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“This will be easy.” 

Jacob whispered to himself nervously as he watched the trucks rumble away from the mansion through a pair of weathered old binoculars from the tree line. Rolling hills glowed fiery orange in the setting sun on that October thirty-first evening. The trees boasted a bright array of colorful leaves flushed red, orange, green, and brown which reflected in the placid surface of the lake. Beyond the picturesque scene rose the Halverd Mansion, a sprawling, three-story tall near-castle of gothic-revival design with brick walls leading to steeply gabled roofs. The steeply pointed arches always made Jacob subconsciously pity whatever poor, hypothetical man fell upon those articulated architecture which would spread his legs open before slicing deep and hard directly into his crotch rather akin to the Spanish Donkey of old. Rows of windows bearing the signature pointed arch motif thrust upward along the walls and a forward-facing gable jutted menacingly outwards towards the drive from which Jacob had just watched movers pack in the last of their days haul to head off. Even a casual glance at their progress, and what little of the interior could be seen, clearly indicated that plenty of antiques remained within the house.

Items that Jacob knew could fetch a good price with an amoral buyer.

He lowered the scopes from his piercing blue eyes and squinted at the sprawling grounds of the mansion as light flurries slowly started to drift down around him. He pursed his thin lips at this and muttered “perhaps it’s... too easy.” He pulled the cuff of his black leather jacket close about his neck and shivered lightly as he slid back into the driver's seat of his beat-up old black sedan.  He silently withdrew his phone from an interior pocket before opening it and checking the obituary once again for old Melvin Halverd. 

“Still, it doesn't get better than this.” Jacob smirked as he put away the phone and ran a nervous hand through his greasy, black hair sticking it back away from his pale, cold face. Stubble prickled at his palm as he stroked his chin thoughtfully. “The only thing better than robbing a millionaire tycoon from the twenties is robbing his decadent playboy son, even better is robbing the playboy, after his decrepit old ass is dead.” 

A small black furry head bumped into Jacob's right arm, and he glanced over receiving a sharp “meow” from two green eyes floating in what appeared to be a perfect void of cat-shaped darkness. “I hear you, Styx.” Jacob replied with a small smile.  An incriminating stack of fast-food wrappers and trash fell over in the passenger seat next to him as Styx leapt into his accustomed place purring softly. Jacob fished a can of tuna from the door and pealed the top off taking a few bites for himself before handing the rest over to Styx who happily gnashed sharp teeth through cheap seafood. After eating his fill, Styx leapt into the rear which bore no seats at all. “It’s going to be a late night, Styx.” Jacob said staring at the mansion. “It’s too dangerous to take you in with me. You should be warm enough in the car here while I do some work, though.” The sun burned bright as it set slowly over the horizon as Styx curled up in the back and napped. Likewise, the wind picked up as the air grew colder sprinkling the air with even more flurries of snow than before.

“Time to put that art history degree of mine to work.” Jacob muttered in bitter cynicism as he shifted the car into gear. 

Jacob’s car crawled along the driveway under moonlight as he approached the darkened mansion. His eyes darted through the darkness fearfully. The mansion loomed ominously before him cutting a jagged silhouette against the moonlit sky. Jacob felt like he was driving into some old movie as he pulled up to the front entryway. He scanned the area carefully confirming that no other cars remained after the movers had left. 

Styx gave him one last parting “meow” and scratched at his litter box in the back as Jacob gingerly stepped out into the cold. He shouldered a large black backpack and carried an empty duffle bag in his left hand as he approached the old mansion. Cold wind ruffled his hair as he slunk to the front door. Staring eyes pierced into the dim as he looked over his shoulder to make sure he was alone. 

Crouching by the ornate front door, Jacob fished a small, home-made lock kit from his pocket. Terrified fingers fumbled along unfamiliar pieces of bent steel as he carefully pressed tumblers into place one agonizingly slow click at a time before finally securing freedom of the lock barrel and twisting the handle open. The old oaken door creaked painfully loud in Jacob's ears as a rectangle of pale moonlight cut into the entryway illuminating the floor. Jacob glanced over his shoulder one last time as he slid his body in through the door and closed it behind him.

Cold air prickled at his face as Jacob grimaced fearfully. For a while, he stood still and simply listened. The howling wind from the growing storm outside whistled against the ancient walls and arched glass windows. The roof creaked eerily overhead causing a shiver to trickle down Jacob's spine. “sounds like nobody's home” Jacob muttered to himself as he deftly pulled a small flashlight from his pocket and arched the beam around the entryway. A pair of grand stairs rose up on either side of the lofty foyer. His beam cut small slivers of light between the posts of the hand-crafted banister. Red carpet decorated the floor and a few large pieces of old-world furniture sat aloft on shipping pallets wrapped in saran in preparation for transport. 

Jacob ignored these as he squinted looking along the walls. Gilded frames bore ancient canvas paintings of medieval landscapes and opulent portraits. 

“Typical snob, put the tacky trash in the front.” Jacob snorted as he walked along the row of paintings checking each one carefully. 

“remake, copy, pfft… this one is in fucking acrylic? Where's the real stuff?” He muttered bitterly as he moved on quickly past the paintings. A sculpted bust of Athena on an end table caught his attention for a moment before a quick flip confirmed it to be made in China. “shit.” Jacob grumbled. He began to wonder if there was good reason that the front door had been so easy to pry open. 

Jacob moved quickly through elegant hallways and peering into room after room for a while before he finally found something worth stealing in a neoclassical portrait of a young woman. She wore a shapeless dress and gilded crown as she lay draped dramatically over a futon. “Jacques-Luis David? No fucking way. I thought all his works were in museums and private collections!” Jacob set his backpack down on the ground and carefully pulled the frame from the wall gently setting it face down on a nearby feather bed before setting to work on it with a screwdriver and small prybar. He freed the canvas from the frame before carefully rolling it up and sliding it into a cardboard tube produced from his duffle. 

A small sound, like that of a woman gasping, drew his attention. He clicked off his light and crouched behind the bed for a moment as the incriminating empty frame sat starkly on top of the bed spread. Darkness filled his eyes and silence filled his ears as he waited with heart pounding in terror. Slowly he rose to his feet and looked to the curled canvas bearing a woman on its face asking the image sarcastically, “was that you?” 

He quickly rehung the frame whispering “don't worry, girl. I know you might feel nervous getting stolen like this, but I'll take care of you. I know some very rich people who would pay a lot of money to put you up on their walls instead of lying about in this dusty old place.” He reshouldered the duffle saying, “now let's go find you some friends.”

His footsteps felt painfully loud in his ears as he crossed the hardwood dance floor of the grand hall. He alleviated one wall of a decadent little piece wrapped in a solid gold frame and painted in mummy brown. Between the gold and the paint, the paint stood out more profitably having been crafted, quite literally, from the bodies of Egyptian pharaohs lifted from their tombs by the British in an older and wilder time. A creaking sound cut out across the wooden floor which caused him to fall into a crouch and squint in the direction that the noise had come from. He strangely felt quite aware of his manhood as his cock shifted about beneath the seams of his trousers and his balls slid to a rest upon his underwear.

An empty vestibule greeted his eyes and nothing more. Quietly shoving the piece into the duffle, Jacob withdrew his large, heavy Maglite from his backpack. Leaving the bags behind, he crept over to the dimly lit vestibule and peered around. His eyes reported nothing, and his ears could discern nothing beyond the wind outdoors and the quiet groans of antique wood in the chilling air. His nerves still rose on end as goosebumps spread across his skin. He stood perfectly still with the unlit heavy flashlight clutched in his right hand against his shoulder prepared to either illuminate or bash whatever the cause of the sound had been. His hand shook and his heart pounded loudly in his chest as he desperately tried to discern why he felt fear before he finally understood which sense had caused him so much concern.

Smell…

Of all the smells the musty old house should contain, the fresh scent of a woman's perfume was not one of them. However, he could not deny the bright, floral scent that permeated his nose. The only women he had seen thus far were rendered in oil upon canvas. Had some errant perfume bottle remained left casually ajar by an underpaid mover? If so, why had he not smelled the perfume when he first entered the ballroom?

“gorgeous”

The soft, beautiful, lilting voice struck his ears like a ton of bricks. He fell to his knees and spun seeing the pale silhouette of a woman's face glistening off in a further antechamber. He looked at her for a second as a small smile spread silently across her face. Jacob squinted at her in confusion before she raised and shouldered a sniper rifle leveled directly at him.

“FUCK!” Jacob screamed, ignoring all illusions of stealth as he sprinted towards where he had dropped his bags. Pain pierced into his buttocks as he ran, and he knew that she had shot him. Still, a gun that large should have blown his leg clean off rather than simply…

…prick him?

Something hard flopped painfully around as he ran. Jacob reached back plucking out the steel and feather-threaded dart that had just struck him. In the next moment, his right leg failed to obey his commands as he limped until he grabbed the bags. 

Dark hallways spun around him as the mansion’s layout grew as confusing as a dark funhouse though infinitely less fun. Surely he remembered coming down this hallway from the front door… or had it been the other one? Jacob picked twists and turns at random as the sound of light feet, pattering along at almost twice the rate as his own long-striding footsteps, haunted his every turn. He knew the woman who had shot him was out there, somewhere behind him in the dark and yet he dared not turn around to face her as the final bits of his logical mind knew time had grown too precious to waste it in vain fighting. He practically fell down the grand entry staircase as the numbness and weakness that had affected his leg now spread along with a sickening, terrifying sensation of tranquility and calm. His brain grew sleepy as his body felt like lead. At last, he gained the subject of his quarry and the world tunneled around him in darkness as his eyes locked on the handle of the front door. He brought his hand up to the knob. He prayed that the cold outside air may serve to jolt him awake at least long enough to get back to his car and… 

Cold metal grazed his fingers with a sweet promise of freedom for a split second before his legs gave way beneath him and he collapsed to the ground. As he lay there panting, mere inches from the door of escape, a woman's face came into view standing over him. She held the rifle upright in her left hand as she crouched over him. He desperately wanted to scream, jump, fight, or do something, anything as she trailed her eyes up and down along his body. His dimming vision filled with her face as she knelt. He felt two lithe fingers press against his neck as a sensual female voice spoke in a disembodied universe far away saying. 

“Perfect dosage. Sleep tight little prince. I have big plans for you when you wake up.”

Jacob's vision failed as the world grew dark around him. Still, he could feel a little bit and something wet, warm, and soft pressed sweetly against his lips. The last vestiges of his logical mind pondered if the strange woman was doing CPR on him, but no exhale of breath came. Jacob's last question remained unspoken as he felt her tongue penetrate into his mouth with a moan from her throat. He realized that the woman was making out with his unconscious body, but no part of his brain could conjure up a reason as to why.

Cold…

As soon as the question as to why the woman had kissed him jolted into his mind, it departed, and Jacob’s eyes opened to see the bare flesh of his own arms outstretched before him illuminated in pale blue light as he lay on a thin blanket spread over a hardwood floor. Aching pain filled his cold body as his head pounded angrily. He tried to sit up, but this proved to be a mistake. Pain filled his brain and eyes blurring his vision and causing him to blink. 

“Trick or treat” spoke a woman's voice, rendered in a small, electronic sound. Jacob groaned as he rolled over and looked towards the light. He had to squint at the small, bright rectangle for a moment before realizing it to be an iPad. It sat, hastily bolted in place with a few pieces of strip steel, against the wall about five feet off the ground. On the screen, a woman sat smiling as she watched him. Her straight, black hair fell in a cascade around her pale face framing it neatly. Under other conditions, Jacob may have considered her pretty, with a petite button nose, piercing dark eyes, and a pair of full lips bearing a tasteful shine of gloss. She had thin rouge on her cheeks sprinkled lightly with glitter and large, sweet eyelashes. She sat in an office chair in what looked like a comfortably well-lit apartment. The wall behind her featured a few tacky pieces including a nude male adonis and a reproduced composition of Hercules equally in state of unclad nature. She leaned into the camera letting Jacob see a bit of her cleavage which peeked out from her black button-down blouse as she continued, “I said ‘trick or treat?’”

“Huh?” Jacob grunted back dully. An odd, copper-like taste filled his dry mouth as he spoke.

She cocked an eyebrow up on one side as a sinister smile spread across her face as she continued, “do you want a trick or a treat?” 

The pain subsided and Jacob slowly rose to his feet. Looking down, he saw nothing but his own pale flesh which prickled at the cold air. A pair of steel handcuffs bound his hands together in front of him. His ankles had black plastic oversized zip ties tightened around them, but these were not holding his feet together. Rather he simply bore a large zip tie looped with a smaller one on each ankle. He also swallowed hard as he looked down seeing that the only clothing he wore was a pair of white cotton panties. The bulge of his cock, apparently fully erect as if he had just woken with morning wood, pressed outward against the thin, soft, and disgustingly emasculating pair of women’s underwear which did nothing to protect his privacy. He noticed his hair sticking slightly to the side of his head as if it were still damp from something, but he didn’t know what that could be. He awkwardly shifted his hands in front of his crotch to cover his erection and guessed, “treat?” 

She giggled and leaned back in her chair. Her hair danced about her face as she shook her head. Jacob took the break to review his surroundings. other than the pad, the room he lay in was devoid of any furnishings at all. He was clearly still in the mansion, with the hardwood floor beneath him and gothic revival cluster columns in each corner of the room supporting the ceiling. Based on the bare window through which moonlight, glowing all the more brilliant now in the absence of the clouds and with a fresh layer of snow across the land, he guessed himself to be in a bedroom. Based on the visible tops of trees he estimated that this room lay nowhere near the ground floor. Beneath the pad sat a small bottle of water though Jacob trusted nothing in his current state.

“Looks to me like you brought the treat there, Jacob.” the woman said with a lewd bite of her lower lips as her eyes traced down across Jacob's body. 

Jacob shivered and curled inward saying, “how do you know my name?” 

“driver's license in your wallet. It expired three months ago, by the way.” the woman replied.

Jacob bowed his head as a wave of dizziness passed through him. 

“Drink some water.” the woman said pointing down on the pad screen towards the water bottle. Jacob looked at the bottle and back up at the screen before asking, “what's in the water?” 

“Nothing. Just water.” 

“Why do you want me to drink it?”

“Are you always this mistrusting? Perhaps your trust issues are caused by your criminal background.”

“Maybe they're caused by being drugged, stripped, and chained up like a fucking dog.” Jacob hissed back. 

“And at any point in time, I could have killed you easily.” the woman replied menacingly. She cocked her head to the side and continued, “or, perhaps, I could have been a proper, upright citizen and called the police. You may have noticed that you are not waking up in a jail cell right now. Perhaps you should ask yourself ‘why?’”

“Maybe I should ask you ‘why?’” Jacob countered, bitterly.

The woman gestured towards the bottle again saying, “have a drink, while we calmly and responsibly discuss the situation you have found yourself in.” Hesitantly, Jacob took up the bottle in his hands and carefully inspected it. It appeared to be a common commercial water bottle with the seal fully intact. “why do you want me to drink it so badly?” 

“Because hydration is important and your kidneys have been working hard to process the xylazine in that dart.”

Jacob opened the bottle slowly and took a trepidatious sip tasting nothing but clean water. The woman continued, “also you’ll be more fun to play with if you're fully conscious and healthy.” 

He spat out some water in shock and asked, “what do you mean play with?” 

“I want to play a game.” She replied ominously.

Jacob stared at the screen and then back down at his hands before shrieking in terror, “You're going to give me a saw too dull to cut the cuffs, so that I have to cut my own hand to escape?!”

“No! Eww! What the fuck?!” The woman choked out in protest. She shook her head saying, “you watch too many movies.” 

She drew in a breath to compose herself before she continued, “let’s start this again. My name is Bella Halverd.”

“Did you say ‘Halverd?’”

Bella nodded, “Yes. With Grandpa’s passing this is my mansion now. He loved taking pleasure in these pretty little decadent things just as much as great grandpa loved extorting railway workers for money.” Bella gestured towards the paintings behind her saying “I'm not like my forefathers though. I grew up with dad on the plains of Africa and fell in love with the Savanah. I studied veterinary practice and conservation. It took the same dose to put you down as it does for a juvenile wildebeest, in case you're curious.” 

“I… um… wasn't.” Jacob replied with a frown.

“Those days are behind me though. Africa is not what it used to be… uh…yes, I see you have your hand up? Is there a question in the class?” 

“Yeah, how does this story lead to me wearing panties and handcuffs?”

Bella chuckled, “I'm getting to that. You saved me by showing up tonight.” 

“I saved you?” 

“I was on the brink of dying from boredom.” Bella replied.

“I didn't come to entertain some haughty rich bitch.” 

She dipped her shoulder towards him with a coy smile as she continued, “I know you came to rob the place, but you entertained me, nonetheless. Stalking you through the dark made me feel more alive than I have in years.” Her eyes grew dreamy as she continued, “As I stood over your unconscious body, phone in hand ready to call the cops, an idea came to mind. You see, I don't crave money like my great grandpa, and I don't value these decadent trinkets. I crave adventure. I live for the thrill of the hunt.”

“Bullshit!” Jacob spat back.

“Excuse me!” Bella snorted in reply. 

“You didn't stand over me as I lay passed out. You kissed me.” 

“You…you… were awake for that?” Bella gasped as a blush of red crossed her face briefly. 

“Yes.” Jacob said firmly before continuing more softly “why did you kiss me?” 

Bella pouted saying, “Because…well…” She recomposed herself saying in a prideful tone, “I wanted to. That’s your answer. You can't begrudge a girl a few worldly pleasures now, can you? You may have also noticed a change in your wardrobe as well.”

“Yeah.” Jacob replied, shifting about nervously in the pair of panties. 

“Don’t worry, while I was stripping you naked, I totally stared at your manhood the entire time in the most lewd and depraved manner imaginable. I even gave you a quick wash down with a bucket of soapy water to get that funky smell of your skin before dragging you up here and tucking a couple of grandpa’s Viagra pills under your tongue. Guessing from the bulge, the Viagra seems to be working and should give you an erection lasting more than four hours. I’m going to enjoy that nice piece of eye candy you have between your legs while I play with you.” 

“Pervert.” Jacob grunted at her.

Bella taunted saying, “Ohh… poor baby… did the mean woman look at your thick, sexy cock? What are you going to do about it? Call the cops? Okay, let’s do that and tell them all about your lockpicking kit and duffel bag full of artwork.”

“NO!” Jacob shouted.

Bella gave a smug smile and continued, “before you get my panties up in a twist there, remember to thank your rugged face and taught body for being part of the reason you’re not waking up in the back of a patrol car. Had you been ugly, I would have just done the proper citizen thing. You’re fantastically trim, by the way, what’s your diet?”

“Poverty.” Jacob replied.

Bella crinkled her nose and said, “I think I liked you better when you were unconscious. Oh, well, how are you waking up? Do you feel less groggy than before?” 

“A little better.” 

“Good then let's begin. At six AM this morning, I am going to open the front door of this estate and you will be free to go. No cops, no chains, no complex legal issues from your little breaking-and-entering stunt earlier tonight. I am simply going to let you leave free as a bird.” 

“There's got to be a catch.”

“A rather simple one. Until then you are going to play a game with me to decide which of us gets the trick and which of us gets the treat.”

“A game?”

Bella pointed first to him then herself as she said,  

“one man…

one woman…

She spread her arms saying, “and a one-hundred-thousand square foot gothic mansion.”

She gestured nonchalantly saying, “You hide, I hunt. That’s all there is to it. All you have to do is evade me until six AM.” She smirked and taunted in a falsetto voice saying, “This is a big, dark, spooky mansion, and I’m just one little girl. Surely a manly criminal like yourself can manage to escape one little girl like me.”

“Little girl? More like a trigger-happy lunatic.” Jacob snorted back.

“Oh, I won’t be using a gun for this hunt.” Bella said, shaking her head as she continued, “Sure, I did at first, but I thought you were armed. No, a gun is simply not sporting enough for my tastes of the evening. Besides, I want to get close...” Her lips parted over her teeth as she continued, “I want to get intimate with my prey. The only weapon I’m going to use is this.” She held up a hand-held taser and discharged it, sending a spark between the prongs. “Short range but highly effective. I must get close enough to touch you to use it. I want to see the look in your eyes as you realize, with horrific pain, that you lost and have no choice but to yield your body to serve my desires.”

Jacob shook his head saying, “This can’t be happening.” 

“It is, Jacob. Now what is a hunt without a hunting ground? This is a big mansion, feel free to make full use of it. Don't get your hopes too high for getting hold of a weapon. The guns from the game room and the knives from the kitchen have already been packed up and taken off. There are some items but doubtfully anything useful to you. Most of what’s left is furniture and art.”

Jacob pursed his lips and thought as he looked out the window. Bella seemed to pre-empt his thought process as she continued, “I suppose you’re envisioning yourself bee-lining straight for the front door to manage an escape.”

“I may have been thinking that.”

Bella scrunched up her nose saying, “Eww… you even admitted you were thinking of such a prosaic and predictable maneuver. Well, let’s keep this from being dull and know that if you bolt for an exit, I am practically guaranteed to catch you instantly. I’ve locked all the exterior doors on the main floor. Also, my personal apartment is off limits, it will be locked during the duration of the hunt. Before you go jumping out of the second story windows remember that I still have your car-keys. Imagine landing on the hard-packed ground outside and then trekking the dozens of miles through the frosty night air wearing nothing but a pair of my panties back to town… all likelihood you would die of injuries and exposure before you even manage to get off Halverd property. That is one thing you will receive from me that you will not receive if you go jumping out windows. You have but one truth, one iota of comfort that you may rely upon for your salvation tonight.”

“What is that?”

“I am a woman of my word.” Bella said firmly as her eyes grew stern.

Jacob frowned and replied, “that is supposed to be a comfort?”

“Of course it is. Did you not hear what I told you at the very beginning? At six-AM you leave, fully alive, with no criminal charges pending against you. You have my word on that.” Bella dipped her head lightly saying, “Don’t do anything stupid, and you won’t die tonight. Though, obviously, we have not discussed the stakes of the hunt. It isn’t for your life, but if I catch you, I do get to have my way with you.” Bella slowly tipped her head to the side as she spoke. Her eyes grew dreamy, and a sinister smile spread across her face as she continued, “you don’t want me having my way with you, trust me on that.” 

“Your way with me?”

“Well, to keep it sporting, I will give you two tries. The first time I catch you, I take those panties back. After that, you play the second round completely naked.” Bella licked her lips as she continued “The thought of that hard cock of yours bouncing around between your legs as you run away from me fills this predator girl with many, many kinds of hunger.”

“And the second time?”

“If I manage to catch you twice. The game is over. You lose. Like any proper hunter, I will be collecting a trophy as a memento of my success. Two of them… technically speaking.” 

“Two?”

Bella’s voice lowered and her breath turned slightly ragged in excitement as she continued, “what do they feel like, Jacob? Is it comforting to feel them there, tucked away warmly between your thighs? Those ripe, firm orbs of yours. Every bit of your masculinity, your manhood, the very essence of your sexuality neatly packaged in two, little, balls resting in their custom-made little fleshy sack. They’re just waiting for me to slit that sack open and take them as mementos of my victory.”

Jacob gulped and suddenly did feel very conscious of his balls rolling about slightly beneath the thin cotton of the panties as he squeezed his legs together protectively. “Don’t you worry, Jacob. I’ll give them a good home. I have a nice jar of alcohol preservative for them to float about in. I’ll marvel at them every day and remember the time that I successfully hunted and brought down a man, not just once but twice, in my grandpa’s old mansion.”

Jacob began panting as he knelt and clutched his head shivering in terror.  Bella held her silence for a while as his mind reeled at the brutal, terrifying reality he had been plunged into. Finally, Bella broke the silence as she spoke, “Jacob.”

He looked up at her and her voice turned comforting as she continued, “don’t lose hope already. You can actually win this.”

“Bullshit. You control everything. It’s a fucking scam or some shit. You’re just a crazy, sadistic, bitch who wants to chase me around with a taser and cut off my balls.” 

“No, I’m a huntress and it’s not a hunt if the result is known. Cheating is beneath me. You can actually win this. In fact, it would still be a fun match of wits for me even if you do win.”

“Win what? My fucking balls back?”  

“If you win, you can pick out anything you want from the mansion, and it will be yours. I will prepare and sign legal paperwork detailing that it was given to you as a gift. You may feel free to display it, sell it, fuck, you can launder it to the mafia or, whatever it is criminals do with artwork, for all I care. There won’t be any work crews here tomorrow so you can leisurely look through every single piece. I’ll even help you load any piece you like out into your car. I’m only a danger to you while the game is on. Once the night is over, I’ll casually walk by your side helping you steal art from me while chatting with you about how tonight went. Maybe I’ll even get a chance to have some congratulatory sex with you…”

Bella chewed her lower lip as she continued, “oh… that’s kind of hot. I challenge a man to a hunt, and he defeats me in this dark, haunted night. Then I spend the rest of the next day helping him take whatever beautiful pleasures he desires from both my house and my body.”

A shiver ran down her spine as she continued, “Shit! Now I’m conflicted as to whether I want you to win or lose.” She looked back to Jacob saying, “I guess I’ll just have to let the hunt decide for us. For what it’s worth, at least half of me is kind of hoping you win.” She winked and pointed downward towards her crotch saying, “the lower half of me is rooting for you, that is.”

“And if I say ‘no’?”

“You forfeit your balls automatically. Afterwards, I’ll just have to be a good citizen and call the cops. I’m sure your new outfit and gelded status will make you extremely popular with the other men in jail.”

“God damn it.”    

“Okay, it’s just about three AM. I know exactly which room you’re in so I’m giving you the count of fifty seconds head start. That is, unless…”

“Unless what?” Jacob asked pensively.

“Unless you pull your hands away and let me look at that bulge of yours a bit. I’ll add ten seconds if you do that.”

Jacob shivered but Bella cocked an eyebrow and continued, “You’re going to need every second head start you can get. Just lift your hands and stand up nice and straight is all you have to do.”

Jacob swallowed hard. He felt a sickly disgusting sensation rile through his body as he pulled his hands away from his crotch and clutched them up against his chest feeling the steel of the cuffs press against his left breast. He stood up straight giving no chance to shadow or protect his crotch from her view as he turned his head to the side shamefully closing his eyes not wanting to watch her hungry, staring eyes devour his body. Doing this somehow struck a strange, unknown cord of desire within him that he did not know existed. The shear humiliation and embarrassment of being stared at by a woman while he wore her panties made his cock quiver in odd anticipation. Bella’s breath hissed against the microphone on her side and Jacob hesitantly opened one eye to look at her. Noticeably, one of her hands had dipped below the view of the camera and her face blushed.

“Oh, seeing that hot, thick cock of yours stretching out my soft little delicate panties like that…” Bella panted as her right shoulder flexed in view of the camera and her body jerked forward a little bit.

“Are you jacking off?”

“No. When a girl does it, it’s called Jilling off.” Bella replied with a shudder.

Bella swallowed hard saying, “Congratulations, Jacob. You’ve distracted this hunter with that package of meat you have. I’ve never felt this sexually aroused before in my life. That may be a nice advantage to you.”

Her head lulled slightly to the side as she bit her lip seeming to size up the situation for a moment before continuing “Pull the panties down, let me see your cock.”

“What?”

“I’ll give you an additional twenty-five second head start.” A sinister smile spread across her face.

Jacob swallowed hard and reached down with both hands hooking his thumbs over the hem of the panties before pulling the unfamiliar cloth lower feeling it slide over the veiny flesh of his cock as Bella emitted whispered “oh, fuck yeah…” with a shuddering gasp. At last, the hem reached the tip of his head and beyond letting his cock spring out free into the chill night air.

“Satisfied?” Jacob asked.

“Almost.” Bella said as her body shook for a moment before she cried out loudly and pitched forward on her seat gasping at the air and shuddering in orgasmic pleasure. Jacob waited patiently as she continued masturbating to his image on her screen. The fact that a beautiful young woman was cumming while staring at his cock felt exhilarating. The fact that she was also a sociopath bent on hunting him for sport felt terrifying. Between fear, humiliation, and arousal… arousal won out and Jacob bravely did a little dance for her sensually swaying his hips side-to-side.

Bella collapsed back in her chair panting out into the air. She blew out a sexually charged breath into the space above her as she shivered. “Good boy.” She said. She lulled her head casually to the side and cast a leering eye to the computer screen saying, “lift your cock and show me the prizes I’ll win… extra fifteen seconds.” 

Dutifully, Jacob pulled his cock up and out of the way letting Bella ogle at his balls which felt firm and ripe in his taught little sack. A disturbing image of meat at a butcher’s shop crossed his mind and Jacob felt very much as if he was little more than a piece of meat showing itself off to an apex predator. 

“Gooood booooy,” Bella crooned out in a disturbing, sing-song way. She righted herself in her chair and began unbuttoning her blouse. 

“You can put my panties back on now. Just remember, those panties represent my sexuality, and they are the only thing protecting those cute, ripe balls of yours. Like I said, I look forward to losing almost as much as I look forward to winning, but that won’t matter once we’re out in the wild...” Bella parted her blouse open revealing a black leather corset underneath with plunging neckline from which two delicious mounds of her pale, soft breasts rounded sweetly over the top. She slid off her shirt the rest of the way and tossed it aside. She rose from her chair and took a step back revealing that below the black corset she wore nothing but a blood-red miniskirt over the effeminate swell of her hips. Her shapely legs lay bare all the way down to her bare feet. 

“I play to win. Enjoy the view now, Jacob. The next time you see this body of mine you will look upon your own destruction and weep in despair.”

Jacob’s mouth hung open in shock as she gave him a crooked, menacing smile for a moment before she spoke once more. The words from her mouth were prosaic, and yet they jolted lightning bolts of fear through Jacob’s heart. She chanted out slowly,

“One…

two…

three…”

“Shit!” Jacob shrieked as he bolted for the door. Grabbing the handle with both hands he found it opened easily plunging him out onto the decorative carpeting of an ornately furnished hallway. Unlike before, when the mansion had been completely dark, lights burned casting dangerously unwanted illumination throughout the mansion. For a man intent on hiding himself, the presence of such lights created a significant disadvantage.

“Fuck!” Jacob growled as he raced down the hallway with giggles and ominous counting echoing from the darkened room behind him. He raced down the hallway knowing full well that Bella knew exactly where he had started from, having dragged his unconscious body there herself, and would be reasonably advantaged in finding him. Finding a bank of light switches at the end of the hall, Jacob hastily mashed away at them turning of as many of the lights on the hall as he could and yet comfort did not find him in the act as warm yellow glow rose from a nearby staircase. Moonlight seemed to glow even brighter in through the windows as well giving Jacob the distinct impression that the universe had conspired to destroy him, same as it typically did. Quandary burned in Jacob’s mind as he could neither afford to allow Bella to find him in the light of the mansion nor could he leave her an easy trail of darkness by which to track him. Many other thoughts swirled angrily in his head. A part of him pondered if perhaps the final act of getting caught by the woman would render little more than her saying ‘pranked you’ and laughing at his stupidity in actually believing that the stakes of the game were for his balls.

But... what then?

If not for his balls she would surely not part with her art, and he could ignore whatever promise she made to forego the police? Besides, had she not already drugged and sexually abused him? What prevented this lunatic from serving full well on her promised threat to be a woman of her word. Hatred burned in his heart at the hideous unfairness of it all as well. If a man did such depraved things to a woman, the courts would ensure he never saw the light of day again, and yet for the mere crime of breaking in and entering now he bore no recourse against any heinous atrocity she may choose to visit upon him. The bitter bite of his own jinxed words ‘this will be easy’ as well as disgust in himself at having shown that wretched bitch his cock in exchange for a few more seconds head start tore painful self-hatred into his heart.

Through sheer force of will, Jacob pushed these thoughts aside. There were a million “what if’s” which swirled about but Jacob forced his mind to stop these as he took two deep breaths counting to five each time in a therapy-learned coping mechanism. He did not have time to cope with the horrific nightmare that the disgusting rich bitch had just plunged him into. The only hope he had would be to play her mad game and either win or gain an upper hand somehow. Between darkness and trail, Jacob opted for darkness being optimistic that he could survive the game long enough to later appreciate the advantage it afforded him. Jacob mashed lights off as he raced down the staircase and plummeted madly down hallways at random. He took no time to appreciate the gorgeous, old-world finesse of the mansion he raced through only save for identifying some hiding spots as he went. The presence of an additional staircase leading down and having come from one leading up told Jacob he now occupied the second floor. He raced about, turning off lights as he went until a chilling voice cried out. Bella’s voice sang sweet and high as it reverberated with peril across the marble floors and antique wood of the mansion,

“Ready or not, here I come.”

Jacob stood before an ornate door wrapped about the frame with carved wood in the shape of trees, serpents, and apples. Upon the door stood a nude male and female figure carved in bas-relief to the wood. With no other option to escape the hallway, and one room being just as good as another, Jacob pressed the door open and slipped inside. The ‘Garden of Eden’ room as he had nicknamed it hastily, lay mercifully unlit. It did, however, contain large, stained-glass windows through which a multitude shaded hues of red, blue, and green light scintillated in cutting through the darkness. Shelves upon shelves racked with books flanked a few couches and tables in the middle of the room which served as a quiet reading place.

“fruit of the knowledge of good and evil... a library.” Jacob muttered to himself as he sprinted to the back of the shelves and crouched down in the darkness at the back. He waited with his heart pounding fast in his chest and his breath painfully loud in his ears for what felt an eternity. Out in the hallway, he heard door after door opening as well as the sounds of furniture being pushed about as Bella grunted. Jacob squinted, unsure if the sounds of her mad quest drew closer or further away. Suddenly, the door to the library smashed open with a thunderous crash.

“I’m not mad, just disappointed.” Bella’s voice called out.

Jacob wrapped his hands over his mouth to stifle his breath as he heard her pad around in the room, “even the dumbest of animals knows better than to leave a trail for their predator to find. I had honestly expected more from a human, Jacob. But maybe the weakest of criminal brains really are lower than that of common animals.” He heard her pacing back and forth close to the entrance of the library like a predator circling the den entrance of its prey. She chuckled malevolently and said “…or maybe you felt like taking a reading break from our little game. Though I doubt a simple-minded thug like you could make out the big words in these old books anyhow.”

Jacob yearned to call out and correct her but in doing so would reveal his location.

“Simple elimination means you’re in this room, but which side?” She said contemplatively. He heard her pace to the other set of shelves and ask rhetorically “is it this one?”

To Jacob’s shock, he heard a loud crashing and smashing as the shelves caved in against each other like a stack of dominoes crashing one after another flinging leather bindings and fluttering books into the air like moths scattering from a swatting hand. Jacob’s mind reeled simultaneously at the cavalier nature in which Bella destroyed her own belongings as part of her mad quest to capture him as well as the disturbing implication of what would soon befall his stack of bookshelves next. He didn’t have much time to contemplate this rather focusing on racing towards the outer edge of the bookshelves. He didn’t know how he would manage the escape, but he couldn’t remain and indeed his time drew even shorter than anticipated as the thunderous roar of destruction visited the bookshelves he had hid behind as well. The crashing grew closer as he ran but physics did not favor poor Jacob as he felt weight and wood clamp down painfully on his left ankle just as he cleared the rest of his body into the space between the free-standing shelves and the wall. Unable to restrain his pain, he shouted “Fuck!”

“Gotcha!” Bella snarled as she leapt agilely onto the bookcases walking unevenly over the top of the destruction that she had just caused. Jacob spun around to see her, illuminated in a cascade of multihued lights with her pale shoulders, arms, and legs glowing luminescent against the dark background of the library. Her lips drew back in a sneer as her sinister eyes seemed to pierce into him as she approached. She withdrew the stun gun from her belt and licked her lips hungrily. Now with her body out in the open, Jacob could see the well-defined muscles of her arms and thighs realizing that she must be a great deal stronger than what he initially anticipated from the generic rich girl who had taunted him over the video screen. His lower lip quivered as he watched her approach. He watched her draw near with the same sense of inevitable doom that a trapped rabbit feels watching a wolf during its final approach.

She drew in a deep breath which pressed her breasts upward within her black, leather corset. Even in the gloom of his own demise, Bella looked beautiful to Jacob. If anything, she felt…

Stronger…

Smarter…

Richer…

She was simply better than him in every way and some strange part of his mind told him to give up. He was merely an NPC fighting a main character. There wasn’t even any point in trying to run again for round two. Even if she did offer him another chance to escape, albeit naked and handcuffed, into the darkness where would he go. It would only serve for her to toy with him before consuming his weak and pathetic little soul and it would be better for him to give up, accept that she was simply better than him in every way, and to take whatever fate the powerful woman decided he should suffer at her hands.

He bowed his head and only made the most rudimentary of struggles to free his trapped ankle from between the bookcases. His eyes fell on an open book before him, it sat on top of a scattered heap of others and yet the page lay open to the black-and-white print illustration of one man clinging high up in the branches of a tree while another man stood on the ground with a gun. “The Most Dangerous Game” Jacob muttered inanely to no one in particular. That story had a man trapped too, pitted in a rigged game against another man much stronger, smarter, and better prepared than himself. Jacob remembered reading it in literature class, but he couldn’t quite recall how it ended.

Who won? Was it known?

Jacob looked back up from the book to see Bella, now only one bookshelf away as she stepped awkwardly from one to the next picking her way over the collapsed heap.

“Catching up on our studies, are we? Don’t worry, Jacob. You’ll have plenty of time to read after I’ve harvested your balls.” Bella hissed as she took another step now onto the very same bookshelf which pinned Jacob. To his shock, Jacob felt the shelf suddenly shift and lift free. He glanced down seeing that she had accidentally counter-balanced the shelf by stepping on the other end of it. Without meaning too, she had just freed his ankle through the force of her own weight and a pile of books between them acting as fulcrum. He gasped and looked up at her in shock. She squinted in confusion, and he realized that she didn’t realize that she had just freed him.

His mind slowly adjusted to the nascent discovery that this powerful, dark, goddess could fuck up.

Powerful, beautiful, dangerous, but…

…just human.

Just like the hunter in “The Most Dangerous Game,” with all his advantages, she could still screw up. Jacob remembered how that book ended now, the hunted man managed to lay a series of traps and succeeded in killing his pursuer.

With the new discovery of Bella’s lack of godlike power, Jacob regained his will to protect his balls.  He quickly slid his ankle free and bent down as he heard her begin quickly stepping in saying with annoyance, “did you forget that I am hunting you? This is no time to read.” Jacob grabbed up, “The Collected Works of Richard Connell” within his chained hands and spun around flinging the voluminous tome directly into Bella’s face shouting, “read this!” She raised her hands defensively and shrieked as the book struck her. Delicately balanced as she was on the uneven footing offered by the tilted bookshelves, she fell backwards tumbling down onto a pile of wood and paper as Jacob sprinted towards the library door bursting out from the musty-smelling, old-world hearing her shouting out behind him, “Oh! You sneaky bastard!” This came followed by laughter and terrifying words from her voice as she continued, “this is going to be more fun than I thought!”

Jacob’s mind worked overtime as he leapt onto the banister of the twin staircase heading down to the main entryway. He only glanced once at the front door seeing a massive padlock now hung chained across its handles speaking truth to Bella’s word that he was trapped inside with her. He mashed a large array of light-switches at the base of the stairs to the ‘off’ position plunging almost the entirety of the first floor in darkness, save for a few odd lights which still burned in various corners and doorways. He then raced up the other staircase sprinting as hard as he could straight to the third floor. From the first floor he heard Bella bellowing, “you fucking moron! You turned the lights off again!” She then began a frantic search on the first floor as he slid into one of the many bedrooms on the third floor silently clicking the door shut behind him along a long hallway of identical doors. He spun about to see a large, 4-post bed bearing floral drapes and spread. The room itself bore old, yellow wallpaper with columns printed upon it rising from the dark-oak floor to the dark stained crown molding. A large window, clearly wide enough for a woman of questionable sanity to stand within and contemplate suicide, stood out against one wall letting moonlight pour into the room. An ancient, white-painted vanity sprung forth delicately-curled, scroll-cut wood patterns about a central mirror that reflected moonlight as it sat in the corner opposite the bed. Upon the vanity sat an array of small glass jars and bottles.

Jacob panted in exhaustion as he ran over to the vanity picking up the various elegant little bottles and opening a few of them up to give a quick sniff. Sharp, musky odors overlayed with bright floral notes nipped at his nose causing him to quickly recap the bottles. The distant grinding and crashing sounds downstairs informed him that he had at least a few moments and so he collected up one of the larger bottles which bore a distinguished, old-world, effeminate odor and quickly stepped back into the hallway. He trotted a few doors down and opened the door to another bedroom. Reaching up with both hands, Jacob gingerly left the bottle of perfume, with its cap slightly ajar, hazardously propped on top of the door. He purposefully left the door open about an inch so that it stood out in contrast to the rest of the closed doors along the hallway. In quick succession, he returned to the room and repeated the process for yet another door further down the hallway and yet another making sure each of the traps he left lay further from the staircase than his intended hiding spot.

Returning to the perfume room, as Jacob came to nickname it, he opened the closet door a crack leaving one last jar of perfume balanced above it. He went back to the vanity once more checking through a few bottles finding one which seemed to contain an unscented lotion rather than a perfume. Carefully, he returned to the door applying the oily lotion to the creaky old hinges before setting it back exactly where he had found it on the vanity making sure to arrange the bottles carefully so that they appeared as if they belonged in that manner. He then quietly lay down on his belly across the polished wood floor and slipped under the bed. To his surprise, he found it surprisingly clean underneath indicating that, despite the apparent age of the bed, it had been moved recently, likely through the efforts of some underpaid work crew clearing out items from the room as they came across them, perhaps even some eldritch artifacts from the very space in which he now lay.

He lay still, panting in the darkness, as he waited...

As time passed, his panting subsided as he caught his breath.

As even more time passed, his heart began to relax.

Tortured thoughts visited his mind there in the darkness under the bed of some woman who probably died of madness a long time ago in this yellow-wallpapered room. Even now, Jacob felt convinced that should he squint hard enough he could see her, dressed in nineteenth century fashion crawling about behind the bars of the wallpaper. “I should go somewhere else.” Jacob whispered to himself. He shook his head and whimpered, “it’s only a matter of time before she finds me. I have to keep moving.”

Inside his mind, counter-thoughts visited him. This was a good hiding spot, of sorts. He had set a series of traps which would serve to give him advanced warning. The warning would come not by sight nor by sound, but by smell. He had already suspected Bella’s presence earlier in the night by the faint hint of perfume she wore and could only consider her scent would be even more detectable once one of these fragrant old bottles tumbled their contents down across her hair and skin. As he waited the crashing sounds downstairs drew quiet as Bella seemed to either accept that he was not where she expected him to be or perhaps had decided to swap her tactics.

“Human.” Jacob whispered.

Human meant she could fuck up.

It also meant she was smart enough to change strategies mid-game.

The fumble in the library had been a stroke of luck on his part and an act of overzealous hubris on her part. He should not expect to get so lucky again. As he felt his hard cock pressed between his abdomen and the cold, wood floor through the thin panties he found himself wishing he could make it go down. True, an erection was great when one planned to use it, but in the moment, it served as nothing more than an inconvenience protruding from between his thighs. He waited for the horrific moment that the floral bedspread which protected him from the view of the room would be ripped away and reveal his naked, vulnerable body to a woman who sought to abuse it horrifically.

Woman?
 

Could she even be considered a woman?

Jacob had never known a woman to ever act like this. He knew women to be haughty and reserved, usually scowling down at him as they made no question as to their resentment of his impoverished existence. Rich people, of course, had no such problem. A rich man would have a skinny, smoking-hot blonde bitch leaning against either arm as he steered his private yacht out to his private island. Sex would flow from those women like honey as long as funding flowed from his wallet in the form of money. Given his limited experiences thus far, the thought of a woman wanting a relationship with a man which did not financially advantage her felt as likely as a Yeti working in a New Jersey shopping mall.

Jacob had no such grand aspirations as to afford ‘getting the girl,’ even with the ill-gotten gains of the night and yet, here she was… a beautiful woman way out of his league openly sexualizing him as she hunted him for sport. The old meme floated through Jacob’s mind making him snort as he thought of a man looking at a hot girl in a lunatic asylum saying to himself “I can fix her.”

Time passed. How much, Jacob could not tell.

Terror turned to tedium.

Tedium turned to boredom.

Save for occasional creaking boards, scooching of furniture, or opening of doors, no other sounds permeated the mansion. Jacob closed his eyes to rest for a moment, his head still spinning with fear, desire, and maybe some leftover drugs. The moment must have been longer than he thought as he snapped awake to the sound of tinkling, bouncy glass across a wood floor and Bella’s screaming “what the fuck!” The strong scent of old-world perfume wafted openly through the hall. Silently, Jacob slid out from under the bed and pressed his head against the door listening carefully. He heard Bella gagging and coughing in the hallway before she grunted out, “really funny you fucker!” She stopped and sniffed calling out loudly, “was this a trap, or did you just want me to smell nice for our castration date?”

She continued taunting as she said, “come on, Jacob. Be honest. Are you as excited as I am? I bet part of you can’t wait to spread your sweet little manhood open in front of me and let me have my way with it. I bet you won’t even protest or whimper as I take it from you, because deep down inside you know those sweet little jewels of yours belongs in the hands of a powerful, wealthy, intelligent woman like me rather than a pathetic little criminal like you.”

To his surprise, Jacob felt his cock twitch and tremble in strange anticipation at her words. He looked down as his heart rate rose. Some macabre part of him did indeed wonder what the experience of losing to her would feel like. The same kind of wretched curiosity one feel standing next to a train platform wondering what the experience would be to leap onto the nose of an oncoming locomotive. The French had some fancy name for it, something akin to ‘the call of the void’ or whatever, but Jacob shook his head. He couldn’t let his bodily reflexes or curious desires distract him. He waited for the sound of another door opening and clamped his fingers about the handle in front of him, carefully muffling the sound of the handle as he slid the door open quietly on its lotion-lubricated hinges.

He padded out into the hallway on bare feet looking back down seeing most of the doors already opened down the hall. Bella had clearly been searching systematically, going room-to-room. He heard her calling out loudly from inside a room down the hall as she pushed furniture around inside it and opened closets saying “Come on out, romantic boy. Come on out to mommy Bella and let her take those cute little balls off you. You know you boys can’t think straight with those things attached. Always getting distracted by us girls. I know. Why else do you think I’m wearing this sexy little outfit? I know you won’t be able to run as fast when a gorgeous girl in black leather is on your heels. You’ll be thinking about it, wondering every step of the way what amazing things she might do to your body once she catches you. You’ll be curious to discover what wonders you’ll learn at the caress of her agile little fingers as I open up your flesh and toy with that pair of jewels between your thighs. Those sweet little glands will be my new prize that your body will gleefully render them up to me.”

Jacob silently padded down the stairs whispering in a chuckle to himself, “why bother making her smell like perfume when she never shuts up anyhow.” He didn’t want to give voice to how right her words were starting to feel in his mind. Already, his cock seemed to urge him to return to her. Everything he had ever been taught in his life told him to run towards, not away from, the sexy woman in lingerie and yet here he had to ignore such desires.

Descending the stairs brought him into an unfamiliar back hallway. Here, lights shone at random intervals casting scant illumination around corners and bends while the safety of darkness chewed away at their fragile beams. From up the stairs, an eerie silence greeted his ears which made Jacob’s blood run cold. Bella had ceased her taunts and could potentially be listening very carefully for any sound to betray his location. Jacob dared not fumble any lamps with her ears upon him and opted to prioritize silence over the advantages of dark. He needed to quit the hallway, lest she catch him out in the open. He silently pushed the palm of his hand against a set of double-swinging doors which bore scrawled engravings of Hercules on one and Atlas shouldering a globe on the other. Given how obscurely referential the library’s decorations had been, Jacob figured these might lead into anything ranging from a kitchen to a game room as he gently pushed one open and slid inside. Darkness greeted him as he slid inside, an absolute kind of pitch black he had not encountered before which seemed to indicate that this room bore neither lamp nor window. Vague, unrecognizable shapes of bizarre proportions bulbously rose out of the dim to greet his eyes as he slowly shuffled forward with his chained hands outstretched before him trying to feel his way forward.

Suddenly, something cold, metallic, and cylindrical pressed against his shin but before he could explore it further with his hands it quickly gave way into a brutal, crashing cacophony of smashing, reverberating sounds. It sounded as if a dump-truck filled to the brim with anvils had just emptied its load off a cliff as Jacob stood alongside. He quickly raised his hands and plugged his ears. Within the space of a second, the crashing came to a halt followed by odd noises which sounded like something heavy rolling about on a hard floor.

“Shit!” Jacob whispered to himself trying to decide what to do next. He figured Bella had surely heard such a racket. Leaving would be ideal, but heading into the hallway could expose him even further. The decision soon fell moot, as a brutal rectangle of light sliced over his back revealing an overturned rack of steel dumbbells before him briefly before the intoxicating aroma of old-world perfume filled his nose. In the next moment, the excruciating pain of thousands of volts of electricity arched its way through his back.

Jacob screamed and pitched forward helplessly falling on convulsing muscles which spasmed out of his control. In the next instant, brilliant light blinded his eyes as he heard Bella snort out a triumphant “caught you.”

Warm flesh filled the space between his wrists as Jacob blinked trying to adjust his vision. In the next moment, he felt his body jerked back over onto his back such that he looked up at a poorly focused dark blob leaning over him. It leaned forward as his eyes cleared and Bella’s face came into view before him. Jacob struggled as she clung to the chains between his wrists. He flailed out a leg wildly to kick at her, but she stepped over him straddling his midsection and brought the taser up to his neck letting him feel the two sharp prods poke menacingly at his skin as she said “shhh…shhh… none of that now. Be a good boy, or I’ll zap you again.”

Jacob whimpered and stopped struggling as Bella sat her warm buttocks down directly on his belly folding up her sensual legs on either side of his waist. She panted in exhaustion for a second as tears fell down Jacob’s cheeks. “Wait here like a good boy while I catch my breath. You are one hell of a hunt.” Bella said as she looked up around the room. Jacob’s eyes traced the curves of her arms leading back to her chest where full breasts softly rose from her black leather corset. A small ruffle of a red skirt fluttered against his belly as the warm, delicious sensations of her most sacred of flesh, that between her legs, enveloped his frame. Under any other context, such a position would be paradise and yet here, in the clutches of a madwoman terror still plied at Jacob’s mind and heart.

She turned her face back down to look at Jacob and a smile spread across her face. “So, you felt like a bit of exercise?”

“Exercise?” Jacob sputtered. Bella kept grasp of his cuffs as she rose up pulling him to his feet as she went. She wrapped a hand under his arm to hold him close as she pressed the taser against his chest. Jacob finally had a chance to take in his surroundings. Small square tiles spread across the floor while a large mirror covered one side of the room. Overhead, the ceiling bore paintings of muscular Greek heroes in a variety of poses against pastoral scenes. A menagerie of both slightly older and flat-out antique exercise equipment sat about the room. These ranged from everything including bench-press sets, treadmills, and leg-presses down to dubious leather-belt assemblies attached to what appeared to be devices contrived in a steam-punk nightmare. A freshly overturned steel rack of dumbbells lay overturned on the floor with weights scattered about in all directions. 

“I suppose a bit of exercise would be good right now. I know I could use some…” She leaned in close and whispered into his ear “…stretching… out.”

She giggled mischievously and pointed at a nearby bench with the taser briefly before bringing it back to press it against his chest saying, “I’ll be taking my prize from you over there.” The bench, a bench-press without the bar, looked to be little more than a simple pad on top of a steel frame barely two feet off the floor. The ludicrous humiliation that he would lose his manhood on the very device designed for men to build up and show off their upper body strength struck Jacob and he struggled against Bella’s grasp.

“Hey, stop that or I will shock you again.”
 

“Fuck getting shocked, you’re going to cut my balls off. That’s going to hurt way more than that fucking taser?”

“I’m not cutting your balls off!” Bella cried out.

Jacob stopped struggling and looked at her. “Huh?”

Bella squinted at him saying “woman of my word, remember? I’m just taking my panties back.”

Jacob trembled as he stared at her. She cocked her head slightly to the side and continued “and… have some more fun with your body.” She looked across Jacob’s trembling frame as she continued “it won’t hurt. There won’t be any pain in what I do to you. You get another chance, remember.” She pressed the taser against him as she continued, “unless you try to be an asshole and deny me my winnings.”

Jacob swallowed hard and nodded saying “Okay.”
 

“Okay?” Bella asked.

“Yeah.”

“Okay, then lay down on the bench.” She said pulling Jacob along over to the bench. Cold, padded plastic pressed against his back and buttocks as Jacob lay down. Bella sat down on his belly again flashing him a warm smile. “You did incredibly well.” She clipped the taser back into her belt holster. Next, she unwrapped a black leather strap that she had tied about her waist just above her skirt and gently took Jacob’s hands in her own. He let her lift his hands over his head and looked up to see her looping the leather strap through the steel cuffs and knotting it through the support bars of the bench press securing his hands in place. Jacob tipped his head back down as he felt her warm torso stretched over his body. Her breasts pressed in so close to his face that they almost touched his cheeks and nose, and the scent of the perfume overwhelmed his breath. She finished with tying his hands and looked down.

“Enjoying the view?” She asked.

Jacob looked up at her and stammered “uh…”

“Go ahead and enjoy.” She said as she purposefully pressed her breasts against Jacob’s face. “Nice and distracting, aren’t they.” She giggled as Jacob’s world went dark once more with soft, succulent, slightly damp flesh offset against the bit of stiff leather pressing against his chin and lower cheeks. Behind the perfume a slight scent of womanly essence and sweat mixed with the bitter bite of leather caressed his nostrils.

She lifted up from Jacob once again and looked down at him with a happy, friendly smile. His traumatized stare made her face fall.

“Hey, hey… you okay?” Bella said in sudden fit of concern.

Jacob shook his head and replied, “why would I be?”

“Because you’re winning.”

“Huh?”

“Do you not know how much time has passed?”

Jacob shook his head.

Bella reached into the ruffles of her skirt and withdrew a small, rugged-looking black watch checking it briefly, “bloody hell, catching you just the first time took me over two hours.”

She returned the watch and said, “where the hell were you?”

“Uhh… places…” Jacob replied with his eyes darting back and forth. 


Bella giggled saying “fine then, Gandolf. You can keep your secrets but not my underwear. I’ll be taking these panties back now.” 

She disappeared from view and Jacob found it difficult to arch his neck to look down to watch her as she curled fingers under the hem of the panties he wore. A sickening, vulnerable feeling spread through his belly as he felt her remove the only vestige of clothing he wore with his erect cock springing forth to happily greet his most brutal enemy. She said, “I guess you won’t be trading me peeks for extra seconds this time.” She said, “now be a good boy, lift your butt for me or you’ll feel this taser against your balls.” Jacob obeyed feeling her tug the panties down across his thighs and to his knees. He felt her warm hands wrap around his legs and lift them up onto the bench before she continued sliding the panties over his calves and finally he felt her gently lift his feet one at a time as she slipped the panties over these as well. Something about being so carefully handled by a woman who meant him so much harm gave Jacob and odd sense of dissonance that he couldn’t quite make sense of. He stared at the burly, naked men overhead rendered in pastel colors overhead and sighed sadly at the crude reminder of the masculinity he seemed to have already lost as he quietly lay there at the mercy of a woman who had defeated him.

“Good boy. Now let your legs down on either side of the bench for me.” Jacob felt her warm fingers and comforting palms guide his legs down gently on either side of the bench. He then felt a tugging sensation against his ankles which made him squint in confusion.

“What are you doing?”

“Getting you ready to collect my prize.”

Jacob jerked his foot but found he couldn’t move it as she had apparently tied the loop on the bindings around his ankles to the legs of the bench.

“Wait! No! you said you wouldn’t take my balls until…”

Suddenly warmth, wetness, and sensual pleasure enveloped the head of Jacob’s cock bringing a gasp to his mouth. He looked down to see the top of Bella’s head full of dark hair spilling down over her face and covering both her and his manhood from view. The sensation felt like paradise but the implications still terrified Jacob. Other than the sensation of feel, he had no idea what she was doing to his manhood under the tent of her dark hair. He watched as her head bobbed softly and he felt delicious tickles of pleasure dance their way up his cock. He felt thin, warm fingers curl under his balls propping them sensually into her grasp.

“but… but… you said you were a woman of your word… Oh, god… please stop.”

He felt chill air surround his cock as Bella sat up resting her buttocks on the bench between his spread open knees. She kept one hand wrapped around his balls while she used her left hand to brush her hair back from her face.

“I never expected to hear a man beg me to stop during a blow job.” She said sweeping her hair back from her face, “you really know how to insult a girl.”

She cocked her head to the side asking, “Jacob… are you gay?”

“No… it’s just… you promised you wouldn’t cut my balls off until you caught me twice but now you say you are collecting your prize, and I can’t see what you’re doing to me.”

“And… you thought I would cut your balls off while I had my mouth on your cock?”

“I don’t know. You’re the psycho who hunts men for sport. How the hell should I know what you’re going to do to me?”

Bella looked off to the side thoughtfully then back at Jacob saying, “but I told you.”

“Told me what?”

“You know, during the hunt. Didn’t you hear?”

Jacob shook his head. Bella smiled saying, “Okay, well, you get to hear it now. I said…”

She let go of his balls and stood up placing a foot dangerously close to his manhood on the bench between his legs. He looked and saw her firm, powerful leg rising from his crotch as his cock and balls rested trepidatiously on top of her firm, powerful foot. His eyes went wide, but she pointed to her knee, and he noticed the bruising pattern there as she continued, “…congratulations, Jacob, you just put bruises on the knees of an heiress. I bet that’s an accomplishment you never thought you would have in life. When I get my panties back, I’ll give you the other half of that accomplishment.”

“Oh.” Jacob said quietly as his eyes trailed down along her leg.

She continued, “of course, I got these from that tumble you made me take on the bookshelves. Not quite as romantic as other ways a man can put bruises on a girl’s knees, but definitely a nice bit of action. Pretending to be trapped was fairly clever, for a criminal.”

She followed his gaze down along her leg to her feet. She looked back up from his manhood resting her foot into Jacob’s fearful eyes as he stared at her foot.

“Jacob.”
 

“Yes?”

She flexed her foot letting Jacob feel the gentle rise and fall of his scrotum as it rested on her toes.

“Look at me.” She commanded.

Jacob raised his eyes to look into her face.

“Are you afraid I’m going to kick you in the balls?” She asked softly.

“Yes.” Jacob whispered.

She licked her lower lip and spread open a slight, toothy smile as she continued toying with his manhood on her foot. She looked down at her leg and foot resting so close to his manhood, “I could, couldn’t I? There wouldn’t be anything you could do to stop me either.”

Her voice grew languid as she continued “It would be so easy. I could put a man in absolute hell with a mere flick of my toes. I wouldn’t even have to kick, just slide my foot forward a few inches and step down squeezing these little eggs of yours beneath the sole of my foot. I can already imagine how ripe and squishy they would feel as you lay there screaming in pain. I could do anything I want to your body, and you would be powerless to stop me. Right?”

“Yes.” Jacob replied with a shudder.

“Mmmhmm… would you like me to then?”

“Huh?”

“Does a part of you want me to inflict pain on your balls?” Bella asked with a flirty little pout.

“No.” Jacob gasped out.

Bella slid her foot back and off the bench saying, “Fair enough. Torture isn’t normally my thing. It’s much too sedate of an activity for my tastes. One person lays still while the other inflicts pain on them. So dull. It would be interesting to experience complete control over someone else’s pain and see what that feels like.” She sat back down on the bench between Jacob’s legs saying “of course, other than the taser and scampering about in the dark, you shouldn’t experience any pain tonight at all.”

“But… If you catch me you said you would cut me open and…” Jacob protested.

“Oh, I’ll use lidocaine and all that.” Bella said reassuringly as she placed the palms of her hands warmly on his belly. She leaned in and cocked her head to the side saying, “holy shit, did you think I was going to slit your scrotum open while you could still feel it?”

Jacob cringed and nodded as Bella’s eyes widened in shock. She spoke like a girlfriend reassuring her boyfriend as she rubbed his belly with her hands saying, “Oh, no! Jacob, I wouldn’t do that to you. No wonder you’ve been so terrified. I mean, yes, you should be scared, but not that scared. God, I wouldn’t even castrate an animal without painkillers.” She raised one of her hands palm up gesturing as she said “Sure, you were trying to steal my art, but those pieces were ugly anyhow.”

“Oh.” Jacob replied.

“Tonight isn’t about pain and revenge. It’s about which one of us gets to take their prize from the other. If I do end up castrating you, it will be just as gentle and precise as I would do with a surgery. Proper small incisions which will heal up easily. The point isn’t to inflict pain, it is to collect my prize, understand?”

“I do.”
 

“Of course, that’s a big ‘If’ at this stage. If I were you, I would be happy and relaxed. You already burned over two-thirds of the hunt time protecting these panties of mine. At this stage I might as well start thinking about what art I’m going to give up and start getting my stretches in for all the positions you’re going to put me in when I serve as your cock-sleeve tomorrow.” Bella slid her hands down from Jacob’s belly and wrapped her fingers around his cock as she sat back down on the bench saying “meanwhile, perhaps we can practice a little bit. A man did put bruises on my knees, and I did promise you the other half of that experience.”

She leaned forward and traced a finger along the bottom of Jacob’s cock causing it to instinctively flinch towards her as Jacob groaned in pleasure. She said, “so, you’re going to have to just trust me alone with your cock under the privacy tent of my hair. I hope you’re not still terrified of what I might do to your manhood under here.” She lifted her hand and playfully ran her fingers through her own black hair.

“I… I’m not.” Jacob stammered out. Bella gave him a warm smile saying “good. This is a private session between me and your cock, not you. I won’t be looking into your eyes or any other girly stuff. I’ll be under here with your manhood while you lay there like a cuck helplessly feeling what I do to it. Now, your cock and I have some private business to attend to. Do not interrupt us, or I will do something very unpleasant to your balls under here to help you learn proper manners. Do you understand?”

“Yes.”

“Good. Be a nice and quiet boy. You can moan in pleasure if you like, but don’t say any words until I’ve finished my tasty snack of some of the last manly juices your body may ever produce if I win.”

Jacob nodded.

“Good boy. Hey, just relax, okay. You can’t do anything right now anyhow. You might as well let me have my way with your cock while you save up your energy for round two.”

“Okay.”

Bella smiled at him sweetly before kissing the tip of his cock and then tipping her head forward as she descended onto his cock. Jacob watched as dark hair enveloped his manhood once more while the familiar wet, warm, delicious feeling filled his cock once again. He watched her shoulders and what bit of her back and chest he could see for a bit but then gave up on watching as his neck ached from the angle. He tipped his head back and took the advice of his adversary letting his body relax as she suckled sweetly on his cock. Jacob took a deep breath feeling the scent of Bella’s heavily perfumed body and the must of the old mansion fill his nostrils. She dipped her head in further forward and Jacob groaned as the heat of her mouth enveloped even more of his cock, nearly half-way down by now. He pondered if she was going to deep throat him, take his entire cock down into herself like the women on porno movies do. This didn’t happen, rather instead, he felt her warm fingers wrap around his cock for the parts she couldn’t taste as he felt her other hand cup under his balls warmly palming the treasure he may end up giving to her permanently.

Unable to see what she was doing, and lacking permission to even speak to her and ask what her plans were, Jacob felt oddly disconnected from his own manhood. It belonged to her now, as it may soon become her property permanently. An odd sense of helplessness filled him and yet this sensation did not bring terror rather more a sense of acceptance. His cock and balls had left him and now lived with the woman under the tent of her black hair. They were hers now, her property, she was so much stronger, richer, smarter, and more powerful than him that it only felt appropriate that she should simply take possession of what she wanted.

She began caressing his cock with her fingers while bobbing her head up and down at the same time. The simultaneous sensation caused pleasure to sparkle like electricity across his skin as his hips and legs tensed pressing his cock upward to meet the woman who held it within her toothy mouth. Jacob kept his mouth shut as the pleasure within him exploded into an ecstatic barrage of sensual fireworks which caused his muscles to spasm and shake. His cock and balls worked together in concert to greedily feed the seed of life that he possessed into the mouth of the woman who threatened to take it away from him. Jacob managed to mute his pleasure to a soft grunt as Bella whimpered slightly in surprise at the volume of cum he squirted into her mouth. She withdrew slightly swallowing quickly and catching her breath before returning once more to the pulsating cock drinking up the last of Jacob’s cum into the warm confines of her mouth.

After his ecstasy died down, Bella gave one last, long, languid lick along the length of his cock across the bottom portion of it letting him feel her wet, soft tongue caress his manhood fully. This act filled Jacob’s body with a tickling sensation so pleasurable it rested on the edge of disgust. She leaned back up from his cock and brushed her hair back with her hand saying “finally, I thought you would never cum.” She gasped and flashed him a grin as she kept hold of his cock with one hand saying “it’s amazing, isn’t it? If a man chased me around and traumatized my mind as much as I’ve surely scarred yours, there would be no way in hell he could make me orgasm. But for a man like you, sex is nothing but a physical act. It doesn’t matter what or who is doing the stroking, only the sensation of touch itself. With my tongue, I command your cock to squirt, and it dutifully obeys.”

She licked at her lips swallowing hard saying “interesting, cum tastes just as salty as they said it would, but I wasn’t expecting it to still be stuck in the back of my throat like this. Oh, well, a new learning experience I suppose.”

“this… this was your first time sucking a man?” Jacob asked in surprise. Bella nodded saying “I could see how, for some girls, it would have a bit of a submissive appeal. Let a man force you to your knees and fuck your pretty little face.”

“But… not even your boyfriend or something.” Jacob muttered in shock. Bella propped herself up and slid her body in close to his cock. He felt her warm thighs straddling his own as his manhood slid sensually in under the thin ruffle of her short skirt pressing against soft, bare, hairy warm flesh with a hint of dampness to it. “Are you asking if a man ever tried to seduce me to get my money? Yes, hundreds, probably thousands of pretty-faced little fuckboys have thrown themselves at me my entire life. Every single one of them a parasite looking to leach their way onto an easy street.” She shook her head saying, “that’s the cost of being rich. You can’t trust anyone. So, in that regard…” she wrapped a warm hand around Jacob’s cock and tucked it in under her skirt. He felt her press it warmly against her lower abdomen bringing a groan to his lips and a moan to hers as she continued “…thank you for giving me my first sexual experience.” She nodded to the restraints continuing, “this is the best way for it to happen for me. I get to experience sex for my first time on my own terms, at my own pace, under my own control. I can’t let those sneaky little bastards usurp their way into my family’s wealth. With their rented sports cars, cheap European cologne, fake-Louise Vuitton belts, Botox-flushed faces, steroid pumped muscles, and greasy haircuts, they’re a danger to me. I almost let myself start to feel something for a guy named Logan Tyler last year…can you imagine, a Logan Tyler…”

She pantomimed some exaggerated gagging sounds which even brought a smile to Jacob’s face despite everything that had happened. She smiled broadly at Jacob saying, “But you… well… you’re different. Not because you’re better but because you’re worse. There’s no chance for you to two-face snake your way into my riches. I already know you’re a despicable criminal.” She lovingly stroked his cock under her skirt as she continued “To imagine that the first man I ever met that I could have sex with would be the villain robbing grandpa’s old mansion. Unlike those fuckboys and their cubic-zirconium proposal rings, you already know that there’s no way in hell I’ll ever marry you.” 


“I…uh… didn’t even think about that...” Jacob stammered back. 

Bella gestured excitedly with one hand as she continued toying with his cock with her other sending delicious little tickles of pleasure along his pleasured flesh. “Exactly right, I mean, you already hate me, and we both know that we can’t trust each other. This is perfect.” She ran a hand along his chest saying, “my first encounter with an honest-to-god bad-boy, not some pretender in a leather jacket or any bullshit like that, but an actual criminal.”

Her voice softened as she continued, “The thief who broke into my grandfather’s house to rob the place is the first man in my life that isn’t a danger to me at all.” She stared lovingly into his eyes as if waiting for a response.

“Uh… thanks?” Jacob asked feeling simultaneously threatened, aroused, and confused.

Her tone shifted to a more casual one as she said, “So, with that being said, I have a bit of a girl problem that I would like to have your help with.”

Bella leaned forward. She released hold of his cock and placed her hands on his shoulders as she continued, “can you help me out? I’ll give you more time in exchange for your help, of course. For your part, it would go a long way to helping you keep your balls. It may be a strategic mistake on my part but I’m willing to sacrifice some time advantage in the remainder of our game together in exchange for your help.”

“I…uh… what do you want me to do?”

“Well, ‘want’ may not be the best word for it. What I want more than anything else is to slide my body forward like an inch and a half and feel your thick cock stretch my insides open as you penetrate the core of my womanhood.” Jacob’s eyes went wide as Bella tilted her head saying, “but… I also want to reserve that for later. Okay?”

“Okay.” Jacob said trying not to sound too disappointed. In truth, he would normally be already growing flaccid after the pleasure he had just received but the dose of Viagra in his blood kept his cock rock hard regardless.

“It’s my pussy. It has been…” Bella shuddered and gave Jacob an intense stare as she continued “…quivering with excitement ever since I shot you. The whole adventure of this night has made me sopping wet with desire and my body is aching to be touched on the inside. It feels like I have butterflies…”

“In your stomach?” Jacob asked.

“No, no…butterflies in my womanhood.” Bella continued with a chuckle.

She tipped her head to the side continuing, “it’s like an itch that I can’t scratch. I’ve seriously never been this horny before in my life and all this time chasing you about in my panties, tying you up, sucking your cock has just made it worse. I…” She gritted her teeth and continued “I’m on the edge of untying you, declaring you the winner, and letting you fuck me to your cock’s content…” Jacob’s eyes went wide but Bella continued, “though feeling such a desire means that I’m not thinking clearly. That’s why I need your help. Remember, this will be worth your while. A nice, hefty time bonus, understand?”

“Yeah. What do you want me to do?”

“Lick me.”

“Lick you?”

Bella glanced down at her crotch and back up to Jacob continuing, “no biting allowed, of course. I didn’t bite you. You’re not going to bite me. We’re not allowed to hurt each other while the hunt is off. I’ll also give you the same accommodations you gave me. I’ll put you in the nice, private little tent of my skirt along with my vagina and let you do to it with your mouth the kinds of things you probably do to those skanky little criminal girls you bang every other weekend… wait… shit…” Bella swallowed hard saying “you don’t have any diseases, right?”

“No.”

Bella blew out a sigh saying “okay, good. I guess I should have asked before sucking your cock, but I just felt so excited. Anyhow, I’ll just squat over your face holding onto these bars up here to support myself and you just lick away at me. I won’t say anything to disrupt or distract you while you lick, rather just let you work your criminal tongue magic to help my over-sexed body calm down. Think you can do that?”

Jacob nodded. He felt the swish of her skirt slide up his chest as Bella moved into position saying “thank you, Jacob. You are a wonderfully good sport an and excellent competitor. I need this so badly.” Jacob caught one last glimpse of Bella’s smiling face before her pale fingers spread the folds of her red skirt over his face like a curtain descending on a stage.

The world went dark.

Heat, wetness, womanly odors, and the overwhelming scent of perfume enveloped Jacob’s head while the rest of his naked body prickled at the cool night air. His cock still stood sharply up drugged into attention despite the ministrations Bella had already paid to it. This, of course, was no longer Jacob’s concern, as his main focus needed to be on sexually pleasuring his captor. With no idea as to what exactly he was doing, Jacob stuck out his tongue feeling a complex array of short, curly hair, flabby flaps of smooth, muscular flesh, and a sour-sweet taste all together rather unpleasant. Bile rose in his throat at the thought that Bella also peed from parts down here but he pushed the thought aside trying to ignore the implications of what he was doing to simply focus on the task at hand. It’s always better to not overthink certain activities and cunnilingus is one of those.

Jacob bit back his rising nausea as Bella shifted a bit overhead causing the mass of flesh and hair to move out of the short reach of his tongue while her thighs squeezed painfully against the side of his head.

“Crap, sorry, I said I wouldn’t talk, but it feels like I need to help you out a bit.” Bella groaned. A sliver of light came to Jacob’s eyes as Bella’s hand descended down into the tent along with him and her womanhood. Lithe fingers pressed against Bella’s pussy and Jacob reached out once more licking with his tongue managing only to caress the back of one of Bella’s knuckles before directing his mouth a little further to the left and feeling a gap between the flaps which he ran his tongue through. The sour-sweet smell he had sensed before exposed its source as warm, liquid, trembling flesh glossed along Jacob’s tongue in that forbidden little grotto between her legs. Jacob had the odd sensation of Bella existing as a building, some classical French city building likely boasting boutique stores carrying bottles of wine which cost more than his car. He now invaded her wet walled foundation feeling his way into a building in which he did not belong and yet had found welcome occupation within anyhow.

The dark world around him shook as Bella moaned animalistically somewhere out in the world beyond the folds of her skirt-tent where Jacob now resided. “Oh, god, yes…sorry… fuck, it’s going to be hard not to talk to you.” Bella sputtered as she quickly withdrew her hand leaving Jacob alone with her pussy once more. The flaps collapsed back in, but this was no longer a problem as Jacob now knew where to lick. The question which remained was still how to best lick her. Jacob did his best to channel the way men lick women on free movies downloaded from suspicious links on cheap Wi-Fi that he liked to watch whenever he could. His efforts seemed to find appreciation as Bella’s legs shook violently around him and her thighs pressed forward proffering up even better access to her womanhood for him to caress with his warm, pink tongue. The tent grew even hotter and wetter as he went, with her thighs opening a bit around his head as she squatted lower chasing the delicious sensation in her pussy. After several more licks, Her hips bucked backward as she shrieked loudly into the air before moaning in pleasure as Jacob tried vainly to arch his head forward to follow the pussy which now hung out of reach. Bella sat down on his upper chest as she moaned and groaned leaning heavily against the rack bars of the bench press. She pressed her hips forward and he once again slid his tongue along her clit to which she moaned in a tone which could be either pleasure or pain for as intense as it seemed. Jacob continued licking as the dark world around him shook and groaned until Bella sounded as if she were choking before letting out an earpiercing scream which cut violently through the empty hallways and corridors of the mansion itself. She slide back and he could no longer reach her as she sat once more on his chest. Her groans and moans subsided as he felt air reach his face once more as Bella slid her leg off from him and unceremoniously flopped down onto the ground below panting in exhilarated exhaustion.

“Oh, god, Jacob. You don’t play fair.”

“What do you mean? I only did what you asked me to do.”

“I have never wanted to lose to a man more than I do right now.” Bella said between pants and groans. After a few minutes, she let out a shuttering whimper. “God the power you have to control body. Even without using your cock, you still made me scream and cry like a pathetic little slut.”

She panted for a few more seconds before continuing, “had I been one iota weaker, I would have given up right here laying on the floor beside you. I’m strong enough to do this though. I can resist the call of my pussy.”

She squinted and continued “god, is this what it’s like to be a man? Always at war with your own horny-ass sex organs trying to cause you to make bad decisions?”

“I suppose that’s one way to describe it.”

Bella rolled her head up to look at Jacob as her sensual body lay draped across the floor, “that makes it all the more impressive how well you’ve been able to resist me in this outfit. For what it’s worth, it’s just as hard for me to resist you in that outfit you’re wearing now.”

She smiled softly and continued with a sigh “but, we still have a contest to play. Time for more hunting.”

She slowly sat up and reached over from where she sat on the floor to untie the strap holding Jacob’s ankles in place. She then slowly stood and bent over him gently untying his wrists as she spoke saying, “Thank you so much for what you just did. Now, don’t do anything stupid, okay. If you play by my rules, you could still win this thing. Keep that in mind.”

“I know.” Jacob said as a strangely misplaced smile spread across his damp face. Bella slowly let his hands come back down leaving them cuffed together as she brought him to sit upright on the bench. She looked into his face saying, “I’m trying to divide what I want to do to you as your predator and what I want to do with you as a woman. To split the difference, I’m going to give you a whole ten minutes. Plenty of time to leisurely rest up and pick out a new hiding space while I go back to my apartment and reset. Keep in mind, that leaves only about thirty minutes for me to hunt you afterwards. Given your track record so far, I don’t stand a chance. But…” Her cheeks curled up into her eyes as she smiled sweetly at him saying, “…I will be hunting you for serious, okay? No getting sloppy or letting your guard down. Once the ten minutes are up, we’re enemies again for at least thirty minutes. If I catch you, I will cut your balls off. I hope this little sexual interlude of ours hasn’t dimmed your desire to evade me.”

Jacob swallowed hard and said, “it hasn’t.”

“Good.” She started to look away like she was going to leave but came back to him saying “and… Jacob…”

“Yes?”

She caressed her thumb down his cheek lovingly as she continued.

“No matter what happens to you or to me next. Thank you... Seriously, thank you for giving me the best Halloween night of my life. Our fates may be permanently altered by the outcome of this hunt but, for this glittering moment, we get to simply enjoy this gothic chase against one another as arch enemies. If enjoying chaos together isn’t sex, I don’t know what is.”

“you’re…uh… you’re welcome.” Jacob replied.

Bella tipped her head and kissed Jacob intimately letting her soft, voluptuous lips dance along his cracked and cold-tightened mouth. She broke the kiss saying “hmm… your breath tastes the way my pussy smells.” Her nose crinkled cutely as she chuckled saying, “I don’t know what I was expecting.”

She stood up and said, “don’t forget, when I am on the hunt, I am your predator. If I catch you, I will castrate you. Don’t be expecting mercy from me just because I explored some sexual pleasure with you here tonight.”

Bella started off towards the door. Jacob watched her shapely buttocks peeking deliciously from beneath the miniskirt sway sensually back and forth as she walked away. As she reached the door, he called out to her.

“Bella.”

She turned around to him looking over her back with a sensual twist of her body. “Yes?”

“You are the most confusing woman that I have ever met.”

She smiled at him replying “thank you. Some women bring light and clarity. But light and clarity are so banal. I love the adventure of chaos and I know that you…” She reached over and flipped off the lights as she continued, “…love being in the dark.”

Jacob found himself plunged into total dark as he heard her soft giggles. A rectangular light from the door leading to the hall briefly cast light vacant a voluptuous silhouette of Bella’s body as she stepped through it saying “keep those sweet ripe nuts of yours warm for me. Your hot balls may have a sharp date with my cold blade in about ten minutes if you stay around here.”

Slowly, and awkwardly, Jacob gradually gained his way back to the door. He couldn’t tell if Bella had purposefully delayed him with her cruel tactic or if she had simply been dramatic and the result came about the same. Nevertheless, any hope to tail her back to her apartment ended over the course of several seconds of stumbling through the dark across a floor littered with dumbbells. Jacob wasn’t quite sure when she would start her time on the ten-minutes, but knew that he best make use of the time as he could. Still, his sore legs and aching body reminded him he should avoid sprinting unless absolutely necessary. He spent some time walking about the mansion flipping lights off as he went and, upon finding a functional bathroom, made full use of the facilities relieving himself in the toilet.

This took some effort of bending over awkwardly forward to aim the stream of urine through his erect cock, but he managed to avoid creating any mess. He then washed up as best he could in the sink feeling the sweet, refreshing sensation of cool tap water across his face and hands before taking a few gulps of water from his cupped palms.

He then set about trying to find a proper hiding spot in the dim, dismal mansion feeling oddly refreshed and relieved despite the continued presence of danger. A twinge of concern still tickled at the back of his mind. Something about pride coming before the fall, and the potential strategy that Bella had purposefully instilled false confidence in him to improve her own odds of his second capture. The strange interlude of pleasure, albeit confined and on her terms, gave a bit of levity to his heart and post-nut clarity to his mind. If anything, now all the stuff he should have said to her came rushing to his mind.

He muttered to himself, “Did she actually expect me to feel sorry for her for men always wanting her money? Oh, boo-fucking-hoo, princess, try living in the real world for a bit. What the fuck was that about me marrying her? Jesus-fucking-Christ talk about a psycho.” Her words and actions bounced around in his head as he made his way downstairs rehearsing the cool rebuttals he could have said to her earlier during her deranged monologue. He sighed and looked down at the chains between his wrists and his stiff cock protruding outward beneath. Regardless of her deranged rantings, Bella had been true to her word in that she only took the panties. The taser had hurt like a bitch, but he was, otherwise, unharmed. His only hope lay her continued honesty in at least letting him free come tomorrow morning. Regardless of what time it truly was he still had to focus on hiding. The perfume-trap room upstairs had been good but she would expect it this time and so he needed to think a bit further outside the box. He came to a double-set of swinging doors bearing the engraved image of a woman in a toga carrying a large bundle of wheat under one arm and holding up a flaming lamp in her other. 


“Hi there, Hestia.” Jacob said as he pushed the doors open stepping into a large kitchen. Moonlight poured in from open windows across the far wall reflecting off the stainless-steel cooking equipment and glistening in alternating locations across the black and white checker-board tiled floor. A smile spread across his face as he muttered, “finally getting the hang of this place. Hestia, god of cooking and hearth in front of the kitchen, Hercules in front of the gym, Adam and Eve for the library… too bad I only get to see this place running around at night.” His stomach growled and he contemplated his options. “Kitchen is as good as anywhere. Maybe some workman left his lunch. I might as well steal something while robbing this place.”
  

Opening the fridge revealed a single can of coke which brought the conflict of beggars and choosers to Jacob’s mind as he snatched it up. Digging through other drawers and cabinets yielded nothing but a lot of nice, empty hiding places he might make use of later, some dish-soap, and a metal pan lid forgotten by the movers. Jacob stepped around the corner and opened another door revealing darkness and nothing more. Sipping on his newly procured coke, he returned to the window propping up the pan lid in the moonlight to angle the beam into the darkness beyond. Stepping in, he found a racked-wooden set of oaken shelves boasting nothing but a half-eaten jar of peanuts. Seeing the jar of peanuts as half-full rather than half-empty, Jacob screwed the lid off and began popping them into his mouth crunching them up and swallowing them down with swishes of coke from the can he had placed on the shelf. After finishing up his snack and leaving litter on the shelf, he continued delving deeper into the pantry way. Something about the backwall appeared out of place and by placing his fingers along it he felt the outline of a small door. Prying it open revealed a small, interior passageway, unfinished with either wall constructed of nothing more than the reverse side of slats and plaster along with stud-posts at regular intervals. A dim light shone beyond, and Jacob whispered to himself “a secret passageway? Brilliant.” That cinched it in his mind, the kitchen would surely be his place to hide.

Jacob plucked up the empty jar and can from the shelf as he made his way back out into the kitchen proper. He stepped over to the swinging doors and propped the metal can precariously on top of the plastic jar on the floor right in between the doors. Walking back into the kitchen, he noticed the bottle of liquid dish-soap and squinted at it thoughtfully before grabbing it up and dumping the contents onto the cold tile floor in front of the door. He returned to the sink, filled the bottle once more, and let the glugging sudsy liquid spill out onto the floor.

“Caution, wet floor, bitch.” Jacob chuckled bitterly to himself as he tossed the soap bottle back into the sink and moved the pan lid away before tucking himself into the pantry way closing the door behind him. Enveloped in darkness once more, Jacob waited as his eyes adjusted to the dim light coming from the secret passageway behind him. The desire to explore it evaporated as the shrill words shouted out from somewhere out in the mansion met his ears. He could not decipher them, but he recognized the same sing-song tenor from the playground games of his childhood. With his balls on the line, literally, Jacob crouched and waited.

Distant footsteps…

Dragging furniture…

“I’m coming to get you, Jacob!” shouted from the hallway just outside the kitchen.

More footsteps…

Jacob breathed out a sigh of relief.

The crash of a pan lid onto tile floor made Jacob’s heart beat a skip. “Fuck” he whispered realizing in his haste he had left the lid in a position to roll off the counter. He heard frantic footsteps racing down the hallway and the kitchen door exploding open followed by the sound of metal and plastic bouncing hollowly along the ground. In the next second came screams and a wet-sounding thud.

“Jacob, you fucking bastard! You did this just because you want me to suck your cock again, don’t you?” Bella screamed in the kitchen and Jacob had to cover both hands over his mouth to stifle his laughter. “Bad move, knucklehead, now I know exactly where you’re at.” She continued. Jacob slipped into the secret passageway silently closing the door behind him as the sounds of Bella frantically opening cabinet doors emanated from the room behind him.

Jacob padded softly down the passageway feeling along the coarse wooden slats. He felt distinctly vulnerable, with his rock-hard cock prickling at the cold air of the secret passageway while his balls rolled back and forth between his thighs. A strange fear that he would somehow ram the sensitive, purple tip of his cock into a plank of oak, or some other wretchedly painful thing crept into his mind making him take a more side-stance approach holding his hands over his manhood as his pale, slender body fled down the ancient and surreptitious passage. The light grew in his eyes as he neared the end and soon he stepped into a small, octagonal room with a massive, circular skylight overhead. The glass skylight shone through clearly the moon and the stairs which twinkled down onto several old easels, paper, canvas, frames, paints, books, and other collected artistic paraphernalia. One side of the room appeared dedicated to subject mannequins, a dozen or so of which stood stoic and posed in a wide variety of animated postures. Jacob snorted derisively as he reviewed these noting several seemed posed in suggestive, sexual configurations with one another. He glanced at a canvas which bore the image of a pale young woman. She wore a bridle, like that of a horse, with the steel bar jammed between her teeth and tied about her head with leather straps gagging her to silence. She held the hem of her red dress aloft over her waist revealing her bare legs and crotch which had been carefully painted with detailed anatomical accuracy right down to the labial lips and pink opening in between. Her eyes were wide and terrified in their expression and Jacob pondered if the model had posed for the image willingly. Opposite her, another canvas depicted a young man with his pants slid down. He wore an expression of concern and guilt as his cock rested atop the curl of a leather belt held in the hands of an unseen figure off canvas. If anything, the man’s eyes had a pleading expression upon them, as if he feared what the other figure would do to his exposed and vulnerable manhood with the leather belt. Jacob muttered “this family has always been fucking sick.”

He heard a shifting and crashing down in the pantry behind him. Suddenly a wooden scraping noise emanated.

“Fuck.” He hissed out realizing that she had discovered the secret passageway.

“Give up your balls now, boy. They’re going to look great in my trophy case.” She shouted. Jacob looked about the room quickly seeing another door. He pushed it open leading through a false piece of wall paneling into an empty hallway which had even fewer hiding spots than the art room. Leaving the door ajar, as a red herring, Jacob rushed over and slipped in amongst the mannequins doing his best to pose perfectly still as Bella burst into the room.

Jacob watched as her dark, predatory eyes glinted in the moonlight which bathed her pale, muscular body save for the black leather corset she wore across her chest. Jacob held his breath as she scanned the room carefully in silence.

“What the fuck is this place?” She muttered as her brow knitted together over her eyes. Jacob’s heart pounded loudly in his chest, and he feared she would hear the difference between the living and the wooden to discern him amongst the mannequins. She approached the canvas with the girl on it and traced a curious finger across its surface with a frown on her mouth. She sighed and muttered “god damn it, grandpa, you horny old bastard.”

She then reviewed the picture of the man cocking her head to the side as a small smile spread across her lips. “oh, I like this one. The way he’s so vulnerable and sacred, it just makes you want to grip his nuts to listen to him whimper and beg…” She giggled. She then looked towards the open-door sighing as she said, “just fifteen more minutes, Bella, you can do this. That cocky little criminal isn’t going to castrate himself.” She then shoved the door open and jogged out into the hallway.

After she passed from earshot, Jacob allowed himself to release the breath he had been holding. As her sounds grew distant, he quietly followed out into the hall. He felt enheartened that she had not been lying, it was indeed close to time for his freedom and prize. Oriental designed carpeting padded beneath his feet as he made his way down the intricately decorated hall finding only an overstuffed sofa and one door which bore no discernible marking at all tucked away in a corner. He tried the handle finding the door locked. The sound of footsteps and Bella muttering to herself emanated from the hall and Jacob’s blood froze. Out of time and out of options, he fell to the ground and rolled in under the couch squeezing his body beneath the frame lying as flat as he possibly could.

“God damn it, where is he?” Bella grumbled as Jacob heard the springs creak with tension over his head and dust fell into his face as she plopped grumpily onto the seat. Jacob breathed in timid, shallow pulls of air as he watched a pair of delicate feet with dangerous implications pat against the floor through the crack under the couch where he lay. Dim orange glow from a lamp he did not quite figure how to turn off glistened off the curves of her toes and ankles as she flexed her feet a few times before lifting one “fuck, am I getting old? Or just tired.” The couch creaked over Jacob’s head as Bella rubbed at her own thigh muscles with her hands groaning “that fucking soap shit hurt. That’s definitely going to leave a bruise.” She sighed and continued “think, Bella, think, you’re running out of time. You can’t just keep running around randomly hoping to bump into him. Would he backtrack? He would expect me to expect that and to make sure to do that because he would know that I would know that he would expect me to expect that. Maybe I should check his earlier spots. God, damn it, it’s almost six and Bella Halverd is not losing her own fucking game to a two-bit fucking criminal. God, I can almost picture his smug-ass face sneering at me while I sign over the art. Why the hell did I promise that? Jesus fucking Christ, he might pick out something really important and valuable, and then what? I’ll just have to sit on my hands like a pathetic little bitch while that prick hawks off my family’s priceless artifacts for crystal meth or some poor-ass bullshit. No wonder Dad said I would be the ruin of the family. I can’t even win a simple game of hide-and-seek against a common thief.”

The couch creaked loudly as Bella stood up and sighed saying “I guess I’ll just get a drink and wait for time to end. There’s no way I can win this now.” Jacob waited as he watched the feet pad softly around the corner. Quietly, he shimmied his way over to the edge of the couch slipping out from underneath it before hearing Bella say, “shit, I forgot my…”

She stepped around the corner just as Jacob got to his feet.

For a moment, they only stared at one another with the same expression a deer wears when it stares into the headlights of an oncoming car.

Jacob moved first turning tail he ran as hard as he could down the hall feeling his cock slap back and forth between his thighs as he held his hands up to his chest shifting his shoulders back and forth in desperation as he ran. The carpet and walls flew by him but not fast enough as the sound of padding feet of his manhood’s doom double-timed behind him, and the smell of old-world perfume filled his nostrils threateningly.

He felt it all happen to his back in slow motion…

Soft touch of a lithe hand on his shoulder which left almost as soon as it arrived.

Double prick, of steel prods against his ass cheek…

Pain… agony…

Floor filled his eyes as he collapsed onto the intricately decorated carpeting feeling the heat and weight of Bella’s body leaping on top of him pinning him to the ground. He struggled vainly as she grappled with him for a moment before jamming the taser down once more onto his side and filling his body with agonizing current once again bringing a scream to his mouth which muffled against the carpet. At last Jacob lay fully prone, arms stretched out over his head with Bella laying across his back holding him down. She positioned the taser against his neck ominously and panted in exertion as she said, “it’s over…Jacob… you lost.”

“No… No… God no… Please!” Jacob pleaded.

“Come with me quietly. I’ll do it gently. The surgery won’t hurt.” Bella whispered intimately into his ear.

“There’s got to be another way. What if I just don’t take any of your art? What if I just say you won, and we call it over?”

Bella rose to her feet slowly pulling Jacob up by his wrists holding the taser against him the entire time. Jacob tried twisting and struggling for a moment. Bella held a sad, hurt expression in her face, almost like this was something she didn’t want to do but triggered the taser once again bringing Jacob to his knees as he cried. She jerked on the chains once more saying “The pain will end the moment you accept defeat.”

Jacob sobbed as she pulled him along, back to the locked door he had found just a few minutes prior. She pressed Jacob up against the wall beside it and held him at the point of the taser as she fished into her belt withdrawing a key and unlocking the door.

“Please, Bella…”

“Jacob, I worked too hard for too long to give up on my prize.” She pushed him into a warmly lit room complete with kitchenette, sofa, small office corner, bookshelves, and a few familiar-looking pieces of art. A large wooden table had piles of tools, books, artifacts and other odds and ends sitting on chairs gathered around it as if it had been hastily cleared off. As Bella directed him to this table she continued “imagine if you had won, after everything you’ve gone through, and then hearing me beg you not to pick out art. You wouldn’t let me renege and I’m not going to allow it from you.”

Bella pushed him up against the wooden table and Jacob felt the wooden top of it touch his buttocks. She placed a hand on his chest and looked passionately into his eyes “no one ever gives more mercy to you than you would give to them.”

“But you forced me to play your sick game.”

“And you broke in here to rob me.” She snapped back at him.

Jacob stared into the dark eyes of the woman who would end his manhood and shivered.

“Lay back on the table. I’ll collect my prize and…” She ran a hand across his chest saying “I’ll let you go. No cops. No jail time. No criminal prosecution. Freedom is what I promised you, and you will still receive it. Don’t forget, any other homeowner would have called the cops or killed you on sight.”

Jacob sniffed back a tear and slowly sat back on the table. “It won’t… hurt… right?” He asked.

“My goal is not to inflict pain. I’ll gently collect my trophy and you can be on your way. That is all. I won the game, so I get my trophy. Afterwards, you get your freedom.”

Jacob stared down sadly muttering “freedom from everything is having nothing.”

“Let’s slide you back then.” Bella said directing Jacob’s hips onto the table. She took his wrists and lifted them up over his head as he silently stared at the ceiling feeling broken inside.

He waited patiently as she lashed the chain about his wrists to a length of leather cord tying to the legs of the table. She then returned to his feet which dangled over the edge of the table and set about lashing each one in turn to the legs of the table.

“Right before I caught you, you were doing really well, by the way.” Bella said, quietly. She quietly sat on the table next to him letting her warm, soft thigh rest against his cool skin as she looked down into his face. “That was more intense than I ever imagined it could be. You were one hell of a competitor.” Jacob looked at her and she flashed him a small smile. She reached between his legs, and he felt her wrist graze his cock as her fingers curled under his balls. “You made me earn these the hard way. Thanks for being such great prey.”

She tilted her head slightly to the side and said, “if it’s any consolation, my knees and shins hurt like hell. You had driven me to the point of giving up. I never expected a criminal to be so dedicated, tough, and clever.”

Jacob stared at her silently. Bella nodded saying “you’re pissed off. I get it. Look, because you did so well, I’ll reward you something before taking your balls away. It won’t be anything of monetary value, but it will be something no one, not even I, can ever take away from you.”

“What?” Jacob asked.

Bella smiled and leaned in saying “my virginity.”

She reached up and stroked Jacob’s cheek as he stared at her silently. “Let me get out of this stupid Halloween costume.”

“Halloween costume?”

“Of course.” Bella said as she unzipped the back and let the black leather corset fall away from her body. Pale flesh drew into view boasting sweat, rounded breasts with smooth pink areolas and perky nipples, smooth little tummy with a cute belly button. She still bore the slight red marks of an imprint about the locations where she had worn the corset. She quickly slid the red miniskirt off from her body as well before standing before him completely naked. “You didn’t think anyone actually dresses like that in normal life, did you?” She asked glancing down at the outfit crumpled on the floor.

“I…I didn’t even know what to think.” Jacob replied. “Drugged, chained, hunted…”
 

“It’s been a hard night on you.” Bella said, in a consoling manner.

Jacob nodded quietly. Bella sighed and said, “it’s okay now. You get to relax for this part. Just lay still. Like I said, this won’t hurt.” She climbed up onto the table wincing as she went saying, “Oof, this is hard on my sore knees.”

“If it hurts, you don’t have to do this.” Jacob said quietly.

Bella crawled over top of him and looked down into his face. She lay over him, her pussy hovered just above his cock as her soft breasts gently rested against his chest. They lay close enough to kiss.

“you…actually care about my pain?”

“Well… yeah.” 


“Jacob, this is damage you inflicted.” 

“just because I was trying to escape.” Jacob protested.

Bella carefully folded her legs up to spread her weight across her shins and top of her feet more evenly relieving the soreness of her knees. She replied, “I’m not angry. I don’t hate you. I… never hated you.” Bella said soothingly. “All the traps you left made sense, that’s part of the hunt. A hunt isn’t a hunt if it isn’t dangerous and unpredictable. Honestly…” She pouted and said, “thank you for not leaving worse ones. I kept thinking about you getting a weapon to attack me with, but a few changes you could have easily created a trap that severely hurt or even killed me… you didn’t though.” She nodded saying, “In fairness, I will be letting you free, as promised.. I’ll collect my trophy and you’ll be free to go. Apologies to your girlfriend, though. You won’t have much interest in sex after I cut you open tonight.”

“I… don’t have a girlfriend.”

“Oh, yeah, of course… what do they call it these days? Baby-mama? Situationship? I don’t even know what word they use now.”

Jacob shook his head and said “Only girlfriend I ever had was in high school. I’m…” He looked into Bella’s face and continued “I’m a virgin too.”

Her mouth hung open in shock.

“But… you’re a criminal…surely you have…” She said, in surprise.

“No. I…just… haven’t.” Jacob replied quietly.

His dark eyes seemed to penetrate into her own as Bella heard him ask quietly, “is this the way you want to lose your virginity? Raping a man you plan to castrate?”

Bella took this in thoughtfully looking down sadly for a moment then back up into Jacob’s face and saying.

“Yes.”

He squinted at her, and she continued, “it’s the only way I can. I’m not… wife-material… girlfriend-energy… whatever you want to call it, it’s not me. I don’t do relationships so, for me, this is perfect. The perfect ending to the wildest Halloween night of my life. Your tricks into my treat. As far as you being raped, I don’t think that’s how it works. A woman can’t rape a man anyhow.”

“I’m chained to the table, and you drugged me into erection.”

She shook her head and continued, “I’m not having this conversation with you. Let’s just try to enjoy this as much as we can.”

She reached down with her hand and Jacob felt probing fingers reach around his cock. She shifted her hips and pulled his cock softly in a direction to match as she looked up thoughtfully. Jacob felt her inner thigh and pubic hair graze across the tip of his cock before a pair of fleshy lips parted around the tip of his cock. Bella gasped and her eyes went wide. “Okay, holy shit, that’s going to go inside me.”

She looked into Jacob’s eyes saying, “on the count of three, we discover what it feels like together. Ready?”

“No.”

A smile parted across Bella’s lips as she ran caressing fingers across Jacob’s face saying “Jacob, I know you’re angry, but this is a life-event for both of us. Count with me, okay?”

Jacob swallowed hard and acquiesced saying, “okay.”

“One…” Bella said.

“One…” Jacob replied.

“Two..”

“Two…”

“Three” they said together, and Bella dropped her hips plunging her soft, supple body down onto Jacob’s firm cock. They both looked away and gasped while panting in shock.

“Holy shit…” Jacob said.

“Oh, my god, so that’s what it feels like.” Bella muttered. She swallowed hard and brought her gaze back to Jacob’s face with incredible intimacy. “What do I feel like for you?” She asked.

“Warm, incredibly warm, and wet beyond my wildest imagination. It feels like my cock is inside an incredible, warm, waterfall.” Jacob’s face turned sad as he continued, “no matter what I feel about you, your warm, soft body pressed against me feels incredible.” A smile spread across Bella’s face. Jacob looked down and asked, “what does it feel like for you?”

“They said it was supposed to hurt, but it doesn’t at all. Probably because I’m a full-grown woman, not some drunken teenager in the back of a car or whatever dumb way normal people lose their virginity. Mostly, I feel full. Like, I didn’t realize I was hungry but now I feel full. Also, the feeling of you pressed against me is very supportive and powerful.” Bella sighed and continued “I can understand how this would be an incredible experience to share with someone you loved. I know you don’t feel that way about me, but… well… we’ll share this experience together, nonetheless. Okay?”

“Okay.”

Bella shifted her hips forward and then slid them back feeling Jacob’s thick cock shift deliciously about inside her pussy as her clit rubbed sweetly against his crotch. Jacob moaned loudly.

“Does that feel good?”

“Amazing.”

“Better than my mouth?”

“Much.”

“Good. I want you to enjoy this.” He felt her fingers about his face again as she smiled at him saying “even though you lost, you did incredibly well against me. Think of the pleasure you’re feeling now as your reward for that. Okay? I’m taking so much from you tonight as part of the trick, but this here, let this be your treat.”

She thrust again bringing a moan of pleasure to her own mouth. Jacob’s initial desires to throttle her throat, punch her in the face, or shove her away and escape dissipated under the warm caress of the pleasure of her body. Now he wished free use of his hands so that they may explore the gorgeous round hills of her breasts or sweetly cup sensual handfuls of her cutely rounded buttocks. Such thing could never be, however, as she would not free him. Still, rather, she did let him have the best, and most delicious parts of her body as she continued grinding her clit against him sending electric arks of sexual pleasure through both their bodies.

Bella tilted her head to the side and leaned in “Kiss me, my deliciously dangerous thief.” Her soft, red lips danced along Jacob’s and, with no reason to skip out on what could possibly be his last, full sexual experience of his life, Jacob kissed her back. She stopped thrusting for a moment rather focusing on the sensual kiss as she felt his thick cock marinating inside her body. Already, it had stretched out her soft little insides forcing them to conform to its firmness. Growing braver, Bella parted Jacob’s lips with her own and felt his tongue penetrate her mouth. She opened her eyes and looked into his own open eyes as an unspoken question passed between them. She nodded and caressed his tongue inside her mouth with her own before pressing her own tongue into his mouth feeling the warm, sensually sweet depth of his mouth caressing her sensually. At last, she closed her lips and broke the kiss leaning back up a bit sighing deliciously “God, you are such a good kisser.”

She smiled and looked down at him saying, “Now I know you’ve done that before.”
 

“Well, yes, I have kissed a girl before.” Jacob said with a smile spreading across his own face as he allowed himself to get lost in the moment.

“I’m curious about something else. Would you be willing to suckle my breasts?”

“Sure.”

“Thanks. No biting though, okay? No reason to be a sore loser at this point in the hunt.”


“I won’t bite.” 

Bella arched her back and shifted her shoulders a bit swinging her soft, warm breasts and pink little nipples out in front of Jacob’s face. He opened wide and she directed her left nipple into his gaping maw feeling simultaneously aroused and concerned. As he closed his mouth about her nipple the thought that she had just made a critical mistake dawned on her but instead of the sharp, painful bite of teeth, she felt his tongue sensually circle the tip of her nipple as his lips caressed her areolas. She moaned as he continued to suckle. Fear crept into her mind at what he might do to her, was he not simply bringing her full focus to her nipple so that he could then bite it clean off her body letting her suffer agonizing pain and humiliation at the masticated mutilation of her own breasts. She had time before he did this, however, as he seemed, at least for the time being, quite content to suckle and massage her nipple with his mouth rather than try to inflict pain on one of her most sensitive spots. Bella feared the moment he decided to strike but focused her mind on enjoying the present moment instead. Wasn’t that the same challenge she had just laid down for him? To enjoy the present without worrying about his upcoming castration?

Her breath grew ragged and shuddered in pleasure as he continued sending trickles of sensual desire outward from her breasts. Her right breast grew jealous and so she dutifully pulled back her chest shifting over and plunged down once more feeling him sweetly suckle and pleasure her other nipple same as he had just done.

Gratitude filled Jacob’s mind in the act of suckling Bella’s nipples. In truth, the warm, fleshy sensation of her breast in his mouth served more as an aesthetic pleasure than a tactile one. However, her delight at feeling his tongue caress her along with the incredible, comforting warmth of her soft, fleshy breast pressed against his chin served to calm his racing, terrified heart. Something deeply maternal about the act gave Jacob a strange and unwarranted sense of trust in the woman who planned to destroy his manhood.

“Oh, god, that feels amazing.” Bella cooed as he suckled. After a few more suckles, she said “thank you. I think I’m ready to thrust some more.” She shifted her chest again and slid down feeling the comforting pressure of his cock filling her womanhood even deeper than it did before.

Jacob groaned and said “Bella.”

“Yes, Jacob?”

“I think I’m about to cum.”

“Oh… hold on a second.” Bella said thoughtfully as she brought her body to a pause letting Jacob savor the delights of feeling his body on the edge of orgasm. She then leaned forward, and Jacob felt his quivering cock slide out slickly from within her. A rush of tingling sensation flushed against his manhood as it left the delightfully warm source of life that all women bear between their legs and plunged helplessly into the cold air of the room.

“Let’s talk about where you will cum.” Bella said.

“are you concerned about getting pregnant?” Jacob asked.

Bella thought about this for a moment and said, “Perhaps ‘concerned’ isn’t the right word for it. More like… curious. Before tonight, were you hoping to have children someday?”

“I had, actually, but it’s probably too late to think about it now.”

“Not necessarily. We have played a strange game of trick or treat between us tonight. One in which buckets of candy have been replaced with life-altering changes in fortune or bodily mutilations. Perhaps this here will be one final game of trick or treat between us. To play, all you have to do is fill my body up with that salty, creamy cum of yours. It won’t be for several weeks before I discover whether you won or lost this game. Perhaps you’ll win and have one last little trick to play on me by stretching my belly out full of your offspring. You could achieve the unimaginable and yoke the body of an heiress to serve your paternal will. I will do nothing to harm your child be it in me or after it is born. You have my word on that. There is a limit to what you can win, however. This is only an opportunity to pass your genes to a future generation, not to wheedle your way into my fortune. The child will be mine, not yours. I’ll care for it and raise it as my own with no mention of its father.”

She leaned in and continued, “Your child will live in a life of luxury beyond your wildest dreams. If, later on, you decide to renege on our game and try to contact your child, I will concoct tales of you raping me so brutal that you will wish that you had remained in the shadows. Those are the rules. Do you want to play one last game of Trick or Treat with me?”

Jacob’s mind whirred. On the one head, his cock begged to be released deep inside Bella’s sweet, wet, delicious womb. In his other head, he tried to conceive of how this could be one final horrible trick to torment him with.

“You swear that you won’t claim I raped you after you’re found to be pregnant.”

“I swear on my word, I will not claim you raped me or even admit that we had met one another before. I will do nothing to harm you unless you try to claim fatherhood.”

“But people will want to know. They will demand you take a DNA test or…” Bella chuckled saying “oh, Jacob, you seriously underestimate the power of money. The same reason that no workers are going to question why this mansion looks like it has been ransacked is the same reason no one is going to question the source of my child. People on my payroll mind their own business.”

She kissed him sweetly on the lips once more and smiled at him saying, “this game is truly yours to play and you only stand to win, or perhaps lose in which case you lose nothing other than what I am going to take from you anyhow. Honestly, part of me is hoping you say ‘no’ in which case I’ll finish you off with my hands or my mouth. Another part of me is excited to become a mother, while a third part of me, the strongest and most chaotic part of my mind, delights in the irony of letting a criminal have this last opportunity to torture my mind in not knowing the fate of even my own body until it is come to fruition.”

Jacob nodded and whispered, “I agree.”

“Then let’s play.” A pleasured shudder flowed through his body as Bella shifted her body against him letting him fill up her sweet interior once more. She began to thrust against him saying. “Go ahead and fill me up with your cute little swimmers. I know what it feels like for you to squirt inside my mouth, I can only imagine that sensation inside my womb.” Her thrusting didn’t take long, in as pleasured state as Jacob already lay in, as barely a few thrusts in and pleasure exploded outward from his crotch which sweetly dancing across his body. Although the orgasm felt the same, the sensation felt better than any night of pornography and his right hand that Jacob had ever experienced. Bella’s comforting, warm presence of her body pressed against him in a way that satisfied the cold, aching, lonely experience a man normally has during mere masturbation. She whimpered and moaned dropping her head onto Jacob’s arm as her body shuddered on top of his own in an incredibly intimate, passionate experience between the two enemies. After a few seconds of paradise, the feeling subsided and Jacob’s body felt washed over in the afterglow of pleasure. For her part, Bella dutifully remained laying atop him letting his rock-hard cock plug any exit for his cum so that he may fully impregnate her.

Bella whispered, “I so badly want to hop off your cock, wash my vagina out, run to a pharmacy and buy a plan-B pill…” A crooked smile spread across her face as she pressed her body downward pulling Jacob’s cock even deeper inside her, as she whispered “but I’m not going to do that. I’m going to lay here and let you play one final trick or treat on my body. Perhaps that snotty little Bella bitch deserves to scream in pain as she bears a criminal’s child into this world and care for it the rest of her life.”

“uh…Bella?” Jacob said, slowly.

“Yes.”

“Have you ever considered the possibility that you might be completely insane?”

“Insanity is just a word to describe people too intense for this planet, Jacob.” Bella said dreamily. She sighed and said, “if you think I’m insane, then that would mean you just fucked a crazy woman and entrusted her with your child. You’re off to a bad start as a parent, Jacob.”

“You said you wouldn’t harm the child though” Jacob protested.

Bella lifted her head from Jacob’s shoulder to look him more fully in his face saying, “it’s funny how you care about someone who doesn’t even exist yet.” She kissed him gently on the lips and continued “you have my word, Jacob. Your child will be safe inside me and with me for the entirety of our lives together. Perhaps if pressed I can concoct a story of visiting a sperm bank. Easy enough that would be, and you will be protected from any legal harm.”

“okay.” Jacob said with a shuddering sigh.

“So, stop worrying.” Bella pressed giving him a supportive smile. She tipped her head to the side and sang out lightly in a sing-song fashion,

“Trick or treat,

If I’m in heat,

Then your child is what I will meet…”

“I guess that’s where my rhyme ends because this is where our final game of trick or treat begins. Let us end this game of Trick or Treat properly.”

She kissed him and said breathily “Happy Halloween, Jacob.”

Jacob looked into her dark, powerful eyes before replying softly “Happy Halloween, Bella.”  This brought a bright, earnest smile to her face as she hugged him close saying “indeed. The best Halloween ever.”

She slid up letting Jacob’s pleasure cock slide wetly out from within her and slap against his own belly as she said “I would call that a proper fair game. It was incredible feeling you swell up even bigger than I imagined before you started squirting inside me. I bet by now your little swimmers have had plenty of time to poke about every bit of my squishy little insides looking for an egg.” He felt her breasts tickle deliciously across his chest briefly before she brought one to his face and cupped a hand under it saying, “go ahead and give one last kiss to the nipples that may one day be used to feed your child.” Jacob caught the sweet little morsel of warm flesh between his lips and suckled it as Bella groaned maternally saying, “I imagine that the moment I meet your child, I’ll fall so madly in love with it that I don’t even think about how you won this final round of trick or treat against me.” She shifted her shoulders and proffered up her other breast for Jacob to suckle as she continued “I’ll be excited to let that new little person ravage my beautiful little body. I’ll look forward to it stretching out my tight womb turning my sexy, smooth belly into the flabby folds of a mother. I’ll let it suck my nipples so dry that they shrivel up to where I look like a saggy and pathetic old woman. Oh, the things your child will do to me, Jacob, will make this night really feel like nothing more than the passing of some candy in a bucket.”

With that said, Bella dismounted from Jacob and stood naked on the floor. She propped her right hand against the table to steady herself as she clung to her womb with her left hand breathing out a sigh “Oh… that was intense. Give me a second to get my legs under me again.”

“But I’ll never get to see any of what you described, will I?” Jacob said quietly.

“Your role in this child’s life ended a few minutes ago.” Bella said firmly.

“I understand.” Jacob replied laying his head back and looking at the ceiling. Bella slid smooth fingers up along Jacob’s inner thigh before gently cupping them under his testicles bringing a gasp of fear and desire to his mouth.

“At least I let you use these once in your life. If you had not been a virgin, I would have just taken them from you by now. The words you’re looking for are ‘thank you for playing one last round of trick or treat with me, Bella.’”

“Thank you, Bella.”

“My pleasure. Now, I’ve a long, painful, arduous journey against you in our prior game of trick or treat. Time has come for me to collect my treats from your bag. Hang tight while I go get some tools here to help you open up this little sack between your legs so that you may gift me with my winnings from our contest.”

“Okay.” Jacob whispered back.

“Oh, and Jacob.”

“Yes.”

“You’re being a very gracious loser. I appreciate that. Thank you.”

“You’re… uh… welcome.”

Jacob lay there contemplating his life as Bella scampered about the apartment collecting up various medical and veterinary supplies as she went and placing them on the table on either side of Jacob’s legs. The words that burned in Jacob’s mind were, “what next?”

What was he to do next? For the time being, his course of action felt clear in that he had no choice. Should he argue, scream, or berate Bella she would still castrate him and likely just be meaner about it. No, in fact he had no choice but to lay still and let her take his balls, his children, his manhood away from him. At least she gave him one final chance to procreate in the most meager and purely genetic meaning of the word, but he would be no father and the child would not be his so… why…

Why bother…

Why bother to live?

His mind strayed to those last words he has spoken to his one true friend, Styx, who by now perhaps would be waking up expecting a morning feeding. They had split the last can of which Tuna Jacob could afford between the two of them the night before. Now, without the money from the heist, he could not even afford to care for the only one who ever cared for him. His mind floated through scenes from before, he pictured the graves of his parents, the bitter stares of his Uncle and Aunt as he reached his eighteenth birthday, the text messages left on ‘read’ by his so-called ‘friends’ from University when the money ran dry, and the party ended. A question began to trickle in the back of his mind. It served as one that both terrified and consoled him simultaneously. He desired something from Bella. He felt sure she possessed the requisite high intelligence and questionable sanity to grant him this request. If anything, it would be an honor for a loser like him to experience such a thing at her wealthy, purebred, and skillful hands.

“Okay, I have everything together now.” Bella said as she swung back into view. She still bore no clothing save for a medical mask over her face and black, mesh net across her hair like that of a cook. She held up an intricate, small glass jar made of cut, crystalline quartz from a bygone era of decadence and style. Her eyes betrayed her smile as he could not see her mouth as she said in excitement, “I promised I would take good care of your balls. Check out their new home. Pretty, right? I hope you approve. If not, I suppose I can go fetch another jar. This is one of the nicer ones I have though. Does it look okay to you?”

“No… it’s good. It is… actually quite pretty.” Jacob said.

“Yeah, they’ll get to float around and watch me in my study. Oh, I’m so excited to have them as my own. I’ve never owned a pair of balls before. Let’s get them out of you.”

With that said, Bella set the jar down and dipped from Jacob’s view. He heard a loud, electric snap followed by a terrifying buzzing sound before something vibrating at a dangerous frequency touched against his crotch bringing a yelp of terror to his lips.

Bella swung back into view saying “what is it, Jacob? Are you okay?”

“What the fuck are you doing!? I thought you said lidocaine and surgery!?” Jacob protested loudly over the buzzing sound. Bella brought up her hand revealing a set of barber clippers. She flicked a switch and the buzzing ended as she said, “relax, Jacob, I’m just shaving you.”

Jacob panted in terror as she tipped her head to the side and placed a warm hand on his chest. Despite his terror, Jacob’s eyes still couldn’t resist tracing the curves of her chest or the sweet little outlines of her pink nipples. She said in a comforting tone to him “Jacob, it’s okay. I haven’t even started yet. Just breathe.” Jacob panted in terror for a few seconds as Bella slowly breathed inside her mask stroking her hand across his chest saying “Breathe, Jacob, breathe. Deep breaths, big guy.” Slowly, Jacob got his breathing under control as Bella stared intently at him saying “you can trust my word, Jacob. I had promised that I wouldn’t hurt you and I won’t. I know how to neuter a male so gently that he isn’t hurt even at all. You’ll be surprised at how small the incisions are and how delicately I close this little sack of yours back up after I take my treats out of it. I’ll use my finest degradable suture. You’ll have no scars, no pain, just a hollow little feeling where your family jewels used to be. That’s all. I’m not going to hurt you. You can trust that.”

Jacob swallowed hard and nodded.  Bella patted his chest reassuringly saying “so, just relax, Jacob. You gave me an incredible hunting experience. For that, I’m grateful, but now your racing and trying are over. You’ve got to be tired after this last night, so just rest here on the table while I take care of your testicles. Understand?”

“I understand.”

The buzzing emanated once more as Bella dipped from view. By feel, Jacob could sense her fingers pulling up his cock and gingerly sliding the buzzing device over his scrotum. Occasionally a little prickle of pain would emanate from his crotch when the clippers pulled against a pubic hair rather than slice straight through it but, save for this minor unpleasantry, the experience was not painful. He felt her small fingers carefully manipulate his sack pulling up against the saggy flesh to bring his balls further forward so she could shave along the underside of them as well. After a few minutes, she seemed satisfied with her efforts, and he heard the clippers click off.

“Okay, that should take care of any excess hairs. I’m going to wash you now.” She swung back into view displaying a small plastic bucket and a yellow sponge which she squeezed a bit letting water drain out of it saying “see, no blade, just soapy water, okay? Promising not to hurt you includes post-surgical infection. I’ll even give you a few cefazolin pills for you to take afterwards.”

“Cefazolin?”

Warmth and wetness pressed against Jacob’s manhood which felt decidedly less sexy than it had before as this sensation came along with the coarse fibers of a sponge as Bella said “broad spectrum antibiotic, good general purpose type stuff. You’ll be fine. Actually…”

She swung back into view overhead as she said, “rather than going back and forth narrating every step of what I’m doing, would you rather just watch?” She nodded over across the room to a large, tilt-mounted mirror suspended over a series of tribal artifacts on a blue photography table saying, “I can set it up so you can see what’s happening.” She placed a slightly damp hand on his chest saying “if you would prefer. If you would rather not watch, I totally understand.” 

“I think I would rather not watch. Just…” Jacob breathed out a sigh saying “knowing that you’re not planning to hurt me, helps. You’re probably right, I should stop trying to watch what you’re doing and just lay back and relax.”

“Yeah, do that. Okay. I’ll tell you what I’m doing as I go so you don’t feel too scared.”

“That would help.”

“Would you like some music?”
 

“Music?”

“Normally during surgery, I listen to music. Of course, normally I’m working on an animal, but I think a little music can help both of us relax for this transfer. You know…” She gestured towards Jacob saying “…help you feel like you’re just at a hospital getting a simple procedure done.”

“I suppose some music would be okay.”

Bella stepped over to a table and grabbed up a phone, flipping through a few options the opening chords of Ariana Grande’s “God is a Woman” swelled gently into a powerful crescendo as her effeminate voice began chanting out the first verse.

“Did you pick this song on purpose?”

“No, look.” Bella held up her phone displaying a random song picked from a generic pop playlist.

“It fits tonight though, doesn’t it?”

“You are the goddess of the night.”

“I like that. It sounds powerful and sexy. Of course, I can’t get too egotistical about this. A few more minutes of running on your part, and I would have ended up as little more than a cock-sleeve. I would be crying as I helplessly watch you pick out which of my family’s heirlooms you want to hawk off for crystal meth.”

“I don’t smoke crystal meth.”

Bella shrugged and slid on a pair of nitrile gloves wiping them down with an alcohol pad as she said “well, whatever drug it is criminals do these days. I don’t know much about street life or… whatever.”

“This will feel cold.” Bella said as she wiped the alcohol pad against Jacob’s scrotum making him wince slightly. “Just alcohol, Jacob. Just relax. We are getting close to opening you up, however, but you won’t feel most of it. This part will pinch a little.” She drew out a fine-needle syringe and filled it with lidocaine solution from a vial before kneeling down to slide the needle into the flesh at the base of Jacob’s left testicle. Jacob whimpered and she said “shh… once I push the plunger all the pain will disappear. You’ll be perfectly fine.”

She heard Jacob’s ragged breathing begin to taper down as she slowly injected the lidocaine, carefully infusing it into the nerves around his scrotum blocking all the raging pain signals back to his brain. The incredible simplicity with which the elegant nervous system could be disrupted still gave Bella goosebumps when she considered the implications that every thought and every action of her own came from little more than biochemistry and electrical signals. Jacob’s panicked breathing slowed, and she watched his chest rise and fall as his bare, slightly hairy belly shook slightly with every breath. Bella let her eyes trail along the veiny ridges of Jacob’s erect cock marveling at how those had been inside her own soft, naked body just a short while ago and now, once the Viagra and testosterone wore off, his cock would shrink again hardly ever rising to the occasion of pleasuring a woman or even himself for the rest of his life.

His reproductive organs were another elegant system she would soon disrupt. Of course, that was his fault for being stupid enough to try robbing her with those vulnerable little jewels of his slinging about in a sack between his thighs just waiting to be stolen.

“Just keep breathing, Jacob.” Bella instructed. Jacob nodded and blew out a breath. “Okay, can you feel this?”

“No, not really.” Jacob said. To his perspective, it felt as if his balls had been turned to wood. He could only vaguely make out a strange tugging motion on them, like someone had glued a block of wood to his skin and now pushed that block of wood about from the other side.

“Perfect.” He felt something wrap around his cock and he asked “what are you…”
 

“Oh, you get to keep this part.” Bella said as she pressed a piece of surgical tape wrapped around the shaft of his cock to his belly. She patted it gently saying “I could take your penis off but the stakes of our game were only for your testicles so I’m going to let you keep it. I’m just taping it up, so it stays out of the way. I don’t want to accidentally cut you or anything like that.”

“Okay. I understand.”

“You’re being a really good sport, Jacob.” Bella said as she pulled up a chair with her food and sat down on it between his legs. The music now transitioned to another female pop singer crooning about a boy she lost to another girl as Jacob felt the hands of a beautiful and naked woman slide in along his thighs “Nice and manly. I’m ready to open your sack, Jacob. Are you ready?”

“Yes.”

“Good boy. Just keep breathing for me. Once I get your jewels out, I’ll close you up all nice and tight. It will be like you never had them at all.” Jacob swallowed hard as he felt tugging and jerking motion against what seemed to be like a block of wood between his legs as the song continued.

“Bella?”

“Yeah.” 

“Is it okay if we talk?”

“Sure. I would like that actually. It’s kind of creepy doing this with you silent like that.”

“Thinking of the song, have you ever felt jealous of another girl getting your man?”

Bella chuckled and Jacob felt a stroking motion against his wood-feeling balls and something wet trickle warmly down his inner thigh. “I suppose, but it was different. There was a man I liked in graduate school. At the time, I was trying to hide my heritage but the moment he found out who I was, he lost all interest. I suppose men find my wealth domineering and threatening, but that’s just because they’re weak and misogynistic.” She transitioned back to a tugging sensation and Jacob realized that this was the feeling of her cutting him while the rubbing sensation was her sopping up the blood. “He ended up with another girl in our class. Being in Africa, diamonds are pretty easy to come by. Still, she flaunted this gaudy engagement ring all over the place. It was disgusting.”

“Hmmm… weird.”

“Weird, how?” Bella asked.

“It’s just a woman as powerful and rich as you I could imagine would have anyone and anything she could ever want. It’s just hard to think of you as jealous.”

“Actually, what was worse wasn’t her, it was him. Every time he looked at me, he would cower behind her in a way. It felt like she was his shield protecting him from me. He had that hunted, terrified look on his face every time he looked at me. Like I said, men are so weak with their fragile masculinity.”

“Did he know?”

“Know what?”

“What you’re really like.”

“What do you mean? He knew I was rich if that is what you’re asking. Otherwise, he was just being a jerk.”
 

“Maybe he had reason to be scared.”

“Why? I’m harmless.”

“Did you plan to hunt and castrate him too?”

Bella stopped and rose to her feet and looked down into Jacob’s face so they could see one another fully. Her surgical mask and blood-smeared latex gloves juxtaposed sharply against her shapely chest and smooth, naked body. She said, “absolutely not! I would never castrate a man.” Jacob shook his head and spread his hands open presenting the obvious. She gestured towards Jacob saying, “I mean a… normal man. You’re a criminal. This is a completely different situation. Do you think if I married a man I would then… what? Chase him across the Savanah, pounce him to the ground and rip his balls off with my teeth? What kind of animal do you think I am…” She glanced down and said, “Shit! You’re bleeding again. I do want to continue this conversation though.” She sat down and Jacob felt more rubbing as she continued “Despite what you think of me, Jacob, I would be a wonderful wife. If I had a man as my husband, I would be a happy little woman with a smile on her face as she serves him tea during the day and just as happy serving his desires with my ankles up by my ears every night. It would…”

She sighed and continued, “…actually be kind of nice to belong to someone. I suppose that’s what girls really get jealous of. It’s not sex, we can get that anywhere. It’s that feeling of wholeness I suppose we crave. Having a spouse fills that hollowness we feel inside. Speaking of feeling hollow inside…”

She glanced over from his crotch saying, “I’m about to pull out your left testicle. It won’t hurt, but you will definitely feel it coming out.” A welling nausea overwhelmed Jacob as cold tugging pulled coarsely against his interior. Something akin to being kicked in the balls, with all of the forceful sensation spreading across his chest but none of the pain, shot up from his crotch making him gag as his intestines churned and a cold feeling filled his crotch.

“I’m curious. What does it feel like to lose your reproductive organs?” Bella asked.

“Hollow…” Jacob whimpered back. “Is it normal to feel like I’m going to puke.”

“Yes but try not to puke. Just keep breathing.”

“Okay.” Jacob said pulling in deep breaths to quell his

“That came out incredibly easy. Almost as if your body knew that this testicle belonged to me, it put up no resistance at all. Your testicle is actually kind of pretty too. It’s bigger than what most animals have. Nice and fat with a cute little squiggly bit at the top. This is going to be a beautiful trophy for my collection. Let me tie off the vas deferens and snip this sweet little jewel free. You’re almost done, big guy, just one more ball to go and then…”

She glanced up saying brightly, “…you’ll be free.”

Jacob didn’t respond. She continued “that’s something to look forward too, Jacob. You’re almost done here. Just think, one more testicle and I take these cuffs off you, open the front door, and you can walk on out into the dark and scary night right back to your criminal life with no strings attached. You played the game well and, although you lost your balls, you have earned your freedom.”

“Okay.”  Jacob muttered weakly.

“I’m serious, Jacob. I’m not calling the cops on you or anything. I really am just going to let you go.”

“I know.” Jacob replied darkly.

“It’s okay. You’re still upset because I have your scrotum open. Once I close it up, and you heal over, you’ll feel better. I’m sure of it. Maybe you can kill some rival street gang to blow off some steam. Knock over a quickie mart, strangle a prostitute, or do whatever other evil you enjoy.”

“You have weird ideas about my life.” Jacob said.

Bella returned to working as she said, “Okay, so I don’t know what criminals do during the workweek. Still, you get my point. The only rule after you walk out my door is you leave me alone and, in return, you will receive the same treatment from me. That and finish the full course of antibiotics I give you. We don’t want resistant strains popping up. Speaking of popping…”

She looked up over his belly at him saying “take a deep breath and blow it out.”

Jacob did as she instructed and she said “good, now here comes Mr. Right Testicle, following right behind his brother.” The same nauseating feeling filled Jacob once more but now it seemed worse in a way. It felt as if that piece of wood which had been glued to his skin was now completely stripped away leaving behind a vacuous, cold emptiness within its wake.

“God damn these are beautiful. No wonder you worked so hard to protect them. It’s still amazing though, once you lost your soft little flesh just opened up right before me and plopped these sweet little nuggets into my hands like it knew I was the victor who won them.” A few more minutes of tugging as Bella tied off the various tubing and other intricate pieces of reproductive biology which now served no purpose. “As I said before, I couldn’t imagine doing something like this to a normal man. Taking away his ability to have children, leaving him cold and empty inside without the very parts that make him a man… no, no… Jacob. This is just for you and I’m only doing it because you’re already a criminal. Something like this would break a normal man’s mind but yours is already cold and sociopathic, so there’s nothing to break. It’s too bad, though. At moments…” She glanced up over his chest and said “…you almost seem like a normal, sweet guy. You know, just in a traumatic situation or something.” She shook her head and returned to working saying “the hard part for you is done. Hold good and still while I close you up down here. You’ve been very well behaved, and I’ll put in the finest sutures you’ve ever seen. Once they heal up, you won’t even have a scar. As I promised, I won’t hurt you.”

Jacob closed his eyes and waited as the tugging grew shallow until it stopped and the sensation of gauze and tape covering the bottom of his crotch filled the space between his legs. “Hey, did you fall asleep on me up here?” he heard Bella chuckling as a warmth pressed in against him. He opened his eyes to see her smiling down at him resting her warm thigh against his side as she half-sat on the table. She pulled her mask off saying “it’s okay. I’m glad you were able to rest and relax. This was a hard night for you. Check it out, though.” She held up a jar with two, fleshy orbs floating about in alcohol. She smiled at her prize saying “God they are so gorgeous. Thank you for treating me with the best Halloween gift I’ve ever received.” She set the jar down and pulled up a key saying “Now, as I promised, your freedom.” Her breasts fell softly against Jacob’s face and jiggled slightly filling his head with comforting warm feelings while his crotch felt icy and distant. After a few seconds, she opened the cuffs, and his hands came free. She held onto his wrists briefly flexing his arms back down slowly saying “don’t be an asshole, okay. If you try attacking me, I will fight back with full violence. I won’t hesitate to kill you.” 

“I understand.” Jacob said quietly as he rubbed his aching wrists. Bella smiled at him and helped him sit up before pulling him in to a warm hug. “Thank you, Jacob. This was so much fun. I can’t believe…” She held him back and said, “…a part of me is actually going to miss you.”

Jacob smiled back at her weakly.

She looked off thoughtfully and nodded saying, “…yes…your feet. And then I’ll get the antibiotics and your stuff and walk you to the door.”

She stepped around to the foot of the table and began untying his feet as Jacob finally worked up the courage to ask his big request from her.

“Can I ask for something else?” Jacob weakly replied.

Bella popped up from untying his ankles letting his feet swing free as she said, “if it’s more sex you want, I’ve got bad news for you... biologically speaking.”

“No. It’s not that.”

“What is it, Jacob?” Bella said taking up a seat next to him as they sat side by side on the table like old friends.

“Can you please kill me?”
 

“Kill you?” Bella asked in shock.

She grabbed up the jar and looked at the testicles then back to him saying, “were these balls all you had in your life? You’re still human, if not a man. There’s a big world of depravity out there you can enjoy without these. Besides, with testosterone supplements you can still have sex if you want.”

“No, no. It’s not sex. You see…”

“What’s wrong, Jacob?” Bella asked in concern.

“Ever since graduating with my art degree from college, I’ve been living in my car.”

“You have a college degree?”

“Yeah, eighty thousand in debt and a piece of paper that does nothing to help me find work. I’m broke, absolutely penniless and with debt I can never pay off. I’ve never done anything illegal before tonight, but I just couldn’t survive on nothing and rejection letters any longer. I looked up how to pick locks on YouTube before driving out here. I just shared my last can of tuna with Styx before coming in which…” Jacob turned to Bella and said, “…I know this is a big ask, but if you could take him after I’m dead. He’s a really nice cat and you’re a veterinarian, I’m sure you’ll get along great. Please don’t mistreat him because of what I did. I’m the one who robbed you, not him. He’s completely innocent of the whole thing, please believe me. I don’t want him suffering for my mistake.”

“Okay, okay, Jacob…” Bella said trying to calm him down as she grabbed onto his arms with her own. She looked into his face and shook her head incredulously saying, “why didn’t you turn to your parents for help?”

“They died when I was young. My uncle made it clear that I was nothing but a burden to him. When I got accepted to art school, my aunt put up some cash for me to leave with the instructions to never come back. I already reached out to them… they…uh… blocked my number.”

“Okay, uh… do you have any…friends? Anyone?”

“I couch surfed a while my senior year of college. I pretty much burned any friendships I had remaining. You see, Bella…” Jacob took her hand in his own holding her small, hand in his own rough one as he continued, “I’ve had some time to think objectively about life…”

Bella replied, “I suppose getting one’s balls cut off does that.”

Jacob nodded and continued, “even if you did just let me off Scott-free and intact, I would have nowhere to go, nowhere to live, nothing to eat…” He sighed and continued, “nobody who even wants me to exist anymore.” Jacob’s voice turned intimate as he continued “I’ve decided that the best thing for my life after tonight is to end it. I broke in here in my last desperate bid for survival and I failed. I failed because I’m just as weak and stupid as everyone says I am but also because I met an amazing, powerful woman in you.” He smiled lightly and said, “it would be an honor to die at your hands. I would love for your beautiful face to be the last thing I ever see. I could live on as a sultry tale you tell your friends about the weak and pathetic art thief you castrated and murdered. Besides, you know a predatory girl like you would enjoy killing me. I don’t think I can muster up any energy to run around for one of your hunts again, but I’m sure you’ll find a way to have fun while ending my life.”

Bella looked off thoughtfully as he continued, “you have my balls now I’m offering you the rest of me. Please, take my life. Think of it as a final trick-or-treat gift to you. You won it fair and square. I tried my best to escape you and you brought me down. I’m sure you’ve never experienced killing a man before. If I leave here, the only thing left for me is suicide. But here, in your house, I could get murdered by the great Bella Halverd. Surely, killing a man has to sound at least a little exciting to you.”

“It…does… but…” Bella shook her head and turned to Jacob saying, “I need to think about it.”

“What’s there to think about?”

“Killing a person is a big step. Especially after I promised you that I would let you go free.” Bella’s face contorted sadly as she continued “you’re asking me to go back on my word. I’m a woman of my word, Jacob. I promised to not hurt you. Killing you…”

“…would be just giving me what I need in my life.” Jacob cut her off saying.

“…would be breaking my promise.” Bella continued. She drew a deep breath and looked off distantly for a moment as she said, “I’m having a hard time with everything you’re telling me. You’re saying you’re not a criminal.”

“well, I broke into here…”

“Yes, yes, but… just as a penniless college grad who learned lockpicking from YouTube, right?”

“Well, yeah.”

“I thought you were a hardened criminal.” Bella said quietly. Existential crisis seemed written across her face as she took in what he was saying. She looked up into his eyes and said, “I need to think about it.”

“Please, Bella…”
 

“I’m not saying ‘no.’ I’m saying I need some time to think about it.” She looked over at a nearby couch and back to Jacob saying, “For now, let’s just get you some rest. Okay? You’ve had a rough night.”

Bella hooked an arm under Jacob’s shoulders and helped him to his feet. They walked along together pressed warmly skin-to-skin as she awkwardly directed him to the sofa. Laying him down on it, She grabbed a patterned blanket and spread it over him saying “just so you know, I’m not going to kill you in your sleep.”

“Okay.”

Bella’s face held stern as she continued “If I do decide to kill you. I’ll wake you up for it. We’ll discuss your death like sane, rational adults. I’ll naturally let you have a moment to make peace, say your last words, stuff like that. It would be my first time killing a person, so I want to do it right. You know, with at least a little bit of dignity. I’m sure you understand.”

“I understand.”

“Okay, get some sleep. The hunt is over. I promise not to hurt you unless I’m going to kill you. For the time being, though, you’re perfectly safe asleep on my couch.”

Exhaustion overtook Jacob moments after the blanket covered his skin.

Slowly and blearily, vision returned to his eyes.

His crotch seemed to be doing well until he tried to sit up, and his balls… well… where his balls used to be, screamed in pain. Before him sat Bella in an office chair behind a computer. On the screen of the computer, Jacob recognized the website logo for the university he had gotten his degree from.

“Bella?”

Soft snoring came as his reply.

“Bella?” Jacob called out a little louder.

“Hey, Bella!” He shouted.

“Bah!” she gagged out awkwardly leaping to her feet leaving the chair into a spin. She now wore a comfortable-looking and colorful silk robe wrapped about her body which twisted sensually as she spun around to look at him with eyes wide. She bore some bandaging across her right cheek which Jacob did not remember seeing a wound there before.

“I’m so sorry to wake you, but I think I’m ready to die now. Have you had time to think about killing me?”

Bella placed a hand over her chest saying, “give me a second.” She flopped back down in the chair now facing him panting slightly. “I just woke up from a dream. I’m processing being awake.”

“Okay. Take your time.”

“In it, you were chasing me through the mansion and then you caught me. You said, ‘this is what bitches like you deserve’ and you took a knife and…” She pantomimed with her hand and traced it across her own abdomen saying “…opened me up spilling my guts out all over the place. I was just looking up into your eyes and saying ‘you’re right, I do deserve this’ when you woke me up. A lot to process there.”

“I would agree. What happened to your face?”

“Oh…” Bella patted at her bandages saying “Styx.”

“What did you do to Styx?” Jacob asked in rising panic.

“Relax, he’s fine. I tried to bring him in from your car to give him some food, but he’s not a fan of me. That’s probably just as well. I’m not much of a fan of me either, right about now.”

“Why so?”

“So, you know how I trapped a dangerous criminal in my grandfather’s mansion and went man-to-woman against him in a dangerous game of hunt.”

“Uh… yeah?”
 

“Yeah, no. Turns out I was just a psychotic bitch who sadistically tortured a penniless college graduate who doesn’t even have a criminal record, and has the sweetest pet cat that I’ve ever had the pleasure of getting scratched by.”

Bella’s face contorted as she continued, “my god, Jacob. Why didn’t you just tell me you weren’t a real criminal? I would have just let you leave if I had known the truth about you.”

“Would you have believed me?”

Bella pursed her lips and replied “probably not at first. But I would have looked it up. I would have researched you and confirmed your tale.”

Bella hung her head and said, “I don’t expect you to forgive me, not for what I did to you or what I’ve taken from you, but by god, Jacob, I am so sorry for what I did to you last night.”

Jacob watched her for a moment.

“Bella.”

“Yes?”
 

“I forgive you.”
 

“Thank you.”

“It’s probably not good for me to be holding onto anger when I die. Probably makes you a ghost or some shit. So, are you going to kill me now?”

“Absolutely not. No way in hell. I’m never going to kill you.” Bella said shaking her head.

Jacob sighed and hung his head saying, “I’m back where I started.”

“I’m going to help you.” Bella said firmly.

“You’re going to help me?”

Behind her, the computer pinged. She spun around in the chair and typed a bit on the keyboard before exclaiming “ah, perfect, the payment went through. Your student loans are now paid in full.”

“Wait, no, Bella!”

She turned around in her chair as Jacob’s furrowed his brow and his body trembled “I can never pay you back. I’ve tried, but…”

“No, Jacob. You don’t owe me anything. I’m paying you back for what I put you through last night.”

Jacob collapsed back onto the couch sighing. Bella rose to her feet and walked over next to him softly alighting on the edge of the couch. She placed a hand on his chest and said “I can never return to you what I took. They…um… already died in the alcohol. But…” She raised a finger and continued “…I’m going to take care of you. You don’t have to go out into the cold, dark world again. Stay here while you heal. You no longer have to fear me. I am not going to hurt you ever again. As much suffering as I put you through last night I will repay you in comfort and kindness.”

A smile spread across her face as she continued “you’re not alone, Jacob. I’m with you.”

Jacob swallowed hard and smiled at her slightly whispering “thank you.”

“I have only one question to ask you…well… two questions.”

“Okay.”

“Speaking, as I am, to a college trained art-thief…” She gestured towards the table behind her on which sat the pieces Jacob had pilfered as she continued “why did you steal those two pieces?”

“The woman is a Jacques-Luis David piece, a well-known artist whose works are very popular and very expensive. The other piece is painted in mummy brown, obviously using mummies for paint pigment has been illegal for a long time so such pieces are in high demand.”

Bella looked over at the table and frowned. She looked back to Jacob saying, “how much do you think they would be worth?”

“At least ten-to-twenty thousand a piece.”

“SON OF A FUCKING BITCH!” Bella screamed as she leapt to her feet.

She frantically ran to the computer and opened an email account. Jacob couldn’t make out exactly what she typed as she furiously clacked away but he did see the words “letter from my lawyers” and “fuck you and your mother’s face that you rode in on” followed by a wildly unnecessary number of exclamations points. She smashed ‘send’ and turned back to face him brushing her hair back from her face and taking a deep breath seeming to compose herself.

“You okay?”

“I’m fine. Just firing my former art liquidator and filing every imaginable criminal and civil charge against him that I possibly can.”

“Why?”

“He had offered to buy these so-called ‘shabby old pieces’ from me for two-hundred dollars each.”

“Aw, no way in hell…”

“Exactly.”

“Jacob, when you heal, I wonder if you would be willing to spend some time with me reviewing some of my family’s old art. I need someone with the right kind of eye for this. I will pay you a handsome salary for your input.”

“Oh, wow, thanks. Um… yes. I would love that.”

“…and highly recommend your skills to any museum or private collector of your choice.”
 

“Wow, thanks.”

“Thank you, Jacob.”

She squinted a bit and said, “except for… a few select pieces created by members of my own family. Let’s not talk about those.”

“You mean the BDSM scenes in the mannequin room?”

“Uh, yeah, those are never seeing the light of day.”

“But you liked the one of the man getting belt-whipped on his cock.”

“You saw that?”

“Yeah.”

“How?”
 

“I was pretending to be one of the mannequins when you came in.”

Bella’s mouth fell open in shock and she shook her head chuckling “god damn it, you are good at hide and seek. I hope you are too because that’s my second question.”

“Bella, I am in no condition to play hide and seek again.”

“Well, you’re in one whether you like it or not. What is Styx’s favorite food?”

“Tuna.”

“Good, we’re going to need some for this next game of hide-and-seek.”

“Next game?”

Bella stepped in close and placed a hand on Jacob’s chest saying “One man…” She placed a hand on her own saying “…one woman.” She spread her hand out in a general gesture towards the mansion saying “and one very pissed-off black cat somewhere in this hundred-thousand square foot mansion. He got away from me after he clawed my face, but the doors and windows are shut so he’s somewhere inside. Looks like my new game of hide-and-seek has already started. For your part, I’ll just plop you on the couch out in the hallway with a can of tuna in hopes he’ll come to you. If not, I’ll have some more hunting to do.”

“Well, at least Styx is safe from the worst you can do to him.”

“How so?”

Jacob flashed a wry smile and replied, “he’s already neutered.”
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