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SHE WAS A BITCH, AND there wasn’t a soul in the Mertland Childrens’ Home who would argue that point.

Carlotta Vasquez—whom everyone called Carlotta Valdez, thanks to an Alfred Hitchcock movie that had been popular a few years earlier—was leaving Mertland in a few days when she turned eighteen.  She’d been there since she was fifteen when her mother disappeared.  There were rumors about what happened, but with no proof and no other relatives, Carlotta became a resident of the childrens’ home.  And soon she’d be free.  She couldn’t wait.

So on the Fourth of July, while most of the residents were outside watching the Angel Hill fireworks display in the distance, Carlotta was in the laundry room washing the last of her laundry so she could leave with clean clothes.

Jody Lee entered first, like he always did, with his lackeys Marcus and Pete—whom Jody Lee always called Peter Eater because of what Pete’s father had made him do—following close behind.

Carlotta was bent over, hauling out a bundle of clothes from the dryer when Jody Lee whistled and said, “I think I’d like to have an order of that!”

Carlotta glanced over her shoulder, shook her head, then went back to what she was doing, totally ignoring Jody Lee.

“Say, Carlotta,” he said, “since you’re gonna be out of here in a few days, and you probably won’t ever come visit, how bout you, me and the guys have a going-away party?”

“No thanks,” Carlotta said.  She dumped her dry clothes into a basket, closed the dryer door, then moved to the folding table in the middle of the room.

“Don’t be like that,” Jody Lee said.  “We’re just trying to be nice is all.”

“Not interested.”

“What if I said I think you are interested, and you’re just playing hard to get?”

“Then I’d say you’re a moron.”

Carlotta folded her clothes, starting with a yellow T-shirt covered in purple flowers.

“What if I said you’re a lying whore?” Jody Lee said.

Carlotta ignored him again and kept folding.  Something crossed her face, though, like she knew something bad was about to happen.

Pete circled around Jody Lee and moved close to Carlotta, who was now folding very slowly, waiting for whatever was coming, but trying not to show any fear.  Pete slid over to squeeze her ass, but only grazed her before Carlotta moved sideways, swinging around and backhanding him across the cheek.

He held his face where a small trickle of blood oozed from the cut she’d inflicted with a ring she always wore, a piece of her mother’s jewelry she had brought with her.

“Bitch!” Pete yelled.

“Don’t touch me again,” she said.  “If any of you come near me, I’ll get Ryan or Dan.  And if they don’t do anything I’ll get Bea to handle it.”

“That old bitch don’t know shit,” Jody Lee said.

Marcus moved to stand in front of the door so Carlotta couldn’t get out.  They were going to do it here.

Pete grabbed one of her clean shirts and wiped his face with it.

“You’re gonna pay for that one,” he said, and reached out for her again.  She stepped back out of his reach and quickly put the table between them.  Jody Lee hadn’t moved.  He was smiling wide.

“This doesn’t have to get hostile,” he said.  “Like I said, we just wanted to give you a going-away party.”

“Then start by going away,” Carlotta said.  “I’m not in the mood.”

“From what we hear, you’re always in the mood.”

She looked at him kind of sideways then, like she didn’t know what he was talking about.

“You three better leave me alone right now, or you’re gonna be sorry.”

“Don’t be like that,” Jody Lee said, stepping toward the table.

She looked at Pete, then at Jody Lee, and realized there was nowhere else to go; they had her from both directions, which might be exactly what they had in mind for her.  She climbed on top of the table and tried to jump past Pete.

He reached out for her again, this time glancing a blow against her leg that threw her off balance.  She tripped in midair, and crashed down on her face, flat against the concrete floor, sending an immediate gush of blood streaming from her nose.

She screamed and tried to roll away, but Pete pounced on her quickly, trying to turn her on her back and straddle her.  Pete was stupid, though, and it took Jody Lee to tell him, “If she’s on her back she’ll choke on her own blood, you nimrod.”

Peter Eater looked at the alpha like he was reciting algebra problems to him.

“Turn.  Her.  Over.  Dumbass.”

“Oh,” Pete said.  “Right.  Awesome.”

He struggled with Carlotta’s flailing limbs.  She kept slapping him in the face, aggravating the cut from her ring, which was now bleeding pretty good with all the abuse it was getting.  She tried to backhand him, probably hoping to cut him again, but eventually he got her left arm pinned straight up against her head, grabbed her shoulder and rolled her onto her stomach.

From there it was a matter of just sitting on her back and holding her arms outstretched so she didn’t have the leverage to move.

“Get her pants down,” Jody Lee told Marcus.

Marcus didn’t hesitate, doing Jody Lee’s dirty work for him, in case the latter needed to defend himself later.  Hey, I didn’t pull her pants down, he did.  No one ever said Jody Lee was stupid.  He was mean and put that energy into unsavory pursuits, but he was a smart fucker.

Marcus grabbed Carlotta’s shorts in both hands and pulled, working them down her hips, pulling her underwear as well, exposing her ass.

“Well, that’s a sight, isn’t it?” Jody Lee asked, smiling.

Pete looked back over his shoulder and said, “That’s some sweet action, man!”

Jody Lee glared like he wanted to hit Pete.

“You’re all class,” he said instead.  Pete looked offended, so he turned around again and concentrated on holding Carlotta’s arms out straight.

“So how come you gave it up to Little Davy, but you won’t give it up to me?  I can give you a lot more enjoyment than that little squirt.”

“What did that little pervert say?” Carlotta asked.  She had given up struggling.

“He told us what you two did up on the third floor last night.”

“He’s a liar!” she screamed.

“Well, he told us all about it, so I’ll just take a sample myself and compare notes later.”

Jody Lee’s belt came unbuckled, and Carlotta showed she hadn’t given in but had simply been waiting for her chance.  Peter Eater’s grip had loosened, and she yanked her wrists from his hands and pulled them under her, then shoved with all she had, knocking him off balance enough to scramble out from under him.

After pulling Carlotta’s pants down, Marcus had leaned against the table instead of resuming his post by the door, and, with no one blocking the way, Carlotta bolted out of the laundry room.  She ran for the stairs, bounding up
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