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    CHAPTER 1 
 
    Christi King sat with her legs crossed, looking steadily across the bleak little white room at the man who had abducted, raped, and tortured her 25 years previously.  
 
    In her conservative blue business suit and skirt and cream-colored blouse, she nonetheless still felt that she had made a dramatic entrance, her full head of auburn curls flowing around her face and shoulders. Part of the prison’s visitation rules required that she dress conservatively and not wear revealing clothing or high heels; still, his eyes widened and nostrils flared and he let out an audible gasp as she sat down and he actually bit his lips when she crossed her legs, even though the skirt came to her knees.  
 
    Michael was handcuffed to a bracket on the white table that separated them, and he wore an orange jumpsuit. His ankles were also shackled, to a chain that was joined to his handcuffs. They were not being monitored or recorded, as she had requested, and she had a “panic button” in her hand to alert the guard standing right outside the door.  
 
    For all that, she didn’t feel the slightest bit nervous.  
 
    “You look … incredible,” he said, his voice a bit hoarse.  He cleared his throat. “I can’t. … tell you how good it is to see you again. Twenty-five years.”  
 
    His head was shaved, and the coarse stubble she saw was grey rather than blonde, but he still had the same piercing blue eyes and he was still fit, even more muscular than he had been. His skin was smooth and unscarred. 
 
    Except for the one she had given him, across his cheek and eyebrow, twenty-five years previously.  
 
    She smiled thinly at him. “You look better than I expected.” 
 
    He shrugged. “Lots of time to exercise, right?” 
 
    “I’m sure,” she replied.  
 
    “I’ve seen you on TV a few times. But you  understand … it’s been a long time since I’ve been in the same room as a beautiful woman.” He smiled the crooked boyish shy smile that she figured he’d probably practiced in the mirror when he was a teenager.  
 
    “Yes,” she said. “But it hasn’t been a long time since I’ve been in the same room as a twisted sexual predator.”  
 
    He smiled broadly, more genuinely now, and his teeth were still white and even. “Oh, yeah, I want to hear about that. You’re a, what, psychologist now?” 
 
    “Yes. I have two master’s degrees in psychology and I’m a certified specialist in  addiction counseling.” 
 
    “Well. That’s great. Who would have thought the little porn star would do so well?” 
 
    Her thin smile did not change and her gaze did not falter. “I thought it.” 
 
    His nostrils flared and a not-uncomfortable silence stretched out as they looked each other over.  
 
    “Restorative justice, that’s what they call these confrontations,” he said. “Restorative justice. Nice name. I read a few news articles about how controversial they are. Some victims say the closure is a tremendous relief.”  
 
    “And others felt it allowed their attacker to abuse them psychologically one more time,” she said, still looking him in the eye.  
 
    “So what do you want to talk about?” he asked. 
 
    “Everything,” she said. “We’re going to talk about all of it.” 
 
    He sighed and shook his head. “It’s been my dream. After all these years, I get to see you again. I know you could never have forgotten about me.”  
 
     “No, but I made an effort not to think about you every day.”  
 
    “Did it work?” 
 
    There was a beat of silence before she answered. “Sometimes.”  
 
    “Now me, on the other hand,” he said, rolling his head back on his neck and closing his eyes. “I thought of you. Every. Single. Day. I even managed to get some pictures of you, a copy of that centerfold you did back in the day. I would have gotten in serious trouble if they’d found them, of course, but I had them.” 
 
    Her thin smile disappeared. “Yes, that’s something I live with. So many pictures and videos of me from those days, but now they’re all over the internet.” 
 
    “Seemed like a good idea at the time, huh?” he laughed.  
 
    “That was something we always said to ourselves, back in the 80s. Not so many people will ever see this. Not so many people watch pornography, not so many people buy those magazines or even the videos.” 
 
    “Huh,” he said. “But enough people to make you a small fortune, though.”  
 
    She nodded and shrugged. “It made some producers a small fortune, and me an even smaller one. I never thought it would be forever, though. It was a small world, we all knew each other. But now, with the internet, porn is an everyday part of life for a lot of people. And the old stuff is out there with the new stuff.”  
 
    He leaned back and nodded thoughtfully. “That must be something. I hear about it from the young ones here. I’ve seen some of it on smuggled-in smart phones. My god, to carry that much porn, that much lust around in your pocket, that would be amazing.”  
 
    “Yeah. Society really let a genie out of the bottle.”  
 
    He leaned forward. “What do you think the effect on the young ones is? Or will be?”  
 
    “The jury’s still out. But it’s not looking promising. Increased impotence seems to be one unexpected effect.”  
 
    “That I can’t understand at all,” he said, shaking his head. “The more porn I bought, the harder I got. The more I wanted to fuck.” 
 
    “And the more you wanted me,” she said.  
 
    He nodded. “Oh yes.” 
 
    “How long?” she asked. “How long did you plan it, before you carried it out?”  
 
    “Hmm, well, of course, I was busy with … other things, for years and years there, but … I thought of you a lot. I mean, you were my favorite, my absolute favorite …”  
 
    Her gaze did not falter.  
 
    His eyes wandered up to the ceiling. “But the question, when did I actually get the idea to go after you? Well, it’s funny, you get ideas, and then you start planning them, and sometimes you think, well, I’ll do this, or I won’t do it, sometimes you surprise yourself. I mean, I found out where you lived fairly easily.” 
 
    Some of this had come out at trial, but she had deliberately shut out a lot of it at that time. “Just followed me from the agency, right?” At that time, twenty-five years previously, there had been only two major talent agencies for adult film performers and nude models in the city.  
 
    “Sure. I mean you had that red Corvette. It was easy to follow you. Such a little snot you were, I could tell. You didn’t look around you once. Except when you were checking out your own reflection in shop windows. Had no idea what was going on.”  
 
    She could imagine herself, curls blowing in the wind, driving down the road and doing just that, enjoying the sun and the air and her youth and all the attention she got, and of course completely unaware of the beautiful blonde beast watching her and following her. 
 
    “We tried to pick you up the normal way, once,” he said. “You don’t even remember it, do you?” 
 
    “I don’t,” she said. They had mentioned this after kidnapping her, but she honestly could not recall.  
 
    “Kara and I hit on you in a bar, but you didn’t have much time for us. It was a real letdown for both of us. We weren’t used to failure, in that department.” Kara was Michael’s wife, as blonde, blue-eyed and beautiful as he was.  
 
    “I honestly have no memory of it. What did you say to me?”  
 
    “Kara approached you and said she had seen your films.”  
 
    Kristi waved a hand. “Well, I never went with fans,” she said. “Not fans who weren’t in the business, anyway. If I went home with somebody I wanted them never to have heard of me.” 
 
    “I figured maybe it was something like that. I mean, we were good looking. Usually when she asked, girls went.”  
 
    “I bet they did,” she said flatly. “So that’s when you decided to kidnap me?” 
 
    “Well, it’s not so … straightforward as that,” he said. “It’s not like you just decide to do it and do it. You decide to do it and look for an opportunity, consider whether you can get away with it … I mean, first of course, I decided to rape you.”  
 
    She sat very still in the chair.  
 
    “I figured I could follow you, or break into your apartment, and do it there, but I … I knew, I just knew, even at that point, that wouldn’t be enough. I had to have you.”  
 
    They locked eyes again.  
 
    “And Kara, also?” Kristi asked. “She liked that idea?” 
 
    He waved his hands, rattling his handcuffs, and looked away. “She liked the idea,” he said. He started to say something else. “But she didn’t like how much I loved you. You know that.” 
 
    “Yeah,” she said. She took a deep breath and let it out. “You couldn’t think of how to do it … so you waited until Halloween.” 
 
    He brightened and sat up in his chair. “I think of this … a lot. It was, literally, probably the best day of my life.”   
 
    She sighed. “And the worst day of mine.”  
 
    He stared at her closely. “Really? The absolute worst? You’ve seen some bad shit in your life. I know that.”  
 
    “Yes, Michael. Being taken from my home and imprisoned, being raped by someone I didn’t know, that was the worst day of my life.” 
 
    “Hmmm,” he said, shaking his head. “I mean, you fucked strangers all the time on camera. To me that seems worse.”  
 
    Her eyes blazed at him. She took a deep breath. “Have you been raped in here?” 
 
    He shifted in his seat.  
 
    “Be honest with me, and I’ll be honest with you,” she said. 
 
    He looked down at his shackled hands. “Yes. It was rough in here at first, for me. Sex offenders are pretty low on the social order in here. I beaten up. Spent a lot of time in protective custody.”  
 
     “You didn’t answer me about the rape.” 
 
    He looked at her for a long time. “Well,” he said calmly. “My lawyer told me that none of this is being recorded. You’re not … wearing a wire or anything.”  
 
    “No. And nothing you say in here can be used against you in a court of law.”  
 
    “Or at my parole hearing? That’s coming up in a few years.”  
 
    “I know,” she said. “Talk to me honestly, and I’ll talk to you honestly. That’s all I want today.”  
 
    “Figured maybe you were trying to … I don’t know, entrap me, record me saying some bad shit to play to the parole officers. You learn fast in prison to watch what you say.”  
 
    “No, Michael. That’s not why I’m here.” 
 
    “Writing a book? Something like that?” 
 
    “No. It’s just … time to be honest.”  
 
    And she unbuttoned the top button on her white blouse, showing the beginning of her generous D-cup cleavage.  
 
    He looked at her carefully, and she looked back. He licked his lips.  
 
    “I bet you’re hard right now,” she said.  
 
    He nodded. “Since you walked in here.” 
 
    “I’ll say some things that I’d never want revealed in court. All the things I didn’t say in my statement at the trial.” She had been permitted to make her witness statement through video, so had not attended the actual trial. “I’ll say things I’d never wanted recorded. About how I came when you fucked me, and how I loved to eat your wife’s pussy.”  
 
    He was breathing heavily now.  
 
    “They’re not watching us, Michael. But they’re right outside.” 
 
    She unbuttoned another button on her blouse and revealed the lacy edges of the cups of her bra. “You always liked to watch me, hmm? You know how much I loved to be watched. It started with my stepdad. He started buying me sexy little panties and bras when I was in high school. And of course he wanted me to model for him. I loved the attention and it made me so fucking hot …”  
 
    “Oh, fuck,” he said. 
 
    “So, tell me, Michael. Just talk to me honestly. Tell me if you’ve been raped.” 
 
    He nodded, shifting in his seat restlessly, his eyes locked on her creamy pale cleavage.  
 
    “Say it,” she said. 
 
    “Yes,” he said. “I’ve been raped. Three men raped me, the first year I was here.”  
 
    “How did it feel?”  
 
    He sat back. “How do you think it felt? Painful and humiliating.” 
 
    “Did you even feel … the irony of that?” 
 
    “Irony. No.” 
 
    “Did you cum when they fucked you?” 
 
    He shook his head 
 
     “No,” he said. “I just thought about how I was going to get back at them. And I did, eventually. It’s not easy for … sex offenders in here, but there was a certain celebrity involved because I’d fucked you. The famous porn bitch.” He said it not with a sneer, but with a look of tender affection that made her sicker than anything he’d said so far.  
 
    “And I made friends in here,” he said with a shrug. “Eventually.” 
 
    “The Aryans. The Nazis.”  
 
    “The whites,” he said. “That’s how it is in here. You stick with your people. And once you became a talking head on the news, talking about sex addiction and abusive relationships and victim’s rights and all that, they hated you even more, and I made more and more friends.” 
 
    She uncrossed her legs, letting him see her white stockings, making him lick his lips again. “Let’s get back to Halloween. The night you kidnapped me.”  
 
    “Twenty-five years ago almost exactly, huh? Jesus, time flies, even in prison.” He thought for a moment. “Well, I figured Halloween was a good night for it. You lived downtown, there would be a lot of people partying, and nobody would be paying much attention. The cops would be busy.” 
 
    “You were just waiting outside my place?” 
 
    “Well, sort of. On that street. Then I saw … whatzisname, your boyfriend there, Danny, drinking at one of the bars near your place with that mask in his hand, and it just clicked. I knew I could get away with it. The outline of the plan had been in my head for some time, but I saw the possibilities so clearly that night. I knew, I just knew, that is was going to go exactly the way I wanted it.”  
 
    “You were right, it seems.”  
 
    “How is Danny, anyway? You married him finally, I heard that, but I haven’t heard anything recently.”  
 
    “He died recently,” she said. “He’d been living up in Alaska for the last few years after we divorced. Cancer.”  
 
    He shrugged. “I’m sorry to hear that.”  
 
    “No, you’re not.”  
 
    “No, you’re right, I’m not. He was a creepy fuck, in my opinion. The Dark Prince of Porn. He seemed scary.”  
 
    She leaned forward. “He had some issues, but he dealt with them through consensual fantasy. Unlike you,” she said quietly.  
 
    He nodded and shrugged.  “I watched his films a lot,” he said. “I got a lot of ideas there.”  
 
    She exhaled noisily. “And did you speak to him, in the bar where you saw him?” 
 
    “No, I didn’t. I watched. He was flitting around, talking, hitting on all the girls, there. Charming bastard. But he had a full-face white mask on, really creepy, and he was just wearing black clothes, like I was, and we’re about the same height. So I figured it would at least get me in your door.”  
 
    She was beginning to feel cold sweat breaking out, panic, as she remembered. A little bit high, getting ready for Halloween, waiting for Danny, brushing and spraying her hair, teasing it out in the style of the times. She remembered her face in the mirror; the full red cupid’s bow lips, the big green eyes with too much eye-shadow and false eyelashes. The baby face so full of lust.  
 
    “I just followed him into lobby of your building and knocked him flat in the elevator,” he said, a look of warm nostalgia on his face. “I had this thing, a sap, it’s called, sort of a piece of leather with a piece of flat metal in it. I ordered it out of a magazine. You had to order stuff out of magazines in those days. He barely got his hands out of his pockets. He wasn’t quite as oblivious to the outside world as you were, but he didn’t see it coming.”  
 
    “And then you put on his jacket and his mask and knocked on my door.”  
 
    “I took him to the basement, first. Tied him with duct tape. Of course, I had my stuff with me in a bag. And then I knocked on your door. I wasn’t sure whether I should say anything. I figured you knew what mask he was going to wear, but I thought maybe you’d recognize the voice. I so deeply wanted to say Trick or Treat.” 
 
    “I said it when I answered the door.”  
 
    “My god, it was all I could do to not cum in my pants right there. You answered the door naked except for that famous white garter belt and white stockings that you’d worn in so many of your movies, just white lace panties and no bra … your big full tits, my god …” he was lost in the memory, and his breathing was heavy now.  
 
    “And I’m wearing that now,” she said, uncrossing her legs. “Oh, not the same one, of course, but a similar one. And I have on a bra this time; that’s one of the visitation rules. Can’t go braless.”   
 
    “Oh fuck,” he said. “You fucking little slut. Fucking little whore.” He was speaking tenderly again, making her skin crawl. A voice she’d heard before. 
 
    She took a deep breath and leaned forward. “I thought you loved me,” she said, eyes wide. “You told me you loved me so many times when you held me captive. You can’t love me if you think I’m a fucking little whore, can you, Michael?”  
 
    “That’s the problem. I loved you but you were a whore, so I had to punish you. I had to keep you locked up to keep you from doing that.”  
 
    “And there I was … almost naked. Defenseless. I opened the door and let you in. I was a little stoned. I honestly thought it was Danny.” 
 
    “You were pretty obviously thinking about yourself, and the little show you were about to put on.” 
 
    “Yes,” she said, looking into his eyes. “That I was. I was so horny, all the time, back in those days. I know a lot of actresses who just sort of fell into to doing porn or did it for the money. But I got into it because I loved to fuck, and I loved to be watched.”  
 
    And she unbuttoned another button on her blouse, spread it open, and let him see more of her full tits in the tight lace bra. 
 
    He took a deep breath and straightened up. “I jack off when I think about it nearly every day,” he said.  
 
    “Every day?” she asked.   
 
    “I think I’m going to cum in my pants right now just thinking about it. I wish my hands weren’t handcuffed to the table, I’d take it out right now and I bet I’d cum with only one stroke. Would you  come over here and help me?” he asked with the twinkling blue eyes that had lured so many innocent women to horrible fates. Those eyes were only slightly dulled by a quarter-century of imprisonment. 
 
    She pursed her lips, the pout that had helped make her famous, and batted her eyes at him. “No, baby …” she whispered. 
 
    “Please?” 
 
    She took a deep breath. “If I had your cock in my hands … I’d rip it off with my fingernails.”  
 
    He lowered his gaze and chuckled. “Oh fuck, you looked so hot that night. The little devil horns and the white stockings. And the red candles. You started dripping that hot candle wax all over your belly, and then your nipples …” 
 
    “Uh huh,” she said. She took of her jacket, and unbuttoned the last button of her blouse, spreading it open and letting him see her bra, her tits, her flat pale stomach. 
 
    “Oh god,” he said. “And when you started touching your pussy, and finally I heard that famous moan of yours, the famous orgasm, and I could smell you, the perfume and the hairspray and your fucking buttery wet cunt, I couldn’t control myself anymore. I honestly tried to wait, but I had to have you.”  
 
    They glared at each other.  
 
    “And you tried to hold me off, but I held your wrists,” he said. “Was that when you started to know?” 
 
    She thought about it. “No. You had gloves on. I would have known from your hands. Danny grew up doing hard work, construction and such. He had a man’s hands.” 
 
    He shook his head. “Even when I took out the knife and put it to your throat, you didn’t know. He did shit like that to you all the time, I guess. I saw some of the movies, I guess I thought you cut that shit out when the cameras stopped rolling. But you loved it. I could tell. You wrapped those long legs around me and dug those high heels right into my ass and begged for more.”   
 
    “Danny was … mercurial. Sometimes he was fast, sometimes he was slow, sometimes he was rough, sometimes he was gentle. Maybe that’s why I loved him. He was full of surprises.” 
 
    “But … couldn’t you tell that it wasn’t his cock?” he seemed honestly confused. “I saw it in movies, it seemed like his was bigger than mine.” 
 
    She shrugged. “You were wearing his jacket. That was his smell. Your bodies are about the same size, you weigh about the same … and he’s got blue eyes, also.”  
 
    “You never looked in my eyes. You were watching yourself in the mirror, the whole time. I’ve never seen a house with as many mirrors as yours. I turned you over and fucked you from behind and you were watching yourself the whole time. That fucking moan, oh god, I can still hear it.”  
 
    She smiled sadly. “I used to love to watch myself fuck, yeah. That apartment. I never saw it again. I liked that place.” 
 
    “Then you knew, when I came inside you.” 
 
    She nodded. “He never had done that before. Never.”  
 
    “Professional habit, I guess.” He smiled. “Oh, god, the look on your face, when the mask came off. And you saw me. Really saw me.”  
 
    “Maybe you can understand the feeling,” she said. “Where everything you thought you knew, turns out not to be real? It wasn’t the first time I’d felt like that in life, but … that was the worst.”  
 
    He shrugged. “To me, your life was all fake, anyway. It wasn’t real. Until I got there. Then it was real.” 
 
    She sighed and shook her head. “There were a lot of fake things, it’s true. But real things also. And you became the most real.”  
 
    “You tried to fight more than a lot of girls,” he said. “I think you deserve some credit for that. I mean, really. I don’t want to get into … I mean, I don’t want to criticize them, but a lot of girls just sort of fold up and start begging. Crying. Or trying to reason with me. You didn’t do that. You understood, I think.” 
 
    “I’ve spent the last twenty-five years studying it, and I still don’t understand it. But I could see there was no reasoning with you.” 
 
    “I mean, I wish you had recognized me, from the time I tried to pick you up. That would have been cool. If you’d realized. And you know, the jacket, and jeans, and when I put the mask back on, it really protected me from your fingernails. It was hard to breathe and see in it, was the only problem. Putting a stocking over your head is much better for that sort of thing. It really feels … sexy.”  
 
    She exhaled and raised her hair off her neck, posing for him.  
 
    “Oh god, that’s so good. You cunt, you little fucking bitch …”  
 
    “Not so little anymore, Junior.” 
 
    He chuckled. “No, I guess not. Neither of us are.”  
 
    “So admit it; did you get that idea from movies, putting the mask on and tricking me into fucking you? There were a couple of movies in the 80s that had similar scenes, horror movies and comedies both …”  
 
    ‘Well, yeah, I saw them. Maybe so. It wasn’t in the front of my head, though. The main thing was the shaved head story.  You would hear this all the time, about some kid who had been kidnapped and the kidnapper shaved their head so nobody would know who the kid was. I heard that story a lot, but it wasn’t a true story, was it? It was a … what do you call it …”  
 
    “Urban myth.”  
 
    “Yeah, I guess so. Anyway, shaving all your fucking hair off was such a turn on. You had that big hair that was popular at that time, and it was surprisingly hard to get it off.” 
 
    “I didn’t have much fight left in me after you shot me up with … animal tranquilizer, was it?” 
 
    “Yeah, Kara stole it from the veterinarian where she worked. I was afraid of course, that it would kill you.” 
 
    “Like it killed Kara’s cousin,” she said. 
 
    Michael frowned at the mention of Kara’s cousin.  
 
    “But I figured otherwise, to get you out of there, I’d have to beat you so badly that you wouldn’t be any good to me. As it turned out, it worked fine.”  
 
    “I took so many drugs on my own, I probably had some tolerance,” Kristi said, her voice sounding faraway in her own ears.  
 
    “And I used less of the stuff. After I got your arms taped behind your back, and got you bent over the bathtub, it was easier. Your hair was so thick and full of hairspray though, the blade of the trimmer kept getting gummed up. I thought the battery might die before I finished.” 
 
    “Your lucky night, I guess.”  
 
    “I guess so. I figured I didn’t want to be in your house more than 30 minutes or so, because I thought Danny might wake up or somebody might find him. I mean, he was handcuffed to a pipe and it was Halloween though, and I knew the landlord wasn’t there that night, so really I guess in the back of my mind I knew I didn’t need to worry much.”  
 
    “And figured you had time to fuck me in the ass before you went.”  
 
    He snickered. “Yeah. Well, I was so boned up after I shaved your head I knew I wasn’t going to last long.” 
 
    “For all the drugs, I remember it very, very vividly. There are a lot of … gaps in my memory. But not that. I remember the way my stomach hurt with the edge of the tub digging into it, and the feeling like it was splitting me in half. And your dick in my ass, of course.”  
 
    “It was over fairly quickly,” he said, almost apologetically. 
 
    “Unlike the year of captivity. Or the walk through the street.”  
 
    He brightened. “I mean, how awesome was that? I knew it would work. You were all beat up and drugged, and I was leading you by a dog collar, and everybody thought it was just a great Halloween show.” 
 
    She remembered it vividly, being dragged down the street by the dog collar and chain around her neck, her head freshly shaved and face bruised, hands handcuffed behind her back, wearing a schoolgirl skirt and blouse and no bra or panties … only the white garter belt she’d made famous in her movies. All those faces around her, the masks, monsters and demons and cartoon characters and TV stars, the spinning neon lights, the laughter and the smell of alcohol and vomit on the crowded street. It had all the intensity of a nightmare, but it had been real.  
 
    “I mean, do you really think anybody knew? Maybe some of those guys who felt your tits. Your tits were pretty famous.” 
 
    “Yeah. I wonder, I really do.” She remembered quietly whimpering for help, barely able to stand, but everyone had just laughed as Michael had shown groups of revelers her tits and invited them to feel them, before dragging her to his car.  
 
    She looked at the blue-eyed monster in the orange jumpsuit across the table from her. She used one red fingernail to pull one strap of her bra down, along with the frilly lace cup, so that one hard puckered nipple was showing. “They’re even bigger than they used to be,” she said. “Although not so firm, I guess.”  
 
    “I loved that my white mask had a mouth hole big enough to allow me to suck your tits,” he said though gritted teeth.  
 
    She leaned forward, cupping her breasts. “Did you scream, when they fucked you up the ass, like I screamed?” 
 
    He closed his eyes. He was breathing heavily.   
 
    “More,” he said after a pause. “You were drugged. I guess it didn’t hurt as much.” 
 
    “And my ass was used to getting fucked?”  
 
    He nodded, looking down, beginning to shake. “Oh god,” he moaned. 
 
    “Did they talk to you? Did they ask you if you liked it?” 
 
    He made a miserable moaning sound.  
 
    “Look at me, Michael. Look at my tits. Look at my face.” 
 
    He raised his eyes, his nostrils flaring and his eyes wide.  
 
    “They got paid to fuck you up the ass, Michael, did you know that? Did they tell you that? Of course, most of the Mafia connected porn people were on the East Coast, but I knew them. I knew one of them well. He was the last of a breed of 70s gangster that was dying out quickly in the 80s, and in fact he was dying of cancer. But he arranged it. Favors and gifts for their families, I think.” 
 
    His lips were trembling, and he was shaking his head. “No,” he hissed. 
 
    “Yes,” she said calmly. “Yes, Michael.” She arched her back and pulled the other bra cup down and teased both nipples with her long red nails. “Cum for me, baby. Think of how powerful you felt when you were fucking me and humiliating me.” 
 
    “Ohhhhh …” 
 
    “Now think of those big bucks fucking you up the ass. Think of how helpless and frustrated you felt and cum for me. You can’t touch your cock there, but if you squeeze your legs together I bet you can do it …” 
 
    “Oh, god. No, no, no …”  
 
    “Did they suck your nipples? Somehow I doubt it. You always like it when I did it, I remember. I don’t think they kissed you, either.” 
 
    “Oh, fuck. No, no, no …”  
 
    “Those big cocks inside you, I know how they feel. But feeling balls hitting your balls from the back, for example, I can’t imagine how that felt.”  
 
    He pounded his feet on the floor and let out an anguished wail, his body trembling, and she knew he had ejaculated. She could smell it.   
 
    “He assured me that at least three big guys fucked you up the ass, and he offered to have you killed, but I said no. Think of that, Michael. You’re alive because I let you live.”  
 
    “No,” he said, shaking his head. “No. I don’t believe it.”  
 
    “No? Well, that’s just the beginning of what we have to talk about, actually …”  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    THE PREDATOR’S WIFE 
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    CHAPTER 2 
 
      
 
    “But enough about us,” said Christi, looking across the table at him. “Let’s talk about your wife. Kara.” She pulled her blouse back together and buttoned it back up.  
 
    Michael smiled, the chagrin it unmistakable. “She’s not my wife anymore. We got divorced even before I got sentenced, you know that.”  
 
    “How did you meet Kara?” 
 
    “Oh, you know. In a bar. It was a weeknight, even, not much going on, and I saw her, and I just knew, you know? Our eyes met, and I just knew we would fuck, and it would be hot. I mean she was good looking, of course, but I knew she’d be hot, you know? I’m sure you’ve had that experience.” 
 
    “I have. Yes.” 
 
    “And of course I was right. We fucked in the toilet before the bar closed and then we went back to my place. She liked it rough, just like me. Choking and biting and spanking. She couldn’t get enough of it. At my place, I ripped her blouse right off her, and I had to lend her a t-shirt to wear on the way home.” 
 
    “Was she legal age at that time?”  
 
    “Yeah, but just barely. She’d been hanging out at the clubs and bars for years already. No bouncer in those days turned away a girl as hot as her.” 
 
    “Yeah, I remember.”  
 
    “She looked a little like you, of course.  Just the big hair and the tits and the pout.” 
 
    “Everybody had big hair in those days.”  
 
    He shrugged. “But I admit that in the beginning I didn’t really think it was going to last. I got tired of bitches quick in those days. So, I usually tried to ramp it up quick, you know. See if we’ve got similar interests. After a month or so, I suggested we get another girl in to make it interesting. And she went for that in a big way, too.” 
 
    “Yeah, I bet it didn’t take you long to talk her into it.”  
 
    “No, not at all. She loved to pick girls up, too. She had all kinds of stories. Sad ones, crazy ones. She’d get to talking to girls and get them home with us under all kinds of different circumstances. And we’d fuck them.”  
 
    “Whether they liked it or not.”  
 
    He smiled and waggled his head. “Shit, they liked it. It just took them a while to realize it, some of them.” 
 
    “And some of them were too drugged to realize it, I’m guessing.”  
 
    He tried to make a dismissive gesture with his hands, but just succeeded in rattling his handcuffs. “Some of them drank themselves unconscious with no help from us. Some of them came in crying about boyfriends who’d left them or dads who had abused them and fucked us like goddam tigers. Some of them came over to fuck us and then tried to play innocent and run away.” 
 
    “And what did you do then?” 
 
    He smiled again. “We stopped them. She stopped them.” 
 
    “True soulmates. Or no-soul mates. Match made in hell.”  
 
    “Sure,” he said and shrugged.  “But it wasn’t until I suggested we fuck her cousin, and she was totally into it, that I knew I’d really met the girl for me.”  
 
    Even after all these years, all the horrible things she’d experienced and heard about in her work as a counsellor of abuse victims, hearing about the cousin still made Kristi’s blood run cold. She kept her eyes locked on his face, but his eyes were drifting to the ceiling, lost in memory.  
 
    “She even suggested what drugs she could steal from the veterinarian’s office to knock her out. Her cousin had always gotten on her nerves, she was sort of a goody-good cheerleader type. I was hoping we could dress her up in her cheerleader uniform, but we didn’t have the chance.” 
 
    “Yeah, she up and died on you. Fucking ungrateful bitch.”  
 
    His eyes bored in on hers. “That was just a stupid accident.” 
 
    “Yeah. I saw how disappointed you were, that she stopped squirming.”  
 
    He shook his head. “You think I needed that hassle, trying to talk our way out of that? It was an accident, that’s all.”  
 
    “You kept the video tape.” 
 
    He paused for a minute, and then couldn’t keep a straight face. “I guess I’m just a sentimental guy.”  
 
    “And how long later did you marry Kara? A few months?” 
 
    “Yeah. The family loved me, and really appreciated how strong we were in the face of the tragedy of their niece overdosing like that.” 
 
    “And two years later, I wake up in a basement after you’ve drugged and abducted me.” 
 
    His eyes drifted to the ceiling again. “Yeah, I’ll tell you, that’s something that you don’t think about, when you think about kidnapping somebody. You don’t think about how much effort it takes to build a good prison in your basement. It was a storm cellar, so it was secure and didn’t have any windows. But there was no toilet down there. And at that time, video cameras and monitors were bulky and complicated. I mean, I know you can watch videos on your phone now. That must be very convenient for people like me.” 
 
    She nodded. “Extremely.” 
 
    “Anyway, I was really interested in video technology and stuff, so it wasn’t too hard for me.” 
 
    “I’m sure you’ve always been a quick study. And you had some trial and error practice with those two girls before me.”  
 
    He shrugged. “I wasn’t convicted of that.”  
 
    “You don’t want to talk about it? I mean, you weren’t convicted of the cousin, either, but I saw that. I know what you fucking did. You and the bitch.” 
 
    “Yeah … yeah. Too bad the video got destroyed.  All the videos.” 
 
    “Is it really destroyed? I bet you just hid it somewhere. Just to dream of enjoying it again some day.”  
 
    He shrugged. 
 
    She leaned forward. “I wake up in your basement and there I am, helpless and fuckable, but you clearly had it all planned out. Three days alone down there. In the dark. Sick. Hungover from the drugs you gave me. No food. A bucket to piss and puke in when the fear got to be too much. I bet you and Kara fucked like rabbits while I was down there.” 
 
    “Oh, you have no fucking idea! I mean, what a fucking turn-on. The most popular porn star in America locked up in the basement of our house. Which had been a gift from my wife’s family, incidentally.” 
 
    “Yeah. Did you have them visit a few times while I was down there?” 
 
    “Sure. Several times. It worked well but putting in all the soundproofing was really a pain in the ass. But I just thought about all that juicy pussy I’d have locked up down there and the work was easy.” 
 
    “Do what you love, and you’ll never work a day in your life. That’s what I used to say when people asked me why I was in porn.”  
 
    He shrugged, barely listening. “I knew that you’d be angry and full of fight after you woke up, and I didn’t want to keep drugging you, or beat you up, given that I hoped we’d be spending a lot of time together. I knew starving you would work, because I figured you’d be grateful when we fed you.”  
 
    She could still remember it. At first, as he said, angry. Planning to threaten, to bite, to attack. Then the hunger and the thirst. The days of terror and darkness, of tossing and turning on the thin mattress, the handcuff digging into her wrist until it bled, until finally the girl door at the top of the stairs opened and the beautiful girl clad only in red lingerie appeared. “True enough. You put some thought into it.”  
 
    “I was just kind of improvising a strategy. I’d read some true-crime books, and horror novels, but it’s not like I had done a lot of reading about psychology or anything. I took a few classes before I dropped out of college.” 
 
    “Was it your idea to send her down in the lingerie? She looked so good in red, with her tan.” 
 
     “Uh … I don’t remember, but it was her idea to go down there first. As I said. She was good at making up stories, talking to people, getting people to trust her. I mean, you trusted her, you listened to her, you know.” 
 
    “I didn’t trust her, particularly, but what other choice did I have? When she told me you were holding her captive also, I felt like I wasn’t alone, and that was what I wanted more than anything at that moment … except my freedom.” 
 
      
 
    * * *  
 
    Kara sat on the edge of the bed, holding a candle, and Kristi had wondered if she was hallucinating. This well-built blonde with the big green eyes, heavily made up, wearing only red bra and panties and high heels. Kristi wondered if she was dreaming, or had somehow woken up on the set of a porn video.  
 
    “You’re scared … and you have good reason to be,” she said in a husky, emotional voice. “He’ll hurt you … he’ll hurt both of us.”  
 
    “Who are you?” Kristi croaked, blinking in the candlelight. The girl handed here an open bottle of cold water and she greedily drank it down. 
 
    A tear rolled down Kara’s face. “I’m a prisoner, just like you. My name is Kara.”  
 
    “How long have you been here?” Kristi managed to ask. 
 
    “Five years. My mother sold me to him when I was just a kid.”  
 
    Kristi’s felt her stomach roil at the thought of it, the panic rising. “Where am I? Where are we?”  
 
    “We’re in an isolated house in the woods. Nowhere to go even if you did get outside.” Kara tore the wrapper off a granola bar and gave it to Kristi, who devoured it eagerly, almost choking, and Kara handed her a small carton of milk and another bottle of water to wash it down with.  
 
    When she was finished eating, Kara handed Kristi a small white pill. Kristi glanced at it dubiously. “What is it?” 
 
    “It’ll make you feel better,” Kara said. “Please, he’s watching us. Take it or he’ll beat me.” 
 
    Kristi swallowed the pill. 
 
    *  * *  
 
    “She made up so many stories, I was always amazed she could keep them all straight. But I wasn’t too surprised when two hours after she went down there, your face was covered with her cunt juice,” Michael said. 
 
    “Among other things, she told me that if we put on a good show, the sooner you’d let us go. She told me all kinds of stuff you did to her, and I bet some of that was true.”  
 
    He got a thoughtful look on his face. “Well it would be interesting to sit here and try to sort that out, but it was 25 years ago …”  
 
    “And I doubt you even remember, and you’d probably lie even if you did.” 
 
    “Maybe.” 
 
    “One of them she said was that you made her say she was a dirty bitch who didn’t deserve to live, every night before bedtime. I believe that one. You did that to me often enough.” 
 
    “Yeah, she loved that.”  
 
    “And she loved to have her tits sucked. Just like me.” 
 
    He smiled thoughtfully. “It was one of your best scenes, I can assure you. I know all the tapes were destroyed. But they’re all alive in my memory … and that was my favorite.” 
 
     * * *  
 
    “Can I lie with you for a while?” Kara had asked.  
 
    Kristi was beginning to feel warm and euphoric from the pill, and gladly accepted. Some human contact seemed like a fine idea. It was cold in the basement anyway. Soon they were snuggling, the green-eyed blonde’s body warm and firm, her breasts and the red lace bra she wore rubbing pleasantly against Kristi’s back. One of Kristi’s wrists was still handcuffed to the bed frame, but Kara spooned her and whispered promises that she’d do everything she could to help.  
 
    “He usually lets them go,” said Kara. “After a few days, if they make him happy.” 
 
    “How do they make him happy?” asked Kristi fearfully.  
 
    “He likes it when they have sex with me. Can I … put my hands on your breasts? He’s watching us, he has cameras down here. I need to do something, or he’ll get angry and beat both of us.”  
 
    “Yes,” said Kristi, and Kara’s warm hands parted the ripped remains of the white blouse and cupped her big tender breasts.  
 
    Kristi felt her breathing quicken and turned toward Kara to give her better access. The warmth of her gentle touch after three days alone in the darkness was soothing and arousing, both. “How many girls have there been?”  
 
    “I don’t know. A couple every year. He lets them go after he gets tired of them, but he never gets in trouble, the cops have never been here. He threatens their families. I think his father is some kind of Mafia guy, very powerful, with a lot of connections.”  
 
    Kristi knew a few connected guys in New York in the porn industry, and that didn’t sound like any of the guys she knew, protecting a son doing something so horrible, but her head spun with the possibilities.  
 
    “He loves to watch,” said Kara, feeling Kristi’s tits with more ardor now, with both hands, rubbing the nipples with her thumbs. “Is it okay if I suck them?” 
 
    Kristi nodded and breathed an affirmative sound. 
 
    Kara put her mouth to Kristi’s hardening nipple and licked it gently, and then put it in her mouth, and both nipples were very hard now, and Kristi put one hand in Kara’s hair and rattled the chain of her handcuffs trying to move the other.  
 
    “I’m so sorry,” said Kara, moving up to kiss Kristi’s neck, and then moving down to suck the other nipple. Kristi rolled her head back on the pillow, moaning and licking her dry lips.  
 
    And then Kara’s head was moving lower, kissing her stomach, and Kristi whimpered and spread her legs and she felt her panties being pulled to the side and a warm tongue sliding over her pussy lips, rolling over her clit, and her whole body jerked as she had a sudden orgasm, and when Kara sat up and pulled off her red panties and then put her ass in Kristi’s face in a 69 position, Kristi dug her tongue eagerly into her clean, sweet-tasting cunt, her tongue working madly, loving the moisture there.  
 
    * * *  
 
    She took a deep breath. “You ever felt like you were drowning? Accepted that you were going to die?” 
 
    He looked back at her steadily. “Maybe when I was sentenced.”  
 
    “And then suddenly you can see some hope. That little ray of hope, dim as it might be. And in that case, it was in the form of Kara.” 
 
    “And you used sex to get what you wanted, like you always had,” he said. His lips twisted into an ugly sneer. “Predictable, you cunts.” 
 
    “I kept warning myself not to trust her, but the mind just doesn’t work that way. It latches on to any possible hope in a situation like that. I can still remember how delicious that granola bar she gave me was. Just a stupid granola bar, but I was overwhelmed with joy.” She took a deep breath. “I remember sucking my own tears off her tits.” 
 
    He sneered and nodded. “I wish the light had been better for that scene.” 
 
    “And then of course, there was the Ecstasy tablet she gave me. That was pretty inspired, actually. When you think about drugging people, that’s not a drug you usually think of.”  
 
    He leaned forward, grinning boyishly. “I know, right? That was my idea. I mean, you hear about people drugging people with LSD to make them crazy or heroin to enslave them, movies and shit, right, but I figured, why not a drug to make you happy and horny, right? Plenty of Ecstasy around at that time.” 
 
    “And the ketamine,” she said. She smiled back, with the famous pout, and spread her legs and let her skirt hike up a bit. “Would you like to see more?” 
 
    “Yeah,” he said, without hesitation.  
 
    “Are you thinking about watching me fuck Kara?”  
 
    “Yes,” he said. “I watched you fuck her many times but watching you on video that first time was the best. You were so hot, and the tears were just running down your face . . .” 
 
    “Oh yeah. Right onto your wife’s hot body. I mean, I was in good shape, of course, but Kara was an athlete.”  
 
    “Oh yeah. She ran every day, she’d been in swimming competition. Gymnastics. She did all that shit.” 
 
    “I can remember how strong she was. She could hold me down easily, I remember that.” 
 
    He was rattling his handcuffs and trying to rub his elbows against his crotch, but the position of the table prevented him.  
 
    “Are you hard again, Michael?” She hiked her skirt up past the edge of her white thigh-high stockings and re-crossed her legs. “I’m wet. I really am. When I think about how your wife came all over my face. I was trying so hard to make her happy. I pushed my tongue just as far into her sweet hot pussy as I could. I was literally fucking her for my life.”  
 
    His eyes were getting glazed again. “You fucked me like that, too, you bitch, you little fucking cunt …”  
 
    “No, Michael, not quite like that … her hands on my tits after three days down there, scared I was going to be beaten and abused some more … but then to know I wasn’t alone, that somebody else was going to help me and protect me from you … I made her kiss me, I wanted to kiss her on the lips so bad. I never wanted to kiss you, ever.” 
 
    “You bitch …” 
 
    “Now think about how that felt, Michael. You had the girl who would do anything for you, who would even kidnap and rape for you. And you had me, the girl you’d always lusted after, locked up in the basement. How did you feel, watching us fuck like that?” 
 
    “God-like,” he said without hesitation. “I could do anything.” He straightened up in his chair, glaring at her.  
 
    She took another deep breath. “Well, now I want you to stop thinking about that and listen to me carefully. I have Kara the cunt locked up in a basement now.” 
 
    He became very still. He even stopped breathing.  
 
    Finally, he let out his breath. “You lying bitch.” 
 
    “No,” she said, running her fingernails lightly over her bare thigh over the top of her stocking. “I’m not lying. I’ve had her locked up for almost eight years now. You know she disappeared. Everybody thinks she’s just hiding, but I have her locked up in a basement very much like the one you held me in. I don’t have any proof, of course. I’m not going to bring a picture in here and risk anybody else seeing it. It’s going to be just our little secret, Michael.” 
 
    “No,” he said, shaking his head. “You’re lying. You’re fucking lying.” 
 
    “I’m not,” she said. “I think you know me well enough to know if I’m lying. I’ll tell you all about it … all the things I’ve done to her. Done with her.” Kristi stood up and put her jacket on and signaled for the guard to come let her out.  
 
    He was very still again, but now his breath was coming quickly. “No,” he said again. 
 
    She bit her lip and smiled. “Oh yes.”  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    IN THE DARK 
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    CHAPTER 3 
 
     Kristi opened the door to her hotel room and walked inside, utterly exhausted. She didn’t turn on the light; the curtains were closed and it was very dark in the room except for the dim green light from the clock radio next to the bed.  
 
    Confronting the man who had abducted, raped, and abused her twenty-five years previously had been far more exhausting than she’d even imagined. She thought that this time she would be in control, but that façade had been thin as a brittle sheet of ice.  
 
    Hopefully he’d spend the night tossing and turning and worrying.  
 
    Maybe he’d tell somebody. She doubted it, though. Not yet, anyway.  
 
    She sat on the bed in the dark room and closed her eyes. A sudden wave of emotion rolled over her and she felt tears rising up in her throat and sinuses. She took a deep breath, and it subsided a little.  
 
    A year. She’d spent a year in that basement, mostly in the dark. Her eyes had never been quite the same; even normal daylight hurt her now, gave her a headache. She’d been living behind sunglasses ever since.  
 
    She took off the jacket of her business suit and then her blouse and sat there for a moment in her white bra.  
 
    She cupped her D-cup breasts and squeezed them, sighing. Her nipples ached pleasantly from the teasing she’d given them earlier. 
 
    She stood up and got out of her high heels and then unzipped her skirt and slipped it off. After a moment’s thought she draped the skirt over the clock radio so that green light in the room became even more dim.  
 
    She sat on the bed in her bra and panties and white stockings for a moment. She could see a shadow in the mirror near the bed, but she didn’t want to turn on the light and look at herself. She knew that she still looked good, at 42, but she knew she was no longer the scared, pouty, sexy and sexualized teenage girl she had been, and right now she didn’t want to be reminded of that. 
 
    She thought of Danny. Her friend, her lover, her mentor, her co-star, her director and finally her husband. The man who’d helped her into the porn business and who’d also helped her kidnap Kara, Michael’s wife.  
 
    She thought of sex with Danny, insatiable, carefree Danny, how the perversity of his sex life and his films contrasted with his gentle, carefree manner in other things.  All the sex, sometimes tender, sometimes rough, sometimes straight, sometimes creative …  
 
    And then she thought of her two-year porn career, and some of the men she’d had sex with for the films – and the videos, mostly videos – some she’d liked a great deal, some she’d hated, including one cocaine-addled superstar with a legendary huge cock that felt like a giant spongy loofah inside of her. His bad breath and bitter-smelling sweat.  
 
    The girls. There had been a lot of girls over the years. All in all, she’d preferred the guys but the girls had been a lot of fun, too. It always felt a little lighter with girls, somehow, not so serious, and that could be a good thing or a bad thing.  
 
    She lay flat on her back in the dark, feeling her tits, rubbing her hard nipples through the silk of her bra. She was fuller and softer now, but she swore she could remember the firmness of her own flesh in those days, twenty-five years before.  
 
    And she thought of the basement.  
 
    The dark … 
 
    Her hand slipped inside of her panties, feeling the silky wetness there. 
 
    * * *  
 
    After having sex with Kara in the basement, after three days of darkness and terror, she’d been left alone again.  
 
    For how long? A day, some hours? She’d taken Ecstasy so she wasn’t sure. There was no light, no way to judge time other than how she felt.  
 
    She knew that she’d been awakened sometime later. By him. Michael. She hadn’t known his name then, of course. She’d only find that out later, after they’d arrested him.  
 
    She was awakened by the handsome blue-eyed blonde man stroking her cheek. She hadn’t really seen his face when he kidnapped her. Only briefly. She was shocked how good-looking her was. Why would somebody so handsome need to do this?  
 
    “Come on, it’s time to go,” said the man.  
 
    “What?” she’d said hoarsely, still half asleep, head buzzing from the X. “What? Where?” 
 
    “Kara explained it to you, right? She told you I was watching you.” 
 
    “Yes,” she said, looking around the room. There was a dim light on now; she saw the bare concrete walls, the old bed with the metal frame. A sink in the corner. The bucket by the bed she’d been peeing in.  
 
    It was the first time she’d seen him since he’d raped her in her apartment, drugged her, and brought her here.  
 
    “Here’s some water,” he said, and she was suddenly aware how incredibly thirsty she was, how her head and throat ached. He gave her a small plastic bottle of cold water in her free hand and she suddenly was aware her face was running with tears as she chugged it down, coughing and choking a little.  
 
    “Careful there,” he said, and this made her cry more.  
 
    He unlocked the bracelet of the handcuff that was connecting her to the bed frame and she felt the pain shooting up from her abraded wrist as he moved it. She winced in pain and he made a sympathetic noise. “Oh, I bet that hurts.” 
 
    “Yes, yes it hurts. Please take it off,” she vaguely remembered promising herself that she wouldn’t beg, but the drugs and the fear suddenly had her feeling nearly hysterical.  
 
    He took her other wrist – his hands were warm – and secured the cold metal bracelet around it. She shook her head, “No, no, you don’t need to do that, you don’t need to do any of this, I can get you money if it’s money that you want, please just take some money, I can get you like $50,000 maybe more, I have a lot of friends who will be looking for me …”  
 
    “Shhh,” he looked down at her and she bit her trembling lip to stop babbling. He stroked her cheek and bald, recently shaved head. “Hmm. That feels kind of nasty. Like a guy’s cheek with stubble. Anyway. Well, I have some good news for you. I’m going to let you go.”  
 
    She remembered that moment the same way she remembered her older brother almost suffocating her with a pillow, the bright exultation and impossible relief of the moment he’d taken it off her face. “Okay,” she said, trying to focus. “Okay, that’s good, I really appreciate that.”  
 
    He helped her sit up. She was aware she was filthy; still clad in the remains of her Halloween costume, the white garter and a schoolgirl skirt and ripped blouse. “Here, I just need to put this over your head so you can’t see where we are, and then I’m going to take you upstairs, okay?”  
 
    He put some kind of hood over her head and she screamed, smelling her own bad breath within the bag.  
 
    “Hey!” he said, shaking her. “Don’t scream. I told you, I’m about to let you go.” 
 
    She began to tremble, suddenly feeling very cold. “Okay, I’m sorry, I just …” she started to cry again. 
 
    “It’s okay,” he said, making her stand on shaky legs, his strong hands gripping her upper arms. “Come on, I’ll lead you. Just walk slowly. Little steps.” 
 
    “Thank you for letting me go,” she said. “I think you’re making the right decision. You don’t need to ruin your life because of me and I promise I won’t tell …” 
 
    “You know, you smell pretty bad,” he said gently. “You’re not so hot now, hmm?” 
 
    “I, no, I guess I’m not.”  
 
    “You love it when men look at you, right? Now they’d look at you with pity in their eyes.” 
 
    “Yes, yes, I … I think so, I’m sorry.”  
 
    She stepped across the cold concrete floor in cautious baby steps. “Come on,” he said, releasing one of her arms. “Just walk straight.” 
 
    Suddenly her shins connected painfully with something wooden and she cried out, almost falling over. His fingers dug into her forearm, holding her upright.  
 
    “Calm down, calm down,” he said. “Just step up onto that. It’s a chair.”  
 
    “What? Why would I step on a chair? Why do I need to do that? It’s not … “  
 
    And then there was a stinging slap on her ass. WHAP! Not a hand. Something thin and it stung like fire. A cane? A switch? A coat hanger? She cried out again.  
 
    “Don’t scream or I’ll hit you again. Now, step up onto that chair.” 
 
    Snuffling and sobbing, she stepped up onto the chair, her hands still cuffed in front of her, still hooded.  
 
    And then something was attached to the chain of the handcuffs around her wrist, and she felt her arms being jerked up over her head and the creak of rope and the rattling of chain. She was pulled up onto tiptoe and she swayed, struggling to keep her balance, feeling herself burst into fresh tears and scream again, the sound loud inside the cotton bag over her head. The metal cuffs were digging into her wrists and her legs began trembling uncontrollably and then she was concentrating on standing, and the screaming stopped.  
 
    She heard him laugh a little, tying and fastening something, clickety-clack, and she heard his footsteps on the concrete floor, and knew somehow that he was walking in a circle around her. She was aware of a light being switched on; she could see through the black bag a little. The bag was a pillowcase, she thought. A dark pillow case.  
 
    “I’m going to let you go, but I just want to ask you a few questions first,” he said. 
 
    “Okay,” she said quickly. “I’ll answer any questions you want you can take me down from here all you had to do was ask you don’t need to do this to me …”  
 
    “Shhh,” he said. “Don’t babble. Just answer when I ask you a question.”  
 
    She took a few deep breaths, feeling the air grow stale in the bag and struggling not to panic. A great dark wave of terror flowed through her, roiling her stomach and head, making her teeth chatter.  
 
    “So, first question. You think you’re a pretty hot little bitch, don’t you?” 
 
    She felt the tears coming again. “I don’t know.” 
 
    “No? Well, who knows then? You don’t think you’re a hot little slut? Then what are you doing in porn movies, huh?” 
 
    “It’s a job. I don’t know. It’s my job.”  
 
    “Yeah, the perfect job for a little slut who thinks she’s hot shit. Right?” 
 
    She hesitated, and then said, “Yes, I think I’m hot.” 
 
    She felt lips on her bare ass cheek where she’d been spanked. A kiss. “Good. See? This isn’t so hard. I just want you to be honest with me. That’s why you’re here. If you’re honest with me, everything will be okay.” 
 
    “Okay,” she said. “Okay, I’ll be honest. I promise.” 
 
    “Question number two. How do you feel right now?” 
 
    “Scared,” she said quickly. “I’m so scared, I don’t know who you are or why I’m here, but I’ll be so happy when you let me go …”  
 
    “Shh. Babbling again.” He patted her lightly on the ass. “Do it again and I’ll spank you again. And if you fall off the chair, that’s not going to feel good, hanging by your arms like that.” 
 
    She felt the panic rising up in her again, felt a scream building, but she choked it down.  
 
    “Now … just spread your legs a little bit … here you go, that’ll be easier to stand like this … don’t be afraid.” 
 
    She felt him spreading the ripped blouse in the front, and knew he was examining her tits. She could feel them heaving with terror, was aware that her tears were running out of the bottom of the pillow case onto her chest.  
 
    “Okay, let’s get this old blouse off you also. It looks kind of punk rock, all ripped up like that, but … well, let’s just get it off. I’m going to cut it off with a scissors, because of course I can’t get you out of those handcuffs yet.” 
 
    She wept quietly, flinching and crying out as the cold metal of the scissors touched her skin, and he sliced the blouse up the back and then apart at the shoulders until it was completely removed.  
 
    “Mmm, the famous tits,” he said. “Your nipples are hard! Look at that. Hanging there in the basement, and yet your nipples are hard. You’re not turned on, are you?” 
 
    “It’s cold in here, just, it’s cold in here,” she replied in a soft voice.  
 
    She felt his hands on them. She felt her breathing quicken and the gentle warm hands squeezing and lifting her tits. She made an involuntary noise in her throat. 
 
    “It … well, it seems to me like you like it,” he said. “I mean, I know it’s cold in here, but it seems like you like it. Being tied up, I mean.” 
 
    “No, I don’t like it,” she said quickly. 
 
    “What? Being tied up, or having your tits squeezed?” 
 
    “Being tied up like this. You don’t need to do this to me.” 
 
    “But you do it in your movies,” he said. Now he was toying with her hard nipples with his fingers, making her breathe faster, making them ache. “Being tied up, I mean. All those movies you make with that Danny guy. Lots of bondage and stuff there.”  
 
    She didn’t answer.  
 
    “I asked you a question,” he said, pinching one of her nipples. “I asked you why, if you don’t like it, you do bondage in your movies.”  
 
    She winced as pain shot through her breast. “I like it when I’m consenting to it, when I agree to it, but right now I’m scared and I don’t know where I am …” she remembered his warning about babbling and choked it off.  
 
    His mouth was on her nipples now, as well as his hands, a warm tongue flickering. She felt herself making involuntary moaning noises, felt her legs beginning to shake again, shifted her weight from one foot to another. 
 
    “So you don’t like it right now,” he said. “Okay. So, I’m just going to put my hand inside your panties. If you’re wet, then that means you’re turned on and I can’t let you go because you’re lying to me.” 
 
    She heard herself making a high-pitched noise in her throat as she felt the panic rising again, and the warmth flooding between her legs. “Oh god,” she moaned. 
 
    “Okay, I’m just going to take these dirty little panties off now. I’m going to use the scissors again, so be careful, because of course I don’t want to cut you.” 
 
    Something cold touched her thigh and snipped through the waistband of her panties, and she felt them being pulled from between her legs. 
 
    “Okay … now, hold still, I’m just going to stick my finger in there and check if you’re wet.” 
 
    His finger slid over her warm vulva, gently, sliding easily over her moist labia, and then the pulsing hot slickness of her pussy easily swallowed his middle finger. She moaned loudly and then began to sob.  
 
    “Stupid slut,” he said tenderly. “All you had to do was stay dry and you could be going home. I guess I’ll just have to leave you hanging up here all night and try again tomorrow.” 
 
    “NO! You promised you’d let me go you can’t do this I have friends they’ll kill you –“  
 
    And her ass was being slashed again with pain, the hot stinging pain, and she fell off the chair. The metal bracelets dug into her wrists and pain shot through her arms and shoulders, incredible, unbelievable pain, and she could barely scream as the wind was pulled from her lungs as she kicked her feet, struggling to find the chair again. 
 
    “No,” she gasped. “Please don’t leave me like this.” 
 
    “Threatening me, Jesus Christ, you’re the one who’s all turned on, and you threaten me! You worthless fucking bitch. Dirty little slut. Would you rather fuck me? Hmm?” 
 
    “Don’t leave me like this,” she repeated, voice strained with agony.  
 
    “Okay … I’ll take you down and fuck you, how about that?” 
 
    “Okay! Please!” 
 
    She heard a clattering noise and then she fell, only a few feet, but half on the chair, onto the concrete floor, the wind knocked out of her, stunned, her arms and shoulders and wrists shooting hot and cold pain.  
 
    He picked her up by the arms, and she could barely breathe, but she was somehow also crying so hard she was gagging, and he bent her over some kind of wooden table, her bare tits smashed on its rough surface, and he entered her from behind, and getting fucked was at least something familiar and not very painful, so it was a relief.  
 
    * * *  
 
    In the hotel room, Kristi began to shiver all over as she had an orgasm, her toes curling, one hand clawing at her breasts as two fingers plunged in and out of her creamy wet pussy.  
 
    She’d lied to him only once during their encounter at the prison: when she told him she hadn’t thought of him every day.  
 
    She curled into a ball and began to cry. Tomorrow she’d see him again.  
 
    Tomorrow she’d tell him about kidnapping his wife.  
 
    Tomorrow she’d hoped she’d give him a reason to hate her, as much as she hated him. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    KIDNAPPING THE KIDNAPPER 
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    CHAPTER 4 
 
    Kristi once again sat in a small white cell, across the table from the man who had raped, kidnapped and tortured her in his basement dungeon for more than a year. 
 
    He’d said nothing when she walked in; hadn’t smiled, simply stared at her with those flat blue eyes. She looked at him, and he looked at her. He was clearly waiting for her to speak. She was aware of the smell of her own shampoo against the stale antiseptic-tinged smell of the room.  
 
    She sat and let him look at her legs and high heels and conservative business suit. Brown today. Today the blouse was buttoned all the way up and she hadn’t taken off her jacket yet. 
 
    She took a deep breath and spoke. “Sleep well?”  
 
    He smiled. “Like a baby.” He was a little more hollow-eyed than the day before, but not much different. She supposed she’d tossed and turned more than he had in the night. Psychopaths usually slept well, she supposed. They didn’t tend to worry about things.  
 
    She took another deep breath. “You were right, when you said, people might think about kidnapping somebody, but don’t think about all the work involved.”  
 
    He gazed at her flatly, waiting for her to continue.  
 
    “How did you feel when she got out of jail?” she asked. “I mean, all the things you’d done together, and in the end, she testifies against you and convinces the jury to not give her life in prison.” The pictures of her smashed face had convinced the jury she was also an abused captive. And of course she lied better than he did. 
 
    He stared at her some more, and this time she waited for him to speak.  
 
    “I was fucking angry, of course” he said. “The thought of her out there eating good food and walking in parks and fucking like regular people while I get old in here made me furious.”  
 
    “You think you’re capable of feeling hate? Or love? You said already you felt that for me. If you loved her, I’d think you’d want her to be free.”  
 
    “I wanted her to be with me. Mine. That’s love.”  
 
    “Possession isn’t love,” she said. 
 
    He shrugged, blew air through his teeth, rattling the chains that bound his hand to a bar on the table. 
 
    “Eleven years in jail isn’t a small thing. She managed to convince the jury she didn’t actually kill anybody … the fact that you’d beaten the living shit out of her helped her story that she was your victim, too. But then, they didn’t see her like I did. And they didn’t see that video of her cousin. If you were so angry, why didn’t you tell anybody where the tape was? Maybe they could build a new case against her for that one, it wasn’t one of the charges.”  
 
    He shrugged and didn’t answer.  
 
    “Or the other missing girls,” she said. 
 
    He looked up at the ceiling again and didn’t speak.  
 
    “It wasn’t hard to find her, once she got out,” Kristi said. “The internet was becoming really popular then, and of course the media was all over her,” she continued, finally. “The city where she was living was revealed early on, and so was her new name. Plenty of reporters trying to follow her around. Basically, all I had to do was follow the reporters. I found here and I got a good look at her and where she was living.”  
 
    He leaned forward, but he didn’t say anything.  
 
    “It was about a three-hour drive from where I was living then, so I started making it every weekend. I’d rent a different car, use a different wig or hat. I was having trouble sleeping of course, dreaming about her coming into my house.”  
 
    “And you didn’t dream of me?” Michael leaned back.  
 
    “No. I’d dream about her.”  
 
    “She wouldn’t be able to do anything like that to you without me,” he said firmly. 
 
    Kristi shrugged. “Yeah, that was the consensus of the psychologists, I guess, but I had my doubts. I saw her in action on the tape, of course. Anybody who could do that to her own cousin …” 
 
    “So you don’t believe in rehabilitation, huh?” he said. “Thought you were a progressive. People do crazy shit when they’re young. Make porn movies, for example.”  
 
    She leaned back. “Yeah, people do crazy shit. Stupid shit. And then people do shit like you did, murdering and torturing and raping people.”  
 
    “I’ve told you several times, I didn’t get convicted of murdering anybody.” 
 
    “The cousin. I saw the video.” 
 
    “It was an accident,” he said. “Her cousin didn’t suffer.” 
 
    “Not like I did? Or are you talking about the other girls?”  
 
    “What other girls? I wasn’t convicted of any of that,” he said. He smiled at her. “Remember Game Night?” 
 
    Her breath caught in her throat. “I like to think about the last one,” she said.  
 
    He flinched at that one. His hands rattled the chain, and she supposed he might even have touched the scar on his face, the one she’d given him, if he’d been able to raise his cuffed hands. 
 
    “Anyway, time passed,” Kristi continued, “and I kept following Kara. I took a break from my psychology practice and I went up there to look at her most weekends. And she seemed to be leading a normal life. She went to bed early and went out with a guy she’d met at the sport club. They were living together most nights but they had separate places and they looked like a normal couple … but then I guess so did you two.”  
 
    He took a deep breath. “I guess. But people knew we were passionate. She loved to fuck at friends’ houses so they could hear us.”  
 
    “And you’d fight and beat her up,” she said. “Often enough to have some witnesses, anyway.” 
 
    He shrugged again. “I never really beat her up until that last time. And you know why I did that.”  
 
    “Then one time I went up there, she was visibly pregnant. I really didn’t know what to think about that. It made her look more … human. Vulnerable. I stopped dreaming about her. I even started to think, well, maybe this is a new start for her, a new life. I had a new life myself, so …” 
 
    Michael just shook his head and looked at her. “Porn stars, huh? You mainly give therapy to other porn stars?” 
 
    She shook her head. “Abuse victims of all kinds, but I started to get a reputation as working well with people in the sex industry. No judging or kink-shaming. I knew the scene, of course. Dancers, porn stars, the business was really taking off again, at that time, along with the internet. So I started my practice up again and worked twice as hard as I had before. I was busy. She moved again, but by this time, however, the internet and true crime blogs were all over her, and they again printed as much information about her as they could find. This time she wasn’t so close. An overnight drive. I started having dreams again and I decide I needed to see her. 
 
    “And … I don’t know if it was a coincidence, I don’t know if it happened all the time or it happened only once, but I saw her hit her child. A five-year-old little boy, cute as hell, and she gave him an open hand slap on the back of his head that knocked him flat. This was in the parking lot outside Wal-Mart. It was all I could do not to run her over with my car right then and there. Nobody else saw it but me. Nobody else did anything, in any event. He didn’t even cry, he was so stunned.”  
 
    She shook her head again at the memory of that cold autumn day. The sick feeling of certainty in her stomach, like falling. 
 
    Michael didn’t look very moved. He shook his head. “She always said she hated kids.” 
 
    “I went back home and I told Danny, and I cried and I cried and I cried. And he told me what he wanted to do, and I knew we had to do it.”  
 
    “All those fucking bondage movies he made,” sneered Michael, “I’m guessing Danny knew a lot about how to secure a victim. Some of those movies were fucking nuts. What was the one where the guy would kidnap the girls and give them enemas?” 
 
    She smiled thinly. “Water Works.” 
 
    “Somebody that could put that on film and let it loose on the world, I don’t think they’d have any trouble doing the stuff I did,” he said, shaking his head. 
 
    “You’re not quite right. We’d done all kinds of kidnapping and bondage scenarios on film many times, both of us, but it was all fantasy. It was consensual. We didn’t have to hold people down to put those complicated knots on them. We were owning those urges, those scars we had. We’d always controlled them. Actually doing it was … hard for both of us.” 
 
    He looked at her with narrowed eyes. “But not hard enough, it seems.”  
 
    She shrugged. “I was motivated. You heard about the week before she disappeared, I guess. We got her right after she dropped her kid off at school. She lived out in the country, sort of, and it wasn’t an especially big city anyway. We just pulled in front of her, and then at a stop sign we turned on our four-way flashers like we were having car trouble. When she got out of the car, Danny tasered her, and we put her in the trunk of our car.” 
 
    He nodded his head, watching her carefully. “Taser, hmm. Never tried one of those. Guess they had them back in those days, but I didn’t know where to get one.” 
 
    “I knew hitting her on the head was as likely to kill her as knock her out, and giving her drugs could have any number of dangerous side effects. You found that out. Tasers really sort of knock your legs out from under you, and you don’t know what’s going on. Danny and I tested it out on each other. It really shuts you down. Not for long, but of course you don’t need very long.”  
 
    He shrugged again. He looked a little sick, blinking now, eyes to the ceiling. 
 
    She let out breath and said, “It’s surprisingly easy to get away with stuff like that in broad daylight, isn’t it? People really don’t pay much attention.”  
 
    “Yeah, it is,” he said. “So you think I’m hurt that you kidnapped her, that you hurt the girl that put me in fucking prison? Big deal. You think I care what you do to her? Hurt her and save me the trouble.” 
 
    She gazed evenly at him. “No, Michael, I did not think you’d be grieving at the thought of me hurting her. I thought you’d be jealous. I thought it might get at you that I had her locked up, to do whatever I wanted to, and you didn’t.” 
 
    He shook his head, looked down. “Bullshit. It’s bullshit. How do I know any of this is true? They said she ran off from her family, that the child protective services were investigating her so she ran off again. Changed her name somehow and ran off.” 
 
    “Yeah, and guess who gave child protective services an anonymous tip? But of course, they didn’t find anything conclusive. Her husband, even her kids, called her a good wife and mommy. They cried on TV after she’d left. Maybe she had been, for all I know. But I knew she had something in her that wasn’t ever going to be safe.” 
 
    “How can I know this is true?” he asked, quietly. “How do I know you’re not fucking with me?” 
 
    “Did you want me to bring you photos? Proof of life? A lock of her hair? A finger? I’m not going to do that. But I think you know I’m not lying.”  
 
    He looked down again, and then up into her eyes. “You goddam fucking bitch. I should have smashed your fucking skull when I had the chance.”  
 
    “Yeah. Then those black guys never would have fucked you up the ass. Or maybe you should have killed Kara. Or let Kara kill me.”  
 
    He breathed out, and now she could see it starting to hit him; his face was turning red and a vein was beginning to pulse in his temple. He was looking up at the ceiling again.  
 
    “So after we tossed her in the trunk of the car,” she said, “Danny drove away and I got in her car, and we drove it to a deserted area we’d already found. Old farmhouse. Then we bound her. You were sure right that Danny knew a lot of ways to tie people. Japanese bondage techniques. We tasered her again, gagged her with a ball gag, and then bagged her head and zip-tied her hands behind her back. They didn’t have zip-ties back when you grabbed me, did they. Or at least nobody used them for that. We wrapped her up in duct tape after that. I don’t think she’d seen my face during the whole thing, but I think somehow she knew. She barely fought, by the way.”  
 
    He sat in silence for a moment and then nodded, more thoughtfully this time, his brow knitted. “Very few people fight in that situation. They tend to sort of freeze up. They can’t believe it’s happening to them. Think it’s some kind of mistake and you’ll stop, maybe. They’re just walking down the street or at the mall parking lot or whatever, thinking about what they’ll have for dinner, and boom. They don’t know whether to run, cry, beg, scream or shit themselves.”  
 
    “Did you freeze up when the black guys fucked you up the ass?”  
 
    He held her eyes. “No. I fought. But I was on guard. It was prison, right. You have to be prepared for bad shit to happen. But they were huge.” 
 
    His eyes began to cloud over with rage again, and she was aware he was gritting his teeth. 
 
    She took a moment to savor it again. “We took her on the first night to a house we’d rented by some lake near there. Holiday house type of place, but it was fall already so hardly anybody around. We took her inside, and I let her see my face, but I didn’t take the ball gag out. Like I said, she didn’t seem that surprised. I have to say … the way I felt, when we dumped her on the bed, all tied up and helpless like that …”  
 
    “Like a kid at Christmas. That was the closest I could describe it,” he said suddenly. “The feeling when you had present you were about to open. But a thousand times better.”  
 
    “I always hated Christmas, so I can’t relate to that one. Never got anything I wanted and knew it would be a day for stepdad to be drunk. Anyway, she looked good, Michael. I mean, I was amazed. More than 17 years later and she barely looked older, and her body … she snapped back quicker than I did after a kid, I’ll tell you that.” 
 
    He stared at her. “You and the Jewboy raped her, huh?” he said flatly.  
 
    “We did. We hadn’t discussed it previous. Hadn’t said a word about it. But even on the way inside, we both knew what was going to happen. I was nervous but he was so relaxed. Just like when he was making a film. Fucking and film making, those were him in his elements.”  
 
    “You filmed it?” he asked warily. 
 
    “Oh, well. No, like I said, we hadn’t really thought about it. But when she was there, we both knew it was going to happen. He snipped her clothes off with a scissors, just like you used to do. That was the first time she seemed really scared. I guess maybe she didn’t think I had it in me. I don’t know why.” 
 
    He was shaking his head again.  
 
    “She was wearing purple underwear, lace. Surprisingly sexy stuff for a mommy taking her kid to school. I guess her and her husband were still setting the bed on fire, huh? Or maybe she had another guy. Maybe she was going to meet him.” 
 
    He glared at her. She savored his rage for a moment. “Wouldn’t surprise me,” he finally mumbled.  
 
    “And the look in her eyes, when she was lying there bound and naked, and I could see when Danny pulled his cock out … she was turned on. Of course, she was.” 
 
    “Plenty of bitches get turned on when you rape them,” he spat angrily.  
 
    “Yeah. Involuntary physical responses. Not so much, you, when you got raped?” 
 
    His arms jerked and he tried to stand up, his face growing red. The handcuffs on his wrist and the shackles on his feet rattled and kept him in his chair.  
 
    “Finally, I felt like I could understand you better. I mean, I understood it a bit. The power of sex, the power I had with it. I always understood that, and knew I had an addiction to it when I went into therapy. But this was that kind of power turned up to a thousand. She was totally fucking helpless. I could do anything I wanted to her, the bitch that had helped you hurt me so many times.” 
 
    “You feel like she deserved it?” he said. “You’ve got no fucking idea. But I felt the exact same way every little teenage slut I took home …”  
 
    She blinked. “Yeah, I know. And I’m sure you felt like I deserved everything I got. You told me that enough.” Kristi leaned forward.  “The way she was trembling, and how hard her nipples were, and how wet she was. And I knew I could do anything I wanted to her. Hurt her. But I didn’t want to hurt her. I wanted to own her, and I knew the best way to do that. I always have.” 
 
    She spread her legs a little and hiked up her dress. “Do you think I dare finger myself right here? The guards aren’t supposed to interrupt us. I’m starting to get wet just thinking about it. The little squeals into the ball gag. I mean I’d had plenty of sex, but this was absolutely the best. She was tied up the whole time and we left her gagged, so there were a few limitations on what we could do.” 
 
    She unbuttoned the first three buttons on her blouse and reached in and filled her hand with her left breast, lifted it. “I knew she would be able to … take it. You know what I mean? I mean she could handle being fucked hard. Even in this situation, we’d have to work to take her to the place where she couldn’t handle it. Past the limits of where she would enjoy it, where she could respond. We had to keep pushing her, keep working her. Keep her off balance. I kept slapping her face and pinching her tits when she was enjoying it, and when it started to hurt I’d calm her down and kiss her neck and get her feeling good again until we could hurt her some more. Danny had done that his whole life, of course, with fucking, but now he could really turn loose. He didn’t have to worry about her walking out on him. 
 
    “Maybe she thought we’d let her go if she fucked us good,” she continued. “I don’t know. It took a lot of work. And it took all night. Until she was absolutely helpless, cumming and crying, hyperventilating even.” She moved her hand up her own thigh and touched the damp crotch of her own panties. “Finally, I sat on her face and rubbed my pussy on the ball gag in her mouth, pushed my clit against it, and I could feel her lips, too, and I came so hard …”  
 
    His chains were rattling now; he was rubbing his forearms against his cock through his pants, and bouncing on his chair, hissing, “You fucking bitch you fucking bitch you fucking bitch …”  
 
    “His big cock was in her pussy all night, and she was so wet we didn’t even need lubricant to put it in her ass later … “ She ground her hand between her legs and squeezed her legs together around it.  
 
    He hissed loudly and began trembling again, and she could smell the cum again. 
 
    And she bit her lip and threw her head back and cried out as she had an orgasm also. 
 
    Both of them stared at each other, breathless.  
 
    He didn’t speak for a long time. He put his head on the table next to his handcuffed hands for a long moment.  
 
    Finally, he raised his head and looked at her. “I knew you were … like me. Like us. You never fooled me. A little more time, that’s all. A little more time with me, and I’d have had you next to me holding their arms while I raped some little Catholic schoolgirl bitch.” 
 
    She released a long breath. “Yeah. Maybe. Just a little more time.” 
 
    “It was all her,” he said finally. “She killed those girls. It was always her. I didn’t want to kill them.” He was aware of her looking at him and he shook his head. “Oh, not because I didn’t want to hurt them. Because I wanted to keep them. And, if they were dead they wouldn’t be afraid of me anymore.” 
 
    She watched him for a long time, and he just gazed down at his chained hands.  
 
    “Why didn’t you say that at the trial?” she asked quietly. 
 
    He didn’t answer and the silence stretched on. “Anyway,” he finally said. “I don’t want to talk about that anymore. I want to talk about the kid you had. My son.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    GAME NIGHT 
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    CHAPTER 5 
 
    The small sterile white cell smelled of semen now. And sweat. Of cum. 
 
    His and hers.  
 
    He was leaning forward, still breathing heavily and red-faced from his orgasm, and she brushed a few strands of her long auburn hair out of her face and leaned forward. The chains that bound his hands to the table prevented him from leaning back enough for her to see the semen stain on his grey prison uniform. 
 
    This is almost the end, she thought. It’s almost all over. 
 
    “No,” she said. “We’re not going to talk about the child yet. My son. Not yours. You did nothing. You provided a sperm, that’s all. First, let’s talk about when I cut your face open.”  
 
    He hissed and jerked backwards in his chair. “I was trying to save your fucking life,” he said.  
 
    “Because you love me?”  
 
    He glared at her, his normally flat blue eyes blazing with emotion now.  
 
    “I mean, you have two women in your life, they’re eventually going to get jealous right?” he said through clenched teeth. “But let’s talk about the first time. Then we can talk about the last time.” 
 
    She sighed. “Okay.”  
 
    “The first time was one of my favorites,” he began. “The look on your face when you saw that dog collar, I’ll always remember that …”  
 
      
 
    * * *  
 
      
 
    After Kara had left her the first time, after he’d fucked her for the first time in the basement, he had handcuffed her to the bed again, naked now, and again she went some time with no food, although he’d left a plastic bottle of water. She had no way of measuring time but she supposed days went by, days of terror and fear. Of nothing but the pain in her body and the racing thoughts in her head. There was a toilet nearby but she couldn’t reach it; she pissed in a bucket by the bed. She was grateful he’d left a bucket.  
 
    Finally he awakened her, the light filling the room and dragging her reluctantly from a deep sleep. “Wakey-wakey eggs and bakey. Well, actually, you’re not getting any eggs or bacon. It’s Game Night!” 
 
    She just looked at him, confused, blinking.  
 
    “Here,” he said, extending a baseball cap full of folded pieces of paper.  
 
    She stared at it, and he just smiled at her until she used her free hand to select one. He unfolded it for her and showed her the words written on it:  
 
    MY LITTLE BITCH DOG 
 
    “All right!” he said. “Today’s game is called ‘My Little Bitch Dog.’ If you win the game, you get some food. If you don’t want to play, I guess you can sit in the dark for a few more days. Until the next Game Night.”  
 
    She shook her head, trying to shake the hallucinated, dreamlike feeling this all had.  
 
    “Okay,” she said softly. 
 
    “I’m just going to put this around your neck …” 
 
    He attached a leather dog collar around her neck. She jerked back and cried out when he started to do it, and he slapped her hard across the face and said, “Sit, doggie.”  
 
    She remained motionless as he buckled it and uncuffed her from the bed.  
 
    Then he stood up and smiled down at her and yanked on the end of the dog collar and pulled her out of bed.  
 
    “Sit, doggie,” he said.  
 
    She lay on the floor, whimpering, trying to sit up, and he yanked on the dog chain again, making her gag, and she got on all fours. The cold concrete floor hurt her knees, and she gagged again and began crying, although she was too dehydrated to cry much. 
 
    “Good doggie,” he smiled, and reached down and patted her head.  
 
    “You can’t do this,” she said, weakly, and he slapped her face again, lightly.  She noticed that he held a rolled-up newspaper under his arm, and he brandished it like a club, tapping her nose with it. 
 “I didn’t tell you to speak, doggie.” He walked forward into the basement and yanked the chain and she scrambled on her hands and knees to keep up with him, her knees grinding painfully on the cement floor.   
 
    “Come on girl. Heel,” he said. He walked forward and she sprawled forward awkwardly on her hands and knees. He walked in a circle around the big empty basement area and she followed, whimpering and panting, the chain rattling.  
 
    He stopped and watched her, amused. Finally, he said, “Good doggie. Sit.” 
 
    She sat back on her knees and looked up at him, hands on the floor in front of her.  
 
    He yanked the chain lightly and said, “Good doggie. You do some tricks, and you’ll get your dinner. Roll over.”  
 
    Her eyes began spilling with tears.  
 
    He yanked the chain harder this time, making her gag and cutting off her air.  
 
    “I said, roll over, doggie,” he said. 
 
     She nodded her head and, weeping, rolled over on her back, hands on her breasts, knees up in the air.  
 
    “Good doggie!” He reached down and stroked her hair, and she was ashamed that she felt a surge of pleasure at the approval. 
 
    “Roll over again,” he said, and rubbed her belly and she whined and rolled over again.  
 
    He led her up unto all fours again, pulled her around in a circle again, and said, “Speak.”  
 
    She whined again, and said, “I don’t …”  
 
    He whacked her across the nose with the rolled-up newspaper.  
 
    “Now speak, little doggie. Speak like a little doggie speaks.”  
 
    Pitifully, she let out a strangled, “Arf arf.”  
 
    He laughed and applauded. “Good little doggie. Again! Speak!” 
 
    She barked more loudly.  
 
    “With enthusiasm!” he said.  
 
    She barked. More enthusiastically.  
 
    “Now … time for your bath, girl.” 
 
    Then she noticed the hose in the corner, which hadn’t been there before, and the drain in the floor, and she braced herself as he gleefully retrieved and sprayed her with cold water. She whined and sobbed and shivered as he sprayed her, the water cascading off her shaved head.  
 
    “And your ass, little doggie. You kind of stink, little bitch. Stay still now, ass in the air.” 
 
    She pressed her face into her forearms, shivering uncontrollably, as he sprayed her ass and cunt with the hose. 
 
    “Who’s a good doggie?” he said, and began rubbing her with a warm fluffy thick towel. This felt so good she was doubly ashamed at the surge of pleasure.  
 
    “Now one thing I know about little doggies,” he said. “They love to hump legs. Come over here and hump my leg, little doggie.” He extended one jeans-clad leg.  
 
    She looked at him, lip trembling, and he raised the newspaper again, slapping his palm with it.  
 
    She slowly walked to him on all fours, then got up on her knees and rode up on his leg, and then planted her crotch against his foot and then his instep and shin. His knee was about between her breasts, and she rubbed them against him and pushed them together around it, looking up at him for approval.  
 
    “Such a good little doggie,” he said in baby talk. He stroked her stubbled head and said, “I can feel your wet cunt … slutty little doggie. Come on little doggie … hump … make my jeans nice and wet …”  
 
    She pushed her wet pussy against his jeans, mewling and whining, and she barked again for him and rode his leg and soon he was fucking her like a dog on the hard concrete floor, pulling on the chain and gagging her, her knees aching and she pushed her ass hard back against him and rubbed her tits on the cold concrete and she barked and mewled and whined and finally he sprayed hot cum across her back and she came too, in terrified, exhilarated humiliation. 
 
    He stood up and tugged on the dog chain 
 
    “Now you can have some food.” 
 
    He yanked the chain and she saw there were two plastic doggie dishes by the stairs leading up.  
 
    “Eat up girl,” he said. “And don’t let me see you using your hands. Little doggies don’t use their hands.”  
 
      
 
    * * *  
 
      
 
    Kristi looked across the table at him as he finished talking. “I bet you’re hard again, thinking of leading me around like a dog. Making me bark for you. For your cock.” 
 
    He nodded. He was smiling now.  
 
    “Now think of that butcher knife slicing into your fucking face,” she hissed. 
 
    He flinched. 
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
      
 
    It had been a storm cellar, so there were no windows. A little ventilation fan pulled air in from outside. There were empty spaces on the wall where shelves had been, now covered with sheets of Styrofoam insulation as soundproofing. There was a bed and a sink and a toilet, another faucet near a drain for water, where she could wash herself.  A wooden table was bolted to the floor, against a wall; formerly a tool bench, it was now usually used to fuck her upon. A metal loop bolted into the ceiling that she could be hung from, but they didn’t leave the ropes or the handcuffs hanging from it. They were careful to check the room to make sure they hadn’t left behind anything.  Food  -- cheap stuff, kids food -- macaroni and cheese, sandwiches,  was served on a paper plate and she usually ate it with her fingers, or drank Ramen noodle soup from a paper bowl.  
 
    That was her life for more than a year.  
 
    She stopped thinking about time passing. She thought only of making her masters happy, so she could get fed. And to get drugs. To avoid beatings.   
 
    She didn’t get the impression of days, being in the dark most of the time. They came separately more often than they came together. After she was sufficiently compliant, they stopped chaining her to the bed, and she behaved. Kara brought her drugs and stories of tortures, but also brought her food and lingerie and cleaned her and made sure she was in reasonable health and good appearance. When they had sex it was gentle and prolonged, and Kara would whisper in Kristi’s ear to always remember that Michael was watching and that he’d punish them both if it wasn’t perfect. She held Kristi and put makeup on her, and gave her massages sometimes, and other times came with Michael and was indeed instructed to beat her for various infractions; Kristi was never told exactly why she was being punished. This was usually in the form of being hung by her wrists and beaten on the ass and tits with a belt or a riding crop. It hurt worse when Kara did it, it seemed, but Kristi was always blindfolded so she usually never knew for sure who was beating her. They seemed to take turns.  
 
    Michael came down to see her about half as often as Kara, but he brought the heat and the pain. It was never gentle, always fast and rough, with choking and slapping, and she almost always came hard.  
 
    She knew she’d be punished if she didn’t.  
 
    He brought rape and beatings, and he brought more Games.  
 
      
 
    * *  * 
 
      
 
    The game was called Sex Statue. 
 
    She had to stand completely still as he decorated her, and if she moved, she was going to be hung from the ceiling and belt-whipped.  
 
    She was getting good at it. They’d played it twice before.  
 
    She could close her eyes and let the sensations move through her. During this game, she stood, in high heels, red lace bra and panties, arms raised above her head and on the back of her neck. Her hair was finally long enough to play with again after the initial head shaving. Michael told her it was very punk rock.  
 
    The drugs were coursing through her and she felt good. She was going to earn her dinner tonight like a good little slave, and maybe – hopefully -- Kara would join them later for a three-way. Michael would generally use Kara for the most painful things these days. 
 
    He walked around her in a circle, eyes half-closed, considering her with his hand on his chin. He was wearing only a pair of tight black underwear, and he had oiled himself up; his muscles gleamed in the candlelight.  “Hmmm … maybe my living statue needs a little something …” He put a plastic clothespin on her right nipple.  
 
    She did not respond beyond a sharp intake of breath; she held it, accepting and enjoying the exquisite pain, and then exhaled slowly.  
 
    He patted her ass, tenderly. “Sweet … very sweet … “  
 
    She let her eyelashes flutter a little. She was not allowed to speak or move but blinking and breathing was okay.  
 
    He lit a candle. “My little slave likes it hot, I know that … my sexy little statue …”  
 
    She felt her lips trying to smile. He didn’t even know enough about BDSM to know that you needed to use beeswax candles to really hurt; wax was barely even uncomfortable.  
 
    The first drops of warm wax spilled over her neck and shoulders and onto her breasts, and she felt her breathing quicken and her pussy growing wet and heavy and suddenly the room was full of light and screams. 
 
    Kara was standing there, hair back in a ponytail, wearing an aerobics leotard, her face twisted in hate. “The fucking bitch is pregnant!” she screamed.  
 
    Michael turned towards her. “What the fuck are you …”  
 
    “I took some of her piss and did a pregnancy test,” she yelled. She held up a piece of white plastic which now had a blue square in the middle of it. “I fucking knew it, I fucking knew it!” 
 
    Kristi felt the room tunneling around her. Pregnant? How could it be, in a place like this?  
 
    But Kara was in charge of keeping Kristi clean, and she’d noticed that Kristi had stopped having periods the previous couple of months. Kristi assumed it was stress, exhaustion, bad diet, anything but pregnancy.  
 
    But suddenly she felt it. Something different. The little belly she had, a little nauseous heavy feeling in the morning … and maybe a feeling of … life?  
 
    Life was inside her in this place of captivity, of death. 
 
    “What the fuck are you talking about? How could she be pregnant?” asked Michael. His face was a mask of gradually dawning realization. 
 
    “You’re not using condoms or pulling out like you said you would,” hissed Kara. “I knew it, I fucking knew it! You want to have a baby with this bitch, not me!” Her face was red, contorted with rage, streaked with makeup and tears … and there was a large kitchen knife in her hand.  
 
    Kristi could only remember it in flashes, not in a coherent sequence.  
 
    Kara rushing across the room, the knife gleaming. The candle falling from Michael’s hand. A loud, obscene SMACK as Michael’s fist hit her face, and her body slammed to the floor. Loud words: BITCH, CUNT, FUCKING CUNT, GODDAM BITCH punctuated by meaty thuds as his fists slammed into Kara’s face, her stomach.  
 
    The knife gleaming on the floor.  
 
    The knife in Kristi’s hand.  
 
    Thinking: No you can’t no you can’t do this he’s the master you won’t get dinner 
 
    The knife gleaming again, and Michael turned towards her, his face at the end of a long tunnel, and she felt the world swimming as she raked his face with the large sharp kitchen knife, and his face was awash with blood and Michael was screaming.  
 
    The door at the top of the steps. Still open, somehow, a square of light. 
 
    Kristi running, the high heels falling away as she kicked out of them, and the steps, and the open door leading to a hallway and another door and the door opened and she almost fainted at the rush of oxygen, and she ran through her tunneled vision and she was outside and it was cold and dark and she ran across gravel and grass and ran into trees and woods, branches ripping at her flesh, through the dark and cold, clad still only in the red bra and panties, and she just kept running, stopping once to take the flopping plastic clothespin off her nipple, later stopping to vomit, her breath like acid in her lungs, and she forced herself to run some more and crawl when she fell and her knees and hands were bleeding and finally she saw a road and some headlights and she ran at them … 
 
      
 
    * * *  
 
      
 
    “And you know what I was thinking about at that moment, when I cut you?” she asked. 
 
    “Cutting my fucking head off?” he asked glumly.  
 
    “No. I was thinking about stopping you from hurting Kara.” 
 
    He looked at her for a long time.  
 
    “Pretty fucked up, huh?” she asked. 
 
    “Yeah,” he said. 
 
    “It felt like ham,” she said. “Your face. I still can’t cut dinner on Christmas and Thanksgiving.”  
 
    He spit out a laugh at that.  
 
    She examined his face; the thin white scar was certainly not disfiguring. A lot of stitches and some plastic surgery had spared him the worst of it. But he had trouble moving one side of his mouth, she could see that. “Is there any pain from it?” she asked. “I mean physical pain.”  
 
    “It kind of itches,” he said. “Still itches. Doctor tells me that’s psychological. A little nerve damage apparently. Can’t move my mouth, my cheek quite as well there. No big fucking deal.” 
 
    They looked at each other for a long time. 
 
    “Do you wish you’d killed me?” he asked, watching her closely.  
 
    After a long pause, she shook her head. “No, actually. I don’t.” 
 
    His eyes rolled upwards, and then back at her. “I don’t wish I’d killed you, either. But I wish you were still locked in my basement,” he said, and his face broke, contorted in misery, the first strong emotion he’d displayed, other than lust, since she’d arrived.  
 
    She felt her throat swelling and the tears rising in her own sinuses. She leaned forward. “You want to know what happened to my son, the child you gave me? Tell me where the video is. The video of Kara drugging and raping her cousin. Give me that, and I’ll tell you everything you want to know, about my son, and about Kara.” 
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    CHAPTER 6 
 
    He looked at her flatly across the table, and she held his gaze.  
 
    “How do you know the video still exists?” he asked. “It’s been more than 25 years. How do you know I didn’t destroy it?” 
 
    “Just a feeling. Those were your souvenirs. The videos were your passion. They found some of the ones of me. But they didn’t find the ones of the cousin. Or any other girls. I don’t think you could have destroyed them. I think you had a good hiding place. Somewhere.”  
 
    He gritted his teeth. “I never should have shown you that,” he said. 
 
    There was a long silence.  
 
    “So does it still exist? At least confirm that to me. And I’ll tell you about Kara.” 
 
    He squared his shoulders. “It still exists.”  
 
    “Is it somewhere … safe? Somewhere that it might still be in good condition?”  
 
    “Yes.”  
 
    The video. The most horrible thing she’d ever seen. 
 
      
 
    #  # #  
 
      
 
    “You like her more than me,” he slurred in the dark.  
 
     “What?” she said, struggling up out of sleep. She never seemed to sleep deeply here in the basement dungeon but at the same time she rarely seemed completely awake, existing in a constant daze of exhaustion and confusion.  
 
    He stood over her, fully dressed in a sweatshirt and jeans, and his hair wasn’t as neatly done as usual. His eyes were swimming and blinking as he connected the video camera to the small TV he’d put on the ledge near the bed. She could smell whiskey.  
 
    “Is it Game Night?” she asked blearily. He was more tolerant of questions lately, though drunk more often also. She felt she could ask this question, at least, without problems, but other questions – such as “When can I go home?” and any questions about her old life – would surely get her hung from the ceiling and beaten.  
 
    “No,” he said. “It’s … Movie Night. We’re going to watch a movie.” He adjusted some wires and pushed a button on the video camera and static erupted on the TV screen, followed by an image of him on the floor of a hotel room in his underwear, doing pushups. He pushed another button and the image sped up.  
 
    There was Kara on her knees in yellow bra and panties, eyes glazed with lust and alcohol, saying, “ . . . a total fucking ugly little whore and I deserve to be slapped like an ugly whore …” 
 
    He sped it up again. 
 
    “I’ve seen you bitches together, cuddling, and it’s making me fucking sick,” he said. “That cunt has you wrapped around her fucking finger now and you believe all of it. You buy her bullshit, and I want to show you who she is.” 
 
    Kristi just watched him, not sure what to do, flashing back to days when her mother and father, and later mother and stepfather, argued or began spitting out insults about the other: she’d quickly learned there was no correct side to take.   
 
    “Where’s Kara?” Kristi asked meekly. “Is she here?” 
 
    “No, the cunt is out. Probably out getting fucked,” he spat.  
 
    Then he found the place he wanted on the video and they both watched.  
 
      
 
    On the video, Kara was dancing around the kitchen, her hair teased out and blonde, her lip gloss pink and shiny, heavy green eye shadow, and she pulled up her short skirt and showed her pink lace panties. She began mixing a drink; vodka and fruit juice. She drank some of it, and then made two more, and put them on the counter and took out a couple of large white pills and showed them to the camera, which was apparently sitting on a countertop.  
 
    She put the pills down on the cutting board and began crushing them with the flat part of another glass, singing along with the music. She spooned up the powder and mixed it into one of the drinks, mugging and smiling and batting her eyes for the camera. She wiped up the residue with a finger and stuck it in her own mouth, sucking it suggestively for the camera.  
 
    Then she picked up the spiked drink and then the camera, and announced, “Jenny your drink is ready, drink up immediately little cousin,” and there was laughter and then the video wobbled through a hallway and there was Michael dancing, looking young and handsome and clean in a white shirt and khaki pants, and the girl he was dancing with came into frame, a pretty petite brunette with a bob haircut, dressed in a yellow summer dress. Michael and she danced together, holding each other close, the music loud, and Kara said, off-camera, “You two are a cute couple” and laughed and Michael grinned into the camera with his brilliant even white teeth. The brunette grinned drunkenly.  
 
    The camera stopped and started again, and it was just the girl now, sitting trying to smoke a cigarette and having a little trouble finding it, her head weaving a little, her eyes glassy, and her smile huge.  
 
    “Where’s Kara?” she asked, slurring.  
 
    “Went out to get cigarettes, remember?” said Michael’s voice. He was apparently holding the camera.  
 
    The girl, Jenny, giggled. “I’m so drunk,” she said.  
 
    “Maybe you’re just happy,” Michael said 
 
    “Maybe,” she giggled again. “Put that camera down.” 
 
    “I think you like being on camera,” he said. “The camera likes you.”  
 
    The girl blew a kiss at the camera and waved.  
 
    “Hold your hair up,” he said.  
 
    She held her hair up off her neck. Smiling, pouting, in a fucked-up version of sensuous.  
 
    “Let me see your legs,” he said. “You have nice legs.”  
 
    The girl pulled her skirt up a bit, and then giggled, and pulled it down again. “You perv,” she said. “Kara’s going to be pissed at you.” 
 
    “Or you,” he said. “I’ll show her that you were flirting with me by showing your legs.”  
 
    “You wouldn’t!” she squealed. “You’re the perv, you perv.”  
 
    “I am the perv, that’s true,” he said, and the camera spun around and he put it on a table, still pointing at the girl, and then he was sitting next to her on the sofa. He put his arm around he and she snuggled drunkenly against him and looked up, drunk and horny.  
 
    “Will you kiss me?” he asked. “Just one.” 
 
    “Just one,” she said. They started making out and he almost immediately brought his hand up and cupped one of her high firm breasts, and she arched her back and moaned, and he slid his mouth down to kiss her neck and she writhed as he felt her up. The girl’s nipples were almost immediately visible through the thin sundress.  
 
    “You’re bad,” slurred the girl, and pulled his head up and kissed him, and she tried to push him away and stand up and he pulled her back down into his lap.  
 
    She clutched her head. “Ooh, I’m drunk” she said.  
 
    He pulled her head back and kissed her again, and the girl kissed back, but her head was beginning to loll, her mouth beginning to go slack, and when he kissed her neck, her eyes were rolling up in her head now, and she slurred his name.  
 
    His hand was moving up her skirt and between her legs, and she moaned loudly and her eyes opened and she tried to grip his hand and pull it away and he kissed her again and she moaned and she tried to stand again, “Michael, I can’t do this,” she whined and then she was falling backwards and he put her on the sofa. She moaned and her eyelids fluttered, and then settled quietly on her back on the sofa, eyes closed.  
 
    He pulled the straps of her sundress down and squeezed her round firm tits with both hands, and she groaned, low and far away, fading, and now her arms were limp at her sides.  
 
    “Okay if I suck them? Hmm?” he asked, smiling.  
 
    She made a faraway moan and he sucked her small pink nipples eagerly, occasionally pausing to look at the camera. 
 
    Next, he pulled her skirt up and revealed her white panties, and she didn’t move; she moaned his name again.  
 
    He smiled at the camera, then turned to her and shook her.  
 
    “Jenny?” he asked. “Are you okay?” 
 
    She didn’t respond; her breathing was audible and shallow. He lifted one of her eyelids with his thumb, revealing the white of her eye, and then released it.  
 
    “Jenny? Do you want me to eat your sweet little pussy? Say nothing if you want me to,” he laughed.  
 
    He smiled at the camera again, and then picked it up and the camera lingered on her unconscious form, firm young breasts revealed. He pulled her legs apart and her panties to the side, revealing wispy dark hair, and then his hand came into frame and stroked her pussy gently, and it opened up and he slid two fingers up into her. She barely responded, letting out a murmuring pleading sound, ghostly and far off, and then he held the camera to the side and hungrily dug his face between her legs.  
 
    After a few minutes of this, there was the sound of a door opening, and Kara shouting, “Fuck yeah! Let’s get this party started …” 
 
    Then she appeared in the camera frame, sitting on the edge of the sofa, and squeezed Jenny’s tits while Michael ate her out. She then pulled his head up and planted a deep kiss on his lips, and his lips were shiny with both pussy juice and lip gloss when she finished.  
 
    He stood up and grabbed the camera and the scene stopped; when it started again, Jenny was on the bed and Kara, naked, was pulling Jenny’s sundress and then her white panties off. They both had visible tan lines and dainty tufts of pubic hair. Jenny was totally motionless, head lolling, and Michael was holding the camera, apparently, pointing it down at his hard cock as he rubbed it against her unresponsive face, her cheeks, pushing it into her slack mouth.  
 
    He pointed the camera down and Kara was now eagerly tonguing the unconscious girl’s cunt. 
 
    She came up for air, her face filling the frame. “All right, fuck that bitch’s pussy, she’s wet enough,” said Kara. She took the camera.  
 
    Michael mounted the motionless girl on the bed and his sculpted pale ass was moving up and down in the dimly-lit bedroom.  
 
    “Come on … fuck that stupid little whore … fuck her harder!” said Kara.  
 
    She slapped Michael on the ass and he ramped up his rhythm, working harder, and Kara continued her stream of filthy talk and abuse for a few minutes, before Michael turned to the camera and said, “She’s not fucking breathing, Kara.”  
 
    “She’s fine. Keep fucking!” 
 
    He continued plunging away for another minute, then stopped. “Kara, she’s not breathing. She’s, like, dying. How many of those things did you give her?’ 
 
    “She’s fine,” said Kara more firmly.  
 
    Michael turned to the camera and stared at her wide-eyed. “What did you give her? How many did you give her? You said you knew how many to give her. What the fuck!” 
 
    The camera pointed down at the very pale and very still naked form on the bed.  
 
    Michael began shaking the pale girl. “Hey!” he yelled. “Wake up!” He slapped her face lightly, and then pulled her hair, but the pale girl on the bed didn’t move.  
 
    Michael ran his hands through his hair. “What the fuck, Kara. What should we do? We have to take her to the hospital and have her stomach pumped or something … do you know how to give CPR?”  
 
    Kara’s foot appeared in the frame … and pushed dismissively onto Kara’s face, pushing it to the side.  “Let the stupid little whore die,” she said. “Cover her up and let’s go to sleep and let her parents find her tomorrow.”  
 
    The pale body on the bed filled the frame, the slack mouth … 
 
    The video went black. 
 
      
 
    * * *  
 
      
 
    “Tell me about Kara. What you did with her.” Michael spoke and startled Kristi out her vivid memory of the terror she had felt watching a girl die on video. Watching Michael fuck her dead or dying body. 
 
    Kristi let out a deep breath and began. “We put her in a basement. Of course. In a country house. Danny had built most of it himself, and he built the cell in the basement, behind a hidden door in a tool shelf. Completely underground, soundproofed. It was about twenty by twenty, smaller than the basement you had me in. He installed a set or bars, a cage that the bed was inside, so I could bring her things and talk to her by myself and not worry about her overpowering me. She was strong, you know.” 
 
    “Did she have a toilet?” 
 
    “That’s touching that you care. Yeah, a working toilet, a sink, even a small camp shower.” 
 
    He nodded again, and his eyes were a little faraway. “It’s another thing nobody thinks about. Where are the kidnap victims going to shit. How are they going to stay clean.” 
 
    Kristi nodded. “All that stuff. What are they going to eat, and when and how? In a way it’s like having a … not like a child, but at least like having a pet. You have to feed it, keep it clean. It’s a responsibility. But we held her a lot longer than you held me or … any of the other girls you might have kidnapped.”  
 
    He sighed and knitted his brows. “What did you feed her?” 
 
    “Oh. Well. She ate a lot of tuna. Cheese sandwiches. Salads sometimes. I tried to feed her kind of healthy food, actually. I didn’t want her to get sick.” 
 
    “Hmm,” he said. 
 
     “Do you want to hear how we fucked her? Will that make you hot to think of it, or will it make you angry?” 
 
    He didn’t speak. 
 
    “We fucked her, every week at first. As often as possible. It was such a shot of energy into our lives that people were amazed, that our marriage seemed revitalized. We’d gotten a little distant when I started my practice. He was still directing movies, acting in movies, and I was giving therapy to strung-out, burnt-out porn actresses traumatized by porn actors and directors. It created a distance. I knew he crossed lines, that was how he got the best performances out of people. Pushing boundaries was his job but dealing with people who’d cracked up was mine. But after we kidnapped her, we had a secret we shared, a new breath of life into our fucking. Something in common. A secret to share.” 
 
    She was aware he was holding his breath and his face was reddening.  
 
    “We acted out every sick fantasy we ever had, both of us. We even forced her to suggest some. We acted out scenes in his movies and scenes he was afraid to put on film.” 
 
    He let out a hiss of breath. “You bitch,” he said. “You goddam bitch.” 
 
    She met his eyes. “Yes,” she said. “I am a goddam bitch, and I kidnapped her and I made her beg and I made her cry and I made her cum and I made her say that she was a dirty bitch who deserved to get fucked. Just like you did. And I thought she deserved it. And it was the best thing that ever happened to me.” 
 
    He was craning his neck back, making low moans, squeezing his eyes closed. 
 
    “It was the best thing that ever happened to me,” she said, “until I realized it was the worst.” 
 
    He blew out air, and looked at her, his eyes red now.  
 
    “When you finally act out all of your sickest fantasies … what have you got left? Nothing. Finally we realized it. Danny and I both. Took us maybe five years. It was coming out in other ways. Stress. Arguments. He was drinking more. We were heading up to the weekend house for a private weekend, without the kids, with our usual bag full of sex toys and rope and gags and all the usual stuff, and a certain song came on the radio, and I looked at him and he looked at me and … it all just fell apart, in my head. The rationalizations we’d built about it, I mean. That somehow we could do all this and it wouldn’t affect us. That she deserved it and we were doing the world a service, instead of just indulging ourselves. That I could be an honest woman, a psychologist trying to help people, a wife and mother of two kids, and yet spend my free time  raping a kidnapped woman with my husband. We went through the motions that time … but … we left her begging for more and got in an argument about some stupid fucking thing, something like what to have for dinner. Anything but what we were doing.” 
 
    She was looking at her hands now. 
 
    “What was the song?” he asked softly. 
 
    “Ordinary World by Duran Duran. Stupid right? Silly, but it took me back to when I’d been kidnapped and it all hit me at once. I realized I couldn’t continue like that. My life was everything it shouldn’t be. A lie.  I knew that I couldn’t keep her locked up. It all had to end. And how is it going to end? When you have somebody locked up, I mean. If they don’t escape, there are only two choices, of course.” 
 
    “Let her go or …” he said. 
 
    “Yes. Let her go or. The other option.”  
 
    He stared at her and she kept his gaze. 
 
    “Tell me,” she finally said. “Does the tape still exist?” 
 
    “Yes,” he said without hesitation. 
 
    “Is it … safe? Can it be retrieved? Is it stored somewhere that weather or rats or whatever won’t have destroyed it?” 
 
    “Yes,” he said and leaned forward. “Now tell me. Did you kill her?” 
 
    She sighed. “First let me tell you about … my son. My first son. After I was free, I thought about having an abortion. Thought hard. But somehow I knew I couldn’t. People encouraged me to.” 
 
    He rattled his chains and leaned back. “What did Jewboy think?”   
 
    “Danny? He wanted me to have it. He loved kids. He told me that anything that came out of me would be good. Anyway, I couldn’t terminate it. I ‘d had an abortion in high school, and it was … very unpleasant. I didn’t want to go through that again.” 
 
    Her eyes were faraway now. “He was one of the most beautiful babies anybody had ever seen. Most mommies say that, of course. But everybody said it. The nurses, everybody. We named him Jonas. He looked a lot like you. A lot. Blonde, blue eyes. And a year later, he had a brother, who looked just like Danny.” 
 
    Michael blinked and looked away, and she looked down at her hands.  
 
    She took a deep breath and continued. “It was the happiest time of my life. He was the sweetest kid you could imagine. But he was … frail. A lot of health problems. Allergies. Very shy. I’m sure all the drugs you gave me in the first month of my pregnancy didn’t help. We tried to shield him as much as we could from what his father did, but when the internet came along, it was nearly impossible. The other kids at school told him. And I tried to tell him about you, when he was 12 or 13, because I knew he’d find out otherwise, but he just nodded and told me he’d known for a long time. Can you imagine? Knowing that and not even mentioning it. His brother was … like his father. Strong, fearless. But Jonas was very very troubled from a very young age, unsure about his sexuality, quiet, sensitive, and nervous, and it seemed like there was nothing in our lives we could do to make him stronger.  
 
    “By the time he was 14, he was getting into drugs. In retrospect, I look at it, it was the same year we kidnapped Kara. I don’t know if that was a cause of effect. Do you have drug abuse and alcoholism in your family?”  
 
    “Not much. Not really.”  
 
    “I do. I guess he got that from me. He had problems with drugs from an early age. I quit cold after I got out of your basement, but I could never do anything to help him. He was so sweet, had so many friends, so beautiful. A talented artist, also. Everybody loved him. As a teenager, he partied every night. Just like Mommy. He dropped out of school and got a GED. Took off backpacking around the world when he was 17. His dad met him in a few places. He celebrated his 18th birthday on a film set in Budapest. He lived, Michael. He was like his father in that respect. He loved people, loved new places and things. He lived life almost like he felt … he didn’t have long on this earth.” 
 
    Michael stared at her, and his eyes began blinking uncontrollably, and he closed them. “And what did you do while he was doing all this?” 
 
    “How could I do anything but give him my blessings and try to love him as much as I could? But of course I wasn’t perfect. Wrapped up in my job and my studies. I wasn’t drinking or using drugs myself … but of course I still had issues. And of course, I had a woman locked in the basement of our country house. Fortunately he preferred city life so he only went with us there a few times, but … Kara was locked away in the basement of the house we sat in with our sons and at least a couple of occasions tried to extoll the virtues of sober honest living.” 
 
    They sat in silence for a few moments. “What a fucking joke,” she finally said. 
 
    “Not a funny one,” he said. He waited for he to speak and then finally asked softly. “How is he now?” 
 
    “He died three years ago. He was HIV positive and he finally overdosed. Accidentally or on purpose, I don’t know.” 
 
    Michael looked down at his hands. “I’m sorry to hear that,” he said softly. He closed his eyes and sat very still.  
 
    “I’m cried out on it,” she said. “Cried out on all this shit. I was in your basement for a year but I’ve really chosen to stay there for 25 years. It’s time to come out.” 
 
    Her eyes met his and she was aware of the emptiness in his bright eyes now. They looked vacant. Stunned.  
 
    “Tell me what happened to Kara,” he said. 
 
    “It wasn’t too long after Jonas died, of course, that I decided I was going to kill Kara and that would be the end of it. Danny agreed, but then he completely broke down. An actress at one of his shoots accused him of abusing her, and of course social media turned against him. He went into an institute for depression, and when he got out, he took off for Alaska. Could you blame him? His fantasies had become real life nightmares. He had some family up there, and then when he got sick, our other son went up there to be with them. 
 
    I was alone except for my prisoner, and I decided I was going to kill her. Overdose her, I thought. That seemed the easiest way to do it. And there was some justice there, right? Justice.” She shook her head.  
 
    “I went to the country house and I made a pot of coffee and some scrambled eggs and bacon – one of her favorite meals – and I crushed up some oxycontin – the same batch that had killed Jonas by the way – and loaded the coffee with it. I figured she’d have very little tolerance for it, with her enforced sobriety and all.” 
 
    He was leaning forward and his eyes were wide. 
 
    She savored his pain for a moment. “I made it and I looked at it, and then I drank the whole thing myself. But I didn’t die. Obviously. They found me. A miracle really. My other son Christopher happened to call me and I was so fucked up that I actually answered and said goodbye to him and he got the ambulance out there.” 
 
    He sighed deeply and slumped in his chair. He was looking down at his chained hands now. 
 
    “When I got out, I had exactly one person left in my life that really knew me. Kara. I spent a lot of time up there. Talking to her. Over the last two years. Just talking. Really talking. I cried and cried. Never quite got to the point where I felt safe going in there and letting her hold me, but  … she offered.” 
 
    “Does she … did she … talk about me?” 
 
    Kristi straightened up. “Yeah. A lot. How do you think she feels about you? She misses you as much as you miss her. Wants to destroy you nearly as much, also. Loves to hate you, hates to love you. Nobody ever hurt her like you and nobody ever saw the real her like you did. Except me.” 
 
    “Except you,” he said. His eyes were growing shiny now. 
 
    “Then Danny died. A brain tumor. It was relatively quick. I was with him when he died. But the weight of what we had done together, what he’d done … with me, because of me, kept up just that little distance apart in the end. Just that little step away from … a good place.” 
 
    “There’s no good place,” he said quietly. 
 
    “Not for us,” she said. “We’re all … you, me and Kara … nothing. Empty. We made fantasy worlds for ourselves where we were powerful. Where we were in control. But we weren’t. We were weak, the weakest people out there. We deserved each other.” 
 
    Kristi brushed a single tear away and sat up straight in her chair, squaring herself. “Anyway. I’m going to let her go and turn myself in. There’s no reason not to, now. Danny’s gone and my son has enough money to do whatever he wants with his life. I don’t know what will happen to me. I’ll get a lawyer and do the best I can. I hope I can work as a counselor with other inmates, at least something like that. 
 
    “Anyway, I’m … weary with the world. I want to be locked up again. I don’t deserve to have any choices. And I just want one thing from you now. I want that tape. I don’t think she should be … out in the world. But I can’t keep her locked up. I want to give the tape up at the same time I give myself up. They can prosecute her off that. There’s no statute of limitations on that.” 
 
    “It would … probably also mean I’ll never get out of here. I have parole in … let’s see, five more years?” he said.  
 
    She looked at him. “You think you ever had a chance?” 
 
    He shrugged. 
 
    “You can testify against her. You didn’t know what was going on. Who knows what could happen. You really want to be out there in the world again, anyway?” 
 
    There was a long silence in the small room.  
 
    “You think you’d be happy out there?” she continued. “You think there’s teenage girls to kidnap and fuck. Could you pick them up now, at your age?  Are there enough out there to make you happy? Enough to satisfy you? Will they want to fuck you now, or just think you’re a scary old man from prison?” 
 
    He took a deep breath and sat up straight also. He cleared his throat and spoke. “It’s buried behind my mother’s grave. Peel back the turf under it and keep digging. There’s a sealed metal box with that tape and another tape of Kara … torturing one of the missing girls with a bottle. She killed all of them. Every one. I wanted to keep them all. I never would have gotten tired of them, never. She’d get angry at how much I loved them. And she killed them and she disposed of all the bodies.” He looked down at the chains binding his hands. “She buried them in the woods up there somewhere. I didn’t even help her. I couldn’t.  I hated it. I didn’t want them to die. I wanted them to live.” 
 
    “So they could be yours? So they could be afraid of you?”  
 
    “So they would remember me,” he said, voice thick. He looked up at her and cleared his throat, and his eyes were spilling with tears. “I think about all the things that could have been different. What if you’d missed me with the knife, for example. Maybe you’d still be down there. I’ve read about some cases recently. Girls in basements for 20, 25 years.”  
 
    “Yeah. How many girls are down there that never get found, I wonder?” 
 
    “Maybe Kara could have learned to live with it. With us. You and your son. We could have been a family. We could have been happy.”  
 
    She sighed. “I’m not sure any of us were cut out for happy endings, Michael.” 
 
    “Maybe, somewhere …” his voice trailed off, weakly.  
 
    She reached across the table and touched his hand. He was trembling. 
 
     “Yeah, maybe, Michael,” she said. “Somewhere, someplace, some time, we all ended up happy.”  
 
    His face broke apart then, and he started to cry. “I love you,” he said.  
 
    She wiped away another tear. “God help me, Michael, but I love you too.”  
 
    She stood up and exited the room and then exited the dreary prison and went out alone into the dark night.  
 
      
 
    The End 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    If you liked that story, you might also like these works by Natasha Stevens 
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    Jana is blonde and beautiful and has just turned 18. She's always been careful to avoid temptation though, so she's still a virgin.  
 
    But everything changes one day after school in the Principal's office, when Jana finds herself forced into a world of dominance and submission, of blackmail and lust, of discipline and bondage and punishment.  
 
    Jana's journey will take her to places which alternately thrill and horrify her, as she is forced to confront the strongest and worst urges of herself and others, and forced to find the boundaries that should never be crossed - and then cross them. 
 
    But Jana proves to be more difficult to control than anyone, including Jana herself, realizes... 
 
    Buy Jana’s Journey here on Amazon 
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    She’s one of the most highly-paid escorts in the world. 
 
    He’s one of the most dangerous assassins. 
 
    He used to love her, but now he’s been paid to kill her. 
 
    He wants to hold her and tell her that she’s safe. 
 
    But that would be a lie. 
 
    This is another sizzling and sexy dark romance Russian mafia erotic crime thriller from Natasha Stevens. Violent and shocking as well as tender and moving, this is Natasha Stevens at her very best.  
 
    Get THE HITMAN AND THE ESCORT HERE on Amazon now! 
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    Elena is an underwear model and trophy wife with a dark past. Joshua is a former NAVY Seal with a dark present; he is now a burglar and thief who robs the homes of the wealthy. 
 
    One night he breaks in, ties her to the bed and ravishes her - and she gives her full consent, in order to protect her most important possessions. And that is only the beginning of a cat and mouse game of lust and blackmail that will unite the thrill-loving couple to steal a million dollars in gold and jewelry from Elena's ex-husband. 
 
    But Elena's ex-husband has some terrifying and dangerous friends, with tastes just as kinky but far more depraved and deadly than theirs ... 
 
    Get it BOUND BY THE BURGLAR HERE on Amazon! 
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    He picks the lock and quietly enters the dark house. 
 
    She awakens to find a man in her bedroom, touching her. 
 
    But he is not a stranger. Not quite. He is the brother of her former boyfriend. The former boyfriend who tried to kill himself, because of her. 
 
    The man in her bedroom wants to get even ... and he wants her. 
 
    WARNING: THIS STORY CONTAINS EXTREMELY GRAPHIC AND DISTURBING MATERIAL It is not a romance, it is a dark and twisted tale of control and compulsion.  
 
    Buy I OWN YOU now HERE on Amazon 
 
      
 
   


  
 


 
    Or something a bit lighter but no less taboo …  
 
    [image: teachemebundle2014.jpg] 
 
    18-year-old Victoria has a problem. Her stepfather won't have sex with her, no matter how many times she parades around the house in her bra and panties or rubs up against him. He won't have sex with her, but he has a lot of other ideas …  
 
    This collection follows the inappropriate but scorching hot relationship between teenage cheerleader Victoria and her good-looking stepfather (and the hot Russian babysitter!) in three stories. 
 
    Buy TEACH ME ABOUT SEX HERE on Amazon 
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    It all seemed like a dream... 
 
    38-year-old divorced former tennis pro Richard is driving back to his beach house one evening when he sees the 18-year-old girl next door, Mia, staggering down the road, wearing nothing but a bikini top and a short skirt, having had a bit too much to drink. And soon she is sitting on the sofa in his living room. 
 
    Can he resist her? Does he even want to? 
 
    What's more, Richard is divorced because his wife Ariel had an affair with Mia's stepdad. And this is only the beginning of a very naughty plan Mia has to get even, and to live out her most forbidden fantasies, and help Richard live out his. 
 
    But as usual in the works of Natasha Stevens, all is not quite as it seems... 
 
    Blistering hot and full of twists and turns, this is another shocking new taboo erotica novella from Natasha Stevens, the author of JANA'S JOURNEY and I OWN YOU. 
 
    Buy THE NEIGHBOR’S DRUNK SLUTTY DAUGHTER HERE ON AMAZON! 
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    An Extreme Horror BDSM Dark Erotica Thriller! 
 
    Tara is desperate to escape from her current life. A mysterious stranger offers her a way out: a completely new identity, a scholarship to a university far away ... and $50,000.  
 
    But in return, she must endure three days of fiendish and twisted and hot and heavy BDSM scenarios, which will test the limits of her desire and teach her new definitions of pleasure and transform her physically through tattooing and piercing.  
 
    Everything will stop if she says one word: mercy. Can Tara withstand their ministrations and find a new life?  
 
    But someone doesn't want Tara to go anywhere, and he is trying to find her ...  
 
    Buy THREE DAYS A SLAVE HERE on Amazon! 
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    Natasha Stevens is one of the hottest and most uncompromising voices in taboo and dark erotica and this is a collection of eight of her hottest stories.  
 
    A trophy wife gets a visit from a thief who might want more than her valuables. A neighbor sees the girl next door walking home drunk, and can't resist inviting her in. A naive girl wants lessons in the most personal of acts ...  
 
    These stories and others will teach you a new meaning to HOT. Younger men and older women, humiliation and reluctance, bondage and spanking, and other kinky fantasies that push the line -- and then go right over it.  
 
    This book is a sampler of ten stories, introducing the reader to the dark and sexy world of Natasha Stevens.  
 
    Buy NAUGHTY BITS HERE ON AMAZON! 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ABOUT THE AUTHOR 
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    Natasha Stevens is a bold an uncompromising new voice in dark romance psychological thrillers, extreme horror, and taboo erotica. Her Catholic School upbringing regrettably did not stop her from becoming a wanton slut, but she now tries to channel those energies into her erotic writing.  
 
    She tries to leave out the boring parts that most people skip and establish character and story through dialogue and action. Most of her stories involve older men and younger women, dubious consent and the dynamics of sexual power exchange. Though some of her works can be fairly dark and disturbing, she likes to think the good guys always win. 
 
    Find more works by the author here at Natasha Stevens’ Amazon author page 
 
    Visit the author’s website at http://www.natashastevensbooks.com 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    This is a work of fiction. Any resemblance to actual persons, places, or events is purely coincidental. 
 
    All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law.  
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