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Dreambender Misadventures: Raider Girl
 
            "Welcome to Hotel Risqué Nuit," the redheaded desk clerk said.
            I hesitated.  I'm not into the Goth look, but she was stunning.  It worked for her.  Her gown was strapless, black velvet, with a black leather corset over it and sheathing her tiny waist.  Her hands were delicate, with very long nails painted shiny black.
            "I'm Lady Sonja.  Do you have a reservation?"
            The redhead's lips were a deep blood red, and her eyes were dark and smoky.  I so wanted a taste of those lips, and the knowing smile playing across them said she knew it.
            "No.  Not exactly.  My flight was cancelled because of the ice storm," I said, averting my eyes.  I wasn't in a relationship, but still…  "I, um, called from the airport and was told you have vacancies."
            "I remember," Lady Sonja said.  "I wasn't sure if you were coming or not."
            "Neither was I," I admitted.  "I was hoping the storm would let up and I could catch a flight out."
            Really, I was trying to find a closer hotel or motel.  They were all filled with stranded travelers.
            "Travis Prescott, if I remember correctly," she said.
            "Very good."  I was impressed.  
            "Going home?" she asked as she began typing, eyes intent on the monitor.  "Or business?"
            "Home.  Florida, where it's a lot warmer than this," I said with feeling.
            "Not for long," she said, shrugging apologetically.  "The storm is heading straight for Florida."
            "Thanks, I needed that," I said, handing her my credit card.
            She smiled.  "Aww, don't worry.  According to the forecast you should have a window of opportunity to fly out tomorrow and get home before the storm reaches Florida."
            Check in went pretty fast, while I stealthily checked her out.  I could lose myself in her hair.  Who didn't love a hot redhead?  The closer I looked, the more her spectacular body impressed me.  There was no way she had that body without working out, but who ever heard of a Goth girl in the gym.
            "Is there a problem, sir?" Lady Sonja asked, that knowing smile turning to curiosity.
            "Not that I see," I muttered, and then realized what I said.  And I was staring down her cleavage at the same time.  Yeah, my face got super hot.  "Excuse me.  I mean…  Um…"
            She shook her head, all that silky red hair shimmering as it bounced around her shoulders.  It kind of mesmerized me again.
            I really need to get laid, I thought.  I'm starting to be creepy old guy pathetic.
            But then, I was just twenty-six.  Lady Sonja appeared to be around that age, too.
            "Here's your key, Mr. Prescott.  You're in Room 35," she said, catching my eyes.  I couldn't breathe for a long second.  "If you need anything, I'll be working all night."
            Was that a not so subtle hint to get those dirty thoughts out of my mind?  I felt my face heat up again.  I put my credit card back in my bill fold, picked up my carry-on, and headed for the elevator.  A bellhop hurried over and slipped into the elevator ahead of me.
            "Pleasant dream, Mr. Prescott," she said so low I almost didn't hear her.
            Odd.  Shouldn't she have said "dreams" instead?  I looked around the Risqué Nuit's lobby, taking in the strange, dark décor.
            It was one of those old fashioned elevators.  I'd only seen them in old movies.  Seeing it, I seriously considered the stairs.  If I wasn't so tired, I would've taken them.
            "I'm Charlie," he said.  "The elevator is acting a little tricky tonight, sir, so I'll take you up in it."
            "Okay, thanks," I said.
            We arrived on the third floor without incident, so I hurried for my room before Charlie could grab my bags and escort me.  He'd just want a tip.  I wasn't rich.  In fact, cash was running a little low on that trip.
            The room was just as old fashioned as the lobby.  Then it occurred to me.  I felt so stupid.  The décor was Gothic.  Batman would feel right at home there.  Or Dracula.  I think sexy little Lady Sonja would prefer Dracula.  I'd like to bite her neck.
            Dumping my bags, I plopped down on the bed and stared off into space.  It was late.  I spent way too long at the airport waiting for the storm to break.  So I set the alarm and kicked off my shoes.  A quick shower and sleep was all I needed.  Yet, it called to me.
            "I'll play until I get killed," I said.  "No more.  Just a short game to de-stress."
            Just thinking about playing Raider Girl revived me a little.  The latest game came out the day before I left on this trip.  I haven't had much time to play it, but what I'd seen was glorious.  Best Raider Girl ever!  The graphics were amazing, and Tara looked so realistic.  On top of that, it was a lot more vicious and brutal…and sexy.  Yeah, the sexual content had the puritans all up in a tizzy.  I didn't care.  I loved that aspect.  So far, my Tara has be caught and molested every time I played.  Whether I did anything to ensure she was captured remains to be seen.  I admit nothing.
            With my laptop booted up, I stretched out on the bed propped up by pillows, and started the game.  It began with a slow scan up Tara, from her booted feet to her ponytail.  I swear, it lingered a little on her black short-shorts covered hips, and her big boobs bulging in that tight red midriff top.
            "A dirty old man definitely created this game."  Nipples and camel toe were obvious through her skimpy outfit.  "I love this game way too much."
            The game started, and I moved her into the yawning black hole.  It was a cave that quickly turned into a manmade tunnel.  She spoke to me in her deep, husky bedroom voice.  I got the shivers when she rounded the next corner, and came face to face with a grizzly bear.
            "Oh, bugger," she said, in that sexily English accent.  "Looks like he fancies a fight."
            And the shooting and fighting began.  I fought off mummies, skeletons, and other raiders as well.  The other raiders were all vile, tough looking men.  Thugs and rogues.  I grinned when they surrounded me when my ammo showed empty.  Uh oh.  Party time.
            Sighing gustily, and feeling a little pervy, I leaned back to watch what happened to Tara.  I must've been more exhausted than I realized.  Blackness took me and I don't recall anything sexy happening to her.
 



 
 
 
 
Chapter 2
 
            I hesitated, eyes darting left and right.  The bar was seedier than anticipated.  I didn't see a single light.  Sunlight slanted in from small windows high on the north wall, so there wasn't much light at all.  Enough to see.
            All eyes turned towards me.  My eyes narrowed, trying to appear dangerous, as they looked me up and down.  Predators, one and all.  They measured me.  Judged me.  Decided if they could take me or not, and if it was worth the trouble.  I stepped in, moving with feline grace and strength.  No one looked ready to test my mettle.
            As I walked, my body felt different.  The weight distribution was all wrong, yet exactly right.  It took me all of three seconds to figure out my chest was especially heavy.
            Tits? I thought, fighting the urge to grab them.  That would just incite one or more of those reprobates to come after me.  That's when I realized a long brown ponytail was brushing my back.  I wore a skin tight black tank, bra underneath, and snug, faded jeans.  No weapons.  Why did I think that important to note?  I'm a girl?
            I recognized the bar.  It was the one from Raider Girl.  In fact, all of the same faces from the game were staring darkly back at me.
            Have I entered the game?  Like in Tron?
            "Over here, Tara," a skinny, creepy looking guy called, waving me over.
            I paused.  Tara?  I really was Tara Carter, the Raider Girl herself?  There wasn't a mirror, so I couldn't be one hundred percent sure, but everything pointed that way.  So I continued, noticing the humidity and jungle smell in the air.  Underlying it was the stench of sweaty men and cheap whiskey.  As I moved, I felt the raw power of my young, feminine body.  Tara's toned and athletic body.
            I'm dreaming!  I fell asleep playing Raider Girl, so now I'm dreaming about being her.
            That made so much sense, yet it was more than a little disconcerting.  Why would I dream about being a female character?  All of the real fun in Raider Girl was being one of the bad guys.  Was my dream trying to tell me something?
            "Looking good, Miss Carter," the man said as I reached his small bistro table.  He sat alone.  "Have a seat."
            He called me Tara and Miss Carter.  I really was Tara Carter.  This was so awesome, and spooky.  Maybe a little creepy.
            "Thanks," I replied.
            I wanted to say more.  My voice was exactly like Tara's in the game, the sexiest bedroom voice ever.  I even had that sexy English accent.  For a second, my mind wandered and I thought about getting naked and seeing what Tara looked like out of her midriff top and shorts outfit.  But, then I wasn't in her usual outfit.
            I sat, noticing the tightness of my jeans.  My body felt so odd, but I kind of liked it.  Something new, at any rate.  I looked around, more to feel the ponytail brush across my back than anything.
            "You're late," he said, scowling at me.
            "Sorry, Cramer," I said.  Memories flooded in.  Philip Cramer was a forty-something American ex-patriot who scrounged up a living selling information to people like me.  He couldn't be trusted, but his info was always good.  It wasn't the first time I engaged his services, and probably not the last.  "I was held up at customs."
            "Let me guess, for some odd reason the locals decided you look suspicious and needed a full strip down body search," Cramer said, grinning evilly.  He looked at my lips, and then my tits with the hungriest eyes.  "I'd pay good money to watch that."
            "You're a pig," I said, not answering him otherwise.  In my mind, I remembered just that happening at the airport.  A very embarrassing full cavity search.  It happened way too often in Third World airports.  A little something-something stirred between my legs.  "Do you have the map?"
            More memories flooded my head.  Weirdest dream ever.  But now I knew I was definitely dreaming a Raider Girl game.  
            Probably going to be a short dream.
            He held up a folded, yellowed paper.  My breath caught, heart hammering.  It was even the map from the game, leading me to the ancient Temple of the Dominator.  Magic gemstones.  Golden statuettes.  Treasure untold.  This was all the newest Raider Girl game.  Of course, I was just getting started with the game in real life so didn't know all of its ins and outs.  I haven't passed the first level yet.  I pulled a folded envelope out of my back pocket.  He reached for it with his other hand, but I pulled it away.  His eyes narrowed.
            "Not that I don't trust you, but let me see the map first," I said.
            "Let me see your tits."
            "I'd rather see the map," I replied, arching a haughty brow.
            "I'd rather see your tits."
            I didn't blame him.  I wanted to see them, too.  But it really irritated me to no end.  Then my "memories" of previous encounters and dealings with Cramer came in, showing me he's tried to get into my pants every time we met.
            "I'll give you the map for free," Cramer said, staring at my tits.  "If you sleep with me and talk dirty to me with that sexy fuck me voice."
            My breath caught.  I just stared open-mouthed at him for a moment.  He grinned, snatched the envelope out of my hand and dropped the map on the table.  I pulled myself together, trying desperately to keep thoughts of him on top of me out of my mind.  Picking up the map, I unfolded it and recognized several landmarks.
            Easy peasy, I thought, and then realized it was exactly what Tara would say in the game.
            He held up the envelope, "The offer is still good.  Me.  You.  Nasty, sweaty, rough sex."
            "You can get that right out of your fucking mind, arsehole," I replied.  "There's no way I'd bang you."
            "What if I brought a gang with me?"
            I sighed, shook my head, and averted my eyes.  "Wanker.  That means jerk in American."
            He just grinned and stood up.  I ignored him.  Cramer headed for the door, moving past me.  Just when I thought I was safe, and started to relax, he pressed a knife to my back.  Right between my shoulder blades.  I felt the tip prick the skin.
            His free hand palmed a boob.  I grimaced, some really nasty scenarios playing out in my overly fertile imagination.  Cramer bent down close, kissed my cheek, and then nibbled my ear.  I felt creepy-crawlies all over.
            "Good luck, girl.  You're going to need it," he whispered.  After kissing my ear, he continued.  "That place is cursed in the worst way.  No one who's ever gone there has returned."
            Pure Raider Girl.  Weren't all of the temples and hidden treasures cursed?  Guarded by mummies, traps, and monsters.  Even as he gave my tit another firm squeeze, I felt a thrill for another reason.  Could I do it?  Could I navigate all of the traps and guardians to win the treasure?  It truly would be easy peasy if it was an older game I was dreaming.
            "This is going to be interesting," I whispered, feeling Cramer move away from me.
            I waited until Cramer was gone, and then waited a few more minutes.  Once I was sure he was long gone, I stood.  Men all around me stiffened, shifted.  Maybe our little exchange was a little too public.  The only door was on the other side of all of those big, vicious looking men.
            "Excuse me, mate," I called to the guy behind the bar.  "Is there a loo?"
            He was a tall, skinny African.  He didn't answer right away, but glared at me.  Finally, he pointed at a door with his chin.  It was pretty subtle.
            "Thanks," I said, heading towards it.
            Since it was on the opposite wall as the entry, the men all relaxed.  I knew there was no way I'd get out of that bar through the door.  The bathroom door was ajar, so I hurried in and locked the door.
            "Ack!" I gagged.  The stench was overwhelming.  Someone must've gotten sick in there.  No ventilation.  Beside the toilet, there was a pedestal sink and a small window over it.  I glanced in the bowl, seeing a floater.  "Ack."
            I flushed, and then climbed up on the sink.  The window was closed, which was insane with that stench.  I opened it and stuck my head out.  It was a dark, trash-strewn alley.  I could hear the sound of traffic and the cries of street vendors.  A dozen different songs were blaring, coming from all directions.  It was chaos.
            "Perfect."
            The window was small.  My real life male body wouldn't fit through it, but my Tara body went through head first just fine.  In nothing flat I was in the alley stepping around piles of trash.  As soon as I emerged from the alley a dozen dark, African faces turned my way.  Yeah, as the only white woman there I stood out.
            My hotel was across the plaza, but the last thing I wanted to do was lead the men in that bar there, so I turned right and headed down another street.  There was no being stealthy for a white woman in full daylight.  Everyone watched my every move.
            A man shouted something behind me.  I didn't understand what he said, but everyone glanced his way, then turned gleeful eyes on me.  Of course he was shouting at me.  Dammit.
            Glancing back, I spotted two machinegun-toting policemen trotting towards me.  There was one rule I always lived by: not to let the local police get their hands on me.  So I took off running.
            You'd think a party started.  Everyone looked so happy.  I was probably the best entertainment they'd seen in years.  Unfortunately for them, I intended it to end sadly for them.  Good for me, since their happy place would be me handcuffed and in jail.  Too often Third World police could get away with doing very bad things to foreigners.  
            Have to admit, as scary as the situation was, it was thrilling.  A real Tara Carter adventure.  Evil mercenaries and bad cops were after me.  I had a treasure map, and soon I would be fighting my way through traps and monsters.  And if I was captured….  Oh man, such bad things they would do to me.
            There was a reason the mothers of America marched whenever a new Raider Girl game was released.  Only this time, instead of watching some very graphic, intense cartoon porn on my laptop, I'd be taking it hard as Tara.  The prospect scared the shit out of me, and made my pussy wet and achy.
            "I'm such a sick bastard," I gasped as I rounded a corner onto a different street.  I spotted a Toyota pickup passing me.  There were two men in the cab, and four in the bed.  I jumped up on the back bumper, and rolled headfirst into the bed.  "Hi, guys."
            The men ranged in age from middle-age to teenager.  Their faces lit up.  I'm pretty sure they had thoughts of doing sexy things with the crazy white woman.  In the video game, Tara very well might make out with them.
            I wasn't going to be that Tara.
            The pickup turned at the next intersection, and I peeked out to look for pursuit.  The truck was moving too fast for the police to keep up on foot.  After it passed through the next intersection, and I spotted the top of my hotel over the surrounding buildings, I wagged my brows at my fellow passengers.
            "It's been fun, guys," I said, and vaulted over the side.
            I landed feet first, legs pressed tightly together.  Landing like I was parachuting, I curled my body in the direction it was going, and rolled over and back to my feet.  Really, I shocked the hell out of myself.  Only in a dream, an action movie, or a video game could someone do that.
            The Toyota skidded to a stop, but I didn't wait around.  I dashed into the first door I spotted, ran through a shop, and out the back into an alley.  After pausing to look around and get my bearings, I spotted a fire escape zigzagging up the side of a building, filled with flower pots and hanging laundry.  I raced up it, going into the topmost window.  A woman shrieked, and at least two children screamed, as I darted through the flat to the door.  Out in the corridor, I quickly found the stairs to the roof.
            "So glad I left my window open," I muttered.
            I could see my hotel window from there, just two buildings over.  I chose my room carefully.  There was a terrace on the floor, with a wide ledge passing under the windows.
            Shouting on the street drew my attention.  One of the voices sounded like the policeman that shouted at me.  They were probably closing in.  A tiny smile flittered across my lips.  I felt so smug, but tried to remain serious.
            I wasn't safe yet.
            Running, I raced to the edge of the roof and leapt.  For a second, my feet pedaled and my arms spun around.  Then I gathered my wits halfway to the other roof, and prepared for my landing.  Like on the pickup dismount, I hit like I was a paratrooper.  Duck and roll.  In a flash I was back on my feet and charging the edge of that roof, my eyes intent on the hotel terrace across the alley.
            "Aaaiieee!" a woman screamed.
 



 
 
 
 
Chapter 3
 
            There were a dozen guests enjoying cocktails on the terrace.  My arrival from thin air startled them.  I rolled to a three point stance, watching them run back inside.
            "That was a bit of a laugh," I remarked, smirking at their fast retreat.  "I hope it wasn't anything I said."
            Hesitating, I pulled the folded map from my back pocket.  Too many people were after me.  Were they waiting for me all along?  I didn't trust Cramer to keep any secrets, including my presence in the city.
            "I've become paranoid in my dotage," I muttered, and then tipped a large planter to the side, slid the map under it, and set it back atop the map.  "Don't go anywhere."
            I really did enjoy listening to me speak way too much.
            I practically ran along the ledge to my room.  For some reason I thought it nothing to be a mere three floors above the street.  It was a cake walk.  In real life, I was afraid of heights.  Tara persona, not so much.  I felt quite daring and dangerous.
            The window was only slightly open.  I didn't want to leave an obvious invitation to would-be thieves.  Yet, I always planned for the worst, so left it open in case I needed to return without anyone knowing.
            Dropping to one knee, I looked around to ensure no one was watching me.  I pulled the window up, and slipped inside with practiced ease.
            "Oh, bugger!"
            I clamped my mouth shut after that involuntary outburst.  The door was closed.  The bathroom was open.  My room was an utter mess.  Someone had tossed it.  Every article of clothing I left there was scattered on the floor and furniture.  Worse, my bags with all of my weapons and outdoors gear were gone.
            "I've been robbed," I growled, hands curling into fists.  "I hate it when that happens."
            The last thing I could do was call the police.  They were already looking for me.  That couldn't be good.  So I began picking my clothes up and putting them back in my bags.  While doing so, I considered my options.  There was only one man I knew within a thousand miles I could go to for the weapons and gear I needed: Simba.  The big African wasn't my first choice, because he had a nasty streak a mile wide.  On top of that, I slept with him once while drunk, and now he thought he owned me.
            "Eww," I cried, picking up a wadded-up pink thong.  It was slimy and sticky and I immediately realized that whoever tossed my room ejaculated all over it.  I had a vision of a man jerking off with the thong wrapped around his pecker.  "Ack.  So nasty!"
            I threw it in the trash and rushed over to wash my hands.
            "I swear, every man I deal with is an oversexed perv or a misogynist," I muttered, drying my hands.  "Usually both."
            I was halfway through cleaning up the mess when the door opened.  Why didn't I check to ensure it was locked?  The invaders didn't give me time to chastise myself.  Five big men in jeans and button down shirts charged in.  I recognized every one of them.  All old….um… Friends.
            If I had a gun, I would've shot them, one and all.  They were all Europeans, from across Europe.  Their leader, Hans, was a big blonde German brute.  Bjorn was Swedish.  Knut was Danish.  Pawel was Polish.  And Sergey was Ukrainian.  They were more poachers than adventurers.  So far, I'd always gotten the best of them.
            I had half a second to decide between fight or flight.  I didn't decide fast enough, so had to fight.  That suited me fine.
            "Fucking tossers!" I cried, charging them.  "You nicked my gear!"
            Oddly enough, I knew what that meant.  Maybe I played that game too much.
            Pawel led them through the door, so was closest.  Sergey was half a step behind him, and to my right.  So I went straight for Pawel, pretended to commit myself, and then cut to the right at the last second.  Pawel was throwing a right cross, missed, and stumbled towards the bed.  Sergey cried out, his face incredulous, as I spun and kicked him square in the face.  Continuing my spin, I slammed my elbow in the side of his head and finished the job.  The big Ukrainian was out before he hit the floor.
            I ducked under Hans' left cross, kneed him in the gut, and continued moving towards Bjorn.  I dodge aside when the Swede tried to kick me, dropped to a knee under Knut's right jab, and slammed my fist up between the Dane's legs.
            "Ugh!" Knut cried, doubling over.
            I came up, slamming my knee into his face with as much brute force as I could muster.  He dropped like a rock, while I spun and kicked Bjorn in the hip to send him stumbling across the room.  Hans was there before I knew it, pounding a fist into my belly.
            "Uggh," I grunted, trying to absorb as much of it as I could.  It hurt.  Like, why didn't I wake up kind of hurt?  I stomped on his foot, and then kneed him in the belly.  I tried for between his legs, but he moved too fast.  "I'm going to squash your nuts flatter than Knut's."
            Pawel was the only one between me and the door.  All I wanted to do was get out of that room.  Even I knew I had little chance of defeating five men.  So far, I'd done far better than I thought possible.  After throwing a chair at Hans, I charged the Pole with no real intention of engaging him.  I just had to get past him.
            He pulled a pistol.  Matte black.  Glock 31 flashed through my mind.  I briefly wondered if it was Austrian or American made, as if it mattered.  Then I was on him, hand grabbing the end of the gun.  I twisted it back into his belly, expecting him to release it rather than take a chance of shooting himself.  I was wrong.
            The shot was muffled, forcing me to release it, but the gasp and look in his eyes said it all.  I froze, watching the life fade out of his eyes.
            "Got her," Bjorn cried, twisting my right arm back.
            "Ha!" Hans barked, and sent a right, followed by a left into my head.
            My knees buckled, but I managed to stay conscious.  It wasn't easy.  Damn, that hurt!
            "Hello, Tara," Hans said, lifting my face and forcing me to look at him.
            The German looked so damned pleased.  It was the first time he'd caught me.  He squeezed my jaw until I grimaced.
            "Where is the map?" Hans demanded.
            "What map?"
            He looked past me, at Bjorn, and then slammed a fist into my belly.
            "Ugh!" I grunted, most of my breath gone.  I gasped and groaned a long moment.  "Fuck, that hurt.  I swear, whoever nicked my gear must've got the map as well."
            "Ugh!" I cried when he pounded another fist into my belly.  I puked this time.
            "We took your gear, Fräulein Carter," Hans sneered.  "Try again."
            "She has it on her," Bjorn said.  "Search her."
            "Hey!" I cried when Hans grabbed my tits.  "Hands off the knockers, twat."
            He just laughed, running his hands all over my boobs and body, over my pockets and even between and down my legs.  I'm surprised he didn't pry open my mouth and look in there.  Not finding anything, he pushed my tank and bra up and over my tits, exposing them with a leer on his face.
            "You have very nice knockers, Tara," Hans whispered, squeezing them tight and flicking his thumb across my nipples.  It felt far better than I felt comfortable with.  "Maybe if we can't take the map, we'll take something else."
            In the game, the bad guys would take the map and the "something else."  I glanced at the two unconscious buggers.  And poor dead Pawel.  I wasn't going to miss him.
            "I can't give you something I don't have," I replied through clenched teeth.
            Despite my dire circumstance, Hans' thumbs were rocking my boat.  The sexiest sensations rippled through me with every stroke across my erect, pink buds.  Despite my best efforts, I couldn’t stop from squirming.  I was getting so hot and sweaty.  Visions of really nasty sex acts filled my head.  I put all my efforts into purging those images.
            "I don't believe you," Hans said.  "Give me the map."
            "I don't have the bloody map!"
            Hans leered at me, released my chin, and snaked that hand down the front of my jeans.  My jaw dropped.  My eyes rolled up, and the most amazing feeling washed through me when his fingers found my slick folds.  He started by rubbing circles around my pussy, so hard and fast.  I struggled to breathe.  It was even harder to think.
            "Oooooooh," I sighed.
            "She likes that," Bjorn snickered.
            My head lolled around, and I ground my sex against his hand.  I didn't want to, but I couldn't stop either.  Was it the game forcing me?  Was it my dream?  Was it what I wanted?
            "Stop.  Before," I gasped out.  I shivered, feeling it building faster and faster.  His hand shifted, concentrating on a smaller spot.  Not the best spot for me.  "Higher."
            "What?"
            "You're too bloody low," I rasped out.  "Rub a little…oooh…  Higher."
            "Where did you hide the map, Tara?"
            His fingers did move closer to my clit.
            "A little more.  Please, a little more," I gasped.
            I was so close.  So damned close.  He just needed to put in a little extra effort.  And then his fingers found my throbbing clit.  I swear, I could hear angels singing.
            "Tell me where the map is hidden!"
            "Wait.  Wait," I whispered, my voice dropping an octave.  "I quite fancy a happy ending before I…  Aaaggh."
            I saw the lecherous grin spread across his face as my insides erupted with pure euphoria.  It was quite worth it.  I sighed gustily, rolled my head way back as I licked my lips, drawing his face closer and closer.
            And I head-butted him in the nose.
            "Aaiiee!" Hans cried, falling back.
            Bjorn's grip loosened for just a second.  I slammed my head straight back into his face, hooked my foot behind his, and tripped him.  The Swede released me as he fell, but not before toppling me over as well.  I hit the floor and rolled to my feet, already running towards the door.  After slamming the door closed behind me, I yanked my bra and top down and took off running for the stairs by the elevator.
            I went up instead of down.  I reached the next floor up before my pursuit arrived.  They opened the door I entered, and I opened the door before me at the same time to hide the sound.  As expected from two bleeding morons, they went down.  Why would I go up?  Right?
            I hurried down the corridor to the window overlooking the terrace.  It was still empty after my unexpected arrival earlier.  I dropped down, looked around for any witnesses, and retrieved the map.
            "Well now, that was jolly good fun," I muttered, taking the time to finish straightening my clothes.  Map in back pocket, I took the ledge to the back of the hotel and worked my way to the ground in an alley.  "Things are just starting to get interesting.  Now to find out if my old friend Simba will help me, or kill me."
 



 
 
 
 
Chapter 4
 
            It was a steel building just outside of the city, looking like a giant Quonset hut.  I think it was a hangar, but I didn't see a runway.  The ground in front of it was long and flat enough to land a plane, and it was mostly open around it.  The hangar looked old, like World War II era.  There were assorted trucks, trailers, and towable equipment inside a fenced yard.
            "I think he tidied the place up since my last visit," I muttered.
            The late afternoon air was hot and humid.  The mosquitoes were out in force, among other annoying, biting bugs.  I felt hot and disheveled after avoiding thugs and police the last few hours as I snuck out of the city.
            Changing direction, I worked my way through the jungle surrounding his base of operations.  It was always safer to come up behind anyone who might not receive you well.  Also, he wasn't alone.  His men hadn't gone home for the day.  So I remained just inside the underbrush and waited.
            It was almost dark before I heard them close the hangar doors and the workers started leaving for the day.  It was a trickle at first, but after a large group departed I steeled myself.  After waiting another fifteen minutes without anyone else leaving, I figured it was as safe as it ever was going to be.
            Quiet a daring Raider Girl, aren't I? I thought.  If it's a dream, why do I care?
            I was still aching from the hotel fight, and that was hours earlier.  Everything felt and looked so real.  Nothing dreamlike at all, except for the fact I turned into Tara Carter and was living one of her video adventures.  Yet, what few dreams I remembered always felt like a dream, and I could wake myself up if everything went to hell.  Not this time.
            I crept out of the surrounding jungle and into the growing darkness of night.  The jungle sounded and felt completely different at night.  I kind of liked it.  Weird, I know, but it felt more welcoming and safe to me.
            The big hangar doors were closed as expected, but there was a regular door built into the hangar door.  It was closed, too.  Simba could've left as well.  He lived in the hangar last time I was there.  Nothing said he hadn't decided to live more comfortably and bought a mansion.  The man was certainly rich enough to live like the King of the Jungle he fancied himself.
            I tested the door.  It was locked.  Not a problem for me.  It took me all of thirty seconds to pick it.  Inside was dimly lit.  I didn't hear anything.  Maybe he had left for the night.  So I stepped inside and carefully closed the door.
            "You are late, Tara," Simba's big voice called.
            I felt a thrill and dread at the same time.  He was hidden in the near darkness of the interior, with lots of bulky pieces of military hardware scattered about.  There was definitely a Russian T62 tank in there, as well as a Huey helicopter and multiple pieces of field artillery.  Most of Simba's clients were African warlords, rebel factions, and petty dictators.
            "How did you know I was in town?"
            "My sources told me a dark-haired Englishwoman was giving the police a merry chase," he said.  "And she got away after killing at least one European man, expected to be a mercenary.  I knew it was you.  Chaos follows you like a puppy."
            "I happen to quite like puppies," I said.  "How have you been, O Lion of the Jungle?"
            Simba meant lion in some African language.  He loved to think of himself as king of the human jungle.  Me?  I always thought of the Simba in the movie, that innocent little lion cub.  He hated that movie.
            That man was anything but innocent.
            The lights came on with a loud, echoing pop.  He stepped out in the open, way in back next to his office and small apartment.  Seeing him, I froze and bit my lip.  A low moan escaped as memories of our last meeting returned.  For some reason, I let him get me drunk one morning, and I never drink before noon.  And then he fucked me.  Fucked me for three long days and nights.  Three days of nothing but booze and nasty, nasty sex.  It would've lasted a lot longer, but I woke up early one predawn, came to my senses, and escaped.
            Didn't want a repeat of that tryst.
            "You've looked worse," Simba said, stepping out in the open.
            "You are such a charmer," I replied, shaking my head as I resumed walking towards him.  Being up close and personal with him was a little frightening, but shouting across a hangar wasn't going to work either.  "The first time we met, you said I wasn't as ugly as you expected."
            I don't know why that still irritated me.  He just laughed.  It was a beautiful laugh, deep and heartfelt.  Odd, since I knew him to be quite shallow and with no heart whatsoever.  Simba was an arms dealer and would sell to anyone.  Fortunately, that meant he'd also deal with a fugitive Englishwoman.
            He waited for me.  The bastard couldn't meet me halfway.  I felt like a supplicant coming before the king, which was exactly what he wanted.  The bastard.
            Simba was an extraordinary example of a man.  He had to be six feet eight, powerfully built with the most amazing chest, shoulders, and arms.  His skin was very dark, and his head shaven bald.  All he wore were dark linen trousers and a white tank.  He'd already taken his shoes off for the night.
            Stopping just out of reach, I cocked my head back and regarded him coolly.  Being a head and a half taller than me was disconcerting at times.  He made me feel so small and fragile, and I didn't like it.
            "To what do I owe this pleasure?" he asked.  "Business or… Pleasure?"
            "Business," I said.  "Due to the dustup in town, I lost all of my weapons and gear."
            "Do you have money?  At least a credit card?"
            I sighed.  I knew that was going to be a problem.  He began to grin, and it was a predatory grin.
            "You know I'm good for it," I said.  "I've always paid my debts."
            "Ah!  But that assumes you survive whatever little adventure you're currently on," he said.  Simba finally broke his pose to walk around me, looking me up and down.  "If you're killed, which is always highly likely, then I don't get paid."
            "I haven't been killed yet," I returned.
            He stroked my ponytail.  "I prefer the braid."
            "Hence the ponytail," I snapped.  His hands slid down my back, and ended with a light slap on the bum.  "Can't we get back to business?  I'll need weapons.  Do you have any English manufactured weapons?"
            "No.  I do have a lot of Heckler & Koch at the moment," he said.  "Nothing but the best."
            He pressed up behind me.  Simba started stroking my bare arms.  It felt way too good.  I struggled to breathe and a hard knot formed between my legs.  It wasn't easy keeping my cool and continuing in a businesslike manner.
            "Do you have a HK AG36?" I asked.  A 40mm grenade launcher would be so nice.  "And I'll need a bandolier with grenades for it, as well."
            He kissed my neck, and then nibbled across my shoulder.
            "I do," he said.  "Yours.  For a price."
            The giant African ground against me.  My eyes closed.  I suppressed the groan that threatened to escape when I felt his semi-erection grinding into my right butt cheek.  I remembered what that long, thick knob could do to me.  Memories of those wild and wicked…
            "I'll thank you to find a better place for your cock," I said.
            "I know the perfect place for it," Simba said, reaching round to cup my crotch.
            "Um, yes," I stammered, twisted and wiggled out of his grasp.  A nervous laugh escaped as I backed away from him.  He caught my left wrist, holding on tight.  "Can we keep this business?  Time is of the essence."
            He had me in such a predicament.  Simba was a passionate man.  A very volatile man.  If I put up too much fight, I might offend and anger him.  He might send me away or turn me over to the authorities.  But he would fuck me stupid three times over if I didn't put up any fight.  And he might keep me around for days or weeks.
            "May-Maybe we can spend a week or two together on holiday in Dubai or Bahrain?" I asked, feeling desperation setting in.  "My treat.  Best hotel.  Best beach.  But I have a job to do first."
            That seemed safe enough.  Surely I'd wake up before that sex fest holiday happened.  How much longer could the dream last?  There were only so many hours in the night.
            God, I hope I'm dreaming.
            He pulled me in close, one huge hand splayed on the small of my back and holding me tight against him.  I felt his hard cock pressed into my belly.  It took my breath away.  He yanked my ponytail with his free hand, forcing me to look up into his fierce face.  Simba looked determined.  That couldn't be good for me.
            "I will sell you anything you want on credit, Tara," he said.
            Such a sense of relief washed through me.  I was almost giddy.
            "Thank you, Simba, you won't regret it," I promised with a big smile.
            "I will charge you four times what it's worth for my generosity," he continued.  "And you will be happy to pay it."
            "Ah, yes.  Of course," I said.  The Carter fortune was great.  I could afford anything he charged.  "I'll be quite pleased to pay any price."  I glanced around, noticing an old American army jeep.  "I quite fancy that jeep as well."
            "It is yours, Tara," he said.  "But I am not working this evening.  I'll outfit you in the morning."
            "Oh?" I asked, surprised.
            I really just wanted to get my weapons and supplies and leave.  I could probably reach the temple by sunrise.  But then Simba kissed me.  He claimed my lips in a deep, passionate kiss that made my entire body heat up and tingle.
            Uh-oh!
            Arms as thick as my legs squeezed me so tight.  I felt all resistance melt away.  My body tingled, and my mind went south.  A vision, or was it a memory, filled my mind of him on top of me, my legs spread wide, and Simba joyfully thrusting into me fast and furiously.  My mouth opened as a sigh escaped, and his tongue darted in.
            "Mmmm," I moaned.  My tongue began to play with his, even though I didn't want to.  It was as if my body had a mind and will separate from me.  My passion erupted when he squeezed me again.  "Mmmmggh."
            A tiny part of me was horrified I was kissing him with the same passion and desire.  That part quickly shrank to nothing.  An overwhelming need to get him inside me washed through.  I clutched at him desperately, tiny inarticulate sounds of need and desire escaping.  I almost cried out with joy when he stopped kissing me just long enough to pull off my tank and bra.
            "Oh, Simba," I whispered, voice an octave lower.
            The huge arms dealer buried his face in my deep cleavage.  Simba indulged himself, smothering my tits with kisses.  His big hands were callused and hard.  They hurt so good on my silky soft skin.  He had me gasping, writhing in his tight grasp.  I felt so weak and helpless.  So vulnerable.  So sexy and feminine.
            "Aaiiee!" I cried when he yanked my head back by my ponytail.
            "I'm going to fuck you so long and hard that you will scream my name when other men fuck you," he growled into my ear.
            "Promises, promises," I taunted.
            "You rather fancy a jolly good shag," Simba said, doing an atrociously bad English accent.
            "Works for me," I replied. 
            Holding onto my ponytail, he fast-walked me to the old jeep and forced me back atop the bonnet.  I lay there, staring up into his fierce face while his hands squeezed my tits and his thumb strummed my nipples until they were hard and erect.  I unzipped my jeans, starting to wiggle my hips as I worked them down.
            "You'll have to help me get my boots off," I said, my eyes daring him to do something.
            "Not really," he said.  "Not yet."
            "Then how are you going to – "
            Simba yanked me off the jeep by my tits.  Ouch.  He spun me around, bent me over the jeep, and yanked my jeans down below my knees.  With one hand on the small of my back, Simba easily held me down while he unzipped and pulled out his long, thick cock.  I slanted a nervous look back at it.  It was so thick it scared me, long and pitch black.  I swallowed a lump in my throat, struggled to breathe, and bit my lip.
            "I hope you are ready, Tara," Simba growled, his voice so low and bedroomy.
            I shivered when he rubbed his rubbery head all around my pussy.  I felt my nether lips open up, just blossoming for him.  The tip of his cock slid up my slit, sending a sweet jolt of pleasure through me.
            "Just do it!" I cried.
            Simba laughed.  I felt him press up against my entrance.  My breath caught, eyes widened.
            "Uggggh!" I cried, feeling his big, black cock thrust deep inside me.  The pain was exquisite, and so fucking amazing.  He stretched me out.  For a second I was sure he'd split me open.  "Aagh, you fucking wanker."
            "Ha ha!  That's what you said the first time I penetrated you," he said.  "I am the king.  Say it!"
            "You're the king!"
            "Ha ha!"
            Simba yanked my head back, held me down, and really started hammering it in.  My brain went numb.  He filled my vagina like no one ever had.
            "You're the king!" I cried.  "You're the king!"
            The light was perfect to see Simba's reflection in the windshield.  Propping myself up on my elbows afforded me a nice view of both of us.  I loved watching him thrust into me, my bum quivering with every hard thrust.
            "What are you doing?"
            "Watching you in the windscreen," I gasped out.  "So sexy."
            We were both shiny with sweat in that jungle heat.  I loved to watch a man's muscles working under his skin.  Even more amazing was the feel of his length and girth sliding in and out of me.  I squeezed my vagina around him, making Simba gasp and thrust even faster.
            "Oooooooh," I sighed, trembling like a leaf.
            I felt the buildup.  My body quivered and quaked, and that rush to climax began deep inside.  I closed my eyes, savoring the feel of that rising bliss.  He pulled my ponytail harder, starting to swat my left butt cheek really hard.
            "You're the – Aaaagggh," I cried.  My core erupted with intense euphoria.  It pulsed through my body.  "The KING!"
            In a flash he pulled me off the jeep, forced me to my knees, and pushed his long, shiny wet cock in my face.  I stared at him a long second before it registered what he wanted.  My body was still in the throes of orgasm, but it finally dawned on me when he rubbed his nastiness all over my face, traced my lips, and forced the tip up against my teeth.
            "You better hurry, Tara, before I slather your face."
            That sexy threat spurred me to action.  Wrapping both hands around his shaft, I stroked him a few times.  He was rock hard.  His giant balls were pulled up tight to his body.  I grinned, and started licking his balls.
            Simba moaned, head rolling back.  He liked that.  A lot.
            "Mmmm," I moaned, sucking on those huge things.  Kissing, nibbling, and licking, I worked his balls over quite well.  And then I started licking, kissing, and nibbling my way up his shaft.  It was wet with my honey.  "You're the king, Simba."
            I went down on him.  No hesitation.  Didn't really think about it.  Just about the time he reached the back of my tongue, and my gag reflex kicked in, it occurred to me what I was doing.
            Most disgusting dream ever!
            Yet, I couldn't stop.  I bobbed my head up and down, taking as much of him as I could.  I swear, that monster could fill my throat if I let him.  He swelled a little more in my mouth, and I sucked harder, desperation consuming me.  Nothing was more important than making him come in my mouth.  I felt crazy.  My libido was out of control.
            "Aaaagh, you are the best, Tara!"
            Hot, viscous cum flooded into my mouth in spurts.  I'm not sure what I expected, but it wasn't that much.  Simba palmed the back of my head, keeping me from pulling off.  Keeping me from spitting it out.
            As soon as I swallowed, he grabbed my ponytail and yanked me to my feet.  I was starting to dislike that damned ponytail.  Simba headed for his small apartment in the hangar before I got my balance.  I'd never felt so completely dominated and controlled in my life.  The fact it turned me on was disturbing.
            The bedroom was as I remembered, or as Tara remembered.  Very Spartan, with nothing but a king-sized bed and small chest of drawers.  No blanket or comforter, or even a bedspread.  Just two rumbled sheets.  He threw me into the middle of the bed.
            "Slow down!  Hold your horses," I cried when he was between my legs in a flash.  "We have all night."
            He seized my wrists, crossed them, and pressed them into the bed above my head.  I felt trapped, and surely was completely in his power.  Simba was grinning.  No, leering down at me.  It was kind of scary.  Then he got my undivided attention by taking his still rock hard cock into his free hand.  I watched with morbid fascination as he guided that huge monster cock to my sex.
            "Uggh!" I grunted when he thrust in.
            That hurt.  It didn’t make sense at first, since he'd already fucked the shit out of me.  Then Tara's memories took over, and I realized I'd tightened back up after coming.  Like I always do.
            He stretched my little hole out beyond its limit.  It felt like he was about to rip me open.  After a few thrusts, when he had about half his length inside me, the pain began to fade.  My body adjusted to his enormity, and it felt amazing.
            He caught and held my gaze.  Thrusting and thrusting, he made me writhe and buck, gasp and groan.  I felt completely out of control.  It wasn't like anything I'd ever known before.
            It didn't take long before I felt it.  That rise to glory.  Every thrust was more amazing than the last.  He sent incredible sensations rippling through my overheated body.
            "Oh no," I gasped, eyes huge.  The rush to climax surged deep inside, and something told me it would be life changing.  "Please!  I can't…  Aaaaagggh!"
            My body erupted with insane pleasure.  Pure euphoria consumed me.  I reveled in the glory of it.  That had to be the greatest, most powerful orgasm in the history of humankind.
            And Simba continued to thrust like a madman.
            "I'm not going to stop until you pass out, Tara," Simba said, laughing as he thrust into me like a wildman.  "It's going to be a long night for you."
 



 
 
 
 
Chapter 5
 
            "I can't believe I didn't wake up last night," I muttered.  I licked my lips, which felt chapped and a little sore.  Needless to say, I lost my lip balm in the hotel room and Simba didn't have any.  "I swear, I'll never get the taste of him out of my mouth."
            I stood outside, next to the jeep.  The sun rose an hour earlier, but we were up well before sunrise gathering my weapons, gear, and supplies.
            "Does it meet your satisfaction?" Simba asked, pressing up behind me and fondling a tit.
            He meant the jeep, not the molestation.  Despite the fact the old US Army jeep was older than my grandfather, it ran like new.  I'd taken it for a spin to test it.  It didn't have a top, but that was fine.  The tires all looked new.  The jeep was topped off, with two jerry tanks full of petrol mounted to the front bumper and one with water on back next to the spare tire.  The windscreen was lowered over the bonnet, and all my gear filled the back and was tied atop the bonnet, from bumper to bumper.
            I had all of the camping gear I'd possibly need, with rations, pots, and pans as well.  There was a small pup tent.  Rain gear.  And, of course, the weapons and ammo I'd need.
            The HK AG36 was mounted on the flat space between the steering wheel and the bonnet.  It was within easy reach in case I ran into trouble, and I usually did.
            "I'm very pleased, Simba," I said, wiggling out of his grasp.  I gave him a sharp look as I pulled my red sports bra back down.  He returned an outfit I left behind during my last visit.  The red sports bra and black shorts were more comfortable in the sweltering jungle heat and humidity than the jeans and tank.  I'd even braided my waist length hair for him.  "Thank you again."
            Simba liked to be thanked over and over.  It was paramount to show your appreciation if you ever wanted to do business with him again.  At least it was for me, since I was effectively buying everything on credit.
            I pulled back a tarp to check the sawed off 12-gauge shotgun, an old US Army LAW, and a HK G36 assault rifle.  Simba even surprised me with a pair of Heckler & Koch USP Match pistols, silver and black.  They were strapped to my thighs, where they belonged.  Honestly, I felt naked without them.
            "I'm loaded for bear," I said, enjoying the questioning look on his face.
            "You're after a bear?  There are no bears around here," he said.
            "It's an expression," I said.
            "You Brits have lots of odd expressions."
            I started to correct him, but then couldn't really say it was a purely American expression.  There were bears all over the world.  I just shrugged and climbed into the jeep.
            "Here's another expression," I said, slanting an amused look up at him as I pulled on a pair of black gloves with the fingers cut off.  "I'm out of here."
            The jeep cranked up right off.  I amazed myself by effortlessly and without any real thought, stepped on the clutch, put it in gear, and slowly drove away.  I'd never driven a standard in my life, but here I was in my dream driving one perfectly.  Though, I wasn't sure if it only worked because of a dream, or I was doing it correctly.
            That thought brought up another problem to my way of thinking.  I'd never slept through a wet dream in my life.  I always woke up just before I creamed my shorts.  But Simba made me come many times last night.  I never woke up.  And then I went to sleep and woke up as Tara Carter.  You can't dream sleep.  Can you?  This was too bizarre, but all I could do was just play along and keep going.  It had to end eventually.  Right?
            "If this is not a dream…" I muttered.
            It had to be a dream.  People don't just go to sleep and wake up on a different world, in a different body.  Or had I been sucked into the game I was playing when I dozed off?  On top of that, it was a video game I knew intimately.  A game I enjoyed putting Tara Carter through her paces way too much, especially when I let her get captured.
            Was this dream God's way to punish me for being such a sick bastard?
            "That bloody well won't happen in this game," I said, loving the sound of my own voice and accent.  "I'll fight to the death before I allow anyone to capture me."
            The jungle road was pretty bad.  There were short stretches I could get the jeep upwards of 40 to 45 M.P.H. or more.  I swear, it had to be the worst road in the world.
            I came to a steep hill.  The dirt road went straight up it, and was mostly washed out from the daily rains.  The jeep strained to get up it, and I got the vehicle jammed into deep washout ruts a few times.  Once I was afraid I'd need to abandon it there, but managed to rock it out by quickly alternating between reverse and first gear.  Who knew I could do that?
            When I finally reached the crest of the hill, I stopped and looked back.  I beat it.  It was a proud moment for me.  And then I saw them.  A line of four trucks coming down the same road.  They were cresting the last hill, and I only saw them for a second before the jungle swallowed them, but it looked like four battered old Land Rovers.
            Dammit.  If this was indeed a game I was living, then that was big trouble.  There are no coincidences in a video game.
            "Did Simba sell me out?" I wondered.  "Or Cramer?"
            My money was on Cramer.  Either way, I was in trouble.  I had to make better time if I hoped to find the temple before them, and get away before they could lay hands on me.  Oddly enough, I found the prospect of being beaten to the temple more unsettling than being captured.
            "Tara, you're a sick bitch," I muttered, throwing the jeep into gear and spinning my tires in the dirt.
            I drove with a lot more reckless abandon.  That almost cost me a few times.  Once I skidded off the road and t-boned a tree, but didn't hit hard enough to cause much damage.  As long as the jeep continued to run I was happy.
            Midafternoon, I came to a split in the road.  Most of the traffic went right, but I needed to go left.  I went right, leaving a nice trail in the dusty road.  After a mile I came to a rocky patch where my tires left little or no tracks.  So I turned off the road and drove into the thick jungle.  I jumped out and covered the tread marks in the softer ground off the main road.  And then quickly worked my way back to the fork in the road and waited.
            If the four SUVs were following me, they would pass by.  If Cramer had sold them a copy of the map, then they'd go left towards the temple.  I didn't have long to wait.
            "Damn, they're gaining on me," I muttered, crouched in the thick underbrush, one hand on a pistol grip.
            The small caravan of Land Rovers stopped.  I saw that the occupants were all Africans in black berets and desert camo.  They looked well-armed, as well.  I counted a dozen men, most with AK 47 assault rifles.  One of the men got out of the lead vehicle to examine the road.  After a moment he pointed up the right fork.  He got back in the lead truck, and they turned up the right fork.
            "They are following me.  So who betrayed me?  Simba or Cramer?"
            As they passed, I noticed there was a symbol crudely painted on the side of all four vehicles.  I'd never seen it in the game, but in my mind I knew it meant they were followers of the local warlord.  Dakarai was an up and coming fellow in the warlord game.  Still, I can't fight a dozen men armed for combat.
 



 
 
 
 
Chapter 6
 
            The trip took longer than I thought it would, so I didn't pull off the main road until just after dark.  I plowed through the underbrush a good fifty meters before stopping.  I took a torch with me (though in my mind I objected and reminded myself it was a flashlight).  Still, it amused me whenever I thought like a Brit.  Talk about being in character.
            "Will I really spend two nights as Tara?" I wondered out loud.
            I spent a good half hour trying to fix or disguise all the damage I did.  I did my best to brush away the tire tracks.  The underbrush was a bigger task, and nigh on impossible.  The jeep squashed and broke everything much worse than I hoped.  Still, I think I did a reasonably adequate job of camouflaging my passage.
            Returning to the jeep, I continued bulling my way through the jungle until it became too dense to continue.  I killed the engine, put the key in my pocket, and pulled the rucksack onto my back.  All my climbing gear was in it, but it was mostly empty to hold any treasures I found.  Then I had to decide on which weapons to take.  I could only carry so much, while in the actual game I could carry everything.
            I checked the map and my GPS.  The temple was less than a mile away.  Provided the map was good.  If not, me and Cramer were going to have a long talk.  No one cheated Tara Carter and got away with it.
            "Easy peasy," I muttered.
            I decided on the HK AG36.  Hey, I loved the idea of a 40mm grenade launcher.  A girl can do some damage with that.  So with machete in hand, I headed out on foot.
            I loved the sights and smells of the jungle.  The scent of cut vegetation was sharp and refreshing against the background aroma of rotting vegetation.  Countless birds sang in the canopy, while small monkeys protested my passage.  The air was heavy and hot.
            It was heaven.
            Cutting my way through the jungle was harder than it looked in video games and movies.  It wasn't long before I was breathing heavily, my body soaked in sweat.  Still I soldiered on, feeling a deep eagerness for the trials to come.  Ancient temples were always so…interesting.
            The jungle was thick and it was easy to become disoriented and lost, so I checked my GPS frequently.  Soon I stepped out of the jungle and onto the bank of a small, shallow river.  I lifted my eyes and smiled.  There were the cliffs shown on the map, just on the other side of the river.  The Temple of the Dominator was carved deep into that cliff.
            I checked the river and banks for crocodiles and other predators before wading across the river.  It reached my waist and threatened to wash me off my feet.  Hopefully, I would have a full pack on the way back which would help keep my feet firmly planted next time I crossed that river.
            With the help of my GPS and trusty machete, I cut a path straight to the temple.  A deep sense of satisfaction filled me for a moment.  It was a beautiful sight.  I studied archeology at university, so could appreciate the workmanship of the ancients.  That temple was so old it was built without any metal tools, yet it was perfection.
            "After I get what I came for, I'll be sure to alert authorities to its location," I whispered, just a little in awe.  "This site needs to be studied by archeologists."  I grinned.  "Maybe I can get National Geographic to pay me to 'discover' it again."
            It wouldn't be the first time I looted a lost temple, and then convinced the people at National Geographic to sponsor an expedition to find that same temple.  I get a little glory, some good PR, and paid twice.
            "Mmm," I said, looking around warily.  I didn't notice it at first, what with my full attention on the temple, but the jungle was deathly quiet.  Was the temple's dark magic suppressing the jungle animals?  Was it my intrusion into their world?  Absolute quiet sounded like danger in the jungle.  "Could be a predator.  It's probably me."
            Still, I would remain alert to any threats.  Always a good policy when entering an ancient, lost temple.  This one didn't have any specific threats in its legend.  The Dominator, whose actual name was lost to history, was a scary god.  Or, if you are a believer in ancient aliens, a brutal extraterritorial who came down to earth to subjugate the locals.
            Yeah, I watch too much History Channel.  It's hilarious.
            My eyes scanned the environs of the temple in meticulous detail.  I looked for any signs others had visited in the recent past.  It was difficult at night, with only a single torch.  None of the jungle growth around the entrance was cut or trampled.  I saw no foot prints in the soft ground.  There were lots of animal prints, but none of the two-legged variety.  So there wouldn't be any unpleasant surprises of the human kind waiting for me inside.
            I hoped and prayed.  Those kinds of surprises didn't usually go well for Tara in the game.
            I did my best to avoid leaving any signs of my passage into the temple.  One can't be too cautious in this situation.  So with all my senses alert, I eased into the temple.  I plunged into absolute darkness within a few steps inside.  My torch provided the only light, which hung from my wrist on a short lanyard so I wouldn't lose it.  I've only been inside a few underground temples, and can't say I really like them much at all.
            I felt trapped.  There was only one way out, which left me vulnerable.  Still, I was alone.  I kept telling myself that.  Then I heard a click as the stone paving I stepped on pushed down half an inch.
            "Oh bugger my arse!" I cried, and threw myself straight back and to the ground.
            The booby trap was sprung.  Flint and dust exploded on the stone wall next to where I was standing just a second before.  I remained on my back for a moment, waiting to ensure there wouldn't be a second round.
            "That'll leave a bruise," I complained.
            I'd fallen on my left side and on the HK AG36.  I guess I was lucky it hadn't fired, or launched the grenade.  Still, it hurt.  Finally, I rolled to all fours and checked to see what the booby trappers tried to kill me with.
            "Flint arrowhead," I whispered, finding it first.  Then I spotted pieces of mostly rotted wood.  The arrow shafts?  And there wasn't just the one arrowhead, either.  At least a dozen, and some bones so old they were almost rotted away.  So I crawled up to the trigger flagstone, pressed on it.  "Damn!"
            Another rotten, flint-tipped arrow smashed into the wall above me.  I wondered how many arrows they loaded into the trap, and how they shot the arrow so that the rotten shaft didn't disintegrate from the stress.
            "Something for real archeologists to determine," I muttered.
            Carefully, slowly, I crawled over that trap.  After a few feet, I rose back onto two feet and continued more cautiously.  The passage started to descend after that first booby trap, and it narrowed so tight a large man's shoulders might brush the sides.  I reminded myself that a large man in ancient times wasn't much larger than me.
            I studied the walls as I went, looking for any decorations.  That could tell me about what I could expect up ahead, but so far the temple wasn't giving up any of its secrets.  The walls were rough hewn rock, with no decorations.  It dropped at a pretty steep grade for a good hundred paces before it leveled out.  That flat stretch did have decorations, mostly of hunters and game on my right, and battle scenes on the left.  It was about a dozen paces long, before dropping into another stretch downward.
            I stopped before entering that decorated passage.  That was the perfect place for another booby trap.  I looked for murder holes in the wall, hidden by the decorations.  I found nothing that could be a threat.  So I proceeded with supreme caution.
            A grating, stone-on-stone sound below alerted me.  I jumped up and extended my arms and legs to the side.  I held myself up like that between the two walls as the floor fell away.
            I gawked into Stygian darkness below me.
            I licked my lips, heart hammering.  Odd sounds came up from below.  More stone-on-stone grating.  I didn't like it, not one bit.
            "Nice try, old boy," I muttered, slowly working my way towards the far end.  I was actually more used to either going up and down between walls like that.  Moving straight ahead was a bit trickier.  Halfway to the other side the floor slowly rose back up into place.  "Yes.  You're not going to fool me twice."
            I continued like that until I reached the downward passage.  I returned to the floor warily, ready to spring back up at the slightest provocation.  The floor remained stable.
            That passage took me to the temple proper.
            It was glorious.  Just gorgeous.  The room was round, with a thirty foot ceiling.  There was an altar before a twenty foot tall statue of a lion-man god.  I noticed two things right away.  One of the main reasons I was there, a huge ruby embedded in the lion god's forehead, and a gold sheathed penis.  I hadn't heard of him having a golden knob.  Interesting.  If it was detachable, I'd take it.  Hopefully, there wouldn't be any punishment for castrating ye olde lion god.
            The walls were all decorated in paintings, mostly in red, of the god smiting his enemies with a mace.  So pre-bronze age for sure, as I suspected.  There were much smaller warriors assisting the god, all carrying spears.  No bows.  Odd, that.  Still, it was what it was.  And all I really cared about was the treasure.
            "Love, love, love that altar," I whispered, biting my lip.
            The stone altar was about four feet tall by two feet deep by three feet wide.  A dozen uncut, but huge, diamonds, rubies, and emeralds were embedded in the altar's top.  They were worth a fortune.  So I pulled my knife and started digging them out of the stone.  They came out easily enough, only held in place by crumbling mortar.
            Everything went into the rucksack.  I have to admit, I was expecting a lot more treasure.  Specifically, all of the gold and silver that legend and myth said was in the temple.  Still, those gemstones were so large I could reasonably expect to sell them for millions.
            "Let's have a gander at your willy, mate," I whispered.  I always whispered in ancient temples.  Not sure why.  The aforementioned gold phallus proved to be stone, with gold gilt.  I could scrape it off, but really there wasn't enough gold to bother.  "I guess you'll get to keep your manhood.  For now."
            Climbing up on the altar, I still couldn't reach the biggest gemstone of them all, the ruby.  Legend said that ruby was a powerful talisman.  With it, the lion god, that we refer to as the Dominator nowadays, subjugated and controlled his subjects.  It was said that whoever holds the ruby, controls everyone around them.
            My rational mind said that was pure myth and hogwash.  Yet, I'd found so many ancient artifacts in my adventures that had real magic that I had to treat it with care.  I would assume it was enchanted and dangerous, until proven otherwise.
            The Dominator's arms were crossed before his chest, so I crawled up and knelt on that narrow ledge they provided.  So steadying myself with one hand on his stone shoulders, a penlight in my mouth to illuminate the ruby, I pried it out of his head.  It didn't come out as easily as the other gemstones, but soon I held it in hand.
            I sensed no magic, but then I rarely did.
            "Tara Carter strikes again," I said, grinning.  "I'm such a naughty little thing."
            I stuffed the ruby into my right back pocket.  After climbing down, I shouldered the pack and HK AG36.  Before I left, I made another circuit around the temple looking for hidden passages.  There were no signs of a secret doorway, so I headed back toward the entrance.
            The return trip was made even slower than the first.  There was a good chance I got lucky and avoided some booby traps on the way in.  It's happened before.  So I crept along, doubly vigilant.  When I reached the passage with the dropping floor, I didn't even both triggering it.  I braced myself between the walls and worked my way up its length.  And the first booby trap had me on hands and knees again.
            Despite all of that, I made it back to the entrance in high spirits.
            "Hello, Tara Carter," a deep male voice said, in a thick African accent.
            Numerous lights come on, shining right in my face.  "Uh oh."
 



 
 
 
 
Chapter 7
 
            "Don't make any sudden moves, Miss Carter," the voice continued.  "Drop your weapons."
            I squinted into the torch lights, which were in a semicircle before me.  The barrels of assault rifles pointing at me were just discernible at the edges of each torch.  The men behind the lights were just shadowy shapes.
            A chill slithered up my spine as I licked my lips.  I released the torch in my right hand to hang from my wrist.  Then I slowly removed the HK AG36 from my shoulder, and placed it gently on the ground at my feet.  My nearly empty rucksack quickly followed.
            "Don't forget the pistols, Miss Carter," that deep commanding voice called with a soft chuckle.  "Your talent in their use is well-known."
            "Bloody shame that is," I muttered, slowly unsnapping the straps that held them securely in their holsters.  "You have me at a disadvantage.  You know who I am.  Might I inquire as to your identity, sir?"
            "I am Dakarai," he said proudly.  "I am warlord here.  All pay homage to me."
            "Homage," I whispered.  "But of course."
            He and his men were going to want a lot more than homage from me.  I recalled there were an even dozen of the brutes following me.  Looked like I didn't do such a good job of losing them.
            "Only use your little fingers to remove your pistols, Miss Carter, one at a time."
            I paused, wondering what my chances would be.  In the end, I used my pinky finger to pull the HK MSP from my right holster, and then slowly lowered it to the ground.  I repeated that with the left.
            "Knife."
            "But of course," I replied, eyes narrowing.
            I was angrier at myself than at them.  My lack of caution would cost me dearly.  If I was lucky, they'd just kill me outright.  If I was very unlucky, they'd to very bad things to me first, before killing me.  I was never lucky in these kinds of situations, but I had a chance to escape as long as I was alive.
            I lifted my hands, palms out, in that classic gesture of surrender.  I heard chuckling from most of the men.  It was a dark, sinister sound that made my skin goose-flesh.  I averted my eyes to be able to see their shadowy figure at the best advantage.  When I noticed their weapons dropping to their sides and as a group they stepped towards me, I moved.
            "Hai!" I cried, snatching up the HK AG36.
            Gunfire erupted.  I heard bullets ripping through the air all around me as I dove back inside the entrance.  Stone chips showered me.  Then pressed against the stone wall, I turned my weapon on them.  Aiming the grenade launcher dead center, towards Dakarai's voice, I fired and ducked back inside with a shouted, "Die!"
            Ka-BOOM!
            "Kill her!" Dakarai shouted angrily.
            "Dammit.  Missed him," I muttered.
            I sprayed them with automatic fire.  The warlord and his soldiers scattered.  They dropped their torches on the ground, sending beams of light in all directions.  None of them were aimed in my eyes, so I started to make out moving shapes at the edge of the jungle.
            I emptied my magazine quickly.  The rest of my ammo was in the rucksack.
            Getting my hands on that rucksack and my pistols was paramount.  They'd all stopped firing after I stopped.  Did they know I was out of ammo?  Or even suspected?  If so, I was in big trouble.  There was no time to waste.
            "Hai!  Die!" I cried, and leapt upon the rucksack.  Several of the soldiers fired, but I think I surprised them enough that they all missed.  That gave me time to snatch up my pistols, and then a shot grazed my right thigh.  "Aaiiee!"
            I opened up with my pistols, hearing man after man grunt or cry out when I hit him.  As I fired, I kicked the rucksack back into the entrance.  When the sliders locked back, magazines empty, I threw myself back into the absolute darkness of the temple.
            All I could think about was getting to my already loaded magazines.  It didn't matter if I got to the assault rifle's ammo, or the pistols.  I just needed a loaded weapon to fight them off.
            "Halt!" a man screamed, jamming a rifle barrel into the side of my neck.
            I froze, unable to breathe.  My heart thundered, and my body started to tremble and ache.  Bad things passed through my mind.  A second later two more soldiers reached me, each seizing an arm.
            They lifted me to my feet, and the first soldier butt-slapped me with his AK 47.  My knees buckled, head spinning.  Darkness threatened to consume me, but I fought it off and remained conscious as they dragged me out of the temple and straight up to the warlord Dakarai.
            His features were hard to make out in the darkness.  No one seemed to think it necessary to light our meeting with a torch.  I counted the men surrounding me.  Eight, including the warlord.  Did I take out four?  Or did they leave a guard or two back at the vehicles?  I knew I got at least two of them, but I didn't know if they were dead or just wounded.
            I smiled when I saw a bloody bandage around Dakarai's left upper arm.
            "You find this amusing, Miss Carter?" he asked, sounding quite angry.
            "Not quite, but thank you for asking."
            "Here's her pack," a ninth man said as he joined us.
            "Did she get the talisman?" Dakarai demanded.  "Empty it on the ground.  Quickly."
            The soldier unfastened the top flap and upended the rucksack.  Lots of HK AG36 and HK MSP magazines poured out, along with the bandolier of 40mm grenades.  I silently cursed myself for not wearing it.  Having those grenades might have made the difference.  Among the magazines, grenades, hand picks, entrenching tool, and other assorted gear, lay a dozen large uncut gemstones.  Some were palm-sized and quite spectacular.  Some of the soldiers' breath whooshed out.  Dakarai looked upon them with fierce, triumphant eyes.
            There were two rubies.  Dakarai picked both up, one in each hand.
            "Which one is the talisman from the Destroyer's head?"
            My breath caught.  I'd forgotten.  Holy moly.  I got chills.  Could I pull it off?
            "Neither," I said.  I thrust my right hand into my back pocket and pulled out the ruby.  As my grip around it tightened, I swear I felt heat flow into my hand and up my arm.  It began to glow.  "This is it."
            "Give it to me!" Dakarai demanded, reaching for it.  "Now!"
            "Freeze.  Everyone freeze," I said.
            Dakarai stopped and maintained that stance, hand just inches from mine.  The two soldiers holding my arms tightened their grip, but also didn't move.
            "Release me," I commanded.  They did.  "That's bloody fucking amazing.  It works."
            Dropping to one knee, I quickly put everything back into the pack.  I even took the two rubies Dakarai held and returned them to the rucksack.
            "Maintain your position.  Do not move or even watch me until I return."
            I backed away from them.  As I made my way to the temple entrance, I noticed a wounded soldier.  He was frozen in place as well, so no threat.  In the entrance, I retrieved my pistols and assault rifle.  I reloaded them with full magazines, chambered rounds, and returned them to my holsters and shoulder.
            "Now what should I do with you blokes?" I murmured.  I couldn't just kill them.  I was an adventurer, not a monster.  Yet, they were a very real threat to me until I was out of that country.  "Dakarai.  Listen and obey.  You and your men will forget my name.  You will forget all about me, and why you are even here."
            "Forget.  Yes," he said, trembling.
            "Tend your wounded, but do not leave this place for three days," I continued.  "Then you will return home and go about your daily routine."
            They all nodded.
            "Go find your wounded and help them," I said, easing into the jungle.  Once they were all facing away from me, I continued, "Forget me now."
            And I was gone.
            I paused halfway to the river, in a three point stance, and listened intently for any evidence they would follow.  I could hear them speaking.  They sounded calm, but I didn't understand anything they said.  With me not there, they stopped speaking English.
            Feeling safe, I hurried to the river, crossed it, and headed for my jeep.  I didn't use my torch because I'd forgotten to ask about guards left behind.
            "I always screw something up," I said.
            Carrying the HK AG36 in hand, finger on trigger, I moved as quickly and quietly as possible.  It was easy to find the jeep, since there were four Land Rovers behind it, one of which had its headlights on.
            Leaving the trail, I sneaked up on the Land Rovers.  There was a single guard sitting in the driver's seat of the vehicle with the lights on.  The window was down to let in the evening breeze.  He looked alert, eyes focused on the trail.
            "Looking for me?" I asked, and smashed the butt of my rifle into the side of his head.  The soldier slumped down, out cold.  "Was it something I said?  So sorry."
            I thought about taking a Land Rover, but didn't know how that would affect the spell I placed on Dakarai and his men.  So I uncovered the jeep.  I placed the HK AG36 back in it mounting bracket before the steering wheel, placed the rucksack in the back, and dug the talisman out of my back pocket.
            I grinned.  With a cocky wag of my brows, I tossed it in the air.  Another hand came out of the darkness and snatched it out of midair.
            I whirled around to face the new threat, pulling both pistols with practiced ease.  I leveled them on the dark shape of a man.  An instant later I recognized him.
            "Cramer!"
            "Freeze, Tara.  Don't move a muscle."
            Something seized my body.  I couldn't move in any way, shape, or form.  Hell, I didn't even want to move.  The magic had me.  Cramer had me!
 



 
 
 
 
Chapter 8
 
            "Hello, beautiful," Cramer sneered, grinning like an idiot as he pulled the pistols out of my unresponsive hands.  After throwing them into the dark jungle, he looked me over with hungry eyes.  "I played you like a fiddle, babe."
            All I could do was a pathetic mewing sound.  My mind was racing a mile a minute, but I couldn't make my mouth move.
            "Aww, the little raider girl wants to talk," he mocked me.  Cramer reached out and cupped my left cheek.  His thumb stroked my lips.  "So beautiful."
            My face heated up.  Strangely, I felt a tingle and heat between my legs.  My pussy started to ache.  Juices flowed, making me embarrassingly slick down there.
            "Lick your lips."
            I did; without hesitation my tongue slipped out and slid one time from side to side, before vanishing back inside my mouth.  He got the hungriest look in his eyes.  I tried to drop my eyes, in part to see if he was getting a boner.  The way the game usually played, that was the next thing to happen.  Him boning the bejesus out of me.
            I started to tremble.
            "Mmm, a little shine looks good on your full lips, Tara," he whispered huskily.  "And the trembling lips are making me hot."  He stepped closer, grinning with evil glee.  "Open your mouth and make a perfect O, just like you're sucking me off."
            The command sent my head spinning.  My jaw dropped, mouth forming the requested O.  Visions of going down on his rancid cock filled my mind.  My throat tightened even as my mouth watered.  Did I want to suck his dick?  No!  Um, maybe.
            So confusing.
            "You have permission to speak," Cramer said.
            I so wanted to slap that smirk off his ugly face.  He still hadn't released me from his power.  All he granted me was the ability to speak.
            "What are you doing?" I asked.  "We had a deal, so why are you here?"
            "Waiting for you, my love," he said.  His index finger traced my lips.  "You're the third person I sold that map to, but the first to make it back out of the temple."
            "You set me up and betrayed my trust," I accused.  "You are a fucking stinking rancid shit-for-brains wankerstain."
            "But smarter, more clever, and more cunning than the legendary Tara Carter," he said softly, pulling my lower lip down with his thumb, before rubbing my lip from side to side.  "And you have a most delightful potty mouth."
            My breath rushed out.  Worse, my stupid fucking pussy screamed for attention.  It throbbed with achy need.  Even my tits tingled, and I felt my nipples tightening up, swelling up under my tight top.  Was it the talisman's magic making me so horny?  Or was it the certainty that Cramer was going to fuck me seven ways to Sunday?
            "Beg, Tara, beg," Cramer sneered.
            "B-Beg?  For my life?"
            In the game, Tara was shot full of holes many times more often than her holes were stuffed.  I didn't want to die.  Panic gripped me.  My eyes burned, tears flowing.  So embarrassing.  A real raider girl should be made of stronger stuff.  I didn't care.
            "I don't want to die, Cramer," I whispered.
            He chuckled.  It was not a comforting sound.
            "Beg me to fuck you," he said.  "Make me believe you really want it."
            Heat and coldness flushed through my body.  My nether orifices both clamped tight.  My pussy still ached with need, but my knees became wobbly.  Was it the magic?  Or pure unadulterated terror?
            My body dropped to all fours without further prompting, or conscious thought on my part.  I looked up into his cruel eyes, shaking like a leaf.  Holding his eyes, tears flowing, I leaned forward and kissed his knee.  That's when I realized he was wearing khaki shorts.
            His knees tasted salty from sweat.  I gave him a little nibble, and then licked that knee.
            "Please don't kill me," I begged.  "I'll-I'll do anything."
            Lowering my face to his dirty hiking boot, I kissed and licked.  Really, I put a lot of effort into my kisses and licks.  It was disgusting and utterly humiliating.  It tasted nasty and gritty dirt filled my mouth, but I kept it up.
            "Please, Cramer.  Fuck me," I begged hoarsely.  "I'm good in bed.  I'm the best.  Please spare me and fuck me."
            He said nothing, just watching me and smirking.  I noticed he had a painful looking woody tenting his shorts.  Kissing my way up his hairy, sweaty legs, I nuzzled that bulge, nibbled and kissed it.
            "Please, baby, I ache.  I need it," I begged.  "I'm so horny.  I'm so fucking horny it hurts."
            That wasn't a lie.  I barely had any wits left, much less dignity, self-esteem, or pride.  I was a horny little bitch eager to please, scared out of my wits, and ready to do whatever it took to make him happy.
            "I'll do anything.  Oral.  Anal," I whispered.  Unzipping his shorts, I waited for him to stop me.  He didn't.  "Anything for you, baby.  Just fuck me.  Please, fuck me."
            I unbuckled his belt, unfastened the khakis, and then pulled his shorts down to his ankles.  Without hesitation, I buried my face in his crotch.  He was still wearing dirty white briefs, but that didn't stop me from rubbing my face all over his big bulge.
            "Oh my, you're a big bloke," I said, mouth really watering now.  "I can't wait to taste your cock.  I can't wait for you to fill my mouth up completely."
            "Lose the top, Tara."
            Again, without hesitation I obeyed and pulled the red sports bra top off.  I wore nothing under it.  It was a sports bra, after all, and provided great support.
            "God, you got great knockers," Cramer said. "Pull my underwear down and titty fuck me."
            "Anything you want," I said, almost giddy.  I was succeeding!  Why am I cooperating!  I don't want to have sex with him!
            My silent railing ended when I exposed his cock.  It was bigger than I thought.  A chill rippled through me.  Or was it a thrill?  I stared at it a long second, throat tight and pussy throbbing.  Then rising up high on my knees, I lifted my tits and smothered his cock with them.
            "Yes.  That's how you do it, Tara," Cramer whispered.
            I slid my big, pillowy tits up and down his thick shaft.  He felt amazing thrusting deep into my cleavage.  His dark reddish-purple, helmet-headed cock kept poking out and hitting my chin.  An idea came to me, and I started stopping to kiss and lick it ever so often.  I really liked to flick the little hole at the tip, the urethra, with the tip of my tongue.  Cramer liked it as well.
            "Open wide!" he cried.
            I felt his cock jerk, and thrust up and out from between my tits.  I opened my mouth.  Hot, viscous cum jetted out and straight into my open mouth.  He shot three loads, and I lapped him up obediently.
            "Good girl, Tara," he said, grabbing my braid right there at the back of my head.
            Cramer forced me back to all fours.  He removed my empty holsters, and then yanked my tight shorts down to my knees.
            "I've waited a long time to do this," Cramer said, and thrust into my hot, wet pussy.
            "Uggh!" I cried, feeling the stretch.  He wasn't as big as Simba, but more than enough to scratch my itch.  It felt beyond amazing.  "Oooooh, yes.  Yes.  Fuck me, Cramer.  Fuck me long and hard."
            He thrust into me like a madman right off.  I loved the feel of his hips slapping into my ass.  Cramer wrapped my braid around his wrist and yanked my head back over and over.
            "You like it rough, don't you?"
            "Always," I gasped out.  "The rougher the better."
            "I knew it.  I saw it in your eyes," he said, and smacked my right butt cheek.
            My head felt like it was wrapped in wet cotton, so sluggish and numb.  My entire world was his cock, thrusting deep into my wetness.  My body trembled, so hot and mushy inside.  Every thrust sent the most wonderful sensations through me.  It didn't take long before he had me panting, gasping, my insides starting to build up to ultimate release.
            "Fuck me! Yes!  Yes!" I cried, eyes huge.  "Fuck me!"
            "Ha ha!" he laughed, and I felt his hot seed splash across my cervix.  Oh, what a feeling.  Cramer filled my fertile womb.  "Take that!"
            "Aaagggh!" I cried, my body convulsing with incredible pleasure.  Pure euphoria filled my body and soul.  "Ooooooooh, bloody fucking yes."
            Cramer chuckled.  He slowly pulled out of me.  Our comingled cum flowed out after him, dribbling down my inner thighs.  Yes, I even enjoyed that for once.  After wiping his nasty dick off on my butt, he stood and pulled me to my feet by my braid.
            "Sorry, sweetheart, but I don't trust you," he said, handcuffing my wrists behind my back.  "That ruby's magic is powerful, but you have a nasty reputation for escaping impossible situations."
            He picked me up and returned to his Toyota FJ Cruiser.  He sat me in the front passenger seat.  Cramer tied my ankles together, and then bound them to the seat below.  Rope was wrapped around my neck and tied to the headrest.  Finally, the bastard stuffed a ball gag in my mouth, forcing it between my teeth and stretching my jaw out to the max.  Oh, it stressed out my jaw.
            "Perfect," Cramer said.  "You shouldn't cause any trouble now."
            I glared at him.  Was the magic wearing off?  Or just my arousal?  I wasn't sure I was enjoying the game anymore.  Once again, I wondered if it really was a dream.  Maybe I did get sucked into the game or an alternate universe.
            The American had such an ugly, evil look on his face when he got behind the wheel.  He just looked at me for the longest time, as if he was plotting my doom.  I had a bad feeling that he really was.  I was done for.
 



 
 
 
 
Chapter 9
 
            I lay on my belly, body shiny with sweat.  The tousled sheets were hot and wet with our comingled sweat and juices.  My body still quivered with the afterglow.  Cramer was across the dark, seedy room peeing in the chamber pot.  Yeah, it didn't even have a toilet.
            "Master?" I asked, still huffing and puffing from our last session.  Propping myself up on my elbows, I slanted a look across the room.  He was just starting to shake it.  "Are you finished with me already?"
            Cramer used me every way imaginable, and a few I never imagined, all day, every day.  It's been a week of hot, sweaty sex in that sub-Saharan hotel.  All he did was pop little blue pills, drink whiskey, and bang me.  I hadn't left the room since my arrival.  Hell, I hadn't worn a stitch of clothes in that time, either.
            "You have no idea, Tara," he said.
            There was an odd tone to his voice.  Sadness?  Regret?
            "Oh?" I prompted him.
            If he got tired of my questions, my master would shove his cock down my throat.  That's how he usually shut me up.  This time he cocked his head, stared at me a long moment, and walked over to the dresser.  Cramer picked up the handcuffs and headed towards me.
            I sighed, lay back on my belly, and crossed my wrists behind my back.  For some reason he really liked to handcuff me before sex.  Not always, but most of the time.  Within seconds I felt the cold steel encircle and squeeze into the flesh of my narrow wrists.  I was actually pretty good at slipping out of handcuffs, but he never gave me permission to do so.
            I heard the floor squeal and creak when he crossed the room again.  Maybe he was going for his belt.  He hadn't spanked me with it in almost three days.  It would be a nice change.
            He broke me, I thought.  For some reason that makes me sad.
            After a few days as Cramer's sex slave, I'd given up on the whole this is a dream thing.  Obviously I was wrong.  I wasn't me anymore.  I was Tara Carter, and I got that dubious honor at the very end of her illustrious career.
            "Do you like sex, Tara?" Cramer asked.  I didn't hear his return.  "Do you like fucking me?"
            "Yes," I said.  No lie.  I did.  Knowing it was true kind of disturbed me, but the magic wouldn't let me lie.  "It feels good.  Are we going to have sex now?"
            I cranked my neck and looked up at him.  Cramer had pulled on his boxers.  He was just as hot and sweaty as me.  Then I noticed what he had in his hand.  A syringe.  Where did he get that?
            "What are you going to do with that?"
            He shrugged, still looking a little sad.  Holding it up, he squinted at it as he slowly pushed the plunger.  A little of the drug squirted out the needle.
            "I'm going to stick it in you, babe," he said.
            And he did.
            "Aaiiee!  Oooh, that stung," I said through clenched teeth.  "Why?  What is it going to do to me?"
            He patted the injection site.  "You're going to go to sleep now.  When you wake up you will be at your new home."
            I started feeling a dreamy sense of euphoria.  Odd, though, I found it frightening instead of comforting.  My skin suddenly goose-fleshed.  Lethargy sank its claws into my mind, trying to pull me down.
            "Where's that?"
            "Bangkok," he said, and grinned.  The grin turned into a leer.  "I sold you to a Bangkok brothel, so it's good you enjoy sex.  I bet they make you bang a lot of cock in Bangkok."
            That set my heart to racing.  That probably wasn't good for me, what with that drug in me now.
            "You bleeding bastard," I growled.  "How could you do such a…"
            It became too hard to speak.  Hell, it was too hard to think straight.  My ears started ringing, but in the oddest, familiar way.  Before I could figure that out, darkness began creeping in all around.  Cramer rolled me over, feeling me up as I faded fast.
            I felt something hot and flat atop my thighs, but I didn't have control of my body anymore.  I couldn't look, not that it mattered anymore.
            "Really, it wasn't that hard selling your superior, aristocratic ass to white slavers," he said.  He shoved a ball gag, of all things, into my mouth.  I groaned miserably as he buckled it into place.  Just another insult on top of injury.  "Though, babe, I will miss you.  You were the best lay of my life.  Good-bye, Tara Carter."
            There was a knock at the door, and two big African men just came in without prompting.  They carried a long crate between them.  I'd fit perfectly inside that crate.  I tried to struggle, to protest, but I was too far gone.  Some inarticulate sounds escaped around the gag, but that was all.  My eyes fluttered, and then darkness engulfed me.
 



 
 
 
 
Chapter 10
 
            "God damn!" I cried, sitting up in bed.  "No!"
            My laptop slipped off my lap and hit the floor.  I cringed at the sound.
            "What the hell?" I said, looking around at the room.  It took me a second to realize I was back in the Hotel Risqué Nuit.  "Risqué night, my arse…I mean ass."
            I was shaking uncontrollably, heart pounding in my ears.  After a moment I finally figured out that oddly familiar ringing.  It was the alarm clock.
            "Shut up," I growled, and took a second to find the snooze.  It took another moment to figure out how to turn the alarm completely off.  "I don't remember setting that alarm."
            The clock showed 7 A.M. and that's what time I usually woke up.
            I started to giggle.  My hands explored my familiar, male body.  I was me again!
            "It was a dream!  Holy mother fucking shit, what a dream!" I cried.  "Thank god it was only a dream."
            I looked at the laptop on the floor.  I threw my feet off the bed and picked it up.  Remarkably, it was still running.  Raider Girl was paused, showing Tara Carter defeated and dead.  I couldn't recall the last thing I did in the game.
            "Did I dream about it because I fell asleep playing?" I wondered.  "Or am I just playing it way too much?"  I looked around at the Gothic, creepy room.  "This place may have unduly influenced my subconscious, too."
            Setting the laptop aside and standing, I discovered another problem.  My underwear was soaked with drying cum.
            "That was the wet dream to end all wet dreams," I muttered.  "I hope."
            I took a quick shower and then called the airport.  The storm was past us and flights had resumed.  I arranged to be on the next flight out to my home city, but I'd have to hurry to get to the airport in time.
            I dressed, tossing my soiled underwear in the trash.  I didn't need security searching my bags and finding that.  Utter humiliation, worse than anything Cramer had ever dreamed of doing…
            "To me," I whispered, frozen in place.  "Jesus.  That dream's going to take some time to get over."  I frowned at the laptop.  "I may never play Raider Girl again."
            Downstairs at the front desk, I was surprised to find the same woman who checked me in the previous night.
            "Do you ever go home?"
            "I live here," she said, and smiled.  It was a wicked little smile, too.  "So, Mr. Prescott, did you sleep well?"
            "Huh?  Oh," I replied, feeling my face heating up.  "Yes.  I mean no.  I mean, it was…interesting."
            "I know," she said.  She handed me my final receipt.  "Thank you for staying with us.  We look forward to your next visit."
            I stared at her a long moment, took my receipt, and hurried out.  Surely she didn't know?  How could she?  After I flagged down a taxi, I cast one final look at the Gothic hotel.  Hotel Risqué Nuit.  Was the name coincidence?  Or a warning?
            "I hope I never find out," I said.  Turning to the driver, "To the airport, please."
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