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 Nearly six
hundred miles and a state line between me and the bastard and I
still can’t shake the feeling that he’s staring over my shoulder,
watching me, and that there’s really no distance at
all.

Nicole kept checking her rear-view
mirrors, certain that she would see his black dodge at any moment
behind her. Any sign of movement caused her stomach to drop and her
pulse to race. She had already bitten her nails to stubs from the
anxiety of what she was doing. Adam wasn’t the type to give up
easily, and although she had no proof that he had set out behind
her when she left the house, she had a feeling that if she stopped,
somehow he would find her.  But thus far, no one seemed to be
accompanying her on this Godforsaken stretch of road.

Nicole was alone with her
thoughts and some country star singing on the radio. A song about
digging up bones…if she hadn’t left the house when she did, they
might have been digging up her bones soon enough.

She shuddered
involuntarily.

Adam’s temper was always
that
bad. In fact, the
first time she met him he was quiet and polite. Those dark brown
eyes had been raking her over the entire time he sat in the lobby
of the bank where she worked, giving her goose bumps and making a
blush appear on her cheeks and at the back of her neck. No one had
ever looked at her with that much intensity and heat. He wasn’t
waiting in her teller line, but he noticed her all the same. And
two hours later when she went out to take her lunch break he was
sitting on one of the cast iron benches in front of the bank. What
an idiot she was, nearly tripping over her own two feet just to see
him waiting there for her!

Lunch, several dinners and a few
rendezvous later, she realized that Adam was not the gentleman she
thought he was. Even then, she was much too tempted by him to
leave. She had jumped at the chance when he asked her to marry him
and saw herself the luckiest woman in the world to get to call this
man her husband. Thinking back now, she wondered what it was that
had made her stay for so long. Being intrigued by his dark side?
Wanting to tame it? Or just wanting to participate in it? If it was
the latter, then she had certainly got her wish. Just not in the
ways she anticipated. Their entire marriage had been -not a sham -
but perhaps disaster was the better word.

Nicole closed her eyes for just a
moment trying to wash away the thoughts of her last encounter with
him.

She remembered the keys clinking ever
so softly on the counter, and panicking that even the small sound
might wake him. He’d deliberately asked her, in his own menacing
way, to come home directly after work. But at five in the afternoon
when the sun was still up and her friends begged her to come with
them.

She wasn’t sure exactly when she felt
his eyes on her. She had taken off her shoes, sunk her feet into
the nearly threadbare carpet, and almost felt relief at being home
without waking him when she noticed it.

Just like that day in the
bank.

It was as though he had swallowed a
black sun, and the rays of burning and mistrust were glaring at her
through dark, penetrating eyes. The very basest of her instincts
told her to run, the blood pounding through her veins, screaming at
her to get away from him.

She was an idiot. She didn’t listen.
Then again, she never did.

He said nothing as he crossed the
room, silent as a panther and deadly as the Devil himself. She
stood stock still, wondering when he would make his move. This
waiting game, knowing he would lash out, but not knowing when, was
almost as bad as the actual action of getting hit.

When did she allow herself to think
that his beatings were a normal thing? Didn’t she always say she
wouldn’t stay with a man like that, and condemned her mother for
putting them in this exact same situation? But, it was different
with Adam; she knew that in her heart.

He loved her.

The men that her mother had been with
did not love them. They didn’t even care.

Adam only treated her this way when he
was scared he would lose her.  Lost in her thoughts, she
didn’t notice that he had stepped within striking distance, like a
viper ready to pound his prey.

After the first blow she could still
stand, even as the stream of blood started flowing down her nose.
The second, to the side of her head made her dizzy and she fell to
the floor, although she knew this would only make him more
upset.

“Where were you?”  Adam screamed at a
decibel so high it was almost incoherent to her in her dizzied
state.

Nicole didn’t dare to answer. Anything
she said would be wrong. Better to just let him get it out of his
system.

“Nicole!” he shouted again and made
another advance.

She looked into his face, his handsome
features contorted with fury.

“Were you out with a couple of your
bitch friends?” 

Still she refused to
answer.

Another smack to her face. It was hard
enough for her eyes to swell up with tears.

Next, his hand clasped around her
throat, not actually taking away her air supply, but severely
limiting it.

“Did they try to tell you again how
nice it’d be to get away from me? You know they lie to
you!”

Black spots were appearing behind her
eyes as she tried harder and harder to gasp for oxygen that was
quickly leaving her system.

“No!” She finally gave in and answered
him with what little breath she could. The hand relaxed slightly
for a moment and she thought it might be over. There was a moment
of silence before he pushed her all the way down to the floor and
then sank to his knees beside her. She was then aware of the cold
push of steel against her neck, right where her pulse throbbed. His
fury had not ebbed at all. It had just been the momentary calm
before the storm.

“You’re lying to me. If you weren’t
with them then you must have been with that dipshit excuse of a man
that you train with.”

He was referring to Josh, who she
sometimes worked out with at the local gym. She wanted to shake her
head no, but was afraid if she did the knife might bite further
into her skin. The pitiful mewling sound that left her was
despicable, even by her low standards. But she was afraid. This was
outside of Adam’s normal rage.

The beating that had followed had been
the worst he’d ever given her. She lay there for several minutes,
imagining that her life was dripping out of her right along with
the blood flowing out of her body through her nose and cuts. Drip.
Drip. Drip. It took her a while to realize that if she was capable
of forming conscious thought around the pain, then she likely
wasn’t in the throes of death.

When he stopped the beating her body
was no longer able to move. Deep inside the final ounce of strength
rejoiced that it was over. But it wasn’t. For the first time ever
Adam fell into the deepest pit of rage ever. She barely registered
when he pulled down her panties. When he entered her from behind
every part of her wanted to die and wished upon it. It was over
soon and to add the final humiliation he came over her
hair.

With a last kick to her face he
left.

She did not know where Adam had gone,
but just in case he was anywhere in the vicinity, she did not even
allow the barest of moans to escape her lips. She took inventory of
her bruised body. And as she looked at them, the old mingling with
the new, she realized what he had done.

The wind in her hair now made her feel
nearly free of the desperate place she lived in, sitting on that
floor, wallowing in her misery.

Adam would never touch her
again.

Nicole changed the radio to a
broadcast where a talk show host was rambling away, still trying to
put all of those damaging thoughts behind her. It took her a moment
to see the red and blue lights flashing on the sandy earth floor
that her vehicle was speeding past, and another moment longer to
realize what they meant.

“Shit!” she cursed aloud and
immediately felt the helplessness creeping up from the pit of her
stomach.

She could not afford to be pulled over! What if
they called Adam? After all, their home address was still listed on
her license.

The police cruiser stayed on her trail
as she contemplated what the benefits might be of not pulling over.
She realized she had no chance in hell of outrunning them, and if
she tried they would surely call Adam once they pulled her over.
She should have pressed charges back then, but al she needed was to
get away. Now a few days later the bruises started to heal and
there was no way she could proof the rape.

Reluctantly, Nicole took her foot off
the gas pedal and steered the vehicle to the side of the
road.

The pounding in her heart sped
up.

“Relax,” she whispered to herself.
“These men aren’t Adam. They’re just doing their job.”

She could only pray that
them
doing their job did
not in any way involve contacting her despicable excuse for a
husband.

The cop started to approach the Jeep
warily. Nicole could tell he was somewhat older. He wore a craggy,
Devil-may-care look about him.

If going by his looks, she suddenly
had the feeling he might not be so sympathetic to her
situation.  His partner was still situated in the car, and she
couldn’t discern much about him, other than he was considerably
younger, and hid his eyes behind shades, even though the late
evening sun was already dipping behind the mountains.

“Evening ma’am.” Craggy-face said to
her. The polite gesture lacked any sense of actual courtesy. “Do
you know why I pulled you over?”

Nicole sensed he enjoyed the
disturbing satisfaction that came with making someone else’s day
hell. He did not even flinch at the black eye she knew was shining
on her face. This man was either an asshole, or just trying to stay
out of her business. She was hoping for the latter.

“No sir, I don’t,” she replied coolly.
In all actuality she had been so absorbed in her thoughts she could
have hit another person and not realized it.

He looked her over, as if trying to
detect a lie. She felt uncomfortable as his gaze lingered too long
at the low cut of her shirt. He was vile. But she had to play nice.
She wasn’t about to cause any more trouble than
necessary.

“You were speeding,” He said finally.
“I need to see your license, registration for the vehicle and your
insurance.”

She nodded at him and dug around in
the glove box. After about a minute she was able to pull out both
the registration and insurance and hand them to the officer. He
waited with an impatient look on his face and she realized that she
still had not handed him her license. She quickly reached for her
purse in her passenger side seat and opened her wallet.

Her license wasn’t where she normally
kept it, right in the front clear flap where she could pull it out
as needed. Where was it? Frantically she searched through the rest
of her purse, but to no avail. The license wasn’t there. She
thought back. Had she replaced it after showing her ID to the
bartender at the restaurant where she and her friends had gone?
With a sinking feeling, she vaguely remembered slipping the license
back into not her wallet, but her slacks, which were currently
lying crumpled up on the floor at Adam’s house.

“Your license?” he asked again, any
façade of patience gone from his voice.

 

“I…I’m afraid I don’t have it with
me.” 

She hated the sick smile that spread
across Craggy-face’s features.

“Well now. Let’s see. Speeding and
driving without a license,” he said and pretended to ponder the
situation thoughtfully. “Well, that gives us a little bit of a
problem, Miss?”

      “James. Nicole James.”

“Miss James, then. I’m going to need
you to come with myself and my partner back to the station where we
can get this all sorted. Maybe have somebody come and vouch for you
and pick you up. Husband perhaps?” 

The guy was such a dick. Nicole knew
that he probably had at least a vague idea of her situation, and
was intentionally using it against her, perhaps even for his own
sense of amusement.

“Is there anything else we could
possibly do?” she asked him. The sound of her voice was an echo of
the hopeless mewling that had left her when Adam held the knife
against her throat. She was begging him silently not to follow
through with the normal procedure. She was not sure if it was his
smile or the chill of the now night time air that made goose bumps
rise on her flesh.

“I’m sure we could work something
out,” he said, fake compassion making his voice seem oily and
snake-like. She nodded, although she did not like where this was
going.

“What did you have in mind?” Nicole
asked him quietly.

He leaned against the door of her
jeep, making himself at home and sending the clear message that he
was in the dominant position in the situation.

“Well now, I thought you would never
ask,” he answered.

She hated how he kept repeating that
phrase, especially now that she could smell his stale breath along
with the words.

“See, my wife left a few years ago.
Thought the city life was better for her than this quiet part of
the country. And the current girlfriend…well she works and has two
little ones of her own, so she doesn’t have much time to pay
attention to ol’ Rob here.”

Rob. What a normal sounding name.
Nicole thought Craggy-face suited him better.

“So perhaps if you could find it in
your heart to take the time to spare me some attention, we could
avoid this whole messy trip.”

He was asking her to get him off in
exchange for not getting a ticket, or worse. Was that so bad of an
exchange? Her conscious told her this was even more demeaning than
the situation she had just gotten herself out of. She rationalized
by reminding herself if she didn’t do this there was a good chance
she could wind up back in that same situation. And next time she
might not have the strength to leave.

“Everyone needs attention,” she said
defeated.  It did not even sound like her voice. She was glad
for the night that concealed them. No one else was on the road. She
wondered what the younger cop in the car would say or if she was
expected to take care of them both. However, when she found his
outline in the dark car, he was looking defiantly in the opposite
direction away from her and Craggy-face. That’s when she knew this
type of thing had happened before, probably multiple times. She
thought she might be sick. Instead, she steeled her resolve and
climbed with as much dignity as she could out of the Jeep. Craggy,
pretending to be a gentleman even helped her down. Now that he knew
he wouldn’t have blue balls tonight, he was the picture of
chivalry. 

“Come around to the front. I like to
see.”

Dear God. She was expected to perform
in front of headlights? This man was sick. Not only was he going to
degrade her by asking for sex, he was going to enjoy watching it.
However, she was not in much of a place to argue so she silently
obliged. She wondered how this was going to go. Was she expected to
undress herself, or would he do it? She looked at him, waiting for
directions. He considered her for a moment.

“Now, don’t take this personally
ma’am, as your real pretty an’ all…but it’s been a while you know,
and I need some convincing to get things gain.”

She nodded, expecting this. Her hand
shook as she reached for his belt. It was simple enough to get
undone, and the button and zipper didn’t take much more time. Her
hand dipped beneath the waistband, not quite touching his shaft,
but drawing her fingers lightly over the skin near it. She figured
if she was going to do this, she might as well do it right. He
moaned slightly, and pushed her back up against the front grill of
the jeep.

“Touch him,” he directed
her.

Nicole took him, making her nimble
fingers work to please him. To her surprise, he was actually bigger
than she thought he would be. Normally men with an ego his size
didn’t have the tools to back up their attitude. For a moment she
allowed herself to think what it might feel like to have this man
inside of her. Then his breath invaded her nostrils again and she
realized that no matter what, she would still feel defiled and
disgusting after this was over.

As if sensing the turn in her
thoughts, his demeanor became more demanding. He took her head in
his hand and forced her to her knees. She wondered if he expected
her to cry, even if he would get off on it. If so, he was sorely
mistaken. She had suffered much worse than this without crying. He
tugged her hair, not enough to truly hurt, but enough to be
uncomfortable, and serving as another reminder that he was
irrefutably in control. She found herself looking into his dark
grey eyes, such a different color than Adam’s, but still holding
the same menace.

“You’re going to put my dick in your
mouth and suck it until I tell you to stop, you understand
me?”

She nodded, vaguely recognizing that
his good ol’ boy drawl was much diminished now that his mind was
focused on something else.

Rob continued, “You’re going to enjoy
it too. You better get yourself nice and wet, because after this
you’re really going to get the full experience.”

Nicole chose to ignore this last
comment, and instead closed her eyes and opened her mouth to take
him in. Again, she tried to be pleasing to him. She took the full
length of him in her mouth, until the tip reached the back of her
throat, and then slowly drew back. His grip on her hair tightened,
but she got the feeling it was more because of his enjoyment of the
act rather than because he was trying to control him. At least she
knew she was on the right track.

She took her hands from where they had
been placed on the ground and sensually grabbed on to the outside
of his legs, giving her more force in order to bury his shaft
deeper in her mouth. Instead of just sucking, she employed the use
of her tongue, dragging it across the underside of his hardness,
making him shudder. He started rocking slightly, in the same motion
he would if he were driving himself in her folds instead of in her
mouth. She took one of her hands away from his legs and instead
made sure “attention” was given to his balls too, massaging them
slightly while still feverously working with her
mouth. 

The cop was grunting now, and Nicole
wondered if she would be lucky enough to make him satisfied with
sucking him off and not having to actually proceed to sex. She
didn’t think she’d get that lucky. But still she kept going,
sucking, rubbing, licking and doing everything she knew to do to
pleasure him.

She rocked him faster and faster into
her mouth, and his guttural sounds became more and more prominent.
She really thought he might be on the verge of going in her mouth,
when he pulled his shaft all the way out.

“Turn around,” he told her harshly.
“Bend over the top of the car.”

Nicole started to protest. She’d
been driving part of the night and almost all day, the hood was
sure to be excruciatingly hot. He didn’t give her a chance to say
anything, and took her body and shoved it against the Jeep. She was
allowed a moment’s glance at him before he turned her around. She
wasn’t drawn to his face, but rather the protrusion of his shaft.
It was huge, made hard by her efforts. She could see the glistening
wetness that her mouth had left and to her surprise she felt heat
blooming inside of her. Disgusted though she was, for some unknown
reason, she was tempted by this man. Would she ever get over her
desire for trouble and pain? He had spun her around quickly, and as
she feared the hood of the jeep was still hot, although not
scalding like she expected it to be. She felt his hands reach
around her and she thought he would undo her pants and that would
be the end of it. She was again shocked that after the initial
roughness of undoing her jeans he took…not care exactly, but the
time at least to try to get her turned on as well. She wasn’t
wearing any underwear, she hadn’t thought of it as much of a
priority when she’d left the house; she had cleaned up, thrown
everything pell mell into a suitcase and chucked on some clothes. However,
finding that the skintight jeans were all she had on seemed to do
something even more to the cop.

He pushed against her and she could
feel how hard he was. His bare skin touched the inside of her leg
and he rubbed against her, biting the back of her neck as he did
so. She bit her lip, refusing to give in and enjoy this. She was
only doing this to keep out of Adam’s reach. But as he took a hand
and deftly dove into the depths of her cleft she could not contain
the gasp that had been fighting to get out. She was already wet,
despite everything. But still he worked, finding all the right
spots and taking time to attend to each one of them. She was
sweating now, nearly writhing with pleasure.

Frustration was the immediate response
when his hand removed itself from her folds. She didn’t even have
time to comprehend it, much less voice her irritation at being so
close to having an orgasm before he yanked her legs apart and drove
his still hard shaft inside of her. It hurt, not having time to
adjust to the size of him and accommodate it. Then it was gone and
he pulled out. She tried to prepare herself as she knew the next
thrust was coming, but it was still painful. He picked up a rhythm,
driving into her with a fierceness she had never known, not even
through Adam. With every thrust it got less painful and more
pleasurable. The sound of screaming registered and at first she
didn’t notice the sound was coming from her. She tried to quiet her
voice, but it would not be contained. She climbed higher and higher
on the feeling that was spreading throughout her entire body and
she could tell that she was almost there. The hot front of the
jeep, the pain it brought from the slight burning of her skin only
intensified every nerve ending her body had. She felt as though her
head was spinning, spiraling out of control, her channel squeezing
his shaft, taking him again and again until finally she could not
hold onto the wave of pleasure anymore and it finally burst over
her, leaving her panting and dizzy.

He finished a few moments behind her,
yelling with his release. She could feel him, pumping every ounce
of his seed into her. He finally collapsed on top of her bent form,
plastering her to the top of the vehicle. She thought she might
suffocate from his weight.

Instead he got up off of her fairly
quickly, stuffing himself back into his pants. She pulled her jeans
up around her waist, feeling all of the wetness from both of them
trying to seep into the unyielding fabric. She expected to turn
around to face him again, but instead his hands pinned her to the
Jeep. Surely he was not expecting more? She didn’t understand until
she felt the cold bite of steel into her sensitive, bruised
wrists.

“You’re under arrest for speeding,
driving without a license and soliciting an officer for sexual
acts.” She screamed at him, anger spilling over her better sense of
judgment.  He ignored all of her complaints as he pushed her
into the back seat of the cruiser, hands still cuffed behind her
back. She then remembered what may have been her only source of
hope. The other cop.

“You saw what he did!” she whispered
to him. “You can help me!” She knew she was desperate, probably
sounded crazy, but she had to try. She saw the younger cop tense,
the tendons in his neck standing out prominently, but he said
nothing. He didn’t even look her way. Craggy-face laughed at her,
washing away the last bit of her hope.

“He’s on probation. They put him with
a senior officer to evaluate his performance. And he’s been riding
with me for about two weeks now!” He said, slapping the younger cop
on the shoulder in a fatherly way. Nicole could tell the younger
man was nearly as disgusted as she. “I’ve got nothing but good
things to report back to the chief as long as the kiddo here does
what I say. And I know his wife and little one at home are counting
on him!”

No more was said as they drove toward
the station. For the first time in a long time, tears were tracking
down Nicole’s face.
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