. I chucked to myself, I supposed I was.


“That’s no way to please your Daddy, little princess.”


“Fuck you.” She hissed. “Why would you do that? WHY?”


I feigned surprise. “Did you not enjoy your little present?”


She shook her head.


“Did you not come?”


“No.” She said, frustrated. “It’s not in the right place.”


“You mean here?” I pushed her panties aside and moved the bullet up to her clit. She sighed and started grinding her hips immediately. I let her have a minute, thinking it might ease the frustrated anger she was hurling at me.


She was holding her breath, thinking it might bring her orgasm closer. I tried to judge the point of no return for her and just before she reached it, I took the little bullet away from her. Her eyes flew open in surprised rage.


She opened her mouth to argue but I caught it with my lips and immediately sucked her tongue into my mouth. Climbing on top of her I ran my hands up and down the length of her tiny body, catching her clamped nipples as I went and delighting in her sharp intake of breath. She was absolutely desperate now, trying to free her legs so she could wrap herself around me and pull me down to her soaking wet pussy.


“You need to tell Daddy what you want, little princess.” I whispered in her ear as I licked her cheek.


“I want your cock, Sir.” She said.


“Whose cock?”


“Daddy's cock!” I hadn’t even let her finish her sentence and I was inside her, forcing myself into her tiny hole, and not gently either. She cried out from the shock of it but I wasn’t going to let her settle as I had before, she was wet enough to take it.


My hands moved to her neck and I put my full weight on her. She moaned in delight as I fucked her as hard and as rough as I could, claiming every inch of her, forcing myself deep into her core. The sounds escaping her lips were like music to me, I fucking loved this, her helpless, naked, tied body shuddering under me. All the power in my hands. I gripped her tighter so she could barely breathe and seconds later I felt her body clench completely beneath me, her eyes closed and I almost felt the fireworks she was likely seeing behind them. I released my grip and she whimpered, completely fucking gone. The sight of her tortured little face spurred me on and it only took me a few moments to find my own release. I plunged inside her, as deep as I could possibly go and filled her completely with my load before collapsing on top of her.


A few seconds passed and I noticed she was kissing my chest as she sobbed a little. My heart tugged just slightly, she was like a little kitten. Sensing what she wanted I moved my arms to release her wrists from the bonds, and she gripped my shoulders and hugged me closer to her. I lay there for as long as she needed me to, long after her whimpers had settled and her body had stopped trembling.


How was I ever going to let this one go? The thought of her doing this with someone else, of someone else in the place I had claimed as my own shook me.


“I’m never letting you go, little one.” I whispered above her. Her arms gripped me tighter, her fingers digging into the muscles on my shoulders.


“You promised you would.” She replied. She didn’t sound upset or panicked, more like she was just commenting on the weather.


“I know what I said. I shouldn’t have promised you that... I can’t give you up.”




Chapter Thirty-Two


What was he doing to me? Or had it been me doing it to him? I didn’t know, but I knew something had changed. The days crept by and I found myself longing for the night. He had taught me more about myself since he’d taken me than I’d learned in the five years previous. I always thought I knew what I wanted. It was simple. I was going to move away to someplace where no one knew what my surname meant. I was going to get a job, maybe an office job, and meet a guy who didn’t care that I was the granddaughter of Davie Kimber.


Except, I had met a guy who didn’t care that I was the granddaughter of Davie Kimber. A guy who was strong, handsome, hardworking, ambitious, who cared about his family and would kill to protect them. He was stubborn and hotheaded, argumentative and he had a temper, but I’d come to learn how to deal with that. He demanded that I listened to him although I noticed now that was normally just in the bedroom, and I learned that I loved it. In the day time, he was still demanding. But he listened to what I had to say. He had come to trust me, and value my input, as much as he pretended like I didn’t matter.


Did I matter though? To him? Or was I still just a solution to his war with Kimber. That question was eating me alive. He wanted me, an idiot could see that. But was that lust? Was any of it real, or was he lying to me as much as I had been to him?


“Clothes, for after your shower” he nodded to the end of the bed. The jacket was back, and the boots too.


“We’re going somewhere?”


“Aye, now move your arse.”


I got out of bed. “What's happened?!”


Jed laughed. “Don't worry it's not business this time, purely pleasure.”


He walked out of the room and I went to the bathroom to sort myself and wash. I smiled as I noticed the little pile of things on his sink countertop was growing. I had moisturizer now, and face wipes. He’d got me my own toothpaste as I didn't like the minty stuff. Body wash that smelled of cashmere, a razor, deodorant.


I hurried in the shower and once finished I actually dried myself. Once dressed I checked my appearance in the mirror. I wasn't huge on makeup for everyday wear but I wished I had some mascara, I’d have to ask him to pick me some up.


He was in the kitchen waiting for me with a coffee in his hand and a cigarette resting on the glass ashtray.


“Let me finish off the sport and we’ll shoot. Make yourself a tea if you want to.” He glanced up above his newspaper towards the kettle.


Was it really less than a week since I’d come down here naked and been met with only disgust on his face? It felt like a lifetime ago.


“Do you want some more coffee?” I offered.


“I’m good, doll.” He chuckled, his eyes still set on his newspaper.


I made my tea and leaned against the counter, sipping it. He looked good, really fucking good. His dark jeans hugged his thighs and his white polo shirt contrasted against his sun-kissed, muscular forearms. He had trimmed his stubble so it was cropped close to his skin, and was the same length as the dark hair at the sides of his head. He was even more attractive to me now than when I’d first caught sight of him.


I stood there, stealing glances at him as he read. He was still just as fascinating to me as he’d always been. When I’d finished, I put my cup in the sink and came down to sit beside him at the table.


“Restless, Pet?” he chuckled, not looking at me.


“Yes!” I laughed. “Where are going?”


He put the newspaper down and sighed.


“Did you take your plug out?”


I nodded, blushing.


“Did I say you could do that?”


I squirmed under his watchful gaze. He was clearly enjoying making me feel conscious, unsure of myself.


“No. But…”


“But? Go upstairs and put it back.” He ordered.


I nodded.


“Sarah, I’ll know if you haven’t.”
x
He caught sight of me as I peeked my head around the door, my cheeks hot and flustered. He smiled. “Come on then.”


He stood up and went to the drawer, pulling out his phone, his wallet and a set of car keys. I followed him out to the garage and he stood at the door while he clicked the keys. I heard a high pitched noise as a car unlocked.


“The Discovery.” He said as he nodded towards the cars. I started walking while he locked the door behind him and stood at the passenger side. He was close behind me, opening up the door and holding out his hand while I jumped up. I needed to grow, this was worse than the pick-up. I sat down and squirmed as I became even more aware of the thing he’d demanded I put inside me.


He settled himself down and plugged his phone into the cable, scrolling through it as if he was looking for something. When he’d found it, he locked his phone and put it down between us, pushing the button to start the car and putting his seat belt on.


“A-list country playlist.” He winked at me and laughed. I smiled and giggled my approval. “Thought it might butter you up a bit?”


“Why do you need to butter me up?” I asked.


He motioned down to his lap and I rolled my eyes.


“Still?” I said.


“Listen it pains me just as much as it does you.” He chuckled.


I shimmied around in the seat and leaned over to him, lowering my head into his lap. He put his hand down and adjusted his growing erection, it stared me right in the face beneath his jeans. I closed my eyes again and he pulled the car away.


“Are you going to tell me where we’re going?” I asked.


“You’ll see soon enough.” He replied. “Honestly it’s not anywhere exciting.”


It was exciting though, to me anyway. Everything with Jed was exciting. He turned drinking tea in the kitchen while he read his paper from mundane into exciting and he didn't even realize he was doing it.


When five or so minutes had passed he told me I could sit up. We were somewhere on the M8, the busiest motorway in Scotland that ran right across the country between the two major cities of Glasgow and Edinburgh. So we were somewhere in the middle, I guessed.


The three-lane road was really busy but Jed slowed for nothing and nobody, weaving in and out of traffic like it was a doddle to him. It didn't feel dangerous though, his maneuvers were perfectly controlled and timed, as if he had been doing this his whole life.


It only took around 20 minutes until he indicated to take the exit, and immediately I knew where we were headed. I’d come here before with Kim, it was a huge shopping center to the west of Edinburgh, about a forty-five-minute drive from my home. That put Jed's house almost exactly in between Edinburgh and Glasgow. But that was a big place.


“We’re going shopping?!” I questioned.


“We are indeed.”


“You don't strike me as the type who enjoys shopping.”


“I’m not. But you need things. I figured the thought of you with a lump of cold metal wedged in deep in your ass would make it a bit more interesting for me.”


I laughed.


“I don't have my bank cards with me. Unless you had the sense to lift my purse when you drugged me and bundled me into the back of your car?” I raised my eyebrow and he laughed as he reversed the car into a parking space.


“Shut your whinging woman, give me peace.” He switched the car off and unclipped both our seatbelts before he jumped out and came around to open my door. His hands came around my waist and he lifted me down from the car and popped me onto the tarmac like I was a child.


Taking my hand, he led us both across the car park and into the shopping center. He led me by the hand but I may as well have had his finger up my backside because that was exactly what it felt like.


I was so small next to him, even with heels on. I clutched his hand tighter as we walked along, it was so busy. I hadn't been around this many people in weeks and it stressed me out a little bit, like it was too crowded, too loud.


Everywhere people looked at Jed and did a double take. He was striking, not just his height but his frame too and the way he carried himself. I felt self-conscious, as if other women would be looking at me and wondering what the hell he was doing with me. I was young, too young to look like a polished mature woman, the type you’d expect to see on a man like Jed's arm.


“I’d been meaning to ask you if you could pick me up some mascara?” I asked. “Unless of course, you picked that up from my house too.”


He laughed. “Get whatever you need.”


And I did exactly that. We walked around for a good hour just picking up the bare essentials. A hairbrush, lip balm, underwear, some tops and bottoms, pajamas for when I didn't feel like getting dressed. And the odd non-essential too, some clear nail polish, a gorgeous pair of Louboutin heels that he convinced me I couldn't live without, bath bombs, perfume. His hands were full of bags when we approached a coffee shop with some tables in the outside and Jed motioned towards it.


“I’m gonna need some coffee if you’re going to keep this up much longer.” He decided.


I laughed. “I could go all day, honey.”


He sat down, putting the bags at his feet.


“Do you want something?”


“I’m okay, thanks.”


“Come here.” He motioned for me to lean over and I did as he asked, leaning in so he could whisper in my ear. “You see that shop over there?” I looked around and nodded when I saw what he was pointing to. “I want you to go in there and get something to wear tonight.”


I turned around to face him. “Like what?”


He shrugged. “Surprise me? It’s only me who’ll be seeing it.” He reached into his pocket and pulled out his bank card. “1690” he said. I laughed— fucking predictable, he was obviously a protestant - and he seemed pleased with himself.


I walked around the shop for a good twenty minutes deliberating what he would like. He was into kinky shit, clearly. Maybe a black corset and suspenders? I wanted to do better than what he’d expect though. I kept looking.


He liked it when I called him ’Daddy’. I knew it was a thing, I was a virgin when I met him but I hadn't been living under a rock— I read books. It turned me on as well, playing on the age gap. Playing the helpless little girl who only needed one thing. I found what I thought would be perfect for that. It was a baby pink crop top with ruffles that looked far too little to cover my chest completely, and a matching tiny skirt that had the same ruffles, and barely enough fabric to cover my bum. It was sheer, almost see-through, incredibly sexy but at the same time innocent. Would he like it? I imagined I would quite like wearing it.


I decided to pick up the black outfit too, just in case he wasn't really into the whole thing and just liked being called the name. I made my way over to the checkout, the girl on the till was young and really pretty. God, this was embarrassing.


She made small talk while my cheeks burned and she wrapped my purchases in tissue paper. This was a nice shop, expensive too I realized as she read out the total. I smiled at her and put the card into the machine ‘1690’.


Transaction Completed.


Please Remove Card.


“Have a lovely day!” the girl smiled as I walked out of the shop and back to Jed who was finishing off the last of his coffee.


“Get everything you needed?”


“Yep! I spent a fucking fortune.” I giggled and he pretended to choke on his coffee.


“Better be worth it you little hussy.” He smiled as he got up and I followed him back to the car.


We arrived home and I wasn't even out of the garage before he handed me the bags and told me to get my ass up those stairs.


I got in the shower and covered every inch of my body in sickly sweet soap. I wanted to be as soft and as smooth as a baby tonight. Wrapping myself in a towel I went over to the mirror and began applying some of the makeup we had purchased. Not too much, it had to be natural. I had really, really missed mascara. I blowdried my hair into big, bouncy waves and looked on the bed to where I’d laid out the two outfits.


It was like choosing between saint or sinner, heaven or hell. After a few moments, I decided to go with the good girl option. He would either hate it or love it but either way, his reaction wouldn’t be predictable. 


I looked at myself in the mirror. It was missing something. I hunted around in the bag that had all of my toiletries in it and pulled out the packet of hair ties. I removed two and stood in front of the mirror while I put my curls into two side ponytails. Higher, I decided. And then higher again, so my hair tumbled down around my ears. It was perfect.


I glossed my lips and cleared the bags away. Well, I dumped them in a pile in the corner of the room. I didn’t have any drawers, yet. That would be changing.


I lay down on the bed, on my tummy with my feet kicked up in the air and my legs crossed, sure that when he came in the room he’d get the most perfect view of my partially exposed ass and the little pink diamond between my cheeks. I was a ‘good girl’ tonight. Or so I thought.


I waited for him.


And waited.


And I fucking waited some more.


When he finally arrived I was positively seething.


I heard the click of the door and turned to him, my face like thunder. I watched as he did a double take and his breath caught.


“Fucking hell, Sarah.” he quickly closed the door.


“You left me waiting for ages.”


“I was busy.”


“Too busy to fuck me?”


“I’m here now.”


“You’re too late now.” I sat up and leaned back on my arms, crossing my legs to make sure he saw nothing, including my discomfort as that fucking plug shifted inside me.


He took his top off and came to kneel at the end of the bed in front of me.


“How can Daddy make it up to you?”


“You can’t.” I pouted.


“I’m going to.” he decided. “Are you going to behave?”


“No.” I licked my lips. I could see what I was doing to him. He couldn’t take his eyes off me.


“Then I’ll have to make you behave.”


He took a hold of my ankles and spread them apart, wide.


“You’ll do nothing.” I told him. “I’m going to take care of myself… Just like I did when you were too busy to do it for me.” I moved my hand to my pussy and ran a finger along my opening. His eyes lit up as he watched me, and then moved to my face to see my reaction. I bit my lip.


“Brat.”


“Bastard.”


“You need this.” he motioned down to his cock. I shook my head and giggled.


“You really want to make it up to me?” I asked.


“I do.”


“Then lie down.”


He stood up and began to remove his jeans. “You can keep those on.” I said. His eyes narrowed but he lay down anyway. I straddled him across his chest and his hands immediately came up to touch my breasts. I slapped them away. “Daddy’s gonna learn to keep his hands to himself, for now.”


“What about my tongue?” he said, as he hooked his arms around my thighs and pulled me closer to his face. I didn’t say no. “You’re going to come so hard baby girl.” He said as he kissed my thighs.


I arched up to meet him. I couldn’t fucking help it. Nothing could help me now. He pulled me down on top of him and I almost collapsed on his mouth as it searched me. It felt good. So. Fucking. Good. My eyes closed and my head rolled back as pure delight took over my body.


I squirmed as his tongue circled around my clit. I couldn’t escape, even if I’d wanted to. He pushed me further forward and his tongue slid right inside my opening, the plug now shifting too as I ground myself on his face, desperate to have more of him, desperate to be filled.


Fuck. I felt myself on the edge, I was so fucking close. Would he let me do it? He hadn’t earlier. “Daddy, can I come?” he was silent, lost to me as he licked and sucked like a man possessed. I moaned, my mouth locked shut, my thighs clenching around his head. I thought I might break him, suffocate him, in that moment I didn’t give a single fuck. I shuddered as I came, my stomach clenching and my hips bucking forward. Could he breathe? I didn't care. He felt me above him and his arms gripped my thighs even tighter, he wasn’t letting go. Not until I was completely finished and I came to my senses, breathless and panting, soaking wet and shaking.


He finally let me go and I scooted backward, down his body, until my legs were spread over his bare stomach. He looked up at me and rubbed his arm over his soaking wet glistening face. I burst out laughing, I couldn’t help it, and he joined me, the pair of us giggling over his face, over my face, over what had just happened.


“Come here, you.” He said, as his arm moved to the side and he made space for me to tuck in beside him.


We lay still while my breath came back to me and I looked up at him.


“Did you like it?”


“Licking you out?”


“No! Well yes, that too, but I meant my outfit.”


He chuckled. “You’re so insecure. We need to fix that. Of course I fucking liked it.” He sat up and moved his chest on top of mines, taking my wrist into his hand. “And I’m nowhere near ready to let go of it, little one.”


“Is Daddy going to punish me for taking what I wanted?” I bit my lip and looked down to my heaving breasts.


Jed chuckled. “Daddy’s going to punish you until the sun comes up and you forget your own name.”


He took my other wrist in his hand and pulled them high above my head, and then he leaned down, so fucking slowly, and sunk his teeth into my breast.






Chapter Thirty-Three


She was absolutely fucking exquisite. I couldn't have imagined better if I’d tried. So fucking sweet. So fucking innocent. But still with a look in her eyes that said she knew exactly what she was doing.


I had let her play her little game. She thought she had won. I hadn't even started yet. I sucked on that tit until her arms were squirming under my grip and her head was shaking back and forward in a panic. It was making my cock all sorts of hard.


I pulled down her tiny little top until it sat under her tits, cupping them and pushing them up like they were a fucking offering. Mines for the taking. I took them both in my hands and squeezed them hard. Her arms flew down and clutched my wrists but she was fucking useless, it only spurred me on. I kneaded and pulled on them, tormenting her. I pulled on her nipples, and every time she moved her hands to stop me I slapped her cheek.


I continued my game. She’d resist, I’d slap her. Again and again. She just would not fucking learn. She started to cry, her mascara running down her face. She was perfect. So fucking beautiful. I bent down to kiss her and she met my lips like she was a starved animal, taking my tongue in her mouth and sucking it dry.


I had never, in all my years seen anything so fucking sexy. My cock was throbbing. I wanted to bury it inside her and never come out again. I wanted to own her.


“Are you sorry yet?” I demanded.


“Fuck you.”


That’ll be a slap, right on the fucking tit.


“Now?”


She sunk her teeth right into my chest. Bitch.


“I’m going to fuck that apology out of you.”


I sat up and ripped the top that wasn’t even covering her right off her body. A button and a zip on my own jeans and my cock was out, I rammed it inside of her and didn’t stop until I heard her squealing my name.


“Say it.” I demanded.


She moaned, her eyes rolling and her lashes fluttering. Another slap to wake her up.


“Fucking say it.”


“Sorry. I’m sorry.” She sobbed. Sorry, sorry, sorry. She would be.






Chapter Thirty-Four


For the next two days, we got on. We were happy. He’d catch sight of me in the kitchen, making a cup of tea and he would kiss my neck and slap me on the bottom before he walked out of the room. When he wasn’t near me he was on my mind constantly. We’d fuck all night, and sometimes all morning, and we’d laugh all day.


We’d laugh at the dinner table, surrounded by his family. I began to feel like I was a part of that family too. I never had that growing up. I never had a sister to gossip with, to watch reality TV and discuss our sex life while we drank tea and binged on chocolate. I was growing to really like Megan and I think she felt the same way about me. We’d been thrown together in the strangest of circumstances, but I learned we were similar. She was stronger than I would ever be myself, but underneath her hard exterior, she was just a young girl like me, who had to make hard choices in difficult circumstances, and was blinded by the love she felt for the men in her life who did bad things. I learned that caring about someone who did bad things didn’t necessarily make you a bad person.


But amongst all that, we were still waiting on the retribution for the video we had sent. It was strange, I had traded being on the edge about my captor, for being on the edge with him. His family noticed this subtle shift too.


Mark was the only person who didn’t warm to me. I tried to avoid him as best I could but that wasn’t easy, even in a house as big as Jed's. Three days after we’d sent the video, Mark snapped.


I was washing up after dinner alone in the kitchen when Jed came through and snuggled up behind me.


“Proper little scrubber tonight.” he said as he stuck his hand down my top and took my breast in his hand, clenching firmly.


“Christ, do I not get a moments peace, man?”


“Ha! You’ll get peace when I say you do.”


“And what do you say right now? Can I please wash your dishes for you, Sir.” I teased.


“I say you have too many clothes on.”


I laughed. “I say this house is too full of your family.”


“I’ll give you that one.” he chuckled. “But when all this is over make no mistake you’ll never wear clothes in this house again.”


“Ha! You better sell lots of drugs then; the heating will be on full-pelt all winter.”


He laughed. “But then I’d have no time to fuck you?”


He pulled me around and I caught sight of Mark standing behind us, his eyes fixed on me and his jaw clenched.


“Jed…” I motioned behind him and he turned around, his hands still gripped on to my shoulders.


“You alright, Mark?” he asked, his tone wasn't friendly. He had caught the way his brother was looking at me just as I had. Suddenly there was an atmosphere that I didn't quite understand.


“Aye, I’m alright Jed are you alright?”


“You don't sound alright, brother. Tell me, what's playing on your mind tonight?” Jed was sarcastic, cocky. I fucking loved that.


“Why don't you tell me what's on your fucking mind, eh Jed? Cause the last I remember, we took that slut so you could beat her, fuck her and send her back. Are you gonna tell us that’s changed or are you still making up your mind?”


Jed started laughing, which seemed to only wind him up more.


“What is it? Are you feeling left out? Do you want to come and suck my cock too, or do you just wish she was sucking yours instead of mines?”


“Wouldn't let that wee slag anywhere near me.” Mark spat.


“Neither would I- fuck knows what she would catch. Are you finished now?”


“You're a cheeky wee bastard Jed watch your mouth.”


“Or what?” Jed moved away from me and over to him. “What the fuck are you going to do?” He shouted in his face. Shit.


Mark swung his fist back and cracked it against Jed's jaw. I thought he’d be down, knocked out, but he just started laughing again.


“You shouldn't have done that, Mark.”


He did it again and this time, Jed didn't laugh. He swung right back at him, quick as fuck. I screamed. I didn't know what else to do. Megan burst through the door followed by Elliot who limped over to try and break them up, but it was useless.


“Jed!!” Megan called. He was going to kill Mark. He was like an animal. I had always thought Jed was the brains and Mark was the fist, but seeing them now, I realized Mark was just the one who probably enjoyed it. Or maybe Jed was just lazy, who knows? It certainly wasn't because he was incapable though.


No one knew how it would end, we all stared at one another. It was like watching two lions in the zoo devour each other, how can any person get in the way of that without being eaten alive themselves. Jed was going to kill him, there was murder in his eyes.


They drew back from each other to draw breath and Megan seized her opportunity.


“Stop it! Stop it now the both of you. She’s not fucking worth it!” She screamed. They both turned around to stare at her. What was she doing?




Chapter Thirty-Five


He deserved it. It had been coming for a while and I wondered when he’d have the balls to confront me. I’d had enough of his sly digs and snarky comments but I wouldn't hit him first. I’d never hit any of my brothers first. I found ways of making sure they threw the first punch.


“It's not fucking real Jed!” Megan cried.


“What?”


“None of it’s real and I’m not going to watch you tear him apart over a lie.”


“Is some cunt going to tell me what the fuck is going on?”


Megan looked down. “Sarah, tell him.”


“Tell him what?” She said. She was tense, nervous.


“What?” I said, exasperated.


“I told Sarah to seduce you. To get on your good side, to save herself. But this has gone too far. You’re both fucking killing each other!”


I turned around to Sarah. I wanted to see her face. “Is this true?”


She shifted uncomfortably. “Jed… I…”


“Fucking bitch.” I cut her off. Fuck every single one of them. I pushed passed Mark who was pishing blood all over the floor and grabbed the first set of car keys from the drawer.


“Jed I’m sorry. I was just trying to survive.” Sarah started.


“What? By fucking hooring yourself out for free? You’re fucked in the head.” I spat at her.


“I’m fucked in the head?!” She shouted. “Not you though, not you who abducts girls to ‘beat and fuck and send them back’. You’re a fucking monster. Do you think ANYONE could EVER have feelings for a fucked up, evil bastard like you?


I was done listening to her. Done listening to all of them. I walked to the garage and clicked the unlock button. The Audi blinked orange. Perfect. I couldn't stand the sight of any of them, watching me with their beady eyes to see what I’d do next. Would I break? Would I cry? Would I smash her precious little head against the worktop? I felt like doing all three, and that's why I needed to get away.


I don't do betrayal. I trust no one. If you don't trust anyone then they can't betray you, because you're always expecting it. But I didn't expect it from her. Christ knows, I should have expected it, after everything I’d done to her, after the suffering I’d caused her. But I didn't ever see that coming. It was too real, everything we had felt far too real. I let my guard down and she fucking shat all over it. She was the best liar I had ever encountered in my life, and I encountered thieves and criminals daily.


Fucking little bitch.






Chapter Thirty-Six


I could hear the engine of his car roar and the tires squeal as he sped off into the night. Megan couldn’t look at me. I didn’t know what to do, what to say. Mark was panting, his blue T-shirt now stained crimson from his dripping mouth. I watched as the blood dripped from his face onto the kitchen floor. Someone would have to clean that up.


“What the fuck are you looking at?” Mark said to me. I looked down at my feet, my heart thumping in my ears.


“Mark…” Megan warned.


“Get that little bitch away from me.”


There was silence. I waited to see if anyone would stick up for me. They didn’t.


“I think you should go to your room.” Elliot stated.


I walked passed them and held myself together until I was back in Jed's bedroom. Fuck. I hadn't seen this coming. Did I feel betrayed? I wasn’t sure how I felt but it hurt like hell. What had I done? He was hurting, he’d taken himself away because he couldn’t stand us all seeing it. I never thought he’d care enough to be hurt. I was just doing what I had to do to survive. To survive him. But that was only at the beginning, for the last couple of days it had been real. I hadn’t been lying when I said he was an evil bastard. He was, or at least he had been. I know what I was saying was just how anyone else would have felt. When I said it aloud, there was a conviction in my words. But it wasn’t entirely true. I did feel something for Jed, I didn’t know why and I didn’t know how it had happened. It was all fucked now though. So fucked.


I curled up in the bed fully clothed, and shifted myself over to his side, curling his pillow around my body and breathing in the faint smell of him. Tears welled in my eyes, as much as I tried to fight them. There was no fixing this. When he came back he’d either kill me, or he’d send me back, broken and crushed. Just like he’d always intended to do from the start. The worst part was realizing that I'd done most of it to myself.


I drifted off to sleep when I was too tired to cry anymore.






Chapter Thirty-Seven


I parked the car on the opposite side of the road from the club and switched the engine off. The hour-long drive hadn't cooled me in the slightest. I was in the mood for a fight; and not the type Mark had offered. Mark was too easy, too predictable. I crossed the street and walked straight past the men on the door like I owned the place.


It was loud, the music thumped in my chest as I walked across to the bar and sat down.


“Half-pint of lager.” I said to the woman who was leaning over the bar to hear what I wanted, her tits pushed up in my face. I was driving. Or at least I assumed I’d be driving out of here, couldn't be certain though. She winked at me as she put the glass down in front of me.


A few weeks ago I would have taken her back to my car and let her suck me off while I drove us back to her place. She would have loved that.


“The boss in tonight?” I asked.


“Yeah, he’s through the back. You want me to pass on a message?” She shouted in my ear.


“Just tell him Jed Campbells in.” I said. Her eyes widened at the sound of my name. News travels quickly, especially amongst the staff.


She nodded and I gulped down my pint, feeling that I wouldn't be sat here much longer. The bar was busy, but that didn’t make it safe— this was his territory. Kimber didn’t care about witnesses, they’d never fucking talk anyway. He could send his muscle out now to slit my throat in front of a room full of people, and every last one of them would stand up in court and say I did it to myself.


She came back with two men, big and bald and dressed in black like a pair of half-wit henchmen. The muscle. I chuckled.


“Come with me.” The bigger of the two said.


“Certainly.” I gestured for them to lead the way.


We entered the back room and Davie was sat in his leather chair behind his desk, grinning at me. He wasn’t a big guy, not like you’d expect. His hair was silver— what was left of it anyway. He had more hair on his face than he did on the top of his head, cropped close on his cheeks and so white it gave the illusion of baby powder. His cheeks were slightly reddened, his eyebrows so light they were barely there. He had a friendly face but in some ways that made it worse. He had been a handsome man, in his prime. And his age probably didn’t stop women now. A silver fox.  


“Jed!” he sounded delighted to see me. “It’s been too long man, come, sit down.”


“How’s it going, Davie.”


“Good, aye. Business is booming, you know how it is.”


“That’s good Davie, glad to hear it.” I flashed him a smile.


“And how're things at your end? You keeping busy?”


“Ah, the usual, Davie. Not a moments peace.”


He laughed. “I hear you’ve settled down. Found yourself a woman. Tell me, when’s the wedding? I’d like to be there. Give her away good and proper.”


He was a slick cunt, so he was.


“She doesn't seem as enthused with me as I am with her, unfortunately.”


His eyes narrowed on me. “You wouldn't let a minor inconvenience like that stop you though, would you?”


I shrugged. “They say the fights half the fun but this one… This one has all but given up.”


Davie rubbed his stubbled chin. “It’s shite when they give up too easily.”


“It is.” I agreed.


“Well, Jed. I’ve enjoyed our catch up. It’s been lovely. But now I have work to do.” His eyes narrowed on me, like a switch had been flicked. “You’re going to take yourself back to whatever hole you crawled out from, and give me peace.”


I hadn't expected that. To get to walk away. He was good. Really fucking good. Was he bluffing though?


“Aye Davie, it’s late.”


“It is.” He agreed.


I stood up. “Sarah will be worried about me.”


“Aye. And that sister of yours. Megan? No doubt she’ll be worried too.”


We stared at each other. He was winning. I hated giving him the last word, but his last word had to be taken seriously.


“Until next time.” I said, as I walked out of the room.


I got back in my car and flicked it into gear before speeding off. Fuck Kimber. Fuck Sarah, she could rot with him for all I cared. He acted like he couldn't give any less shits about her but I sensed he was bluffing. No one could be that cold, surely? His own flesh and blood? I sensed he was playing me, he had something up his sleeve and the only reason he let me walk out of there alive was because he wanted me to watch when he pulled it out. I needed to get home.






Chapter Thirty-Eight


I woke up when Jed returned and flicked the lights on.


“Jed?” I said, warily. I wanted to know if he’d calmed down.


“Sarah.”


I paused to think, watching him as he stripped naked. I scooted back over to my side of the bed and sat up.


“Are you ok?”


He laughed. “I’m fucking dandy.”


“Jed, I didn't mean it.”


“You knew exactly what you were doing.”


“But I wasn't doing it to hurt you!”


“Ha! Don't ever make the mistake of thinking you could hurt me.”


His words cut me, but I knew deep down I had hurt him. Even if it wasn't his heart, something else inside him had broken.


“Where did you go?”


He looked at me for a second, as if considering whether or not to tell me.


“I went to see your Grandad.”


“You’re lying.” I decided. “He wouldn't have let you go.”


“Why not? Because of what I did to you? He doesn't give a fuck about any of that.”


I reeled back, shocked. Of course he would give a fuck.


“I don't believe you.” I said.


“Then don't, makes no difference to me. I don't give a fuck about you either. Seems no one does.” he shrugged. Fucking hell.


“Then let me go?”


“No.”


“You just said you didn't care! If you don't care, you have no use for me.”


“I have plenty of uses for lying dirty slags who betray me! Will I show you?”


I pulled the covers up close to me. He was scaring me, there was venom in his eyes, like he hated me.


“I didn't betray you! I never fucking betrayed you!”


“Nah, what you did was worse. You thought you could play me.”


“Only to survive.”


“And how did that work out for you Sarah? Surviving?” He kneeled up on the bed in front of me. “Did that keep you warm at night when I had my cock in you? Did you close your eyes and think about your ‘survival’?”


I started to cry. “At first, yes. But then it changed. Something changed. I needed you as much as you needed me.”


“Ha! You don't fool me twice.” He grabbed me and pulled me down on the bed under him, holding my arms down at my sides. “You don't fucking fool me twice Sarah.” His hands gripped me tighter until I thought my arms would snap in two. He was seeing red. I panicked.


“Jed! Jed, please! Fucking hell I didn't mean it. Don't do this!” I begged. I didn't want him to be that monster again. I couldn't stand it. He clenched tighter, like he wanted to smash something. Like he wanted to smash me.  “I wanted you! I fucking DID want you! As much as I shouldn't have. As much as you beat me and hurt me I fucking STILL wanted you!!” I screamed and his grip loosened, only slightly. I was crying now as the emotions rushed through my body, I wasn't even feeling the pain in my arms from his iron grip. “I wanted you to want me too.” I admitted, sobbing. “I wanted you to want me like we were two fucking normal people.”


He turned his face away and looked up at the ceiling, like he couldn't bear to show me what was written on it.


“Fucking hell, Sarah.” He collapsed on the bed next to me and pulled me over with him, gathering me up in his arms. I cried. I cried because he was angry, I cried because I was hurt, and mostly I think I cried because I’d just admitted to myself what I swore I wouldn't do. I had fallen for him, pure and simple. I’d forgiven him for what he’d done and I didn't even know why. I just knew I never wanted to be away from him. I never wanted to hurt him.


I looked up at his face, his eyes were closed and the light from the bathroom cast shadows along his cheekbones. He looked so fucking beautiful lying there. I needed him to ease the suffering that had grown inside me all night, all week. I needed to know that he wanted me too, for real. And I didn't know how else to do it.


I sat up and kissed him, fiercely. Like it was the last time I’d ever kiss his lips. My hand ran down his body, over his rock hard abdomen and further still to his thick thighs. He sighed and pushed me back.


“Sarah, don't.”


I shushed him, as he’d done so many times to me in the past, and my fingers traced across his legs until they found his shaft. I held it in my tiny palm like I held the key to his heart.


“Don't do that.” He said with conviction, his hand came down to grip on to my own but he didn't move it away, even though he could have.


“You need to fuck me, Jed.” I demanded.


“I don't need to do anything.” He whispered; his voice tense.


“Then let me do it.” I offered. I sat up and removed my clothes quickly. I moved down the bed and pushed his legs apart before tucking myself between them.


“Your little girl just wants to make you happy…” I bent down low and planted little kisses on his cock. He did a sharp intake of breath that showed me I was on the right track. I had no idea what I was doing.


Thinking of what he’d done to me, I licked him slowly and deliberately from the base of his balls all the way up to the tip of his cock. He shivered as I made my way up to his head, swirling my tongue around it a few times. He moaned, a deep, low husky noise that turned me on like nothing else.


I looked down at his huge frame and felt powerful, for once. Like I held his fate in the palm of my hands. Like only I could influence what he did or didn't feel next. I never imagined something I had assumed was purely submissive could be so empowering.


I put my head down and began devouring him. His cock was too big to fit in my mouth but I improvised with my hands, licking and kissing and rubbing it while he groaned in pleasure.


His hands moved to my head and he held on to my hair while he moved me to where he needed me to be.


“Does Daddy love getting his big cock sucked?” I said, my mouth still half consumed in him.


He groaned his approval, his head tipped backed on the pillows, his eyes closed. I took a hold of his shaft firmly in my hand and edged myself up towards him. I hovered above him, rubbing the tip against my soaking wet pussy, desperate to feel him inside of me.


He watched me as I straddled him, a twinkle in his eyes.


“Little girl got confident…” he whispered.


“Little girl wants to hear exactly what Daddy wants.” I said, as I pushed his head inside me briefly before moving it back to my clit.


“Little girl is going to live to regret this.” he said. I froze.


He sat up and grabbed me by the shoulders flipping me over so I was face down on the bed. His hand came down on my bottom in a harsh slap and I buried my face in the pillow.


“I don't beg. I take.” He smacked me again, on the other cheek this time. “You beg.”


I let him go on as I moaned in delight. I fucking loved it. I loved pushing him to the edge and watching him snap, passion and fury in his eyes and in his hands. He cracked me again and I shrieked.


He hooked his arm under my hips and pulled my ass up to meet him, using his knees to spread my legs wide. I felt completely open to him, totally at his mercy and longing to feel him inside me.


“Please! Please don't do it!” I cried.


“No?” he rubbed the head of his cock along my slippery entrance.


“Don't do it.” I begged.


“You don't want Daddy's cock tonight?”


“No.”


He grabbed me by the shoulders and pulled me up to his chest.


“Look at me.” he demanded. I turned my head back to gaze up to his eyes, every fiber in my body screaming that I wanted him to fuck me.


“Please don't fuck me, Daddy.” I whispered.


“I’m going to fucking hurt you.” he threatened.


“No!” he reached down and grabbed a hold of my tits while he bit into my neck. I moaned in pain, utterly desperate for him.


My words were saying no but the noises that escaped my lips pleaded yes. Yes. Fucking do it.


He whipped me around and threw me down on the bed, climbing on top of me. My legs spread wide for him and he eyed me like he was starving. He grabbed my wrists and pushed them down above my head as he climbed on top of me.


He started grinding on me, and I met every thrust with my own, rubbing myself over his stomach and moaning in delight as he grew more frustrated.


“No?”


“No.” I cried as he bent down and clamped his teeth around my nipple.


“No?”


“No!” He pushed his cock inside me and I gasped, inching my hips forward to take even more of them.


“I’m sorry, baby” he cried as he fucked me.


“Please.”


“I’m so… fucking… sorry.”


“Fuck!” I shrieked as he pounded into me.


“Good girl.” He kissed my forehead. “Come for Daddy.” He ordered.


His hands moved to my hips and he lifted me up, higher off the bed to take even more of him.


His weight was on me, I was crushed.


I cried out. He didn't give a fuck. I kept crying. He kept pushing.


My nails dug down into his back and it only spurred him on. I wanted to hurt him. He wanted to consume me.


“Who owns you?” he demanded.


“You!” I cried. “You do!”


“Don't you ever. Fucking. Forget that.”


He came as he said the words. I felt him above me, his body as solid as a rock, his cock throbbing inside me. And then the heat that seared between my legs as he emptied himself inside me. His mouth clenched into my shoulder and I froze, just feeling him. Completely and utterly lost in that moment.


I didn't come but I no longer cared. I had him, exactly where I fucking wanted him. Buried between my legs and collapsed on top of me, his cum trickling down my leg. I would never let this man go, even if it killed me.






Chapter Thirty-Nine


Mark burst into the room at god only knows what time. I didn't lock the door. Idiot.


“Sarah??” He shouted.


“What?” I replied on her behalf.


“Jed! Fucking hell you’re back. We’ve been phoning you.”


“Phones in the car. What is it?” I remembered our fight. Fuck it felt like a lifetime ago.


“Megan, she didn't come back.”


I jumped up, waking Sarah in the process. I picked my shirt up off the floor and threw it across the bed to her.


“What the fuck are you talking about? When did she go!?”


“She chased after you, took the car. We thought she was with you, we didn't know you were back!” Stupid girl. You can always depend on Megan to take it upon herself to try and fix everyone else's problems.


I jumped up and shoved my bottoms on. “What time is it?”


“Like half past 6 Jed.” His voice was shaking.


“I saw Kimber last night. He fucking knew! The cunt probably already had her.” Fuck. He did. I remembered his thinly veiled threat. I thought she was safe.


I paced the room, trying to think, but we were interrupted by Elliot.


“Check your phone.”


“It's in the car, what is it?”


“I checked the CCTV to see if I could tell which way she went and look at this.”


I took the phone off Elliot. It was the camera that pointed at the front gate. Nothing was happening. I looked at him expectantly.


“Keep watching.” he said. Mark came closer to watch too, and Sarah sat up on the bed.


A car approached slowly and rolled down the window. It paused, sitting there for what felt like an eternity. A package was thrown out from the car. The window rolled up and the car sped off, leaving the box at the gate.


I checked the time on the recording, 5.17am.


“An hour ago.” I looked at Mark and I didn't even have to ask him, he shot from the room and we all listened as his footsteps bounded down the stairs.


Was he playing the same trick on me as I’d done to him? My sister was no virgin. Jesus Christ. I felt sick, sick to my core. Elliot looked visibly shaken as he watched me pace. Sarah's lip trembled. I couldn't stand still, I wanted to smash something.


Mark returned eventually and put the box on the table in front of us.


“I can't fucking look.” Elliot said as he turned away. Pussy.


I ripped the top of the box back and stared as 1000 images flashed through my head at the same time. Megan as a baby; I was 12 and I swore to my dad I’d protect that wee girl with my life. Megan as a child, she’d broken her arm when she climbed a tree and fell off, I carried her all the way home while she screamed in pain. Megan as a teenager, the men who’d played with her heart and what I’d done to them. Megan with that fucking animal, his hands all over her, probably screaming and begging him not to.


I thought I’d done to Sarah the worst thing a man could ever to do a woman. Maybe I had, but Kimber had come just as close. Sarah caught sight of my sisters beautiful, golden honey hair tangled up in the box and her hands flew to her mouth, as if she was going to be sick.


“Jed.” She cried as tears welled in her eyes. I gathered her in my arms and I crushed her into me. I needed this more than she did. I couldn't fucking bare it. My sister, my beautiful little baby sister. Alone and scared, with no one to protect her.


“Jed, what do we do?” Mark was frantic.


I closed my eyes and a tear slipped out and ran down my cheek for the first time since I was a boy. I’d seen worse, god knows I’d seen much worse than this, but I’d never felt pain like this before in my life. What were we going to do? How the fuck would I get her back?


“I don't know Mark.” I said, my voice defeated. “I honestly don't fucking know.”




Chapter Forty


I couldn’t bear to look at it. Her hair, tangled up and discarded in a box as if she was less than human. I saw her in my head, crying in pain as they sheared it off. I was going to throw up.


“We need to do something.” I begged. “She’ll be terrified.”


The reality of what was happening was sinking in. She wasn’t coming back. I remembered her words, if Kimber won she was a dead woman.


Mark punched the wall, again and again until the plaster was crumbling at his feet and his fists were dripping crimson. I had the urge to help him, to make myself useful.


I waited until he had finally stopped and let go of Jed. I grabbed a towel from the bathroom and made my way over to him. He broke down in front of me, doubled over on to his knees.


I think that broke me more than seeing Jed upset, I didn’t imagine Mark as anything other than hard and cold, like a man made of stone. Cold, calculating, unfeeling. But I grabbed his hand anyway and wrapped it carefully in the towel. He looked up at me and I don’t think he even saw me.


We were all broken. Like pieces of a jigsaw rattling around in a box. Except a piece was missing, and we were useless. Megan had always guided me. I was so lost before she helped me. She was smart, she was brave, she didn’t give a fuck about anything except the people she cared about most. What would she do?


“I need to go back.” I stated.


“You’re not going anywhere.” Jed stated immediately. “I swore you’d never leave me, I fucking meant that.” He threatened. His face grew panicked. He looked between his two brothers, daring them to argue with him. They both looked down.


“Jed. We have nothing else.” I argued.


“Nonsense. I will fucking rip this country apart. I will burn everything he’s ever touched to the ground.”


“Well, you’ll burn Megan too then.” I cut him off. He was ranting and it was unnecessary.


“Sarah I’m sorry. Believe me, I am so, so fucking sorry but I wasn’t lying. I meant what I said last night. He didn’t give a fuck that I had you.”


“He does.”


“Think about the video. He thought I’d smashed your head against a wall and sliced your back to shreds, and he STILL let me walk out of that club alive.”


“Because he knew he had Megan.”


Jed shook his head.


“He’s playing you Jed, the same as you’ve played him all along. Except he is playing better. It’s his game now.”


“And sending you back to him what will that achieve? We would be playing right into his hands.”


“Not if we play smarter.”


“She’s right Jed.” Mark agreed. 


“Elliot?”


“It could work. But what does he want?”


“He wants me to suffer.” Jed replied. “If he wanted me dead I’d fucking hand myself in right now.”


“He can’t know you care about her.” Mark stated, nodding at me.


“Aye well he’s going to fucking notice the second she strolls back in the door and she’s not bruised and beaten?!” Jed pointed out. He’d just admitted to Mark he cared. The very thing they’d been killing each other over just a few hours ago.


“That’s easily sorted.” I dismissed him. “We do a fair trade.”


“And then what?”


“And then you do what you set out to do.” I said. “You win the war. And you fucking win it quickly.” 


The thought of leaving him absolutely killed me. But I would be safe, whether with him or without him. Megan wouldn’t, and who knew how much time she had? Who knew if he was torturing her right now? Beating her? Raping her? Doing everything that he thought Jed had already done to me, and more?


“Elliot give me the phone.” Jed demanded.




Chapter Forty-One


I scrolled through his contacts until I found Corky. I didn’t like this, not one single fucking bit of it. But her plan made sense. A fair trade. His girl for my girl. Except they were both my girls.


I decided there and then I wasn't going to let that happen. Sarah was smart but she didn’t know Kimber. He didn’t care whether she lived or died, he just didn’t want me to take the cunt out of him. And that’s why I wasn’t going to tell her. I wasn’t going to tell Elliot either. I was going to put a bullet through his head the second Megan was safely out of his sight.


The phone rung in my ear.


“Elliot.”


“It’s Jed. Where is she?”


“Who?”


“Don’t act the dumb cunt Corky, where’s my sister.”


He paused. “Kimber has her someplace tighter than a coffin nail Jed. You know I’d tell you if I knew.”


“Aye, I’m sure you would. Tell Kimber I’m willing to trade.”


“I think he’ll want more than that Jed.”


“How much more?”


“He wants you gone. Out of the country. Out of the continent would be my guess. And your brothers too.”


“Done.”


“Jed… Don’t be stupid.”


“I’m not going to. Just tell me when and where.”


“Aye, alright. I’ll get a message to him and see what he says.”


I hung up. I never liked that slimy little bastard and I liked him even less now.


“It’s done.” I said to my brothers. “Now fuck off while I put some clothes on.” 




Chapter Forty-Two


We spent the morning together, drinking tea and making small talk, none of us quite knowing exactly what to do with ourselves.


Jed was the most on edge. He couldn't sit still. Like an animal waiting for slaughter at dawn. When the call finally came he was livid on the phone.


“7 pm tonight. The dock at Leith.”


“Fucking wanker.” Mark replied.


“What? Why?” I asked.


Mark looked at me. “It's busy Sarah. It's not some secluded spot where things happen and no one is there to hear.”


“That's good though.” I argued. “Means he’s not planning on killing you all.”


Jed snorted. “Davie doesn’t give a fuck about who sees or hears what he does. When his hands get dirty he says it was someone else's hands, and then someone else agrees and takes the sentence for him.”


Surely not?


“What will you do about your face?” Mark asked.


“I’ll cut my lip and scratch my cheek myself. I’m hoping he buys that the bruising is almost healed, and hidden under makeup.”


“Sarah you're not hurting yourself.” Jed argued.


I rolled my eyes. “It’s a little cut. I’ve had worse.”


“I wish you'd listen to me. For once in your life.”


I smiled at him. “Where's the fun in that?”


I excused myself from the kitchen and headed up to Megan's room to get ready, she had an actual dressing table, unlike Jed. It was early still, no later than midday but I wanted us to arrive as early as possible to be sure there were no traps. No one waiting to ambush us.


I walked into her room and spent a minute looking at the photo on the bedside unit. It was her as a younger teenager, her three older brothers towering over her. She looked so small. And she was happy, beaming with pride as she posed for a photo. It looked like a wedding, the three of them in their kilts and formal jackets. Jed was breathtaking, they all were. I was going to miss him so much.


I put the photo down and sat at her dresser. Her perfume smelled of her; expensive, unique, complex. I picked up her hairbrush, a few long strands of her golden hair moved in the draft I’d just created. Was she totally bald now, I wondered? Shaved to the scalp completely? Or had they been kind and left her with a short crop? I thought she would maybe suit the latter, her features being so petite and pretty. Like a pixie, tiny but beautiful and full of strength.


For the first time in what felt like forever, I got myself ready. I straightened my hair, I contoured my cheekbones. I lined my eyes and glossed my lips. It felt good, to look in the mirror and see a girl who I wanted to see. A girl who didn't look so broken and defeated and pale. I wondered what Jed saw in me?


I went back to our room and hunted the drawer for some clothes. I settled on some black skinny jeans and a black batwing type top that set off the green in my eyes. I still liked black, it didn’t draw attention.


There was only one thing missing. I went to the bathroom and searched in her cupboard for a pack of razors. I took one out of the bag and snapped the plastic casing off, careful not to slice my fingers to pieces in the process. I took the little blade between my fingers and stared at myself in the mirror, not quite believing what I was about to do. It had to be done though. I fucking cursed myself for making that video so gruesome. Thankfully it had been a few days since so it should technically have healed somewhat.


I breathed in, bracing myself for the pain and held the blade up to my cheek.


I couldn't fucking do it. I thought pain was nothing to me now, I thought it was easy. Christ, I’d taken more pain than this. But I realized that was only because Jed was the one doing it, with Jed it was pleasure. With Jed, it lit a fire inside me so strong that I craved it. And so I bit the bullet and I asked him to help me.


“Sarah this is fucking nuts.” He dismissed me.


“Jed, if he even suspects for one second that you care he is going to use me against you. You know it’s true.”


“So I’m just supposed to hold you down while I slit your face open? While you scream? Jesus Sarah, I can't fucking do that.”


“You can. You’re the strongest person I know. Just get in that mindset.”


“What do you mean ’that mindset’?”


I couldn't meet his eye. “You know what I mean.”


He sighed. “You’re sure?”


I nodded.


“Lie down then.” I put the razor blade on the bedside table and lay down on the bed. He crouched over me and pulled my trousers down.


“What are you doing?” I sat up.


“Trying to get in 'that mindset'. Now lie down.” He ordered.


I did as I was told. He spread my pussy lips with two fingers and started to rub my exposed clit, gently, his touch as light as a feather. I bit my lip and instinctively pushed my hips up further to meet him, a silent plead for more.


He came down on my lips as he stuck his fingers inside me and I gasped, two at first, then three. I needed more, I sucked on his lips desperately and he whispered: “Beg for it.”


“Please.” I whispered. “Please. Please. Please.” My eyes rolled and I closed them. He brought his teeth down around my lip and he bit, fucking hard. I screamed and felt my pussy clench down around his fingers as my mouth started to fill with blood.


“Don’t stop.” I begged. “I need you to fill me.”


His hand other hand went over to his bedside table and I watched him, watched for the blade that would cut my face open. But he didn’t let me see it. His body hid whatever he was doing and the next thing I felt was a complete invasion of my pussy as whatever was in his hand filled me up.


“You’re going to fucking love this.” He said, as my whole pussy trembled from the vibrations, my clit, my opening, deep within my core.


He held it still while I caved in around it.


I held my breath. I couldn’t even think about breathing, not with that thing shuddering inside of me. My legs clenched up. I felt utterly filled, in absolute ecstasy.


I screamed, begged for him to let me come. I was on the edge, every part of my body ready to fall if he would only say the words. I barely even felt the blade as he scored it down my cheek. But I moaned, I moaned until I felt them escaping from a place low in my belly.


“Come for me baby. Come for your daddy.” He ordered in my ear. And I did. Every muscle inside my pussy clenched and spasmed around the invasion and I thought it was never going to end. I didn't just see colors behind my lids, I felt them in every nerve inside of me. I gasped for air and he held me down on the bed, cradling me close to him as I shook and shook until I couldn’t do it anymore.


I had never felt anything so intense in my entire life.


He held me until I finally stopped shaking, kissing my head and whispering in my ear. “I’m sorry baby, I’m so fucking sorry.”


And so was I. So fucking sorry that I’d ever suggested leaving him. But I had no choice.  




Chapter Forty-Three


I took the pickup with Sarah. Mark took the Audi, Elliot took the van. When Sarah was getting ready I had loaded all three with guns. He wasn't walking away from this alive. Fuck destroying him, fuck keeping him alive so he could suffer. I was going to shoot him clean in the face.


We drove mostly in silence. I couldn't bear to look at her, knowing I was going to kill the only relative she really had. When this was done she’d have nobody to take care of her, except me.


And I would take care of her. Fucking right I’d take care of everything. She was so young. It was easy to forget just how young she was, when she was sitting on top of me naked and plotting my enemies downfall. But she had a whole life in front of her. I wanted her to do well. She’d go to college while I ran the business. She'd thrive with me, no more surviving. No more fake as fuck friends and going home every night to an empty apartment, paid for by a man who couldn't give any less fucks about her.


I’d pay for everything of course, but if she wanted to earn her own way I wouldn't stop her. What did she want to do? I wondered. She had the determination to be anything she wanted. She was brave, she didn't think she was but she’d survived me and everything I’d done to her. I’d taken a scared, innocent little girl and was amazed every day at how far she had come.


We would get Megan back, and we’d be happy.


I parked the car where Davie had agreed to meet and we waited. I pulled the gun out of the side compartment and stuck it into the back of my waistband.


“What's that for?” Sarah asked.


“Just in case. Don't worry, it shouldn't come to that.” I bent over and kissed her, careful not to hurt her burst lip.


“Jed, please don't kill him.” She looked me in the eyes and my heart snapped a little.


“Shhh. Don't worry.” I kissed her again, and she was cautious. She looked worried. I couldn't bring myself to lie to her, to reassure her that no one was going to get hurt.


Three cars pulled into the dock directly across from us. My eyes immediately searched out my sister but the windows were tinted, I couldn't see.


‘You stay in the car until I tell you otherwise ok? Even if you see something you don’t like. Even if you don’t want to. If shit goes down you take the keys and you run. Fuck me, fuck my sister. You follow my brothers and you get yourself away.”


She nodded, clutching the keys in her little hands. I got out of the car and walked over to where the middle ground should be.


Davie followed, alone. I would have shot the cunt there and then if I had eyes on Megan.


“Jed.” He beamed. “So nice to see you again. And so soon too.”


“Believe me, Kimber, I’m as surprised as you are.”


He chuckled. “I see you have my lovely granddaughter in the car.” He nodded towards Sarah.


“I do. She’s been begging to go home for a while now, you know how it is.”


“Aye, I do indeed Jed.”


You could cut the atmosphere between us with a knife. My fist clenched at the side of me, ready to snap back and pull out the gun if he so much as moved in a way I didn’t like.


“You have my sister?”


“Aye, she’s in my car.”


I glanced over to look, seeing nothing behind the dark tinted glass.


“You might not recognize her Jed. She’s a changed woman, in more ways than one.” He winked and I wanted to gouge his fucking eyeballs out.


“You left her with her tongue though, aye?” I laughed.


“Och, aye. As much as it was her worst weapon. Some mouth on her that sister of yours has.”


“Don’t all women?”


He nodded in agreement. “So. How are we doing this then? No funny business. I care not for your sister, as beautiful as she is. Was.” He corrected. “Hand Sarah over to me and no one need get hurt.”


I nodded. He turned his back to me and headed to his car. He emerged from the open door with her little body in his arms, her head rocking back and her arm flopped lifelessly at her side. He’d drugged her no doubt.


I turned back to my own car and motioned for Sarah to get out. She approached me slowly, with wide terrified eyes and I realized she was the best fucking actress I’d ever seen, hands down. An absolute fucking belter. I grabbed her by the arm and hauled her in front of me, purely for effect.


Kimber approached. My sister was an absolute mess. She had a white dress on but it was stained and dirty, like she’d crawled out of a hole. Her hair was short, uneven, patches of bald mixed with clumps of hair that had been left behind. Her arms were a pattern of bruises and scratches, like she’d been mauled by a rabid dog. My heart was fucking pounding in my chest. I was going to kill this cunt. I was going to stamp on his head and kick his face in until there was nothing left of him.


But I let none of that emotion show. I let it boil beneath the surface. I had to play this correctly.


He moved towards me with Megan and I held out my arms to catch her.


“Sarah, come here.” Davie ordered. She looked at me like she didn’t want to go, not now she had seen Megan.


I stared at her, a million thoughts racing through my mind at once. I hadn’t expected Megan to be knocked out, for her to be in my arms. I put her down on the ground and before I could get back up Davie had grabbed Sarah and turned her around to face me. He held a gun to her head. His own fucking granddaughters head.


“Walk away boy. Walk away now or I stick a bullet in her pretty little head.”


I paused, he was bluffing, surely? I turned around, hearing a car door slam shut. Mark and Elliot were out of their cars, rifles locked on Kimber’s head.


I wouldn’t risk it. I wouldn’t risk her life to ensure we killed him. She was more important to me than him, than my business, than my own life. Did Davie know that though? I prayed that Sarah knew it. If I never saw her face again she had to know that. She had to know how sorry I was.


“You think I give a shit about your scrawny little granddaughter? I’ve fucked her til she’s no use to anycunt.” I scoffed.


“Ha! Maybe you should have cut your sister's loose tongue out before I took her, cause that’s not what she said.” he laughed. “I’m not going to tell you again, walk away now or I shoot her. Do you think I won’t? She’s worthless to me. I can’t even fuck her, not like your sister down there.”


I wouldn’t fucking risk her dying. I couldn’t do it. I was a pussy. A fucking terrible excuse for a man. I was weak. She’d made me weak, she’d become my only weakness.


I crouched down to pick up Megan.


“You’re not taking her.”


I stared at him. No.


“Get the fuck back in your car or I shoot her. One. Two.”


I stared at him. He was bluffing.


Three.” He wasn’t fucking bluffing. He pointed the gun down and he shot her in the foot. He fucking shot her. My Sarah.


I stood there in shock. Too shocked to move, too shocked to react, too shocked to do anything at all, including think straight. She buckled onto the ground, screaming in pain and he stood above her, the gun pointed to her head. Behind him, one of his minions was rushing over.


“Boss, we need to go.” He said.


Davie nodded. “Get the sister.”


The man came towards me and picked up my sister like she was a doll. And I let him. I let him because Davie had a gun to her head and she was bleeding out in front of me on the ground. I couldn't fucking think, not with her screaming like that. Like she was breaking into pieces. He grabbed her shoulder. “MOVE!” He roared and she screamed even harder as he dragged her around to the car.


What the fuck was I doing? What the fuck had just happened.


“Jed!” Elliot was shouting. “Jed move!!”


I could hear the sirens in the distance. Gunfire did not go unnoticed in a country where guns were illegal. The place would be swarming with Police in only a few minutes.


I turned around and I ran back to my car, intent on following them. I would follow them to fucking hell, just to get her back to me.


“Fucking go! Follow them!” I roared to Mark and Elliot. I was inches from the truck. The keys? Where were the fucking keys?






Chapter Forty-Four


I woke up completely disoriented and it took a while for the memory of everything that had happened to come back to me. Megan. Davie. The gunshot. The second gunshot. Jed.


That was the last thing I saw before the world caved in on me and everything went dark. I didn’t want to open my eyes just now. Not yet. That would make it real and I was so desperate for it not to be, for it to be a dream. I dreamed my grandad shot me in the foot. I dreamed he shot Jed, I dreamed I saw him fall to the ground. I dreamed I screamed his name as my heart broke into a thousand tiny pieces. Surely, none of that happened. Please god, none of that happened.


Why did my foot feel like it wasn’t there?


I was thirsty, so fucking thirsty that my throat felt like it was filled with nails. I opened my eyes and looked around at the unfamiliar surroundings. This wasn't Jed’s room, our room. It wasn't my room at home either.


The walls were painted in a horrible sickly shade of purple. Whoever had done it had made a terrible job of it, with messy brush strokes encroaching onto the tired yellowed-white ceiling. I looked down, I was lying on a single bed, it’s covers pink and covered in faded rainbows and unicorns. Like something from my childhood, that had been washed more times than it should have been. The carpet was an orange-brown color that clashed with the walls and I noticed the pipes were exposed, like in the old council tenement I’d lived in when I was little with my mum.


I tried to move my uninjured foot but it was stuck, and as I tried to shift it the bed clanged like metal-on-metal. I quickly realized I was chained to the bed-frame.


My heart sunk. I couldn't do this. Not again. I’d never survive it a second time, I couldn't work out how I’d even survived the first time. I felt the panic set in and I began screaming for help like a woman demented. I shook my foot trying to make as much noise as possible, praying that someone would hear me. Someone who wanted to help me. I wanted Jed. I wanted to go back to that first day even though I was scared, terrified. I wanted to relive every horrible moment just so I could be with him again.


My grandad barged in the room. “Stop that racket lassie before you wake the whole fucking street.” He hissed. It was night time already?


“Granda, let me out. Please! I need a drink… I…I need the toilet...” I said desperately.


“Fucks sake.” He cursed. But he walked over to me anyway and removed a key from his pocket which unlocked the collar around my ankle.


“You’ll no walk on that foot.” He nodded.


“You shot me. You fucking shot me?” I said, like I couldn't quite believe it myself.


“Aye. I shot you.” He sat down on the bed. “He had to see I was serious.”


“You shot him anyway!” I cried. “He was leaving!”


“Fucking hell Sarah! He got you good and proper didn't he?” He stared at me. “Tell me, how long did it take you before you were spreading your legs willingly for your rapist like a wee slut? Eh?” He shouted in my face. I swore I wouldn't cower from him.


“He never raped me.”


“Oh is that right? Tell me then, whose fucking blood is on that thing he had delivered to my door?”


I couldn't look at him. I was so fucking ashamed.


“Aye, I thought so. You make me sick. Vile, dirty little slag, that’s what you are.”


I cried. His words stung. It had all been for nothing. Jed had done exactly what he set out to do, and he hadn't even meant to do it. I was broken and I was alone. And the worst part of it all was that my grandad had still won.


“What will you do with me?” I asked. “Can I go home?”


He laughed. “You are home. You live here now. You’ll live here, you’ll work here, and you’ll probably die here. And the next time anyone thinks of crossing Davie Kimber they’ll remember what happened to the last man who tried it, and what became of his sister and his whore.”


And with that I was left alone again.






Chapter Forty-


I wanted to kill him. I wanted to do everything in my power to wipe that man off the face of the earth and take back my girls.


But how could I do that when he had them? He had both of them completely at his mercy. I knew the game, I knew the rules. He would play it better than I ever could. I tried anything, and they died.


I said I wasn’t afraid of death and that was true. I didn’t fear my own death. But my sister's death? Sarah, sweet innocent Sarah’s death? I’d kill myself. I wouldn’t survive that.


I was barely surviving now. Mark had bundled me into the back of the van while Elliot sat with me, trying to stop the blood gushing out of the hole in my side. That wasn’t the type of wound you walked away from, I didn’t need a medical degree to work that out. Even if Megan had been here, it wasn’t something she would have been able to fix.


Elliot drove me straight to Doctor Pattersons private home. You didn’t do a thing like that likely. Dr. Patterson would do what he could to save your life, off the record, and whether you survived or not you paid him an absolute fucking fortune. Hence why nobody did a thing like that lightly.


But patch me up he did, according to Mark and Elliot. Three days later I was stable and fit enough to go home, with a bag full of antibiotics and painkillers. Bed rest for three weeks he had ordered. That would be fucking right.






Chapter Forty-Six




Three weeks passed by like I was living in a nightmare. It was strange, I’d now been away from Jed longer than I had been with him. That didn’t stop him taking up my thoughts every second I was awake. The nights were the worst though. I would fall asleep and my eyes would replay the scene of him falling. Again and again. But that wasn’t as bad as when I replayed the good times, or even the bad times— when I’d first met him.


I didn’t see my grandad the whole time. I slowly began to realize where I was, and that revelation nearly sent me over the edge. I heard men coming and going at all hours of the day and night, in and out of the other rooms. I heard noises, screams of terror and gasps of pleasure. My grandad had left me to die in a brothel.


But I wasn’t put to work. The only person I ever saw was James, who I think was one of my grandfather's men. He would give me food three times a day, and help me to the bathroom three times a day. At night I was allowed a ten-minute bath while he waited outside the door, popping his head round occasionally to make sure I hadn’t drowned myself in it. God knows I would have— if I’d had the balls. I had to hook my foot over the side of the tub to stop my bandages getting wet. It was getting better, but still not fully healed, and still not strong enough to walk on.


Every day I would ask James about Megan, he would tell me she was fine.


“When can I see her?”


“When you start working.”


“When will that be?”


He would stare at me. The same conversation every day. “When your foot doesn’t kill a hardon.” He changed that answer every day, but it was always a variation of that. I quickly learned James was an amateur comedian as well as a pimp. 


The irony of it all was that James was a better captor than Jed had ever been. He didn’t torment me, he never touched me or made horrible comments or played games. He brought me books to read and magazines. He brought me fucking Sodoku one day and I was bored enough that I actually completed it.


I plotted until I worked myself up into a frenzy. Things would be better once I could speak to Megan. She always had the best ideas.


When James finally took the bandage off and decided that I no longer needed the fresh one, I begged him to let me see Megan.


“I don’t think it would be good for her.” he said.


“What? Why not?”


“She’s… fragile.”


“Of course she’s fucking fragile.” I snapped back.


“You don’t understand. She’s living in a fantasy to cope. To deal with it. I think seeing you would ruin that for her.”


I was shocked, but the more I thought about it the more what he said made sense. I had done something similar, that morning when I’d seen the man with the smashed in face. I’d taken myself to a place where the bad people weren’t hurting me. Where I liked what they were doing. I just ended up getting lost there and not coming back, looking back in hindsight.


“I’m not getting to see her, am I?”


“Not right now, no.”


“But you’re going to put me to work anyway?”


“I’m going to tell Davie you’re better. What happens next is up to him.”


“You’re like a little lapdog.”


James shrugged. “If that’s how you describe loyalty, then yes.”


“There’s something you should know.” I had thought about when, or even if I should tell but now I felt like I had no other option. I remembered when I would sit on my granddad’s knee as a little girl, he seemed to like me well enough when I was little. Perhaps he had a soft spot for children. Fuck it. “I think I’m pregnant.”


James stared at me, trying to figure out if I was playing him. He was handsome, in his own way. I assumed he was around 30? He had long brown hair that he flicked back off his face when he was thinking; like he was right now. He took care of himself. He had his own style, always the same variations of clothes, dark greys and blacks, hoodies under a leather jacket, tight black jeans. He didn’t look like a gang villain, he looked like a model turned rockstar. Maybe that’s what made him so dangerous?


“Davie won’t be pleased.” He got up from the bed. “I’ll tell him, but I don’t think it will save you.”


He left me with my magazine and my breakfast and I felt sick, as I had felt every morning for the past week when I didn’t eat something quickly enough.


It was only a couple of hours before I had the pleasure of seeing my grandad again.


“Fucking hoor.” he bellowed from along the landing. I pulled the bed covers over me, absolutely terrified of what I had just unleashed. When he entered the room he was icy calm, it was unnerving.


“Is this true?”


I nodded in response.


“The fucking little shit continues to annoy me from beyond the grave. He was clever.” he chuckled. “You have an appointment at 2 pm tomorrow to get that thing out of you.”


“Grandad, please! I don’t want to.” My heart started pounding in my chest. He was talking as if Jed was dead. He couldn’t be dead, please fucking God he wasn’t dead. And he wasn’t taking my baby from me. That was the only thing I had left of him.


“I don’t give a fuck what you want. I will not have his bastard running around making a fool of me. I’m telling you Sarah, you get it done tomorrow or I will have that thing beaten out of you.”


I didn’t doubt him for a second. What was I going to do? I needed Megan. I needed Jed. Or even Mark or Elliot. I didn’t have time to wait for them to save us, but I didn’t have anyone else either. No family, not anymore. No friends.


Louise. I had Louise and Kim. Louise had told me that first night— when I first laid eyes on Jed— that she knew people who knew him. I had to try. I had no other way of sending a message to him. I had no way of sending a message to her either, but maybe she could meet me at the clinic. Davie would never allow it, perhaps James would?


I waited until he brought me my dinner. My eyes were puffy and red, I had been crying. I hoped it might make him pity me a little, if he even had a heart.


“Hey, kiddo. Turn that frown upside-down.” He laughed. I laughed back and sat up in bed. “I told you it wouldn’t save you.”


“I know. I’m not bothered, I’m just scared.”


“Of what?”


“I don’t like… blood.” I said. “I heard it’s sore.”


He shrugged. “I wouldn’t know.”


“Can someone come with me?”


“I’ll drive you.”


“No, I mean. Someone who understands.”


He looked at me questioningly.


“I told you, Megan’s in no fit state for fuck-all.”


“I have another friend. Louise.”


James laughed. “Yeah let’s tell Louise where you’ll be so she can run and tell the Campbells exactly where to find you.”


“She doesn’t know them. None of us did when he took me. They’re not the type of people to have social media, she would have literally no way of contacting them. Please. I’ll even let you send the message, you can say that if she tells a soul then I die.”


James thought about it for a minute and then reluctantly asked me for her full name, so he could find her. He sent the message. I had to pray that she would turn up.
x
We sat in the car park outside the clinic and watched for Louise. James was on edge. I had to trust that Louise had taken heed of the warning. I didn’t want anyone to know yet, not while Megan was still in the house and I had no idea where that house was. James had blindfolded me until we arrived.


We watched as she arrived at the door and lit a cigarette. She didn’t normally smoke unless it was a night out. Perhaps she was on the edge too. I suddenly realized how much this was asking of her. I was involving her in things that most people pretended didn’t exist.


“Remember Sarah, you run and Megan dies. You tell a soul and Megan dies. You don’t go through with this and Davie will beat you until it happens anyway.”


I nodded and got out of the car, holding my crutch under my arm and limping over to Louise.


“Sarah! Sarah, holy fuck. What going on?”


“Shhhh. Not here.”


We went into the clinic and she took my arm while we were shown to the waiting area and given forms to fill in.


“Tick the one where it says you don’t know how many weeks you are.” Louise told me.


“Why?”


“You get given a scan that way. In case you ever want to remember.”


I wasn’t sure I did want to remember but I ticked it anyway. The longer this took the better.


I told Louise everything I could fit into the space of six or seven minutes. I told her I didn’t want to lose the baby, I told her she had to find a way of contacting them, of finding out if Jed was alive and if not, of sending a message to his brothers.


“Sarah, you don’t understand, I don’t even know them?”


“You said you knew people who did?”


“Yeah like a random one night stand from over a year ago! Men like that change their numbers quicker than they change their pants.”


“Louise, please. I am genuinely begging you.”


“I know! I will do my best, I promise. I will find someone who knows them.”


“You have to tell them that I will create a distraction at 2 am tonight. They need to come at that time, OK? I don’t know how many men guard that house but if they’re distracted then it might help.”


“Where is the house?”


“I don’t know.”


“Miss Kimber?” My name was being called. Louise wanted to ask how the hell she was going to send them someplace neither of us knew existed, but we had no time.


I was taken through to the room and asked to lay down on the bed. The woman explained the procedure. I was having an internal scan to date my pregnancy, to see what type of termination they could perform. I didn’t want to look at the screen. I know Louise said I might want to remember this but it was too painful. How could I look at it when I didn’t even know if I could save it? I kept my eyes on the ceiling. I kept my eyes there until the woman told me it wasn’t an it. Until the woman told me there were two babies, not one. I looked up. I could barely even make out what I was looking at, just a sea of black and white that moved over the screen like waves.


Two babies. Twins. Two tiny little heartbeats. How could I ever stop fighting for them?


“I can’t do it.” I said to the women.


She nodded, understandably. This obviously wasn’t the first time she had seen someone change their mind at the last minute.


“Well, they look healthy and well-formed. It’s still very early days, of course.” She said, finishing off taking measurements.     


I got dressed quickly and found Louise in the waiting room.


“That was quick?”


“It’s… twins.”


“No way?” Her eyes narrowed. “Think about this, Sarah, you’re a long time dead. This is your life. You don’t even know if Jed is alive? If what you’ve told me is true you won’t have those babies anyway. Maybe it would be better to do it here, safely? How would you cope with twins anyway? A single mum. What would you do for money?”


She was rambling trying to get through to me. I was in shock. I sat back down on the chair. “I have to take my chances, Lou. I can’t live my whole life wondering ‘what if’.”


We both sat in silence for a few moments.


“James is outside. I need to go. You need to follow us.”


“What? Sarah, they will kill me.”


“Louise, please. You are literally my only chance of escaping. I will die there, and so will my babies.” My face was panicked.


“Okay. I will try, Sarah. I’ll do what I can. I promise.” She squeezed my hand reassuringly and I noticed it was trembling. All I could do was cause a distraction in twelve hours time and pray that it would be enough.




Chapter Forty-


Three weeks of hell. I saw her face every time I closed my eyes. She fucking haunted me, with her burst lip and the cut on her cheek, put there by me. It had been for nothing. Kimber had still known what I felt for the little thing.


He had said that Megan told him everything. Megan wasn’t a clipe, a rat; it wasn’t in her nature. I wondered what they had done to her to make her give up that information. I didn’t wonder too long, I would have lost my mind thinking about it.


Once we were home I could barely get out of bed for a week, but that didn’t stop me. I spoke to every single person I knew in this game, trying to find out where he was hiding them. No one knew anything. No one had seen or had heard anything. It was as if they had vanished.


Mark and Elliot were barely home, every time we thought we had a lead on the girls they would sit outside the place for hours, just watching. We couldn’t go in all guns blazing, not when it might risk their lives. I felt so utterly powerless it was like there was nothing but blackness inside of me. Like I had been poisoned. I was so angry, so fucking angry and it was tearing the three of us apart.


Finally, we heard something, and it came from a place I had least expected it. The dumb blonde bitch who had tried to get fired into me before I took Sarah.


She had found a way to get a message to Mark through a street dealer, who knew someone who knew Mark. Sarah was safe and alive, she didn’t know about Megan but we had to assume she was too. And she gave us an address. A fucking address!


“We’re to be there at 2 am tonight.” Mark read out the text message.


“What if it’s a trap?” Elliot asked.


“What choice do we have?” I said. “I don’t know about you cunts but if I have to die to ensure they’re safe then I’m sound with that.”


“How do you want to do this?”
x
It looked like a normal house on your average shite-hole estate. We could have searched for those girls every day for twenty years and still never found this place, it was that fucking random. The bins outside were full and overflowing with bags of rubbish. There was an old banger of a car on the driveway that had no wheels on it. We stuck out like dogs balls on that street in the Audi and the BM, but I didn’t own any shit cars and we didn’t exactly have a lot of time to plan this.


We sat and watched the house for a few minutes. The lights were off and nothing inside or outside the house stirred. If Louise had been lying, or we had the address wrong, then some family was in for a fucking nightmare in a few short minutes.


We got out of the car and moved like whippets to the front door. Elliot had picked many a lock as a bairn so naturally, he went first while Mark and I covered his back.


“Jed, it’s fucking open?”


Had she made it to the door and unlocked it? I pushed passed him and opened the door, gun held out in front of me. Fuck being careful. Fuck everything I ever learned about housebreaking. I looked around the corner into the lounge. Empty. An empty shitehole just as I expected.


I turned on the lights, not giving a single fuck, and stormed through to the kitchen. Disappointed, I motioned for the boys to head up the stairs. Five doors, each of them locked. The three of us stood against the first three doors and all it took was a nod of the head from Mark and they were kicked off their hinges simultaneously. I got the bathroom, I could tell that before I even switched the lights on, the amber glow of the streetlights outside reflecting off the toilet lid. I flew to the next door, just as I was hearing screams erupting from the other rooms.


“I’ve got Megan!!” Elliot shouted. Fucking good laddie.


I booted that door in like it was Kimber's face and my hand flew to the wall to locate the light switch. My eyes focused on the single bed, and the tiny bundle that was wrapped up in the middle of it. My girl. Mine.


“Sarah?” she didn’t even move. “Sarah?” I slapped her face gently. What was wrong with her? I flipped the covers back and she was tucked up in a ball, her hands clutching a piece of paper. I took it, she didn’t even stir, and my heart skipped a beat as soon as I realized what it was; my hands shaking. “Come on baby.” I lifted her up like she was nothing and put her over my shoulder so I still had the use of my right hand. She didn’t even stir but she was breathing, at least.


I found the boys waiting for me on the landing, my sister gathered up in Elliot's arms. Mark kicked in the other two doors, in case anyone else wanted to take their chances away from this dump, and the three of us legged it back to the cars.
x
I carried her straight to bed and didn't move from her side. Mark and Elliot could see to Megan. I watched her sleeping, her chest moving up and down peacefully, her lips slightly parted. The cut I’d made to her face had formed into a scar and it was the only thing that hindered her angelic appearance.


I tucked her under my arm and put my hand against her belly. A and B. They couldn't have been bigger than beans, but I didn't care. They were mine, and they were inside her. They were going to be loved so much more than either of us had been.


I stayed by her side until she began to stir and her eyelashes fluttered open. She began to panic as she felt my arms holding her tightly.


“Hey, it’s me, baby.” I tried to settle her. Was she dreaming? Had someone touched her? “Sarah, it’s Jed. You’re home.”


She sat up and looked around, her eyes glazed over slightly and her face dazed. Her breathing became quick and heavy. She turned around to face me and instantly backed away. That fucking stung.


“You’re alive.” She said.


I don't know what I expected. That she’d open her eyes and immediately pull me in for a passionate reunion? Possibly. It was clear that wasn't going to happen.


“I’m alive.” I chuckled. “Cost a fucking fortune and hurt like hell, but I’m still breathing.”


She just looked at me.


“What happened to you? Did anyone hurt you? Did anyone touch you?”


“No. My foot was fucked. They didn't touch me.” She looked down at her hands. “Where is Megan? Is she safe?”


“Yeah, she’s downstairs with Mark and Elliot.”


“I need to see her.” She pulled back the covers and attempted to get out of the bed.


“Sarah, you need to rest.”


“I need to see her.” She demanded. “Are you going to help me?”


I wondered when she was going to tell me about the scan picture I had found. I wanted to know everything, what had happened to her? But the look on her face told me now was not the time for any of that. I nodded and came around the bed to lift her up.


“I’ll walk, Jed.”


“No, you won't.”






Chapter Forty-Eight


I woke up with a thumping headache. My eyes fluttered open, and I quickly realized where I was. Home.


Jed was here. The man I’d thought about constantly for the past three weeks. The man whose children were in my belly. He was alive. So why couldn't I feel anything?


He lifted me from the bed and cradled me in his arms. I didn't feel safe, like I used to. All I could think about was the fact we were both here, and my grandfather would be coming for us. I didn't want him to touch me. Davie’s words were ringing in my ears. Whore. Slut. I’d let this man abuse me, and I’d forgiven him so easily. Now, Davie would kill us all.


We entered the living room and Jed sat down on the sofa, pulling me with him onto his knee. Megan was lying on the other sofa, her eyes wide open and staring at the ceiling. Mark and Elliot stood at the edges of the room watching her. She was singing, faintly under her breath. We all tried to listen but the words weren’t making any sense.


“Megan?” I called. She didn’t look at me but her lips stopped moving and the room turned silent. “Megan?”


I waited on her to say something, anything. I turned to Mark and Elliot.


“She’s not said a word that’s made sense since we got her home.” Elliot said.


“James said she had lost her mind. I thought he was lying.”


“James?” Jed stiffened beneath me. “Who’s James?”


“Was he not in the house when you broke in? He was the one who kept us there. He looked after us.”


“He’s a fucking dead man.”


“He was kind. To me, at least.” I looked over to Megan who still hadn’t moved her eyes away from the ceiling. She was barely even blinking, but her lips had started moving again. James. James. James. Again and again, like a prayer.


“Do you think he was kind to my sister?” Jed spat the words out.


“He’s as good as dead now.” Megan said. We all stared at her.


“What do you mean?” I asked.


“You’ve taken his favorite drug.” She closed her eyes.


“Megan?”


She wouldn’t say anything else. We tried. We went to the kitchen and took turns of coming through separately, trying to get some sense out of her. She closed her eyes, or stared into space, or moved her lips in non-sensical ways. But she wouldn’t tell us what she had meant.


Eventually, Jed took me back up to our room and disappeared to the bathroom, to run me a bath. He stripped me off and lay me down into the hot, creamy water. I could tell he was inspecting me, checking for marks or bruises, his eyes quickly running over my body.


“Do I still only get ten minutes?”


His expression changed as he exhaled. “Take as long as you need.”


I sat in that bath until the water changed from near-scalding to lukewarm. When Jed eventually appeared, his eyes were red. He pulled the plug and held out his hand for me. The big fluffy towel was soon around me and I was up in his arms again, the water from my legs and feet dripping all over the floor.


“What’s wrong?” I asked, as he put me down on top of the bedcovers, seemingly not caring that I was soaking them.


“Nothing.”


“Jed, talk to me.”


He lay down beside me and paused for a few moments. “My sisters lost her mind. My girlfriend won’t look at me. My enemies aren’t dead. It’s all so fucking fucked.”


“I’m not feeling myself.” He was right. I could barely look at him.


“You need to let me help you.”


“You can’t.”


“You need to let me take the pain away.”


Tears pricked my eyes. “You caused this. I was just a normal girl before I met you. I had a home. I had friends. I had a life. You took it all. And then he took even more of it, because I was stupid enough to fall for you. How are you going to take that pain away? How are you going to fix it? Now my life will never be the same. I’ll be hiding, constantly. Our…” I caught myself.


“Our what?”


“Nothing.”


“Our children?” His hand went to my belly. “I found the photo. When I found you.”


“Our children will never have a normal life. I am always going to be terrified of losing them. That someone will take them, the way you took me, the way Davie took Megan.”


“I will never let that happen. I swear it to you.”


“And what if you’re not here? I thought you were dead! I thought he was going to take my babies!”


“I’m not dead, Sarah. I’m right here.” He bent down to kiss me on the lips. “I’m not going anywhere.”






THE END
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