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Chapter 1

Lizzy slammed the breaks. Everything that could have gone wrong on this incredibly important day, had gone wrong. Why shouldn’t she get into a car accident just to add to the sheer madness of it all? Of course, the universe would pick this day, of all days to pay back every bit of bad karma she’d accrued over the last thirty years. She looked over to her briefcase—at least that was still in-tact. Her secretary, Lenora had called. Mr. Chang had needed to reschedule the meeting, to sign all the papers earlier than they’d mutually agreed. His wife was going into labor early and so he needed to board his private jet as soon as possible, in order to head back to China. Twins. The lucky bastard was having twins. 

Lizzy rehearsed the speech she’d been practicing in the bathroom mirror, “Lodestar Bank Enterprises is so happy that you’ve decided to invest in us. We thank you for your trust.” Lizzy said the words to herself and winced. They sounded empty and soulless; she didn’t want to make him regret his decision this early in the game. Her phone began to shiver with vibration as her housekeeper rang her cellphone. “I’m sorry to bother you, Ms. Lizzy but I can’t find Chomper. Is he with you?” Lizzy’s heart dropped into the pit of her stomach. Chomper was her beloved dog—the only being she truly loved in the world. In her haste to get to the office, had she accidentally left the gate open? A barrage of terrible images of Chomper, wandering lost and forlorn through the streets of Los Angeles crossed her mind. For a moment, she considered turning back. Then, she heard a yelp over the phone. “Oh, never mind, Miss Lizzy. He was hiding under your comforter again. You scared me to death, you little scoundrel!” Then, she heard Chomper snarl. The line went dead. He had never been a fan of her housekeeper.

Her mission was clear. All she had to do was to get Mr. Chang to sign the papers. Then, after he’d signed the documents, she’d be promoted. When he ended up saddled with thousands of dollars in unexpected bank fees, it would be her subordinates’ job to smooth things over and somehow manage to keep the account. She’d be long gone by then—moved down to the cooperate offices of Lodestar Bank downtown. If she could pull this off, it would be the biggest account they’d signed over in nearly a decade. Lizzy sighed. Maybe five years ago, she’d have had some misgivings about what she was about to do, but not anymore. If there was anything she’d learned, it was that this was a dog eat dog world. Sometimes violating her own principles was necessary to survive. 

Lizzy arrived at the bank, only to find that a strange high-end vehicle was already parked in her spot. She circled the building, cursing under her breath while her phone rang again. “Lizzy, where are you? Mr. Chang is getting a bit frustrated. I’ve done everything possible to stall this man. I need you to get in here!” Her secretary was freaking out. Lizzy rolled her eyes. The only reason Lenora even gave a damn was because Lizzy had promised to take Lenora with her to her new office. That was a con too, of course. She’d need someone to take the fall for the forged signatures on those questionably opened accounts and Lenora was the lowest one on the totem pole, which meant she was ripe to be a prime target. Lenora wasn’t corporate material—the moron was too trusting, for one. She didn’t even realize she was being set-up. A promotion? Lenora would be lucky if she got less than five years of jail time after the bank and IRS were finished with her. Lizzie smiled, thinking about all the white-collar crimes she’d successfully pulled off over the years. Sure, she’d ruined a few people’s lives by conning them into placing their money into investments that she knew would tank, but after today, that would all be behind her. She’d finally be able to make a clean start.

Finally, Lizzy spotted a parking space. She pulled her BMW into the spot and grabbed her briefcase. As she trotted towards the office, a man slammed into her, and her papers flew up into the air and began to slowly rain down around her. “You stupid moron!” Lizzy yelled accusingly, as she reached out, trying to grab hold of the papers. She bent down on her knees and started to scoop the papers up into her arms. Some of them were smudged and dirty now, but maybe Mr. Chang wouldn’t notice—he was in a rush after all. Then, a black sack was placed over her head. Everything went dark. Lizzy tried to scream but no sound came out. Someone picked her up from around her waist and threw her into the back of a van. Her head hit the flooring with a loud thunk, and then tires squealed. Lizzy flew to her feet and felt around blindly for the handle. After she found it, she jiggled it wildly, trying to force the door open, screaming at the top of her lungs. She yanked off the heel of her shoe and flailed around blindly trying to bust out a window, but the car veered unexpectedly and she lost her footing and crashed to the floor, hitting her head on the floor with a terrible smack.

Everything went black as Lizzy sank into a dreamless sleep. 

Chapter 2

When Lizzy woke up, her first thought was of Mr. Chang. If her conniving coworkers had somehow gotten him to sign the papers, she wasn’t going to get any credit for the deal. Brandon Teatree, the scumbag from across the hall, would be taking credit for all of her hard-work. Still, maybe she could hurry things along if the police found her quickly and still nab the promotion. At least having been kidnapped would bring national attention to her. She could play the part of the damsel in distress. She could wipe away large alligator tears on CNN and make the nation come to love her. She’d certainly get her promotion then. She could be the poster-child for the goodness of the banking industry; the nation needed that right now, more than ever. Lizzy smiled beneath the burlap sack that was tied around her head. This was probably the best thing that had happened to her in years. Her smile faded. Unless of course, her captors decided to kill her. 

The van was still moving along, though it had seemed to slow to a crawl. She could tell from the sounds outside that they were probably inside some kind of industrial building. She heard muffled voices shouting, and then the van doors opened. Hands seized her by the ankles and dragged her out of the vehicle. Lizzie started to kick and punch at the air. She heard a bit of scattered laughter, and then silence.

She was hoisted up into the air in some kind of room that was very cold. If only they’d take the sack off her head, she could start to formulate an escape plan. The bank was surrounded by security cameras so she knew that someone had seen what happened. Surely, someone had called the police. They would be scouring the area, searching for her right now. They’d be searching all of the offices for clues. Well, at least they’d find all the forged signature cards she’d secretly hidden in Lenora’s desk. Thankfully, Lizzie had planted all the forgeries inside Lenora’s bottom left drawer a week ago, in a place Lenora would never think to look. Then, of course, Lizzy had busied her faithful friend with more work than she could handle, to ensure that she didn’t find the evidence of crimes that she’d planted on her before the police did. She had intended to call the police with an anonymous tip after her meeting with Mr. Chang, but now was a good a time as any for Lenora to be arrested. In fact, they might even think she was involved in Lizzy’s kidnapping, which would only make it seem more feasible that Lenora had been some kind of criminal. Oh yes, when the police found her, this kidnapping would make her famous. It truly was the best luck she’d had in years. 

Lizzy heard something clatter across the floor. Then, she heard a man cough. She wasn’t alone.

Lizzy swallowed. Fear gathered in her chest. The only way this could work to her advantage was if they kept her alive. She feigned a sniffle. “Do you intend to kill me?” Lizzy asked. No one answered.  “I know you’re there. I heard you cough.” There was a sigh a few feet away. If only she could see. 

A soft finger reached out and touched her knee. The warm hand sent shivers down her spine. “You scraped your leg,” the voice said. It was a man’s voice and he had an accent that was decidedly...almost certainly Spanish. “Senor, por favor, ayudarme. Mi mama y mi papa, mi ninas....” The man chortled. He wasn’t buying her act. Her mom and dad? Her kids? She hadn’t seen her mom and dad in years and didn’t have any children to take care of. The way he chuckled made her think he already knew that. “Lying is not becoming of a lady,” the voice said. His accent reminded her of Antonio Banderas. Lizzy tried to remember what country that actor was from. Argentina? Columbia? Mexico? That information might be useful.

“This will sting for a moment, but I need to clean your wound so that it doesn’t get infected, sweetheart,” the voice said. Then, pain shot through her scraped knee. Lizzy desperately wished that she could remove the sack, so that she could see the extent of the damage herself. For all she knew, he could be cleaning her injury with bleach. Whatever he was using, it burned badly. Lizzy screamed. 

“Oh, stop being such a baby. Your mom never cleaned your scraped knees with peroxide when you were growing up? I guess she must have used liquid gold, instead...poor little rich girl.” The voice was sarcastic. “Obviously, you didn’t do your homework. I grew up in the projects—we were the only white family on block 88, public housing.” She said, trying to evoke a little sympathy. “What does being white have to do with anything?” The voice sounded offended. “I’m just saying, I know what it’s like to feel different and I know what it’s like to be poor.” The man chuckled to himself. “I guess that mustang you got for your sixteenth birthday was purchased with food stamps, then?” He’d seen right through her lie and he knew specifics about her life. Obviously, her captor had done his homework. Maybe she should stop trying to lie to him. Maybe she should just try to be truthful. 

The bank had given her a pamphlet on what to do if she was ever kidnapped or held hostage. She’d kicked off her heels, balled the pamphlet up, and chucked it into the garbage, not even five minutes after Lenora handed it to her. Lizzie raised an eyebrow. What if Lenora had somehow found out that Lizzy intended to frame her? What if this was an inside job—orchestrated by someone inside the office?

“Why did you kidnap me?” Lizzy asked, the sack still draped over her head. Now a warm hand moved up and down her leg tentatively, as if the man was thinking something over. He breathed heavily to himself as his hand crept around her kneecap. Again, his touch felt incredibly good, soft gentle pressure. A very naughty part of her brain wanted his hand to wander up her thigh a little more. It had been a long time since she’d felt the touch of a man, and even longer since she’d felt so helpless. In a weird way, the situation was turning her on. 

“Why do you feel as though you’ve been kidnapped? It saddens me to hear you say that, Lizzy. I was hoping you’d feel differently.” The man’s response took her by surprise. She’d had a sack thrust over her head and had been thrown into the back of a van, forcibly taken away from the biggest financial deal of her entire career—of course he’d kidnapped her. Obviously, he was some kind of lunatic.  

Just then, Lizzy remembered an episode of one of her favorite TV shows, The Criminal Heart. There was an episode from last season where a girl had survived a kidnapping because she’d made her captor identify with her. Maybe she could try that.

“Have we met before? Your voice sounds really familiar to me,” Lizzy said. That was a lie too. She paid attention to people’s bank account balances, not their voices. “Who do I remind you of, Lizzie? Who have you taken the time to love, during your short and meaningless life?” He asked. His words cut, but were undermined by the fact that he was a kidnapper. ” Meaningless? At least I don’t have to kidnap people to get them to listen to me.” She snapped back. “I don’t know what makes you think I’m listening to you, Lizzy. I am hearing you, hearing the depth of sickness in you...but I am not listening to you, because this isn’t representative of the real you. This is not who you really are. Beyond this terrible veneer, your heart is good. That is why I love you.” His voice was sad and made her head spin. This was a mind-fuck of the highest order. For a second, Lizzy thought she was going mad.

“While, you may not know me per-say, I know you. I know people like you. I know what it is like to move through the world feeling entitled and justified to take things from others, to use the system and even the law to assist you in causing harm.” The hand was on her knee again. It felt like he was swirling a finger tantalizingly around her kneecap. Then, he reached around to the back of her leg and grabbed the back of her thigh and squeezed with more pressure, but not enough to hurt her. “And I know what it means to feel lonely. To want so badly to find that perfect home for both your heart and your cock.” He said.

Lizzy shuddered. “I know you, Lizzie...but I also know other things about you too—things you don’t even know about yourself. I know that you ache to give your control over. I know that you want to feel powerless for a change. I know that I’m making you wet right now. I know that you’d love to be with me.” 

His voice was so soft and his touch so hypnotic. She could feel the gentle fingers crawling up her legs. She ached for him to touch her core. She longed for him to feel the wet warmth which had collected between her legs, but he didn’t. His hand wandered all over her legs, up to her stomach, across her inner thighs, but he refused to touch her core. He paused for a second, and then drew his fingers lightly across his throat. They were wet with something—probably saliva.

Lizzy jerked back. Maybe she really was going mad. Maybe this was some kind of Stockholm Syndrome. This was not a sexual situation. She’d been kidnapped. She needed to come to her senses. This wasn’t some kind of game. “Why are you doing this?” Lizzy asked in a hushed voice. “Because you needed it and because you wanted this. All that made me want you even more.” The man answered without hesitation. “What if I told you that I don’t want this?” Lizzy asked, testing the waters a little. “I would know that you are lying to me,” He said, without a second’s pause.

“When do you intend to let me go?” Lizzie asked. “Never.” The man said without hesitation. “You’ll never want me to let you go.” He said and decisively, and then clicked his tongue. He came near her again, started to draw the tiny circles on her kneecap—but this time she kicked him hard in the gut. Lizzy heard his muffled cry, and then he stumbled back. Lizzy heard the door slam shut as he exited, and then she could hear him vomiting on the other side of the wall. She smiled. She’d finally given him a taste of his own medicine. Then, her smile faded. He hadn’t actually hurt her though. In fact, he’d been quite gentle. He’d been..soft. Weird, but soft nonetheless.

Chapter 3

It was hard to tell how much time had passed, since she was still underneath the sack. Maybe if she could get it off, she’d be able to devise some kind of plan. Yet, her hands were tied behind her back and she was hoisted up into the air, held by some kind of harness that hooked under her arms. Lizzie started to wiggle. The sack didn’t feel like it was tied or anything, so maybe if she shrugged—pushed up with her shoulders and tucked her chin down, she could work it off bit by bit like her dog Chomper always did with his Christmas sweaters. Lizzie started to wiggle. “Yes!” she said softly, as the sack tumbled to the ground.

She opened her eyes, squinting. She was surprised by her surroundings. While it was clear that she was in some kind of industrial area, the space had been worked into a library of sorts. She was suspended over an area that had a sofa and an armchair in the center. There was a video camera aimed at her. Her captor had been recording her the entire time. 

Lizzy jumped as the door slammed open. It seemed to almost burst off the hinges as a lean man with chiseled features and dark hair filed into the room. He looked down to the sack laying on the floor. “You’ve made some progress,” he smiled. “I knew you were one of the smarter girls, wifey,” he said with a wink. She didn’t like the way he said that. He’d done this before? But, where were the other girls now? Clearly, this wasn’t a good sign. Lizzy decided that she didn’t want to show any fear. “Other girls, huh? And where are they now? Chopped up and spread around Los Angeles in garbage bags, no doubt.” She spat. The man looked injured and lifted an eyebrow. “They thanked me and went back to their families.” “Yeah right,” Lizzy said. 

Panic was rising up inside of her. This was no longer amusing. This was no longer a challenge for her to overcome. It was becoming increasingly clear to her that this was probably a matter of life and death. 

He crossed over to her and turned the video camera on. “When you started working for the bank, did you feel as though you had a calling?” He asked. “Calling?” She repeated, trying to buy herself a little time. “It felt like an opportunity to help people to finance their dreams. I wanted to advance opportunities for small businesses to improve the world and create more job diversity.” She said. “Bullshit!” The man said angrily. He cleared his throat. “It was something like the sixth job interview you went on. No one else would take you because you dropped out of college the semester before graduation and this bank didn’t actually check your fabricated references. Why did you drop out of college Lizzy?” Lizzy’s head dropped in shame. A silent tear rolled down her cheek. It was the one thing that she was deeply ashamed of and routinely lied about. “Come on, Lizzy. Tell me why you dropped out of college.” The man encouraged her. “Because I ran out of money,” she said. The words seemed to choke her as they came out of her mouth. The man clapped his hands together. “So, you are capable of honesty,” he smiled. “Good job, sweetheart.” For some reason, she liked the way he called her sweetheart. 

The man had a beautiful face. He seemed apologetic all of a sudden. “This wasn’t my first choice for the line of work I wanted to go into either, Lizzy. Much like you, it happened because of unfortunate circumstances. So how did you go from owning a fancy car to...total poverty in such a short period of time?” He continued to pry. “The stock market crashed,” Lizzy said. “Uh uh uh...” the man said, shaking a long slender index finger at her. “Tell the truth, Lizzy,” he demanded. 

“My father divorced my mother, remarried and he cancelled my trust fund and disinherited me.” She said softly. “Why did he disinherit you?” The man asked, feigning ignorance. She could tell he already knew. Lizzy didn’t want to say it out loud—it was too horrible. 

She was whimpering now, and tear-stained streaks covered her cheeks. “Because my dad found out.” She cried. “What did he find out, Lizzy?” The man asked in a very soft voice. “He found out that I hit and killed a woman with my car and I just drove away.” Her words echoed off the walls.

The man steepled his hands and nodded at her seeming satisfied. Then, he did something unexpected. He got up, walked over to her and wrapped her in a deep long hug. “Thank you for finally taking some responsibility for what you did, my love” he said in a breathless whisper. It had been a long time since she’d been hugged. The man sounded so sincere as he embraced her. He reached up and gently stroked her hair, smoothing it down. “No one passes through this world totally blameless,” he said to her softly. 

She could smell his sweet cologne and she bucked her hips upward, wanting more. He pulled back and cupped her face in his hand. “You look really beautiful right now,” he said. “So vulnerable, so truthful, so free. Do you feel free?” He asked her. Lizzy wiggled a little bit, demonstrating that her hands were still bound behind her back. “Yes,” he said regretfully. “I’ve bound you so that you can truly be free—free of any ability to harm yourself or others. Free to just live in the light of the truth. Free to let yourself be victimized; free to let yourself be loved. Did you know that there is no such thing as love without victimization, Lizzie?” The man asked her. 

He was so handsome. His soft hand was gently stroking her bicep. Then, he started to work the muscles of her shoulder. His touch felt incredibly good. She hadn’t told anyone about her hit and run— the only other living person that had known was her father. He’d found the bits of hair and skin that had been trapped in the bumper when he was waxing her car, and had quickly and wordlessly taken the car to be demolished. After that, he’d never spoken to her again. It felt good to just say it out loud. To have someone voluntarily touch her, even after then knew her horrible secret. It had haunted her for years. She’d pushed it so far down that on a day to day basis, she was scarcely aware that it had even happened. She’d punished herself with anorexia—starving herself for over a year. She’d been committed to a mental ward and force-fed through a tube.

The man placed his arms around her again, holding her in a warm tight hug. Lizzie closed her eyes and cried. “Do you feel my arms around you?” He asked. Lizzy nodded. “I want you to concentrate on the warmth of my hug. I want you to tell your brain that love is something you need and want.” He reached down and gently touched her kneecap when he said the word love. She felt helpless, but she also felt safe, inexplicably safe in his arms. He started to rock her. 

Somehow from the depths of her soul, she began to scream. The moment of the car accident replayed over again in her mind. The woman had been walking through the crosswalk pushing a child’s stroller, when Lizzie had plowed right into her. Both the woman and the child had clattered to the ground with a loud thud. The woman had taken 90% of the impact and had flown up in the air. She came down hard on her head, and her skull had cracked open. Bits of her scalp had gotten trapped in the bumper of the car, and splattered pieces of brain and bone were scattered all over the road. She could have stopped. In fact, she wanted to stop, but she’d been drinking...she’d been snorting cocaine. There was no question of if she would go to jail, just a question of how long. 

The child lay screaming in the roadway. Lizzy had stumbled from her car, dragged the dazed child onto the sidewalk, and then sped off. What would be the use in ruining two lives? The woman was clearly dead. There was nothing she could do to go back in time and change it; she could only save herself. 

Lizzy continued to sob in the man’s arms as he rocked her. He stroked her face and kissed her cheeks as they swayed in unison. His touch made something come alive within her. Her core began to throb and she breathed heavily as she tried to press herself against him. He sobered and looked at her for a moment. “If you want that, you’ll have to ask me for it. You see, I am not a predator, Lizzy.” His faced looked pained as he said it. “Please...touch me, punish me. I need you to punish me.” She begged him.

The man reached over and gently began to unbutton her blouse. Her shirt fell away revealing a black lace bra. Her breasts were supple and round, and they heaved each time she took in a breath. The man came closer and unbuttoned her skirt. She noticed the huge bulge in his pants and blushed as he pushed her skirt down. It seemed to catch on one of the ropes, and so with a wicked look in his eyes, the man ripped it away with one swift motion. Her core was soaking wet and the sweet smell of her wafted to him through the air. He noticed the small amount of wetness that was leaking down her inner thigh. The man breathed heavily, then lowered his face to the soft supple part of her upper inner leg and tasted her.  Lizzy shuddered. Slowly, the man kissed his way up her thigh. He peeled back her soaking wet underwear, and stared at her erect pink clit.

The cold air felt good against her womanhood, but Lizzy wanted release. After waiting a moment, the man took her into his mouth and sucked rhythmically. Her body shuddered with pleasure as the sensation overtook her. Lizzy moaned. He was right. It felt so good to be restrained, to be protected from herself. It felt so good to be under someone else’s control, for once. He sucked her harder and harder, creating friction against her pussy with his full lips, until her body shivered with orgasmic release. Then, he drew back. 

“You said there were other girls. I want to know where they are.” Lizzy said, after a long pause. The man went behind a short wall and returned with a plate of cheese and luscious looking grapes and something in a glass. He raised the fruit to her mouth, and she bit a few grapes off. Then, he poured a little bit of wine over her lips and kissed her passionately. Again, her core grew wet and throbbed with want. “Please tell me about the other girls,” Lizzy pleaded. The man reached down and cupped her pussy in his large hand and groaned. “There are no other women. I lied, Lizzy. You’ve been the only girl that I’ve been able to see for ages. You’ve been the object of my desire for a very long time.”

She knew that she should have been frightened. She should have screamed, but all she could think about was how good his touch felt. She licked the remnants of the wine from her lips and smiled greedily. This was a man who knew what he wanted, and in a twisted way, he knew how to get it. She opened her legs wider for him and wiggled her rump a little. “I want you in me,” she muttered shyly. “Why did you say, my love?” he asked. “I want you in me, “Lizzy whispered again.

The man placed his fingers into his mouth and wet his fingers. Then, he reached up and felt at the folds of her slick pussy again. She groaned. She was so aroused that it almost hurt. “I want you inside me,” she whispered again. He reached his hands over and cupped bother of her breasts. Then, he pulled her bra away and began to suck her nipples as she writhed in pleasure. He paused for a moment and then raked his fingernails across her back. She moaned again. “If you want this, then first you must agree to be my love,” he said. Lizzie gave him a desperate look. “I want to be yours,” she said. 

Lizzy could see that his rod was stiff in his pants. There was even a small wet spot of precum seeping through his clothing. She wanted him to pull his pants down and mount her. Instead, he reached up and untied her from the ropes, one by one.

Lizzy’s body slowly lowered to the ground as her heart pattered away in her chest. She felt disappointed that her arms and legs were no longer bound. She wanted to feel controlled. She wanted to feel as though he owned her. “Put your hands all over me,” she demanded. The man wrapped her in his arms and lifted her up off the floor. She wrapped her legs around his waist, feeling the hardness of his cock pressed firmly up against her pussy. She started to grind up against him and he moaned as he lowered her to the floor. She kissed him feverishly. Her hands wandered all over his body and she delighted in the firmness of his muscles and the softness of his skin. She yanked at the waist of his pants, popping the button and sending it clattering to the floor. Then, she unzipped his fly. Slowly, she kissed her way down to the enormous bulge in his pants and licked her lips hungrily. 

The man reached inside his pants to help her. He pushed his pants down off his round ass and then pushed his boxers down around his ankles. His stiff cock sprung free, glistening with hot precum. Lizzy was delighted by its incredible length and girth. She opened her mouth and took him inside. His taste was delicious and salty. She sucked him as she corkscrewed her head and worked his shaft, hungry for more of his taste. The man moaned and groaned, struggling not to cum. Then, he withdrew and laid her down on the floor. 

The man pressed his huge shaft against the tiny slick opening of her pussy and thrust slowly, stretching the canal of her body, forcing her body to accommodate his large size. She groaned and gripped his back. It felt so good to be stretched in this way, but also a little painful. She rocked back and forth under him, using the friction to tease her clit a bit more. It helped her body open for him. 

“God, I can’t believe this is finally happening. You’re so tight. Tell me you want me,” the man blurted out. Then, he started to pound her—she could hear the sound of his balls slapping against her skin as he moaned. She felt so good. He continued to thrust, gaining momentum. Each time he pounded her, it was pure bliss.

Then he paused, pulled out, and then plunged all the way inside her, up to the hilt. She moaned and gripped his ass, squeezing his butt-cheeks as hard as she could. He continued to pound her, thrusting so forcefully that he could hear the faint puffing of air being forced out of her pussy. “I’m gonna make you so sore, baby.” He moaned into her ear, slightly out of breath. “Hold me down,” she demanded. He pressed down on her wrists and continued to pound her. “I’m cumming,” she said in a high pitch as her face reddened. Her muscles contracted forcefully around his cock. He could contain himself no longer. He thrust into her as deeply as he could and spilled his seed all over her tight insides. She was slick with him, and moved around, enjoying the feel of his cock gliding around in her wetness. The two lay intertwined like that for a long while. She could have pulled away from him, but she didn’t. She remained laying there, looking deeply into his eyes. She didn’t want to look away. Finally, she broke his glance. “I’m a bad person,” she finally said. “You’ve done some terrible things...I’ll give you that, but no one is just bad or good. We’re all a little bit of both.”

Chapter 4

“So, why did you learn so much about me?” She finally asked. “I was studying to rob the bank. I got curious. I developed an infatuation over the course of a few months. I was on my way out when I ran into you. I couldn’t leave you behind. I had to take you with me.” Lizzy’s mouth dropped open. “How much money did you get?” She asked. He pulled her to her feet and led her to two giant suitcases behind the partition. They were packed with cash. “I can’t stay on US soil with money like this, you know,” he said. “If I stay here, I’ll end up in jail.” She nodded at him. His eyes glistened. “Come with me. Come with me wherever I go.” Lizzy reach up and gently bit his lower lip in response. “Okay,” she whispered. “Why not.”

Over the course of the next few hours, they made love repeatedly like wild animals. Lizzy felt free for the first time in her life. He knew the full extent of wrongs she’d committed, but wasn’t disgusted by her. While she knew she couldn’t go back and change the past, maybe she could try and make amends. “I can’t let Lenora take the fall for what I did,” Lizzy finally said, during a second round of sex. His cock was sunken deep into her body, throbbing with the need to cum. Lizzy bobbed up and down a little more. “I want to come with you, but I have to set some things right first. I want to change.” 

The man flipped her over so that she was on her hands and knees. He spat on the palm of his hand and then moistened his mighty shaft. Then, he gently parted her ass cheeks. “You want me to make you a better person?” He asked. “I do. Do it.” She blurted out. He pressed the enormous head of his cock up against the tiny opening of her ass and thrust himself into her. Instinctively she cried out in pain and started to tighten. “This is an exercise in letting go, Lizzie,” he said as he gently thrust his cock in and out of her. “The more you try and control my movements, the more it will hurt. You have to learn to let go.” Lizzie sighed and tried to relax. He went deeper and deeper, pounding himself into her until he came hard. At first, it hurt...but gradually she was able to stop clenching. She came in a rush.

A few hours later, she dropped the tape he had made with a hand-written confession into the mail. She enclosed a check to the surviving victim of the crash. “As punishment, I have decided to relinquish my will.” She wrote. “I will come back and pay for my crimes.” She’d written.

Chapter 5

Over the next few months, Lizzy’s life was a wild adventure. The man’s name was Troy and she’d fallen deeply in love with him. They married one another on jet skiis in the middle of a hurricane in the Cayman Islands. They’d snorkeled with sharks in Bermuda. They’d even set a drug field on fire in Columbia, and Lizzy had managed to literally kick the owner in the butt. Both had become vigilantes for justice, seeking out criminals, and making them pay. Yet, no matter how much she experienced, she could no longer forget the face of the woman whose life she took. 

Even though she’d tried to make amends for all her wrongdoing, the ghosts of the past still hung over her head. Troy had become her lover, mentor and friend. 

Lizzy and her husband laughed like two maniacs as they jumped from the airplane and quickly drifted down down down. Troy pulled his parachute chord which opened abruptly. “I love you, baby!” he called in his thick accent. “My cock is gonna miss you.” He laughed to himself. “I love you, Troy!” she called back.

Hand in hand, they glided down, landing on the giant X on top of the Los Angele’s Police Department’s roof. As the uniformed police officers circled around them, drawing their handguns and tasers, she pulled Troy close to give him one last kiss. 
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Chapter 1

Jane sat down at the computer and sighed. She could hear Bill clanging things around in the kitchen, pissed off as usual. "How many times have I told you that the yogurt is still good seven days past the expiration date on the container? How many damned times, Jane?" She could hear him rustling through the trash bag now, digging out the old yogurt containers. It was always the same thing. In a few minutes, he'd be lining up the little yogurt cups on the sink and scrubbing their outsides before placing them back into the fridge with a huge sign taped to the top shelf, which read " Eat me first." It was always the same thing. The argument had started over the fact that Jane had made his baked ziti with noodles that didn’t have indented lines baked into them. The store had run out. So, when Bill bit into his dinner and the noodles were smooth instead of serrated, he went nuts. 

Jane logged onto her Social book, and scrolled down. Her best friend Jeanie was on vacation in the Alps and had posted a wonderful selfie of she and her husband basting in a hot tub, surrounded by snow. Why couldn’t her life be like that? Jane scrolled down the page a little more. Her old high school boyfriend was celebrating his twentieth wedding anniversary with his wife. Too bad she’d let that one get away. Everyone on Facebook seemed happy except her. Jane pulled her phone out. At least she’d managed to snap a few pictures of her baked ziti casserole before Bill had smashed the whole thing on the kitchen floor—she could post the pre-tantrum photo. 

Just then, the computer made a pinging sound. A little window popped up in the corner with flashing red letters. “ Marriage got you down? Want to put more zest back in your life?” Jane thought about her baked ziti again—she’d put plenty of spice into that, but her ungrateful husband only cared about the fact that she’d used the wrong noodles. What a brat.

Jane dragged her cursor over the little window, thinking, hesitating, and considering. She wasn’t that kind of woman. But then, she wasn’t the kind of woman to allow her husband to throw dinner on the floor either. She was a high-powered attorney by day, and by night she was miserable. She flipped back over to the window containing Jeanie’s vacation photos. What if she could have that kind of life? What if she could be that happy? She looked over in the direction of her husband, Bill. She could see his bulky shape bent over the trashcan, still digging around, cussing into a handful of rotten black banana peels. Bill was a high-powered attorney too, and he’d locked her into a crazy prenup back when she was so in love with him that she’d have signed away her very soul. If she walked away from their marriage, she’d forfeit her rights to everything in her bank account, and Bill would be rolling in dough. She was trapped: an affair was the only way to get a little bit of her freedom back. 

Chapter 2

Jane held her breath for a second and clicked on the add, which immediately opened to a risqué dating website. In the background, a muscled couple lay in missionary position on red satin sheets. The woman's mouth was open wide as if she were in mid-orgasm. 

Jane quickly filled out a profile and started to peruse the catalog of other would-be cheaters. The website was a veritable playground for illicit affairs. They even had chat rooms. She created the screen name JLine9 for herself—and homage to her favorite subway train. Not terribly unique, but honest, at least. 

Jane didn’t know what most of the abbreviations meant in the chat room titles, and so she simply clicked on one called Clit Lovers and Worshipers. When the chat window opened, she found a bunch of men typing to a woman named NappyNoBra44. “Oh baby, just let me kiss you there for a moment please.” Jane leaned back in her chair, amused. “No,” Nappy responded, “You haven’t been good enough.”  “God I'm so hot,” another person typed. Apparently, this was some kind of orgy, and NappyNoBra44 was the main attraction. “Will you tickle me, right under my big hood?” Nappy typed. No one hesitated. About twenty people all seemed to type yes in unison. 

“What about you, JLine9?” Nappy asked. Jane’s heart skipped a beat. Somehow Nappy had noticed that she hadn't participated and the room seemed offended. The was as though she’d stumbled upon some kind of weird monarchy, and had managed to offend the queen in less than five minutes. “And what about you, BentBrent? Are you too good to play along too? Why don’t you losers just get out then?” Before Jane had a chance to respond, a red stop-sign popped up on her screen. She’d been banned. 

“Banned!” Jane said as she slammed her fists down on the desk. “I didn’t even say anything!” Then, she realized that she was getting loud, and quickly quieted down. Then, another little chat window opened up at the top of her screen. It was BentBrent. “I guess we’re officially outcasts,” he said. Jane smiled. She’d never had a conversation with a stranger on the Internet before, but he’d made her chuckle. They commiserated about their shared experience with Nappy, their new shared enemy...and by the time Jane was ready to go to bed, she’d already scheduled a phone conversation with the mysterious BentBrent. 

Jane crept up the stairs and slipped into bed next to her sleeping husband. Their entire room smelled of Lysol, and the stench was so overpowering, she felt as though she might gag. Jane smiled to herself as she imagined what
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