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“You are in no condition to drive.”

Mary called back laughingly over her shoulder at Mark as he stumbled down the darkened upstairs hallway behind her. His broad, masculine frame cast an ominous silhouette against the light coming from downstairs.

She brushed back her brown hair from her round face and watched him over her shoulder for a moment as he slurred out drunkenly in a halting manner, “Y...ou…r… right… and… pretty.” Mary rolled her large, sweet eyes and said, “sure thing, big guy. The party is over, and all our sober friends went home. I got a couch downstairs with your name on it. Coffee and Advil for breakfast. Let me just get some blankets for you.” She reached up on tiptoes to grab the spare set of pillows and blankets from her closet.

Confusion blinded Mary for a split second as the pillow which had almost been in reach suddenly sprang away from her. In the next moment, her mind swam in fear as she realized that Mark had bodily shove her down onto the floor. Darkness engulfed them both in the unlit room and grunting pants filled the air as a brutal struggle between the two raged under the worst of pretexts. Mary opened her mouth to scream, but soon found a firm hand clamped around her throat squeezing her voice to a hoarse whimper. Denial played through both their minds in the black wasted darkness as Mary’s strength began to wane and she felt Mark reach his other hand up beneath her navy-blue dress. Her pale, smooth legs came into view as he forced the hem of her dress up, while tears welled on the corner of her eyes dripping down across the splay of her own shoulder-length brown hair scattered across the floor beneath her head. Mary shuddered as she felt Mark’s fingers work their way up her inner thighs and his knuckles graze across her labial lips as he took hold of her white cotton panties and jerked them hard over to one side. In her heart of hearts, Mary knew this couldn’t possibly be happening. Why would Mark do this to her? What had she done to deserve this? Had he not only offered to stay and help her clean-up after the party? He was her friend, surely, he wouldn’t… but… well… he did have too many drinks though…

…he was supposed to just sleep on the couch.

Mary squeezed her eyes shut as she heard the sinister sound of Mark’s pants unzipping. It made no sense. Why would he even want to do this to her? Mary now counted her shortcomings as defenses as she pondered how she, petite and with old acne scars marring her face in a few places along with split-ends in her dry, brown hair, could not possibly be beautiful enough to warrant a man’s ravenous aggression. Hell, she hadn’t even managed to work off those ten-extra-odd pounds that she had put on during the carbohydrate-rich, baking days of pandemic lockdown. It made no damn sense in her mind. Plain, boring women like her didn’t get raped. That treatment seemed reserved for pretty, skinny girls walking alone at night on the wrong side of town or bleach-blonde sorority teens giggling drunkenly at a GHB-laced-drink styled fraternity party.

Her fatigued limbs failed to obey her commands to attack. She managed little more than feeble slaps and a half-hearted flailing. Even now, part of her expected Mark to release his hold on her, laugh about some stupid and sick prank. She would give him a hard slap, a stern lecture., and they would never speak of this again. Her mind could not fathom the unimaginable, her best friend from childhood doing the unspeakable thing to her that Mark seemed to be preparing to do. Mark’s mind sloshed through alcoholic stupor in amazement at how little Mary had fought back. He always figured if a woman really wanted to stop a man from fucking her, she could. Clearly, this indicated she wanted him as badly as he had always wanted her and had merely put on the pretense perhaps as a role-playing game or maybe so she could say she didn’t want it when she really did. Such asinine justifications would have brought little more than a scoff from Mark’s lips three rum-and-coke’s ago, but here he now lay, pinned cleanly on top of the girl of his dreams ready to claim the prize which had eluded him for years.

It took more than a few pokes of his cock to find her womanhood as her constant shifting of her hips did nothing to help this process. The whimper she gave as he slid cleanly into the hottest, tightest, wettest hole he had ever felt in his life lied to him saying that she enjoyed the sensation. At the same time, Mary discovered to her horror that no amount of history or friendship could protect her from losing everything she held most precious and dear. Thrusting felt like paradise to Mark, her warm, sensual body now lying limp and defeated beneath him suckled sweetly at his cock as it slid in and out from her incredibly soft, paradisical pussy. All human thought decayed within his brain, and he operated on pure animalistic instinct. For her part, Mary desperately sought escape from the brutal prison of her own ravaged body. She still could not understand why he was doing this horrible thing to her, but such contemplations grew moot under the growing icy shard of malice ripping its way through her heart. Every putrid sensation of his cock stretching out her womanhood nauseated and infuriated her even more as the question of ‘why?’ went unanswered and hatred filled the void within her chaotic mind.

Even the unwanted sensation of physical pleasure, drowned out in the cacophony of emotional betrayal, served only to heighten her animosity. Did he not even care what he was doing to her? Had he been planning this the entire time? Why wouldn’t he just pull his cock out? Of all the horrors of rape that Mary had imagined, the one she had not prepared for was how horrifically long it took under the wretched conditions. In the viscous flow of trauma-slowed time, even the clicking of seconds towards a minute feels an eternity. As Mark continued to thrust inside her, she wished her rape could be akin to sex scenes in a movie where it simply cuts to black when the actual action happens.

No such reprieve visited her. In the brutality of reality, she had no choice but to lay there and patiently wait as her body and soul were dragged along on a journey that she didn’t want to take by a man she thought was her friend. Hateful mind conjured desperate prayers to God ranging from lightning striking right through Mark to promises to spend the rest of her years a nun in Africa, if God would but take this cock away from her.

God proved either negligent or non-existed as he betrayed her once more and Mary’s words fell deafly onto the ears of her own mind. Mark’s thrusts sped up and Mary felt shame and horror at the sensation of her own body starting to arouse a greater sensation of pleasure. Tears trickled down her face at this final betrayal, one borne of her own body which responded in blind appreciation of touch creating a horrific void which beckoned to her to succumb to submission. It called upon her to forget the circumstances, forget her dignity, forget every facet of her own existence. Languid fingers caressed her towards it, tempting her to fall in and experience the horrific pleasure of what he was doing to her body against her will. The crumbling edifice of her tortured soul shook in the face of that horrific void, a void so terrible that she would wish it upon no living being.

With a loud grunt and a final, desperate thrust, Mark stretched her open and drove his cock in deep suddenly holding still as his quivering cock spurted in orgasm. Mary choked not only on his strangling hand but on the bile welling up inside her stomach which threatened to empty itself in upheaval knowing something was infesting the most precious part of her body and nothing could be done by herself to stop it. The strange image of ants or cockroaches infiltrating a house floated through her mind, and this nearly brought vomit to her lips as she realized she was the house and lay there powerless to protect herself from the wretched invasion. At long last, Mark finally slid out of her panting and moaning as he collapsed back. Too terrified to even move, Mary remained where she lay with her legs sprawled open across the carpeted floor of her darkened bedroom and her hands up on either side of her head exactly in the same position as Mark had pinned her down.

Mary held this position, not daring to move out of it, as she sobbed and quivered. Finally, her voice came to her, and she choked out one raspy word.

“Wh-yy-yy….?”

Mark grunted back in some transfixed, bleary stupor. This grunt could not even be dignified with calling it a word of any language though generally indicated that he did not understand her as it vaguely had an inquisitive context to it.

“Why… why did you… rape me?” Mary pleaded as tears poured down her face.

“Oh, Fuck.” Mark replied as his eyes widened in post-nut clarity.

“No, shit, fuck, fuck, oh fuck!” He stammered as he stumbled onto his feet hastily fastening his belt.

“Fuck, I’m so sorry. I’m so sorry. I… I…” Mark stammered out as he reached down a hand to Mary who lay unmoved from her position.

“Ju…just… go away. Don’t hurt me again.” Mary pleaded.

“Oh…oh…okay.” Mark mumbled in between pants before he turned tail and stumbled out of the room in an awkward, looping jog. Mary lay there listening as she heard her front door open, and slam shut again. She lay there several minutes more, in stillness, unable to conjure what, if anything, her next move should be. A part of her told her that she should be properly dead. That would be, naturally, the honorable state for a woman who had just endured what she did to be in. At least some sliver of human dignity could be found within her should she have died during the attack. Coroners could have concluded that she fought her attacker to her own demise and news stories always reported murders as exactly that with vague hints of some sexual assault occurring before the death. That, however, had not happened and she lay there with an unwanted heart beating and undesired lungs drawing in oxygen.

She had nothing left but a burning, horrible question…

What was she to do now?

After an eternity, Mary slowly sat up. Her mind conjured everything ranging from rushing to the police so they could use a rape kit to collect evidence on Mark to trying to call Mark to discuss what had just happened. She curled against the wall feeling the disgusting trickle of his manly juices thinly leaking out from between her lips. The doorbell rang downstairs. Somehow, this snapped her out of her stupor as it brought with it at least one call to action. Mary slowly rose to her feet and wiped away tears staggering down the hall. Her mind screamed at her to fucking think while her body obeyed basic societal convention of answering the door. She watched herself, in a detached manner, as her hand reached for the door handle. Inside voices screamed at her that she knew it had to be Mark on the other side and opening the door would do little more than invite him to rape her once again. Rational voices countered these saying that perhaps it was Mark and he had returned to apologize. Fearful voices bespoke that perchance she had screamed loud enough to alarm the neighbors and now two stern faced patrol cops stood on the other side of the door ready to take her testimony and collect evidence which would be used to throw Mark in prison for decades. Already these voices began to mortify her. She was in no condition to fix a proper story and justifications started to rattle about in her mind.

He was drunk.

It was stupid.

The entire attack only lasted a few minutes. She glanced at a clock to confirm the time. Barely any time had passed at all since she lived a happy, carefree wholesome life. The entire attack had to have been seven minutes or less.

Did she really want her friend to spend a large portion of his adult life in prison because of something that started and finished in minutes? Sure, it felt horrible but… decades in prison? …for something he did in seven minutes while he was drunk?

In the clouded trauma-brain of her own mind, Mary didn’t even consider looking through the peephole. She slightly opened the door to peer around its corner out onto the street-light lit stoop of her townhouse apartment. Inky blackness beyond trilled with the hum of crickets and cicadas while moths lazily bounced about in the light fluttering their gossamer wings through the dark. Mary clenched her teeth at these bugs. Did they not know what had just happened to her? What right did they have to just go on with their lives like nothing had happened when she had just been put through hell? Her stoop bore a noticeable absence of anyone lurking about it. Instead, a small, pink-and white box with a comforting-looking pharmaceutical swish of green and blue printed over the words “Plan B One Step” sat neatly on her stoop. Mary raised her hand to her mouth as she realized that Mark had even robbed her of the ability to hate him fully with the unbridled passion that she yearned to feel.

Weekends are always too short.

“You look like shit, dude.” Bill chuckled as he dumped a pod into the Keurig and mashed the appropriate combination of buttons for fresh-brewed coffee to spit out into his stained “Relax, I have a spreadsheet for that” mug. “Uh… yeah… long night.” Mark muttered back groggily.

“Did you go to Mary’s party?”

“How did you know?”

“Dude, you told me you were going to a party at Mary’s last Friday. Remember?”

“Oh, yeah… yeah… I uh… did.” Mark murmured back drinking down his own mug of black liquid. Normally he preferred a bit of sugar in his coffee, but not today. Hot, black, bitter liquid filling his mouth felt somehow more appropriate. His eyes lay unfocused for a while as he contemplated whether they served coffee in prison or not. If they did, it probably tasted like shit.

“Get any girls?” Bill asked.

Mark’s eyes plastered open like a deer in a pair of headlights as he stared in terror at Bill for the briefest of split seconds before forcing his gaze back down.

Fuck.

“Acting guilty much?” Mark internally chastised himself.

Already Mark felt uncomfortable about having come in to work at all. He assumed that, by this point in the day, he would be standing in front of a lined wall holding up a clapboard with his name, date of arrest, and crime printed on it. He wasn’t sure if they would line him up with shady characters so that Mary could pick him out, or if that was just movie bullshit. And yet, no cops had come. His alarm had sounded, and the day moved forward.

Was he…

really…

going to get away with this?

His drunk ass had just committed the dumbest fucking crime on the planet. He had no alibi, dozens of witnesses placing him at her house, and a victim that knew him personally. It was sheer luck that his sloshed-ass driving had attracted neither patrol vehicle nor out-right wreckage during the frantic journey to a nearby twenty-four-hour pharmacy and back to secure for Mary the barest modicum of support in that she would not need to tend a bastard child for the rest of her life.

Grim statistics of the under-reporting of rape floated through his mind and Mary’s shuddering, raspy “wh-y-y?” haunted his waking nightmare as he realized those wretched statistics now benefited him.

Mark shuddered and flatly replied “no” to Bill’s question.

“That’s too bad. Dude, you need to get yourself a girlfriend, or a wife, or… fuck it, be like our boss, Steve, and have one of each.”

“Yeah, thanks for the advice.” Mark replied robotically before beating a hasty retreat back to his desk leaving a bewildered Bill behind. Bill sighed and said, “damn it, Bill, your big fucking mouth pissed off another one. This is why you don’t have any friends.”

The computer screen blurred in front of Mark as his eyes could not focus. The fact that he expected the sensation of a firm hand to clutch his shoulder and turn to see a few cops ringed on either side of Mary as she pointed into his face and screamed, “that’s the one!”

He even went so far as to glance over his shoulder, seeing little more than Bill lounging in the next cubicle-over rubbing his eyes in annoyance at something on his screen. Or… was Bill rubbing his eyes in suspicion? Had Bill somehow caught onto Mark? Mark shook his head. This, of course, was stupid. His only danger lay in Mary herself.

A buzzing sensation trembled in his pocket, and he reached down to check his phone. His heart fell through his chest when he saw that it was a text message from Mary.

“I’m going to call you in exactly two minutes. Talk to me, or my next phone call will be the police.”

His heart dropped and his eyes shot wide at the same time as gratitude filled his soul. She had not yet called the police. This meant the cop-terror which haunted him all night and all morning had been for naught. His only hope now lay in answering his phone in exactly two minutes. Mark rose to his feet and headed down the pathway between bland cubicles filled with bland people rendered unimportant in that he had committed no sexual crimes against them in the past and, as such, held no sway over his fate.

“Mark, I need to speak with you a bit.” Steve’s baritone rang as cold and harsh as the falling of a guillotine blade behind him. Mark gritted his teeth and turned around trying to sound casual as he replied, “sure thing, boss.”

“The quarterly reports for inventory didn’t take into account Fredrick’s order last week. Did you get those numbers from Janine?”

“Uh… yes… I’ll get those into updated reports this week.”

“Yeah, sure. Speaking of Janine.” Steve closed distance and stood uncomfortably close to Mark saying with a cocky sneer, “did you get a load of Janine last Friday? That V-cut top she had on had a beautiful view of some of the most perfectly rounded hills I’ve ever seen.”

“Uh, yeah… heh…” Mark stammered out through clenched teeth.

“I wonder if she dresses that way because she likes me and is hoping I’ll just slide a hand in between those sweet, warm tits of hers. What do you think?”

Mark’s face fell into a frown as the phone started to buzz in his hand. “I need to take this. Um… family emergency.” Mark replied firmly.

Steve shrugged saying “okay, fine. But do let me know if you hear anything from Janine about me.”

“Uh… yeah.” Mark stammered.

“Maybe I belong in prison, but Steve sure as fuck does.” Mark muttered to himself as he practically sprinted into a stairwell. He crouched on the steel reinforced concrete under a flickering fluorescent bulb to listen to the words of his future.

“Mary?” Mark said into the phone.

Silence.

“Mary, you there? Oh fuck! Not now. Please, I answered the call.”

“Shut up.” Mary’s sharp voice quavered out over the line.

Steve crouched there with his back against the cold wall glancing up and down the stairwell at intervals to ensure he was alone. Mercifully nearly everyone took the infinitely lazier solution of the elevator leaving the stairwell empty. Unmercifully, Mary had spoken nothing more than that single, sharp word.

“I’m so sorry.”  Mark muttered out.

“No.” Mary barked out before hanging up.

Mark took his phone away from his ear and looked at it carefully pondering if he should call her back. It buzzed with a text from Mary.

“I thought I would be okay, but I’m not ready to talk to you. Not directly, that is. Not yet. I just can’t. Typing is easier.”

Mark hurriedly replied,

“I’m sorry”

“No.” Came Mary’s one word reply.

Mark stared at it trying to understand what she meant. She continued typing,

“I want to kill you so badly for what you did to me. Why did you make me want to kill you, Mark? I’ve never felt this way towards anyone before. I’ve never felt hatred like this before. Why did you make me feel this way? My hands are shaking, it’s hard to type.”

Mark frowned. Was he supposed to respond to this? He didn’t exactly know how to text back ‘I did something stupid while I was drunk’ without coming across as condescending and pissing off Mary even more. Luckily, she didn’t wait for a reply as she continued.

“At the same time, we’ve been friends for years. I… am I so stupid that I didn’t see you as a criminal this whole time? I don’t want to believe that. I just can’t believe that you’ve been planning this the entire time. All the times that I’ve been alone with you, and I thought I was safe. Was it all just a trick to trap me? Years? It doesn’t make any sense. Why would you do this? Did I mean nothing to you?”

Mark put his hand over his mouth in shock for a bit before hastily replying,

“I’m so sorry. I was drunk. I was stupid. I didn’t mean to hurt you.”

Mary’s reply came quickly,

“Excuses and lies, Mark! Don’t fucking give me excuses and lies after what you did.”

Mark shivered and wrapped his arms around himself. The question as to whether they served coffee in prison began to feel more and more relevant. He looked up through the bars of the stairwell handrail as he sat pressed up against a concrete wall with icy white, fluorescent flickering overhead and contemplated that he should probably start to get used to this view.

“You left a plan-B pill on my porch, though. Why?”

Mark bowed his head. What could he say? What would Mary believe? He quietly typed back as flatly and calmly as he could possibly muster under the circumstances.

“I didn’t want you to get pregnant from what I did.”

“You cared for me enough to get the medicine I needed but not enough to not rape me in the first place? This doesn’t make any sense, Mark.”

“I’m sorry.”

“See, this is the problem. I can’t even tell if you’re actually sorry or just sorry you got caught. Fuck, Mark. Why did you do this to me? Why did you do this to us?”

Mark knew better than to reply. Shortly afterwards, his phone binged again cheerily informing him of a new text in the least respectful manner imaginable considering the gravity of the situation.

“You robbed me, Mark. You stole something very precious and extremely valuable from me. I never imagined that someone I thought of as a friend would rob me like this, but here we are. If you have any respect for our friendship, you’ll return what you stole. If you don’t return what you stole, then I’ll know you were a fucking criminal the entire time just waiting for a chance to attack me. I will treat you like a fucking criminal. Felony rape is 10-20 years in prison, you fucker, and I would be happy to send you right where you belong. However, if you return what you stole and apologize properly, I won’t involve the police.”

Beads of sweat broke out across Mark’s forehead despite the chill.

“How do I return what I stole?? Please, I’ll do it. Just… tell me what it is. I’ll do it.”

There was a suspenseful pause on his phone before the reply came in from Mary.

“Come to my place Friday evening as soon as you get off work. I will take back what you stole from me. You, of all people, should know that what you stole from me can’t be given, it can only be taken by force.”

Mark swallowed hard as his heart dropped into his stomach. He didn’t like this cryptic description of hers. Was she planning to… rape him? Wouldn’t that just be sex, though? She didn’t wait long before texting again.

“Are you going to do it, or should I just go ahead and call the cops now and get this over with? One weekend in exchange for 20 yrs in prison. No district attorney is going to give you a plea-bargain deal that good, I can guarantee it.”

Mark hurriedly replied,

“NO! yes… I mean. Yes, I’ll be there on Friday. Please. I’m sorry for what I did. I’ll do whatever you want me to do to make it up to you.”

Mary’s reply came shortly after

“Don’t make me regret this, Mark.”

Mark leaned his head back against the wall and blew out a sigh.

“That could have gone worse, I guess…” He muttered before squinting in thought, “…or is this as bad as it could be?” He shook his head. “She didn’t call the police. She’s giving me an out. I go. I do… whatever the fuck she wants me to do this weekend. I don’t go to jail. This is the best possible outcome I could hope for, I suppose. God damn it, Mark, you really fucked up this time. I’m never touching another god damn drop of alcohol again. That’s for sure.” Mark muttered to himself before slowly rising to his feet and brushing his hand through his hair and shaking his head to hide the secret shameful pain walled up inside of him from his colleagues.

The old microwave hummed softly as the flaccid burrito, or something that had been sold as one, rotated under the pale orange light inside. Mark sighed as he watched it spin while he stood patiently in the employee breakroom. The entire week he had gone about the banal routines of his existence with the same gusto as a death-row inmate brushing his teeth. Mark’s mind danced along the void of contemplating the lunacy of his existence as he stood there under the cold fluorescent lights in that abandoned breakroom watching something pretending to be a so-called “beef” burrito grow hotter. He had gotten as far as pondering how he worked to make money only to pay money for rent and food so he could work again but stopped short of considering how he had not really talked, in any meaningful way, to anyone the entire week. Mark pondered the old lie of his childhood that a person only needs three things to survive: food, clothing, and shelter.

Somehow other humans had not made that list of survival.

“TGIF, eh Mark?” Janine announced out chipperly as she entered the breakroom bringing along her customary chicken salad sandwich.  Mark glanced at her over his shoulder and shot her a sad, cold smile saying “Yeah. Sounds about right” Honestly, Friday had held a special place of terror in his heart the entire week, but he surely could never explain something like that to her.

She set her lunch bag down on one of the cheap plastic tables and stepped over close to him with a look of concern on her face. “You, doing okay, Mark?”

Mark turned to look at Janine. Despite her unfortunate name, carrying with it the sexual attraction of a fifty-year-old lunch lady, Janine herself was anything but. Raven black hair parted neatly down the middle descended across high cheek bones between which a pert little nose protruded. She stared at him through crystal blue eyes, and he noticed the dark mauve lipstick she had donned for the occasion of… Friday? Mark had always just looked at women and thought of them as either sexy or plain but never really considered that how a woman looked depended on how she wanted to look. Had Steve, as pervy as he was, been right about Janine? Her wine-red, front-zippered body-contoured dress hugged flatteringly close to her curves while a dangerous degree of unzippering gave her ample breasts a nice peak out at the world which was most certainly peaking at them. The effeminate swell of her hips swung in warm and close to him as she slid in even closer such that they were almost face to face as she continued “Mark?”

Mark shook his head to snap out of it as he said “uh…yeah… sorry. It’s been a tough week, I suppose.”

Janine pouted her lips slightly and said, “would you like to have lunch with me?”

“Lunch? I…uh… guess we’re at lunch now…” Mark stammered in confusion.

Janine crinkled her nose in disgust saying, “Not, here. There’s an unused office at the back end of the building. Down-sizing and all that. I go there sometimes to get some peace and quiet. How about you join me?”

Mark looked at her closely for a moment as a committee hastily formed within him to contemplate her invitation. His cock, unsurprisingly enough, was more than excited to follow the gorgeous, scantily clad woman to an isolated office. His mind, however, knew that his cock had caused too many problems in the past and trembled in fear at what he might do to her. Could he even trust himself around a woman again? Already he could picture Janine, dress ripped open and shoved down into a pile of breasts, arms, spread-open thighs, with her lipstick smeared and terror on her face as he forced himself inside of her and he trembled in traumatized fear at the image. He gritted his teeth and remembered that he had only attacked Mary when he was drunk. Unless that burrito contained one-hundred proof alcohol, he would probably do nothing to harm Janine. Still, it seemed poor career choice to follow a woman his boss had clearly expressed interest in as well as generally bad taste to be doing anything remotely flirty as he still faced potential charges for rape, if things went poorly with Mary this weekend.

He looked into Janine’s empathetic eyes and a soft smile spread across his face. Ignoring her voluptuous curves and lustful appearance, she was still a human being looking to actually talk to him. In the end, abject loneliness served as the tie breaker and Mark nodded his acceptance of her offer.

Mark trod slowly behind in silence staring at the plate with a burrito on it in his hands as she sashayed, purposefully stepping one foot over another such as to swing her hips deliciously side-to-side in front of him. Mark sighed in sullen desolation as Janine tried to glance back to see if he was checking out her ass at the same time trying to not glance back. In the end, she abandoned this hope and decided to even out her step chastising herself for being too forward. Her heart fluttered in anticipation of having Mark all to herself same as fear trembled in her chest that she would do something stupid to screw it all up. They passed through an empty hall which bore a few fluttering pieces of abandoned paper, dusty cubicles, a “FUCK YOU CORPORATE PIGS!” scrawled in sharpie across the wall alongside “SHOVE THIS TWO-WEEK NOTICE UP YOUR ASS” and other notes left behind by the former occupants of this part of the building. They passed by a conference room which hosted a pile of charred and crumpled papers as well as an ash-filled metal trashcan sitting on top of a table. Mark squinted at this and considered how the trashcan still contained the ashen remains of decades-old white-collar crimes.

Janine held open a door to him saying “it’s nicer in here.”

Plush carpeting, dark wood furniture, gilded wallpaper, elegantly framed pieces of art offset against a wall of glass which let in the natural rays of sunlight trickling down from above. A pair of sofas sat opposite one another across a crystal coffee table.  On the opposite wall sat a massively oversized oaken desk behind which Mark figured more blowjobs were given than any actual work done. Janine alighted on one of the couches and internally whispered “of course he did, what did you expect?” to herself as Mark sat down clumsily on the couch opposite her rather than sitting down beside her. She looked out the window briefly enjoying the view over the city, a view commanded over by men with more morals than power in the heady days of the early aughts before the collapse of two-thousand-and-eight brought the party to a screeching halt.

“Nice place you got here.” Mark said over his burrito.

“Thanks. I’ve been thinking of cleaning it up a bit. You know, making it homier.”

“Corporate forgot this side of the building ever existed, didn’t they?”

“Easy to forget, they wished this side of the building never existed at all.”

“I wonder if they still have that money though.”

Janine looked back at him with a light, knowing smile saying, “it’s not like they paid anyone back.”

He chuckled slightly and bit into the burrito saying, “fat lot of good it did for many of them.”

“I generally try to ignore the fact that one of the windowpanes is newer than all the others.” Janine replied, taking a bit of her salad. Mark reviewed the panes carefully, noting one was significantly lighter than the others. He imagined himself there, trapped in an oversized and luxurious office, feeling the noose of justice tightening around his neck. He would feel the house of cards that he had carefully crafted out of lies, embezzlement, and deceit falling about him.

Would he jump same as the former office occupant had?

Should he jump now?

It wasn’t just a stay in prison, the humiliation of facing life forever as a convicted rapist, a sex-offender no longer allowed to live in a mile radius of a school, would haunt him to the end of his days. He imagined his parents’ reactions at the discovery that their son had been a predatory sexual criminal the entire time. Their impending hatred of him felt palpable along with the vicious barbs of ‘where did we go wrong with raising him?’ or ‘he seemed like such a nice boy, who would have guessed he would be a monster?’

Even worse, he imagined his friends. Most of them knew Mary. His crime against her would be the end of everything he ever had in his life. Corporate would never rehire him with a felony sexual assault conviction. No way would anyone hire him. He contemplated these things in silence for a moment as he stared at the glass wondering if, truly, the best course of action for his life would be to repeat the cycle and break it anew.

“It’s best to just not think about the history and rather enjoy the view.” Janine said warmly.

“Yeah. I agree.” Mark replied. He glanced over at her sitting there with her ankles slightly crossed and a bowl of salad balanced on her lap. She sure as hell wouldn’t allow herself to be alone with him if she knew what he had done last weekend. She took a bite of her salad and said, “So, it’s been a tough week for you?” Her voice rose slightly with empathy as she spoke.

“Yeah. I uhh…” Mark thought about how to phrase his next words before he continued “I did something stupid. I hurt someone close to me.”

“I’m… sorry to hear that?” Janine said with a slightly frustrated pout. “Anyone I know?” She asked.

Mark shook his head and continued “no, no one you know.”

“You didn’t do something like… cheat your girlfriend… right?” Janine asked with a slight wince.

“No, I don’t have a girlfriend.”

It took all of Janine’s will to keep her sigh of relief below an audible level.

“I take it, though, that you feel bad about what you did?” She continued.

“Very. I feel like I’m a horrible person.”

“Oh, you’re not a horrible person.” Janine scoffed.

“Well…I might be.” Mark stammered gritting his teeth in existential agony.

“Well, you feel bad about what you did, right?”

“Yes.”

“Horrible people don’t feel bad when they do bad things. Only a good person feels bad when they do bad things.”

“I suppose you have a point.”

“So… what did you do?” Janine gingerly asked.

“I uhh… don’t really want to say. If that’s okay. It’s kind of private.”

“I understand.” Janine tried desperately not to let the sensation of disappointment cross into her voice. “Is there anything I can do to make your week better?” She asked, taking another bite of the salad.

“Just being here, talking with me, really is… helpful.” Mark replied with a small, sad smile. Her eyes lit up and he continued “maybe I can ask you a question. Kind of… advice.”

“Ask away”

“If someone close to you, like a close friend, hurt you. What would you expect from them?”

“You really messed up bad, didn’t you?”

“Yes, I did.”

Janine sighed and said “Well, an apology to start with. Fix whatever damage they caused and make sure it never happens again. That is, unless you feel up to telling me what you did.”

“I… can’t. It’s…uh… complicated. Sorry.” Mark stammered back.

“That’s too bad. Do you mind if I ask you a question?”

Mark gritted his teeth and said “should be okay…” He feared how much details and clues he might give away in response to her question.

“Would you be available to have dinner with me tonight?” Janine hoarsely asked feeling her voice catch in her throat.

“Really?” Mark asked in surprise, looking back at her with his mouth wide open.

Janine nodded as her bottom lip trembled.

“I would love to but…”

“Damn it. You have someone else?” Janine replied bitterly.

“No. It’s not that. It’s tonight I’m making up for the damage I caused by doing the stupid thing. I need to make amends to a friend.”

Janine frowned and replied “you’re doing the right thing for your friend. I get it.”

“But… would you be open next Friday?" Mark asked.

“Absolutely. Can we call it a date?”

“Umm…yeah. I uhh… honestly didn’t think you felt that way about me. I always assumed you liked Steve.”

“STEVE!?” Janine shouted out in shock.

Mark felt himself shrivel inward a bit as he muttered back “Well… you know… he makes more money than I do and has the Porche or…”

“He’s married, and a sleazebag. Screw his money. What kind of woman do you think I am? Some kind of homewrecking whore.”

“Whoa, no, Janine, sorry, I didn’t mean to offend you. I’m so sorry.”

“Who told you that I like Steve?”

“Uhh… Steve did?” Mark said with a cringe.

“That pompous prick would say such a thing. No, Mark. I do not like Steve. I don’t even know how that idiot got such an idea into his head.”

“He noticed you dressing…uh… nicely. He thought you were trying to impress him.”

“Shit. Of course, that idiot would and of course he would blabber such dumb crap to you.” Janine harumphed. She looked up at Mark closely and continued “did you notice me dressing nicely?”

“Well, yes.”

“And you thought I was doing it for Steve?”

Mark shrugged.

“God, you men really are oblivious.” Janine blew out a sigh. “Nothing ventured, nothing gained. No, Mark, I dressed this way for you. I’ve been…” Janine stared down at the city skyline reflected in the glass coffee table. A metropolis of millions and yet the feeling pervaded just the same “… lonely.” She looked up at Mark and continued “you’re one of the few men I know who isn’t either already married, a creep, or both. I just, don’t want to be alone anymore.”

She bowed her head and empathy welled in Mark’s heart as he reached across the gulf between them grabbing onto her hand. Janine’s heart fluttered and her breath caught in her throat at the sensation of human touch. She looked up into Mark’s eyes as he continued “I don’t want to be lonely either.” She smiled at him as he continued “I… wish I could tonight but I have to make amends to my friend. I did a really bad thing and, like you said, I need to apologize and fix the damage I caused. But… next Friday.”

“Do I have to wait until then?” Janine whispered back her voice quavering with desire.

“Huh?”

Janine swallowed and continued as her body shivered in terror and anticipation “would you… touch me some more. It’s been so long since anyone has touched me and I…” She gritted her teeth and growled out angrily at herself “Damn it. I must sound so stupid and pathetic. You know what…just… forget I said anything.”

“No, it’s okay.” Mark replied quickly. He swallowed hard remembering his earlier fears saying “but… only if you’re okay with it.”

“Even holding hands with you feels wonderful. I can only imagine how good a hug would feel.” She replied softly. She looked up into his face with shining eyes as she pleaded, “just don’t think less of me for this.”

“I don’t think less of you.” Mark said firmly. He set the remains of his burrito on the coffee table and rose to his feet. He continued softly saying “I… I could use a hug too.”

Janine stood up as well, setting her salad aside. The world around her seemed to be pushing her back into her seat as she did so. As if the tides of normal, corporate behavior pressed against her, forcing her back to an amicably acceptable stance of discussion. Sure, the venue was odd and the conversation not professional in nature, however, up to that point they had managed to operate within the boundaries of HR allowable interactions with even the holding of hands being allowable under the most generous of definitions of a handshake. It seemed as if she had stepped off the side of the skyscraper herself and now fell through the air splitting way between what she craved and what would be allowed. Already painful reminders burned in the back of her mind that she shouldn’t expect to see him next Friday given how stupidly forward she had acted today. Her own mind mocked every line of her part of the conversation as she drank bitterness from the self-same cup in those wretched seconds before she stepped into Mark’s broad, warm chest and wrapped her arms up over his shoulders feeling his hands lace in around her waist pulling her body in close to his. A sigh escaped her lips, and she closed her eyes resting her head on his shoulder.

“worth it.” She whispered to herself as she felt his warm, firm body encase her own. Sure, she had been brazen and pathetic but… this hug. It was worth all the self-humiliation she had gone through. Like being caught from a fall, the sensation of his acceptance flowed through that hug. Her body grew warm, and her pussy dampened slightly at the image of pulling herself up and wrapping legs about his waste. In her mind, their clothes were off, and she could so easily hold onto him riding his firm, powerful cock bouncing around feeling the world spin around her like she was on the best amusement park ride on the planet. She pushed this thought away as too slutty to be something she should entertain. “Keep it in your dress, you stupid girl. This is real life, not some cheap Amazon romance novel. Men don’t respect women who fuck on their first lunchbreak together.” She reminded herself bitterly. Still, the thought played out as some future potential and as she heard his heartbeat loud and fast in her ear a soft smile crossed her face as she mumbled softly “a girl could get used to this.”

“If she only knew the kind of scumbag you actually are.” Mark’s mind tormented him with these words as he desperately fought against getting a boner. Her firm, full breasts pressed ripely against his chest and her swollen, effeminate hips squeezed in close to his crotch making him desire to lift her up and bounce her around on his cock. He had originally expected a rather simplistic, parallel hug with hips held outward and apart from one another, same as he would give an aunt or grandmother, but she had caught him off-guard by slinging her hands over his shoulders and around his neck bringing her body in sensually close to his own. His heart pounded in terror as he felt her nuzzle her face onto his shoulder, clearly unaware of the immense danger she had put herself in.  Or… did she somehow on some subliminal level know. Mark pondered the lunacy that, after decades of lonely frustration, finally crossing the line and becoming a felony sex offender was what drew the attention of a girl. He had read in some lame Reddit post that women somehow were attracted to violence and danger, almost like a reverse evolution in that they weirdly sought out things which could kill them and drew near. Could she somehow… smell… the criminality on him? These thoughts did keep his cock soft as they hugged but they also prevented him from fully enjoying the beautiful sensation of warm touch on a frigid and lonely planet. He felt her cheek stretch against his upper chest and realized that her face had tensed due to her smiling. A girl was now smiling against his chest as she hugged him. This had been going too far. Horrible rapists like him don’t deserve girls to smile when they hug them. He had to either tell her the truth or put a stop to this before he hurt her too. Still… her warm body, pressed against him. The illusion that someone actually cared for him… he allowed himself to drift into that illusion while holding his body perfectly still. As long as he didn’t move, he couldn’t hurt her.

At long last, she released her hands from around his neck and withdrew them to rest on top of his arms. He likewise let go of her waist but merely held her there as they stood face to face, close enough to kiss. “Thank you.” Janine whispered to him breathily. “Thank you, too.” Mark replied.

Janine stood there for an awkwardly long period of time. Her eyes flickered up and down from Mark’s face to across his body as her thumb and fingers absentmindedly traced along the skin of his arms as if she were contemplating something. At long last she bit her lower lip thoughtfully before saying in an unsure, halting tone “we … shouldn’t… um… go any further… for today.”

“Agreed.” Mark replied, trying to sound disappointed instead of relieved. God knows he doesn’t need another woman furious at him for sexual reasons.

They released one another and quietly sat down to the last few bites of their respective meals.

“That did feel good, though.” Janine said with a quiet, warm smile.

Mark contemplated this before replying, “That hug was… well… it was the best part of my week.”

“Glad I could be part of it.” Janine replied. She smiled into her salad as she pictured herself, spread-eagle and skewered balls-deep by Mark every night for the rest of her life. That’s not to mention the ‘honey I’m homes’ and working on laundry and taxes together. Janine calculated that, as long as she didn’t fuck this up, she might be able to leverage this into a real relationship. She quietly dreamed of not ever having to live in a state of touched-starved loneliness ever again.

Hours dragged by as the appointed time drew to a horrific close. The odd sensation of driving to Mary’s house knowing full well that he would face something… well… horrible there filled Mark. Janine’s hug seemed to exist in a universe far away as he drew near to face his judgement. Still, her words rang in his mind. Apologize, repair the damage, assure Mary that it will never happen again. Just like all great plans, this had a clear beginning and end, but that middle part of the plan bore a disturbing amount of grey. Mark contemplated how he could… what? Somehow… un-rape Mary? Clearly Mary herself had some plan of her own in mind. Despite knowing her for most of his life, Mark shuddered to consider what her plan could be. She had never seemed an extraordinarily vengeful or violent person and, yet, she had never been raped before, so all history lay well outside the scope of their current existence.

The weather did not help the mood as the previously sunny day clouded over upon Mark’s slow drive to Mary’s home. By the time he arrived, a cast of grey sullied the sky with ominous portent for a rainstorm. Mary’s townhouse, normally lit up and cheery, sat black-windowed in a state reminiscent of abandonment. Mark’s heart pounded loudly in his chest as he parked in front of her place. Dreadful thoughts filled his mind as he considered if, perhaps, he had driven too slowly, and she was already at the police station filling out a statement. His only consolation lay in the fact that her Honda clearly sat parallel parked in front of him, and it seemed unlikely that she would have walked or had a friend drive her to the police. Unlikely but not impossible and Mark wondered if that, perhaps, was a thing. Maybe Mary needed a female friend to go with her for moral support, maybe that’s common. Girls always go to the bathroom together, perhaps they report rape together too and Mark just never knew this being so fresh to his life as a wretched criminal.

Here or already gone, both possibilities bore horrific portent for Mark, and he pondered the optimistic lunacy which had propelled him to make plans for next Friday with Janine. He would need to thread the camel through the eye of the needle and satisfy Mary’s natural, feminine cravings for revenge in order to secure his place outside of prison. Such power would require an act of God, and Mark knew God did not protect rapists like him. Like an axe rising over his own prostrate head resting on the chopping block, Mark raised his hand up against the door and swung it down knocking against the cheaply painted wood sullenly.

It opened on the first knock and Mary stood before him. Mary’s eyes, plastered wide, bloodshot, and red-rimmed, glared at him angrily. Her brown hair sat tied up in a severe looking bun atop her head which contrasted sharply against her typical, jovial style of letting her curly hair rest down splaying about her head whenever she turned it to laugh with a friend. Her cheeks appeared shrunken slightly and her jaw clenched angrily drawing out the paleness of her flesh. She wore a black hoodie and heavy denim jeans. Her outfit would have looked more in place in the Kurt Cobain-fueled twilight years of last century than they looked on her now. Her white-knuckled hand clutched onto the door contrasted starkly against the darkened interior of her home. Mark’s mouth fell open in shock. It felt as if his old friend had been replaced with a goblin who glared angrily from beneath its rock-strewn cave. He almost expected her to lift up a golden-ring and talk about ‘My Precious’ in the current state of her appearance. The damage he had done to Mary really struck him fully at that moment and fear gave way to grief.

“Oh, my god. I am so sorry I did this to you.” Mark sputtered out his face contorting painfully as he spoke. Mary’s face flinched slightly as an unreadable emotion passed through it. She stepped back from the doorway saying in a flat, almost robotic tone, “enter.”

Mark stepped into her entryway still looking at Mary without really inspecting the rest of the darkened house. He threw a hand up to his mouth as his eyes trailed along her body before coming back to her face as he whimpered out “I had no idea I had hurt you so badly, that you would left looking like this.”

“Looking like what?” Mary hissed back at him.

Mark thought for a moment before replying “like you haven’t slept a single night since last weekend.”

Mary’s eyes drew distant for a moment as she stared off to the side. Her eyes squinted lightly as she trembled saying “every creak of wood, every noise, every shadow…” She looked back up into Mark’s face saying “I thought it was you, sneaking back in to rape me once more. I… I couldn’t sleep. I’ve been terrified that you would return, attack me again and kill me this time.” Mary’s shuddered as she drew her arms around herself whispering “murder me to hide what you did.”

“Mary, that’s ridiculous. You know me. You know I wouldn’t do that.”

“I KNEW YOU WOULDN’T RAPE ME!” Mary scream slashed through the air and roared like thunder across the land. Mark stood there in shocked silence. Seemingly frightened of the power of her own voice, Mary continued softly “I thought I knew you, Mark. Right up until you put your hand on my throat, and your…” Mary gritted her teeth pulling her lips back in an expression of pain and anger the likes of which Mark had never seen before.

Mary recomposed herself saying firmly, “Either I used to know you, or I thought I knew you. But, after last Sunday, I don’t know you anymore, Mark.”

Mary dropped her head and continued “I still can’t solve the mystery of why.” She looked back up at him as her eyes filled with tears anew and she continued “have you always hated me?”

“No.”

“Then why did you do that horrible thing to me?”

“I was drunk.”
 

“Excuses are not reasons.” Mary growled back. She continued “something, in your brain, told you to pin me to the ground and do horrible things to me. Alcohol didn’t put that thought there. You put that thought there. I don’t know why, but you thought the thought. You decided to rip my soul away from me.” Mary shook her head and panted slightly in exasperation at trying to be eloquent under such duress. She reached into the pocket of her hoodie and withdrew a short-barreled pistol.

“Oh, fuck!” Mark gasped as she aimed it at him. He raised his hands knowing full well that her decision to shoot him or not was already firmly planted within her mind and she didn’t care whether he was armed or not.

“I never thought I would own a gun. I also never thought that I would get raped. I want to kill you so badly, Mark. I really, really want to kill you.”

Her hands trembled as she continued “But, if I kill you, I will never get my answers. If I kill you, I will never get back what you stole from me. Even if, I don’t kill you. Even if I do what I’m supposed to do, call the police, turn you over, and just have you thrown in prison. If I never see you again for the rest of my life…” Mary shuddered and continued with a gesture across herself and her house saying “Then I will be trapped here for the rest of my life. Traumatized, terrified… the kind of girl who carries a pistol to fucking Starbucks and can’t even sleep in her own bed without staring at that spot on the floor where humanity had been murdered. Don’t you get it, Mark? If I pull this trigger, I will be trapped… looking over my shoulder for either your ghost or for some other man who wants to destroy me, for the rest of my life.”

Mary stared down the barrel of the gun at Mark as she continued “Mark, you understand my predicament. I’m standing here torn between what I want to do, what I am supposed to do…” She lowered the gun slowly as she continued “and what you need to do.”

Mark nodded slowly.

“You’re not that stupid, right. You do understand that you stole something from me.”

“Yes.”

“And you have to return it.”

“I would… but…”

“But, what?”

“I don’t know how.”

Mark looked down and continued “I’ve wished every moment since that I could go back in time and stop myself. But… I can’t. I can’t change what I did. If I had stolen something or broken something, I would replace it but… this… I don’t know how to return… this.”

Mary stared at him closely for a moment and said firmly, “I do. Go in the living room and take your clothes off.”

“Huh?”
 

“Mary is that really the best-”

Mary leveled the pistol at him saying, “I’m not asking you as a friend. I’m commanding you as a psychotic bitch who hasn’t slept in a week and has a pistol aimed at your head. Take your clothes off.”

Mark backed into her darkened living room slowly unbuckling his belt.

“Why, though?” Mark asked.

“I’ll answer my ‘why’ when you answer yours. Pants, off, shirt off. Everything off, now!” Mary demanded. Mark’s heart pounded loud in his chest as he quickly stripped his clothes off with shaking hands. Disturbingly, his cock grew slightly tense at the terrifying and dramatic situation. He prayed Mary wouldn’t see his half-boner, so he stripped down to his underwear leaving his clothing piled on the floor and quickly hid himself with his hands as he pulled off his boxers.

Mary kept the gun trained on him with her right hand as she stepped in and snatched his hands away seeing his growing cock. A sinister sneer spread across her face. “You like this, don’t you?” She taunted. Mark kept his head bowed “did you think I liked it when you did it to me?”  She reached in quick and cupped his balls in her fingers squeezing them painfully making Mark whimper and double over as she howled out “did you?”

“No.”
 

“Stop fucking lying to me!” she screeched as she squeezed him harder driving pain up through his belly and chest.

“Yes.”

“Yes, what?”

“I thought you liked it.”

He felt her grip loosen and something brush his hair back from his face. He looked up at her to see her caressing the barrel of the gun across his forehead.

“And do you like it?”

“No.”

“Your cock says otherwise.”

She leaned close and intimate to him staring right into his face. “I’m going to rape you, Mark. It’s going to be violent and painful. If you be a good little victim, I might let you live afterwards.”

“Why are you doing this to me?”

She clamped down her grip on Mark’s balls again, forcing him to double over once more gagging in agony.

“Victims don’t ask questions, Mark. They either follow orders or they die. Lay down on the plastic sheeting behind you.”

“Huh?” Mark grunted but he saw vaguely outlined in the grim drizzle of light cutting in through the heavy blackout curtains Mary had hung to hide her crime. Slowly Mark sat down on it feeling fleeting gratitude to have his balls out of Mary’s vicelike grip for the moment and yet terrified that even worse things were likely to come. Still, he now had no choice but to follow what she said. Somewhere in his heart of hearts, he knew Mary wasn’t going to kill him.

“Hands over your head.” She commanded and Mark slowly stretched himself out. She knelt by his hands, and he felt something metallic click into place across each wrist. He gave a provisional tug and found that it held solid. He looked up and in the strained, faint light, he could barely see the glint of handcuffs and some bolt driven into her carpeted flooring. She moved on quickly, now pocketing the pistol, she cuffed one of his ankles in place and then the other with his legs spread slightly apart leaving his genitals vulnerably exposed. She then came back and knelt alongside his chest. A sliver of light cut across half her face leaving the rest in inky blackness as she instructed “open your mouth and say ‘ahhh.’”

“Ahh-glug” Mark said as she forced a ball-gag into his mouth lifting his head and strapping it into place behind his head. As soon as she did this, a noticeable look of relief crossed over her face. She breathed out a sigh and it seemed as if the weight of unspeakable horrors had lifted itself from her chest. She placed a warm hand on Mark’s chest and said “struggle.”

“Mpbhbph” came Mark’s elegant reply.

“Struggle. Try and escape.”

Mark gave a few tugs at the chains and Mary snorted saying “Come on, Mark. You’re going to fucking die here. You don’t want that to happen. Now try and escape like you mean it!”

Mark jerked and fought against the chains for a few seconds but to no avail. Mary had a full week to devise her revenge and she had left nothing to chance relying on heavy steel chains and reinforced bolts to secure Mark to her floor.  Mary tipped her head back and breathed deep through the air.

“You’re completely trapped now. Police, money, society, morals, nothing… It’s just you and me in here and you can’t even move. Nothing now protects you, Mark. You can’t even weave eloquent little phrases with that mouth of yours. There will be no talking your way out of this one. You can’t gaslight me into believing it wasn’t so bad or something stupid like that. There’s nothing that can protect you. You can’t hurt me now, and now…” she leaned in close as Mark felt her hot breath on his face as she spoke “you’re completely at my mercy.”

Mark shuddered as Mary sat up on her haunches and laughed in some discordant mixture of relief and sadism. She casually set the gun off to the side on the floor and Mark’s eyes followed it for a second before something flitted through the corner of his vision and a hard, flat strike of her fingers striking the side of his cheek filled the still air of the dead apartment with a gun-shot loud slap. Mark winced at the painful blow.

Mary giggled “Oh, my god, I can fucking hurt you as much as I want and there’s nothing you can do about it. This is amazing!” She braced her hands on his chest and swung her leg over his midsection sitting across his belly. He felt her fingers grab his chin and pull his face up to look at her. She licked her lower lip sensually as she continued “you have no one but yourself to blame for what happens to you next. You walked too late at night on the wrong side of town. You behaved naughty in front of strange girls you didn’t know. You spent all these years prancing around in front of me, dressed up like a fucking slut in those pants and shirt of yours. That big old body of yours, just beneath the fabric, clearly begging for me to take it and do what I want to do to it. Besides, I’m drunk, so whatever the fuck I do to you is perfectly fine because, it wasn’t me, it was just the alcohol. I can just pretend it was the alcohol later and not take any responsibility for my actions, right Mark?”

Mark whimpered.

“That’s right. That’s what you’ve been saying this whole time. There are so many things you want to say to me right now. And there were so many things I wanted to say to you…” Mary slid her hands down onto Mark’s throat and he struggled in futility as she clamped them down tight as she continued “while you were choking the voice right out of me.”

Although she didn’t have the strongest of grip, Mary leaned her weight in on her palms, crushing Mark’s throat and making his vision dance and spin as oxygen deprivation set in quickly. “DO YOU LIKE IT, MARK!?” She shrieked as spittle from her words sprayed across Mark’s face. Mark’s lungs burned and his struggling grew faint as the world spun around them. Suddenly, Mary’s hands drew a way and Mark sucked in greedy breaths of air as his vision returned to normal. Mary laughed once more. This time she sounded on the edge of maniacal as she spoke, “oh… I could have just kept holding on and fucking killed you.”

She leaned her head down to his and ran her hands caressingly along his chest in a soothing motion as she spoke “your body… this body…” A sinister smile spread across her face as she continued “…my body… it’s my body now, Mark. You can’t do anything with it. You can’t even protect yourself and now this body of yours has become my plaything. Last weekend, you taught me what a man would do to a woman if he had complete control of her body. Now I will teach you what a woman would do to a man with complete control of his body.”

Sharp nails scratched along his chest as she hissed out bitterly, “every day we women watch you men get more respect, better pay, better treatment, better… well… fucking everything than we do. Every day we fear one of you will brutalize us with those big, powerful muscles you grew in middle school while all we got was fucking periods.” She gritted her teeth and leaned in close, “every fucking day, we women watch you men, and we fantasize, oh we fantasize Mark about the horrible things we want to do to you men. Your disgusting, sexual fantasies you have for our bodies are nothing compared to our fantasies of revenge against your existence!”

She drew back and slapped Mark again across the face hard, bringing fresh pain with her blow once again. She collapsed across him gripping her fingers tight onto his shoulders as she shuddered. “Fuck, I want to kill you so much.” Hot drops of salty rain landed on his aching cheek as she cried tears over his body. She continued “I’m not going to make all my fantasies come true with you tonight. I can’t. Just know that if I did do what I wanted to do as a woman, I would kill you brutally, painfully, and as slowly as possible. But then… then…”

She shuddered saying “I still need you… alive. You’re going to come down here to where I am and rescue me. But for that to happen, I have to make you like me. In church they would say I should just forgive you like that, but… fuck Christianity. My forgiveness isn’t free. You have to earn my forgiveness by returning what you stole.”

By now they were both practically enveloped in complete darkness with only glimpses of pale, grey light. Mark felt her finger press against his nose, not painfully but more just like she was pointing into his face. She continued “the million-dollar question is lights on or lights off. Should I let you see the horrible things I’m doing to your body or let your imagination torture you instead?” She withdrew her finger from him and hummed thoughtfully for a moment before saying “I should have lights on. You should see what is going to happen to you so you can experience the fear of it more fully. I know I felt terrified as hell when you raped me, so it’s only fair to replicate that experience.”

Mark felt her weight shift and she slid off from him before footsteps and the clacking of a light turning on. He exploded from darkness to blinding brightness as Mary’s overhead chandelier blazed to light casting a circle of illumination around Mark’s stretched out body across the floor. He now saw that she had done a fair amount of rearranging of the room, pressing couches and tables against walls and in other places to make space for his designated spot of torture on top of the plastic sheeting.

“Oh, my god…” Mary panted out with her face now plastered in an expression of maniacal delight whereas it had once bore the hallmarks of traumatic fear. “Your body looks even more tempting in the light than I imagined it did in the dark.” She bit her lower lip and her hand quivered as she withdrew it back from the light switch. “Fuck it. I can’t resist. Sorry, Mark. I’ll rape you soon enough, but I just cannot bear seeing you so… so…”

She squinted “god-damn desirable-looking like that. Your arms and legs tied down; mouth gagged open, pale flesh just begging to be destroyed. It’s too fucking… well… sexy. Seeing you splayed open ready to accept pain. I guess I can let myself succumb to my desire a little bit.”

She jabbed a finger in the air at his crotch saying “oh, my god, It’s making you hard.” With his mind swimming in fear and agony, Mark had not even bothered paying attention to his cock to even recognize that it had grown erect during her monolog. Mary grinned sinisterly saying “look at you, sick piece of shit. You are a disgusting pervert. You fucking like this. God, this whole fucking time that I’ve been around you and I never realized what kind of pathetic, wretched freak you are. Well, that’s probably just as well. I’ll need you hard so I can rape you later. Just know that I think your cock looks disgusting and I can’t wait to torture it.”

Mary stood thoughtfully for a moment before hiking up her shirt and withdrawing a leather belt from around her pants. She stepped back over to Mark looking down at him as she let the belt unfurl to its full length in her hand, dangling it over her head and holding the metal buckle in her hand. He looked up at her feeling his nude eyes stare across her clothed body. Her lips cocked up into a slight sneer as she said, “This is a compromise. Part of me wants to restrict this to my bare hands while another part of me wants to flay you with a butcher’s knife. At least this way I can hit you as hard as I want, and I know that I won’t be anywhere near killing you. And before you ask, yes, I will be hitting you in those disgusting little hairy balls with the snappy little tip of this thing.” She giggled as she dangled the belt down onto Mark’s face dropping it playfully against his nose and cheeks as he tried turning his head to get away.

“It’s not good to hit you with the worst right off the bat. I’m only going to get this opportunity to live out my fantasies once, I’m not going to waste it. This is more like…” She bit her lower lip before continuing “…fireworks. I have to save the best for last. After listening to your howls and drinking in your tears from cracking those sick little balls you used on me, everything afterwards will just be disappointing. But we’ll go slow and work our way up to those balls of yours. Don’t worry about your cock, not yet that is. I’m saving up something special for that cock of yours, a prize little gift to let it know exactly what I think about what it did to me.”

Mary snapped her wrist and slapped the hard leather belt against Mark’s side, making him wince and sending a flash of pain through his body. Before he could react much further, she snapped her belt up again and brought it down across his belly with a harsh snap and spreading a painful, red welt where it had struck him. She slapped him with her belt again and again even going so far as to swing her arms out wide in a disturbingly graceful pantomime of a dance above him before bringing the belt down across his body sending pain with every strike. She laughed gleefully at this before hitting him again and cackling pain through him once more. Tears welled in his eyes as he trembled, and his body tensed painfully in horrific dread of anticipating pain with no idea as to where it would come from next. Through his tears, he looked up to see Mary panting with her mouth wide and tears pouring down her own cheeks as her bun started to frazzle open a bit letting stray whisps of soft brown hair swing about in the air around her. Unable to protect himself or even beg for mercy he satisfied the only desire he could have in that moment, which was his curiosity as he stared into her face. He resisted the urge to squint and turn away from the pain just so he could capture the vision. She smiled like a prisoner stepping out into the free air after a year-long prison sentence. She cried like a person finally cured of a debilitating disease and learning it will never hurt them again. She laughed like a child rescued from an abusive home and taken to a place of safety.

No pleasure on earth…

No extasy of heaven… 

Nothing could even come close to describing the pure, unadulterated happiness Mary’s expression bore as she did a playful pirouette before swinging the belt down onto Mark again hearing the painful slap of leather against flesh and marveling at her handiwork in the welts and small lacerations she left behind in the joyful wake of her ultimate fantasy.

Mark couldn’t believe the thought as it passed through his head and yet it remained there all the same.

He honestly felt happy for her.

Despite the pain, despite the humiliation, despite the trauma that he experienced, some part of his soul felt glad to see his friend finally having a good time. In a bizarre twist, the pain almost seemed to help. It felt… comforting… somehow. His body ached and screamed, but his mind rested easy knowing that the lacerations Mary imparted with every blow also bore the inextricable lacing of forgiveness. Panting with exhaustion and near delirium, Mary looked down into Mark’s eyes intimately saying with a soft, seductive smile on her face “now I’m really going to hurt you.”

Mark just stared at her. Her smile fell a bit. He realized that he had probably disappointed her. She hoped to see fear and pain in his eyes and, although he had plenty of those to spare, they lay so conflicted with his sense of contrition that they did not dominate his expression. She frowned lightly saying, “don’t look at me that way. You probably just think I’m too much of a coward to actually do it. I’ll show you whose a fucking coward.”

She slid a foot up over Mark’s crotch and used her heel to slide his cock back to where it flopped over to his belly leaving his soft, vulnerable testicle mercilessly exposed. With no particular fanfare, Mary swung the belt up and snapped it down as hard as she could across his testicles driving agony through Mark’s entire body such that he winced and struggled against the restraints reflexively whimpering and screaming into the gag. Mary flopped down on the floor next to him panting in exhaustion and stared up at the ceiling alongside him.

“I told you I’m not a fucking coward.” She chuckled mercilessly as she listened to Mark’s screams slowly devolve into whimpers.

For a while they just lay there, side-by-side as both torturer and victim stared up at the cheap chandelier casting intricate shadows and scintillation patterns of light across the ceiling.

“Was it as good for you as it was for me?” she taunted.

She rolled over on her side facing Mark and ran her fingers along one of Mark’s many abrasions and wounds “God, you’re so fucking gorgeous like this. Your body looks like a delicious steak that I sunk my teeth into. I totally destroyed this body, didn’t I? To think I fucking did this to a man. Finally, I know what it really feels like to be empowered as a woman.”

Mark held still and didn’t answer save for sniffing back a few sobs.

Mary continued “I wonder if it hurts more because you know me. I knew it hurt more when you assaulted me because of our friendship. Sometimes, I think it would have been easier if you were just some stranger that I felt no connection to at all. I do wonder what’s going on in that mind of yours, though. Maybe I’ll ask you afterwards. God knows you’re only going to scream insults and shit at me right now. Don’t worry, Mark. The next part will be fun…”

She rolled over and lay across his chest looking down into his eyes saying “you’re going to get to have sex with me, Mark. Isn’t that exciting? The kind of sex that I want to have with you. Isn’t that what you wanted so badly, Mark.” She reached up and ran her fingers through his hair as her face turned serious for a moment before she continued, “I’m going to ruin sex for you, just as you ruined it for me. For the rest of your life, every time you even think of sex, the only thing that will come to your permanently traumatized mind is what I’m going to do to you next.”

She quickly got up casually leveraging her weight against Mark’s sore chest, casually bringing fresh grunts of pain from his lips. Her feet barely touched the ground as she practically scampered to the opposite side of the room quickly pulling out a plastic clamshell packaging and pulling it open excitedly.

“I’ve been waiting all week to show you this.” Mary said holding up the strange device. Bright pink in color, it appeared like a length of rubber tubing, something akin to an oversized condom or hollowed out dildo. She turned it around in her fingers expectantly looking down into Mark’s face waiting for the gasp of realization. He looked at it and back at her with suspicion and fear in his eyes. She rolled the tubing in her fingers, pulling it slightly inside-out revealing a series of steel pins, each about the size, length, and sharpness of a thumbtack point, lining the inside of the tube.

“It’s an Artemix anti-rape device. It’s supposed to punish any man who tries to take you against your will by driving spikes into his cock. Of course, I’m going to take all variables out of the picture.” Mary bit her lower lip and smiled sinisterly as she continued slowly enumerating out each step breathily as she spoke,

“First, I’ll get you nice and hard…”

She lovingly caressed the Artemix as she continued,

“…then I’ll put this sweet little thing inside me…”

She clenched her teeth and crinkled up her nose as she continued,

“then I’ll sit on top of you.”

Her chest rose and fell as she panted in excitement. She turned the device entirely inside out displaying a spike at the very end of the tube as she spoke “I’ll go slowly at first… I want you to appreciate the sensation of every single spike sliding into the soft, vulnerable flesh of that horrible cock of yours. Especially this spike at the end here, as I drive its metal tip into your disgusting, purple cockhead. Maybe then you’ll know what it feels like to be penetrated for a change. Then, I get to have sex the way I like to have sex. I’ll fuck you until I’m cumming all over that mutilated cock of yours.”

Mark shook his head and whimpered. In some ways, it was exactly what he had imagined. In others, it was infinitely worse. Terrified thoughts raced about in his mind. The fact that what she was about to do to him would be excruciatingly painful, but his mind already went to the future. Would his cock ever heal, or would it be completely destroyed and useless for the rest of his life? Would he ever have sex again? Would he even be able to pee without his cock spraying out urine in all directions like some deranged shower?

Would not even this satisfy Mary?

It was quickly becoming apparent that whatever hopes he had for something mature, simple, or even reasonable had gone out the door the moment she drew a gun. Could anything short of his death satisfy her lust for blood? Could he even do anything about it now? He thought back to serial killer documentaries where murderers would lure their victims to their own deaths and how neatly Mary had accomplished exactly that. The phrase ‘decease discovered with signs of pre-mortem sexual torture’ floated through Mark’s mind as he realized that, even if the cops did find Mary, she would cry about how he had raped her. Sure, guilty charge would be handed down, but mitigating circumstances would be found in the poor girl’s favor, and she would surely receive the lightest sentence possible.

No one but Mark would ever know how much sadistic joy Mary took in torturing and murdering him.

Mark shuddered at this and realized that he was focusing on the wrong things. He wasn’t going to be making that date with Janine next Friday. He would never work again, no big loss there, but he would never see…

…his parents?
 

Fuck, he hadn’t spoken to them in years…

His sister who lived three states away?

Barely ever saw her anymore…

Their friends?

Mark figured he might miss them but… they were as much Mary’s friends as they were his.

Mark’s heart dropped. If he died, no one would miss him, and he would miss no one. He lay here now, a sad and wretched victim about to be murdered by a woman barely half his size and no one would even fucking care.

All because he got drunk and fucked her.

He stared at the ceiling as she crossed her arms in front of herself and grabbed her hoodie stripping it off over her head and turning it back right-side out before laying it neatly across a chair. Mark didn’t even pay attention to this as he continued to stare at the ceiling with the weight of desperation crushing down upon him. He simply couldn’t believe that he was going to die here, in a dumpy townhouse apartment on the south side of town, murdered by his best friend from Highschool. The girl he had dreamed about as a child would now…

“Do you think I’m sexy?” Mary asked as she stood over him in her white-cotton bra and blue jeans. Mark blinked and glanced at her briefly before staring back up at the ceiling. Not willing to take ‘just-fucking-kill-me-and-get-it-over-with’ for an answer, Mary walked up to Mark and placed her feet on either side of his welted chest looking down at him. “Even knowing what I’m going to do to you, do you find me sexy?” She asked firmly.

Mark shook his head.

Mary pouted lightly and reached behind her back unlatching her bra and letting it fall away into her hands as her breasts swung free under their own weight. She set her bra aside and lowered herself to her hands and knees directly over him. With gravity pulling her soft, effeminate breasts downward they sweetly swung out impressively large especially given how ignorable they had been when she was wearing her hoodie and beating him with a belt earlier. It felt odd to Mark how easy it had been to forget that Mary was a woman and yet still, here, he beheld the body parts of the person who would torture and probably murder him. The hope which naturally fuels lust in a person had died in Mark quite some time ago.

Mary pursed her lips and spoke softly, intimately to Mark saying, “look at me.” He looked into her eyes. She blinked and said “seeing my body is the last pleasurable experience you’re going to have for quite some time. I suggest you enjoy it as much as possible.” She reached up with her hands and caressed his sore cheek with her thumb saying “think of this as the eye of the hurricane, the reprieve between tortures. Take a moment and catch your breath here.” Mark flinched away from her touch and scowled at her skeptically. She sat up with her buttocks resting lightly on his chest.

“Look at my breasts, Mark.”

Fearing both obeying and disobeying this command, Mark glanced quickly and then back away. Mary grabbed his chin and held his face saying, “I told you to look at my breasts.” She leaned up and let her breasts fall fully onto his face, sweetly pressing unimaginably soft, deliciously sweet flesh against his face.

“There you go, Mark, enjoy my breasts.”

Mark felt as if he lay in the middle of a warm, sensual cave, as if Mary herself possessed a massive body much larger than her own and he now lived inside of her, as her breasts enveloped around his face. Swimming in a sea of the flesh which he had dreamed of during all those dark, lonely nights of youth he found it an anathema that now, of all times, he would finally get to see and feel those broad, rounded slopes of tender flesh, those sweet, pink areolas, those delicious little nipples tickling along the trace of his face with their cute little perkiness. Every dream he had as a teenage boy staring at Mary’s cleavage during math class was now coming true only in time for him to suffer from it. Mark pondered if perhaps a God did exist in heaven and the same-such being delighted in torturing him.

“I told you we would be having sex. The kind of sex that I like to have. No man ignores a girl’s breasts during sex. Most consider them their favorite part. So, Mark, seriously, this is the last pleasant experience you will have. Eat it up. Enjoy being sandwiched in my breasts.”

He felt her reach over her shoulder and grab at his cock, now mostly shriveled in terror. She gave it a little squeeze before she continued, “You’ll need to be hard for this to work, but that can be anytime. I can wait all night if that’s what it takes, or all weekend. It’s only a matter of time before you have an erection and then I can have sex with you.”

She leaned back looking Mark in the face as she continued, “you might as well get hard and get this part of your life over with.” She looked off to the side thoughtfully for a second as she continued “I know it’s embarrassing when your body gets sexually aroused on the worst day of your life. God knows how much I hated that I got wet while you were raping me last weekend.” She looked back at Mark and said softly, “your body betraying you is a natural part of being raped, Mark. I went through it and it’s part of the experience that I’m giving you.” She sighed “I so badly want you to know what I went through. Even worse than how badly I want to kill you. I want you to experience it all.”

She stood up and unzipped her jeans continuing “if my breasts aren’t enough perhaps seeing my pussy will be.” She stepped off to the side and stripped away her pants and white cotton panties revealing a thick tuft of fur across her crotch. She returned to straddling over him and gestured at her crotch in a nonchalant sweeping motion saying “so, yeah, there you have it… my pussy.”
 

She twisted up her face at him in an expression of pity and disgust as she continued “the entire reason you are here…” She swept her hand gesturing across his body saying “…in the predicament you are in now is because of this.” She patted her crotch continuing “my vagina. I mean, was it really all that… magical or something enough for you to steal it away from me? Was putting your cock inside it worth this?” She pressed two fingers into the tuft of dark, curly hair and spread open a pair of pink lips nestled inside as she continued “just this, see... look. That’s all there is to it. A couple of lips and a hole. It’s my vagina, Mark. Why the fuck did you steal it from me?” 

Mary sighed and released hold of her pussy lips as she stepped away from Mark. He watched her walking over to the other side of the room and withdraw the Artemix device. She looked at it with a sigh. “Part of me really doesn’t want to do this to you. Hell, part of me just wanted to shut up, let it go, and never discuss the rape ever again but that’s not this part of me. It’s the part of me that really wants to know what you are thinking. It’s the part of me that wants to pull the gag away and talk it over with you sane and rational like. It’s the part of me that still likes you as a friend and wants to make sure you’re okay.”

Her head dropped as she continued “but… you can’t have that part of me now. God I would love to just, chat about the old days with you, catch up on sports or something but…” She swallowed hard as she turned to look at Mark and continued “…you raped her, Mark. You hurt that part of me worse than you hurt everything else. So, that part of me isn’t going to protect you. The fact that we’re friends, isn’t going to save you from what I have to do to you.” Conflict played along Mary’s face as she continued “it’s the only way either of us can ever be free.”

She walked back over to Mark and knelt between his legs. He felt her fingers wrap around his cock and her thumb begin to caress his sensitive head as she spoke “I was going to offer you a more pleasant experience of achieving erection, but you rejected it.” She scoffed as she continued, “you rejected me. You wouldn’t even look at me naked, after you stole my body to have your way with it last week.” He felt her grip tighten on his cock for a moment before she continued caressing it once more as she sighed saying “The part of me that still likes you would have given it to you as the last pleasure you would experience. It’s too bad but, in the end, it doesn’t matter. It’s just a matter of time, Mark. You and I both know that there’s no way a man can keep his cock down while it’s getting rubbed like this. Sooner or later, your cock will swell into my hand and be ready to receive its punishment. I’m going to rape you, Mark, and there’s nothing you can do to stop me.”

Mark shivered but already Mary’s predilection started to manifest. The soothing caress of her thumb sliding across the sensitive frenulum sent horrifying sensations of pleasure through his body. Despite the ache in his balls from her belt slap, his fear, his pain, his trauma… his cock began to swell.

Mary breathed out a soft gasp as she spoke “there you go… Just a few more rubs. I’m sorry that it had to end this way for you, Mark. This cock of yours went places it wasn’t supposed to go. And for that, it needs to be punished.”

Despite his best efforts, Mark felt his cock swell to its full size as Mary adjusted her grip on it holding his cock in both her hands as she knelt down. A part of him almost wondered if she was preparing to give him a blowjob, or more likely bite him painfully, but instead she spoke directly to his cock saying “there you go, nice and ready. You hurt me, cock. You hurt me so badly. You penetrated my body and did horrible things to it. Now I’m going to hurt you. I’m going to penetrate you and do horrible things.”

She ran her forefinger across his frenulum and his cock bounced along with the touch following her hand “god, men’s cocks really are fucking stupid, aren’t they?” she snorted out.

Mark winced as he felt the first of the spikes press against his cock right on the very tip. Fear and curiosity competed within his mind, but he succumbed to curiosity to look down and see Mary holding his cock still with her left hand as she very cautiously unrolled the spiked Artemix down along the shaft of his cock. He felt pinpricks of pain as the spikes pressed in along the surface of his delicate skin. Mary seemed to be taking her time doing this in a meticulous, almost delicate manner, squinting carefully as she watched the spikes slide into place. She looked up from this action to see Mark’s face and she asked in a serious, pragmatic tone “The spikes look to be just resting on the surface of your skin but not piercing. It shouldn’t hurt yet. Tell me, does it hurt?”

Mark, knowing that any kind of obstinance could be met with an even worse fate shook his head. A look of relief crossed Mary’s face as she blew out a sigh saying “good. I was worried you would experience pain from the Artemix. That would be a disaster if it was just some unfeeling piece of plastic and metal which hurt you.” Mary finished unrolling the device the length of Mark’s shaft and finished by unexpectedly planting two kisses on his testicles saying, “stay good and erect for me, Mark.”

She then slid her body back up being careful not to press her abdomen against the Artemix as she said “Thanks for being honest with me. I’ve been thinking about this all week, and I want to be very specific in what is happening here. I need you to understand that it isn’t the Artemix which is hurting you.” Mark trembled as he felt her lower her body to where her crotch pressed dangerously close to his cock. She reached down between her legs and held her labial lips open as she insidiously began sliding her body down onto his cock. Mark trembled and whimpered, staring at the chandelier hoping to distract his mind as he felt the spikes on the side of the device close in and compress painfully against his shaft. He panted in agony as Mary gasped in pleasure saying “it’s the pussy you stole that is hurting you, Mark. It’s sex with me that causes your agony.” Mary slid her head back gasping into the air as she continued. Mark howled painfully into the gag as the first of the spikes pierced into the flesh of his cock. Mary muttered, “God, I had no idea this would feel so good.”

Agonizing seconds felt like hours as Mary slid her way down the device slowly cutting deep wounds into Mark’s tortured cock. As she approached the end, his erection was beginning to die down and she seemed to feel this as she shimmied her breasts in Mark’s face saying “don’t you dare get soft on me, Mark. I’ve got one last spike to introduce you to.” She grabbed his face and stared into it as she panted in exhilaration as she spoke “the one on the very end. I can feel it, hard on the other side pressed up against my cervix. I’m going to drive it into the head of your cock nice and slow. Hold still, it will only hurt more if you struggle.”

Mark eyes watered tears down his cheeks and tiny rivulets of blood fell out from Mary’s pussy across his balls and down onto the plastic matting as she slowly, intimately, drove the metal spike into the very tip of his cock. Sharp, icy pain shot through his crotch as metal pierced the most sensitive of regions on his body. Mark squinted, his eyes closed and sobbed into the gag as Mary moaned in pleasure. “Oh, my god this feels amazing. Isn’t it amazing, Mark? You’re inside a girl now. You should be happy about this. You’re finally going to have sex with me. I know I’m feeling ready to fuck. I can’t wait to start thrusting my hips down on top of these spikes in your cock feeling this pink, rubber Artemix stretch my pussy out and massage my clit. You ready to have sex, Mark?”

Mark shook his head violently until Mary grabbed it and held it still. She stared intimately into his eyes as her own glistened on the edge of tears as she whispered, “You didn’t give me the choice last weekend. That’s why you don’t get the choice now.”

Excruciating pain exploded through Mark’s cock as she rolled her hips back on top of him forcing the spikes to jostle and wiggle around as they ripped through his flesh. She didn’t wait for him to adjust to the new pain from the repositioning of the spikes before she rolled her hips forward thrusting against him. Mark closed his eyes and desperately tried to mentally escape somewhere, anywhere, as his ravaged body screamed angrily at him to do anything to make the torment stop. Any illusion of having a functional sexuality after this horrific treatment seemed a forgone loss and he grew more convinced that, ultimately, Mary would murder him. She rolled back again, and he felt the incongruous softness of her thighs pressing sweetly against his crotch and her soft breasts glancing along his chest as soft as morning dew on a blade of grass while the steel spikes drove harsh terror into his most treasured of body parts. Bile threatened to rise in his throat as his breath grew shallow and uncontrolled in the panic that swam through his mind. Somehow, however, fear began to disperse as he found solace in the thought of her killing him. Pain, as horrible as it felt, would soon no longer be his problem. Ponderings about the afterlife grew pertinent within his mind and the thought that his body was already a corpse seemed to lessen the dread of what she was doing to him if not the agony of it.

Mary couldn’t believe her pussy. The firm palpations of the spikes just beneath the surface of the rubber sleeve tantalized the inside of her soaking wet vagina while the firm drive of her clit against the top of Mark made her tremble in orgasm. Exhilaration beyond her wildest dreams dumped pleasure into her veins the likes of which she could never imagine. The sensation expanded beyond mere sex the way the rising sun expands beyond the horizon. Her darkest fears had come true, Mark had returned, every waking nightmare of dark solitude trapped in never-ending terror was now here… cowed, tortured, and helpless beneath her suffering from her every thrust. She thrusted through agony, hatred, and revenge. She thrusted through joy, pleasure, and the final, delicious relief of facing her fears head-on and painfully fucking them into destruction.

She had not expected much pleasure in the act, rather instead focused on how much pain it would inflict but pleasure filled her all the same. The same pleasure that had tormented her during the rape now thrilled her mind like a gilded trophy. This bore no mark of the shameful submission yielded from a body taken and used by someone else for their pleasure. This sexual pleasure she felt now belong to her, it felt like her prize for doing the right thing on behalf of all women who suffer rape and then quietly go on with their lives letting the bastards who robbed them of themselves off to go rape some other poor woman. This pleasure belonged to Mary, and she had earned it the hard way by carefully plotting her revenge and seeing it through.  Apathetic to the fact that Mark’s screams into his gag had devolved into weak mutterings as his head lulled off to the side in his barely conscious state, Mary continued to thrust riding the brutal pain of justice to her own orgasm. It seemed like her body and soul were borne to heights anew atop a carriage whose spiked wheels ran along a road paved with the horrible cocks of disgusting men and she loved every second of it as she soon found herself screaming and quivering in her own extasy. A thinly veiled fantasy roused within her mind, she pictured Mark suckling at her breast, despite the torture, in a piqued acceptance that the pain on his part had come fully deserved and he accepted that having spikes driven into his cock was fair justice on her part and would do his best to enhance her pleasure as she did her best to destroy his. This, naturally, lay in the realm of fantasy as bound and gagged Mark was in no position to do anything with his mouth as the glazed over, morbid expression in his eyes spoke to a lack of condition on his part to do her bidding. Regardless, Mary felt her body convulse as she shrieked in animalistic pleasure taking joy in agony both sexually and sadistically as her lips pulled back from her teeth and the thought of ripping Mark’s throat out trickled along the back of her mind behind the noise of orgasmic pleasure.

Mark only felt vaguely aware of the increased weight against his chest as he stared blankly up at the chandelier patiently waiting to die. Mary’s hot breath spread across his neck from where she lay sprawled over his body as she panted, and her body twitched in post-coitus convulsions. Mark felt pretty sure that his cock had shrunk during the wretched process, which may have spared him from even worse damage had he remained fully erect, but he sure as hell wasn’t going to try paying attention to his ravaged manhood. Slowly, Mary placed her hands down onto his shoulders and raised herself up to look into his face. The pleasure and extasy drained from her eyes and her mouth hung open slightly. She grimaced and wordlessly leaned up letting his cock slide out from inside the pussy which had tortured it so badly.

She sat on the plastic wrap next to him. Her eyes trailed along the red welts and lacerations on his body to the blasphemous pink sleeve which still sat pinned in place over his cock and the small pool of blood collecting beneath his crotch from underneath it.

Her mind flew in multiple directions at once. Now satisfied through an orgasm of blood and pain, the wrath-fueled goddess of revenge within her grew silent allowing other voices to come to the forefront. Pragmatic voices spoke into her mind reminding her of what she had just done.

Her revenge-fueled-ass had just committed the dumbest fucking crime on the planet with no alibi, text-messages placing Mark at her house, and a victim that knew her personally.

Her lips parted slightly as she pondered if they served coffee in prison for a moment before she shook her head and tried to clear her mind. She reached up to Mark’s face. He lay there in a seemingly comatose state, and she pondered if he had died with his eyes open from shock and blood-loss. She removed the gag which wetly spread a thick streamer of drool along Mark’s chin as his mouth hung open. She set it aside on the mat next to them and waited to hear what Mark would have to say.

He lay there silently for several minutes as she stared at him.

“Mark? Are you okay?” The words sounded so fucking stupid coming out of her mouth, but she could conjure nothing more reasonable to say. His eyes rolled slightly so that he looked at her but still he said nothing. Mary looked down for a moment contemplating her next steps.

“Where will you put me?” his voice sounded weak and raspy as his limp lips barely moved as he spoke.

“Put you?”

He looked at her closely through red-rimmed, tear-streaked eyes.

“Where will you bury my body?”

She blinked at him in confusion. He continued looking off sadly for a second saying “I don’t know why I want to know, but I want to know. Do you plan to bury me in your backyard or maybe in some woods.”

Mary swallowed hard. She drew in a deep breath to steady herself wishing she had some clothes on for this unexpectedly deep and intimate conversation “you did not kill me. You robbed me and hurt me, but…” She pursed her lips. Now it really did feel like her revenge had been too much, but she sure as hell wasn’t going to tell him that. She nodded and finished, “… you left me alive.” She nodded slowly saying “I’m leaving you alive too.”

She reached over and took hold of the Artemix, slowly and delicately rolling it back up off his cock hearing him whimper in pain as each of the spikes pulled back out from his now shrunken and bloodied cock. Disturbingly enough, like lovers reluctant to quit the embrace, the final spike pressed into the head of his cock seemed somewhat stuck and Mary had to put some force behind pulling the device off his cock bringing forth a fresh rivulet of blood which drizzled out across his belly as his cock fell back down to its normal position. Mary set the bloodied Artemix device aside and looked at her reddened hands before noticing that his blood was already starting to cloy against her knees where she knelt next to him.

“Damn it.” Mary muttered as she rose to her feet, reaching out for her clothing, realizing quickly that any article she grabbed would be instantly stained by her touch. Agitated at the mess, she quickly stepped over towards her bathroom scowling at the trail of red droplets which followed her step. Armed with paper towel, a cup of water, and some gauze, Mary knelt once more next to Mark and wiped the blood off his cock watching it slowly refill in from the multitude of puncture holes. Mark groaned painfully as she did this and said “please, I can’t do anymore.”

“I’m done hurting you.” Mary responded snippily before realizing he had every right to suspect that this was just a new form of torture that she intended to put him through. She unrolled the gauze and wrapped the white, sterile cloth as best she could around his flaccid cock pursing her lips at the bitter irony that such a task would be infinitely easier on the stiff erection he once had before she destroyed it. With multiple layers of gauze wrapped around his cock and a few around his balls to hold it in place, Mary set about the task of cleaning up the blood. It felt strange to be the one doing all the work when the purpose of the evening had been to punish Mark but, she supposed, it seemed oddly appropriate for one to clean up the mess left behind when one gets done torturing another person. Despite the blood’s best efforts to smear and clot, she managed to mop up the majority of it from Mark’s body herself as well.

Mark watched her dispassionately as she worked. He glanced at her as she wrapped gauze around his cock.

“Why are you bandaging me?”

“Because you got me a plan-B pill… you… well…took care of me, at least medically, afterwards. I…”

Mary bowed her head and continued “I still don’t understand what you did to me. But you did take care of me medically so, I am bandaging you and also, I have some antibiotics for you for later. I really am fully prepared for you to survive this weekend.”

Mark turned his head away, but he felt a warm hand press emphatically against his chest. He cautiously turned to look, and he saw Mary staring into his eyes as she whispered “everything you’re feeling right now…” Her eyes turned sad as she continued “I felt it too. The pain, the betrayal, the feeling of helplessness, the hatred… it’s exactly what I experienced.”

Mark eyed her suspiciously. He couldn’t imagine his normal sex, forced as it was, could have been even a millionth as painful as the torture she had just put him through. In truth, it wasn’t fair for many reasons. He was drunk, she was cold-ass sober. He took her because of horniness, she loved every sadistic second of hurting him… or had that been an act? He sure as hell wasn’t going to ask her anything now chained to the floor, badly injured, and ready for her to change her mind and decide to torture him some more or kill him. Even the concept felt alien to him, but she had already pulled a gun on him. Thoughts of all the things he had not done, everything he never accomplished nor would ever in the future began to crash in on him. Still, wisely, he held his silence.

Mary waited for his reply patiently, but it never came. She sighed and looked down saying “I suppose I had no words for you either.” She finished cleaning up even going so far as to put bandages and triple-antibiotic ointment on his various lacerations as he lay there patiently. Finally satisfied with the cleanliness of the area, Mary stood back up and walked over to where her clothing lay. By instinct, Mark’s eyes caught sight of her bare, soft, curvaceous ass but he turned away staring in the opposite direction as she collected her clothes and looked back at him surveying him carefully to see if he was checking out her ass. Weirdly, she felt conflicted about the result as he looked away. She slipped back on her hoodie and jeans feeling the comforting weight of the gun in her pocket as she pulled out the handcuff keys. Like a child approaching a wild animal, she carefully leaned over Mark and unlocked the chains around his wrists and ankles.

Too terrified to even move, Mark remained where he lay with his legs sprawled open across the floor of Mary’s brightly lit living room and his hands up on either side of his head exactly in the same position as Mary had chained him down.

After a moment of silence, with Mary standing over him holding palm tight over the gun in her pocket and Mark perfectly still, Mary spoke up.

“Do you want to watch a movie?”

Mark blinked at her in confusion.

“What?”

Mary shrugged saying “We have some time. The evening is young. I’ll grab you the antibiotics and we can settle in for a movie. What would you like to see? Your pick.”

“Are you fucking insane?”

“Well, if you prefer, we can have sex again the way I like to do it.”

“No!” Mark begged.

Mary sighed saying, “that’s too bad. That was the best sex I ever had in my life. Seriously, though, what movie would you like to see?”

“I don’t care.” Mark panted back.

“Really?”

Mark glared at her incredulously.

Mary reached down a hand to help him up saying “I bet you’ll like ‘Pride and Prejudice.’ I watched it a lot after you attacked me. Something about nineteenth century England just feels soothing after you’ve been raped.”

Mark ignored her hand, but slowly raised himself up to a seated position scooching away from her whimpering in pain as he went. She frowned at this briefly before shaking her head with a sigh saying “Fine, be that way.”

“Can I just go home?”

“No. You haven’t returned what you stole from me yet.”

Mark’s face contorted in shock “after all you did to me?”

“You didn’t return anything during that. That was…” Mary looked away thoughtfully for a moment before continuing “atonement… sort of, but not fully. That was nothing but the first step and, besides, I did all the work. You can’t just lay still on the ground and expect to return something to someone.”

Mark curled into a ball wondering if this nightmare would ever end. Mary approached and placed a hand on him. He whimpered and flinched at her touch, but she spoke softly, “putting your clothes on and watching a movie with me is another step towards returning what you stole.”

Mark sat doubled over on the couch silently ignoring the maddeningly obfuscated storyline of bitter women in big dresses trying to manipulate some antiquated patriarchal system to make it spit out a man to take care of them. The flashing lights on screen and sounds of music playing and human voices barely registered in his mind as he held perfectly still, both trying his best to hide while still in plain sight and to prevent further pain from his tender, beaten body. To his left, Mary sat on the edge of the couch cushion repeating several of her favorite lines to the characters as they said them and occasionally squealing with delight, taunting the villains, and otherwise being generally annoying.  She had begun the movie squeezed up against the opposite arm of the couch, same as he sat coiled over the arm of the couch on his side, but she quit this post and began sliding ever so subtly towards the middle of the couch. Mark ignored this but she did it again, this time sliding over to be on the same cushion as he sat.

“You have bewitched me, body and soul.”

The familiar phrase spoken in dramatic fashion in the misty dew of a fresh morning sky rang out from the TV and Mark remembered it vaguely as one of the few lines he had heard in the trailer.

“How come you never spoke to me like that.” Mary said now drawing so near as to rest her body against his as he curled defensively away from her.

“I did.” Mark whispered bitterly under his breath.

“Huh?”

“Nothing.”

“No. You said something. What was it?” Mary said pressing pause on the movie. ON screen, two fictional characters stared lovingly into one another’s eyes while on the couch two assault victims stared into one another’s eyes with emotions not so trivially described.

Mark shook his head saying “I didn’t say anything important. Watch your Hugh Grant or whoever that is.”

“It’s Matthew McFadyen, but that’s not important. I want to know what you said just now.”

Mark glared at her coldly, but Mary cocked her head to the side and continued “this is part of returning what you stole from me. I’m giving you the opportunity to do the right thing before resorting to torturing it out of you.” Her voice dropped and she continued “you know I’m prepared to do that.”

“Fuck.” Mark grumbled.

“That’s not what you said.”

“Fine. I said, ‘I did.’”

“Did what?”

“Talk to you like that. Remember our sophomore year how I bought you a dozen roses and chocolates for valentines.”

“Yeah”

“And Junior year when I got you that jewelry set and took you out to dinner.”

Mary pursed her lips and said “yes.”

“And senior year when I finally worked up the nerve to finally ask you to go with me to prom.”

Mary looked down sadly for a moment as he continued “…by reciting the poem I had written specifically for you.”

Mary nodded slowly and said “I didn’t want to ruin what we had. I had seen so many of my friends get hurt by boys.”

“I know what your answer was. I stood there with my heart bleeding in my hand when you tossed it aside.” Mark

“I was a young girl, Mark. I didn’t want to dive into romance too quickly.”

“Fine, but don’t pretend that I never tried romance with you.”

“Yes, when we were kids but not even once since then. As we got older, you stopped.”

“I gave up. Like a normal human being gives up after hitting their head against a brick wall a dozen times.”

“But if you really loved me, you would have never given up. Love is eternal.”

“What the hell is the point? You think I could ever love you after what you did to me!” Mark shouted.

“You think I could ever love you after what you did to me.” Mary replied quietly.

“Just let me leave.”

“No.” Mary replied menacingly.

“What do you want from me? If you’re just going to kill me, fucking get it over with.” Mark growled back at her.

“No.” Mary replied with a quieter, more factual tone to her voice.

She continued “you have to return what you stole.”
 

“I don’t know how.”

Mary looked back at the screen sadly for a while. “Darcy would know how.”

“Darcy isn’t fucking real.”

Mary sighed “I suppose you’re right.”

She looked at Mark closely and continued more softly “you could have asked.”

“Asked?”

“You could have used your words. I would have considered that kind of relationship between us more carefully than I did back when we were kids. We’re adults now. I wouldn’t have dismissed the idea as being too soon for romance.”

“Ship sailed.” Mark said firmly.

“Not completely.” Mary replied.

Mark shook his head grumpily and replied, “just watch your Darcy or whatever the fuck he is.”

Mary waited for more but nothing else came so she reluctantly restarted the fantasy which captivated them away from the blood congealing in the bottom of her wastebasket and around the bandages over his cock.

Dramatic piano music played over the credits and Mary wiped away tears of happiness before she stood up and turned off the movie saying “god, I love this show so much.” She turned to face Mark who still clung onto the side of the couch. She cocked her head to the side and said “you… you never did have dinner, did you?”

Mark replied, “maybe you should let me go home so I can eat.”

“Nice try, Mark, but no. Come to the kitchen. I’ll make us something to eat.”

“I’m fine.”

“I’m not asking. I’m telling you.”

She reached out a hand to him, but he refused to take it. She watched as he staggered slowly to his feet groaning in pain and remaining partially bent over hobbled. A twinge of regret entered her heart at this sight, but she quelled it reminding herself that this was a necessary part of the process.

He made the short trek over to her table and sat at one of the chairs saying “fine. I did it.” He shuddered as he leaned across the table. “God, it fucking hurts to move.” He groaned.

“You’ll heal.” Mary said softly as she stepped over into the kitchenette and began pulling out eggs from the

“Can I lay down?” Mark asked.

“Yes.”

He slumped across the table, lying his head on his arms.

“It’s weird. I don’t normally feel pain like this unless it was something medical, you know, like surgery or whatever. But… this wasn’t medical. You did this to me, and you enjoyed it.” Mark muttered from between his arms.

He sniffed back a tear and began shuddering in pain.

“My neck was bruised, and my vagina hurt for about a day or so after you raped me.” Mary replied as she pulled out the ingredients.

“There’s no fucking way I hurt you this bad.”

“Not physically, but, yes, you hurt me just as badly as I hurt you in different ways. It had to be physical pain for you, Mark. If I had just had sex with you normally, you would have just enjoyed it. Men aren’t capable of experiencing emotional pain, so I had to inflict physical pain instead.”

“Men can’t feel emotional pain?” Mark asked incredulously.

“of course. Everyone knows that.”

Mark groaned, deciding wisely not to argue with the armed psychopath in the room. 

“You’ll heal. Hell, I’m already starting to feel better. God, tonight for me has been so incredibly therapeutic in ways you can never imagine and it’s just getting started.”

Silence.

Mary ignored the ominous silence as she happily went about her way preparing scrambled eggs. She returned to see Mark still slumped in the same position he was in before.

She poked Mark with the plate saying, “dinner is served.” He slowly rose up on his arms squinting at the plate and back at Mary. She set the plate down along with a fork.

Mark leaned back and looked at it for a second before saying “yeah, not hungry.”

“You’ll need protein to heal those injuries.”

“What I don’t need is broken glass or bleach.”

“Huh?”

“Fuck if I know what you put in those eggs. Probably shards of glass, bleach, rat-poison… if you’re going to torture or murder me, that’s your choice, but don’t think I’m so dumbass you can trick me into helping you to do it.”

“There’s nothing in the eggs but a bit of salt and pepper.” Mary protested before cocking her head to the side and continuing “and a bit of cheddar cheese because I thought you would like the creamy texture to it but…”

“Don’t care. Not hungry.” Mark said before lying his head back down.

Mary’s face flushed red with blood and her eyes went wide. She reached into her pocket and withdrew the pistol aiming it at him. He glanced up at the barrel and said “just fucking do it. Dying by gunshot would be better than whatever hell you put in those eggs.”

Mary’s hand trembled for a moment before she put the gun back in her pocket grumbling “fine. You win this round.” She sat down across the table from him and took the plate away.

“At least watch.” She said.

Mark looked up as she took a forkful of steaming eggs and put it in her mouth chewing softly before swallowing and grabbing another forkful saying “seriously, nothing in the eggs.”

She looked across the table at him saying “you sure you don’t want to share bites with me.” She waved the fork in the air saying sensually “we could share a fork.” She looked at it and liked her lower lip lightly saying, “it would be like kissing me.”

“not hungry.”

Mary continued eating the eggs in silence and sadness before she continued “I thought you were going to hurt or kill me afterwards too.”

“I wasn’t waving a fucking gun in your face talking about the night being young, though.”

“No. I suppose in fairness you weren’t.” Mary said with a sigh before continuing “I suppose rape is a journey. A journey of fear, shame, anger, well… all the feelings I suppose. I had to walk that journey alone. You, at least, get to walk that journey with me.”

“I would rather be alone.”

“Trust me. You wouldn’t.” Mary said firmly.

Mark ignored this so she reached across the table grabbing onto his arm softly. He looked up at her and her eyes were wide as she continued saying “you don’t want to be alone right now. Not after what I did to you.” Her voice quaked in terror as she continued “trust me. It’s so, so much worse to be alone afterwards. I know.”

“Did you feel like you were losing your mind?”

Mary nodded.

Mark frowned and continued “is there any part of you cognizant enough to realize how absolutely psychotic you’ve been all evening?”

“Yes.” Mary whispered.

Mark blinked at her.

She continued, “that’s part of what you have to return to me, Mark.”

For the first time since the rape, Mark started to understand what she meant by returning what he stole. “Is this helping you?”

“It would help me more if you ate some eggs.”

Mark sighed and she continued “for fuck’s sake, Mark. If there was glass in this dish, I would be choking blood by now.”

“Okay.”

Reluctantly, Mark reached across the table and accepted the fork from her hand before taking a bite of eggs and eating it.

It…

Tasted…

Like…

Eggs.

Just, normal, scrambled eggs but the sensation of something other than pain gave them a seasoning unmatched by anything in Mary’s cabinets.

“Thanks for the eggs.” Mark whispered back and Mary gasped letting her head fall back in an apparent motion of ecstasy. Her smile widened and tears glistened on the corners of her eyes which she wiped away saying “oh, God, thank you, Mark.”

“That…”


Mary nodded saying “that helps. I don’t know why you thanking me for some stupid eggs helps but…” 

“It’s the first normal human thing we’ve done tonight. Isn’t it?” Mark said.

Mary nodded emphatically. She gestured towards the fork and leaned forward a bit with a hopeful smile on her face asking, “what’s it like sharing a fork with me? Is it like kissing me?”

“We’re not talking about that.” Mark replied firmly.

He held it up saying, “you brought over one fork. I’m using one fork. The only reason I’m sharing a fork with you is because I’m too injured to hobble over to your drawers for another. That’s all this is. Understand?”

Mary grimaced but nodded her understanding, nonetheless.

“You mentioned you have antibiotics.” Mark said, grabbing another bite of eggs and scooping them into his mouth.

“Yes. You can inspect the bottle and the pills as much as you like. If you want, I can take one first, so you know they are safe.” Mary replied in excitement as she rose from the table and quickly stepped over to the counter grabbing a bottle of antibiotics from it.

“How did you get them?”

“I thought I had a urinary tract infection after the rape.” Mary said before continuing with her voice turning sad, “turned out to be a side effect from the plan-B pill.”

She reached the pill bottle across the table over to Mark to review carefully.

“Ciprofloxacin?”

“I looked it up. General purpose antibiotic.”

Mary smiled at him sadly saying “that’s why I kept it for you.”

Pregnant silence hung in the air between them for a while before Mark replied, “thank you.”

“I’ll get you some water.” Mary said, quietly rising to her feet and filling a glass before bringing it back over. Mark took a dose and together they finished the eggs. Mark peered out into the inky blackness of night behind Mary’s windows and said, “I really should go.”

“Not yet.”

“Mary, last time I stayed late here I did horrible things” Mark trailed off under Mary’s gaze. Mary gritted her teeth and said, “the word is ‘rape.’ Just call it what it is.”

“Okay, rape, so I should really go home.”

“You’ve only just started to pay me back what you stole.”

“I never planned to rob you in the first place!” Mark shouted back.

Mary’s eyes went wide as Mark continued, “you’re not the only one who lost something that night.”

“What are you talking about?”

Mark trembled lightly and said “I… I always thought I could control myself.” He looked intimately at Mary and said, “After what I did to you, I now know that I can’t. I know you lost the ability to trust me. I lost the ability to trust myself.”

He nodded towards the window saying “it’s late. I shouldn’t be in a woman’s house this late at night, not even stone-cold sober.”

“You’re too badly injured to be any danger to me now.” Mary retorted.

“Sexually, yes, but I might do something else stupid and horrible beyond my imagination.”

“Like what?”

“You fucking tortured me for like an hour. What do you think I would do to you? This time it wouldn’t be lust. It would be simple revenge. I need to leave while I can still control myself.”

Mary reached up and rubbed a hand against her cheek thoughtfully for a moment before she said, “I trust you.”

“You shouldn’t.”

“I know, but I do.”

She looked up at him and continued “I may be crazy, but I’m not stupid. I knew this would be insanely risky. I knew I should either let it go or take it to the police, but I needed closure, I needed escape from the psychological nightmare you trapped me in. I took the calculated risk of using this weekend with you to achieve that goal.”

She reached across the table and grabbed his hand softly saying “I’m not giving up on that goal just because this is dangerous. Do you understand?”

“I understand why, I suppose. But I’m still scared of what I might do to you.”

Mary closed her eyes, feeling Mark’s warm fingers pressed into her own hand. She now held the very same fingers that had once been wrapped around her neck choking the breath out of her on the worst night of her life. She forced her mind to remember, tonight must be the worst night of Mark’s life. Her memories replayed as she saw herself, prancing around like a fucking psychopath beating Mark with a belt before mutilating his genitals. A shudder passed through her chest as the inkling suspicion that she had taken things too far riled within her once again. Still, she reminded herself the self-same lies she always told herself, that she couldn’t possibly really hurt a big, hulking, emotionless husk like a man. Even so, he probably deserved it.

“Is it that you’re afraid of what you might do to me, or what I might do to you?” Mary asked, quietly trying to sound menacing.

“Huh?”

“Are you afraid that I’ll hurt you again?”

“This question feels like a trap.”

“No trap. Just, honestly, are you afraid of me?”

“Yes.”

“Ha! That’s your mistake. You should b-, oh, wait… did you ‘yes?’”

Mark nodded.

Mary pouted thoughtfully. She had prepared to be ominous, but the thought of a man afraid of her felt foreign and his rapid confirmation almost felt worse than if he had denied his fear. Either she had taken things too far or, perhaps, the man who had raped her wasn’t quite as masculine and terrifying as she had pictured him. Worse still, she suddenly felt compelled to make amends as the twinge of guilt tickled along the back of her skull.

“I’m not going to hurt you anymore tonight.” Mary said quietly.

“That’s a good start. Any chance you’ll let me go to a hospital?”

Mary squinted at him “You’re not in that bad of shape.”

“Then it should be no problem.” Mark said before squinting “or are you afraid the cops will ask questions about my injuries.”

Mary’s eyes widened and her mouth hung slacked open in shock “but you would have to admit…”

“They have both his and hers correctional facilities and we would probably be stuck in them for the same amount of time. You invited me here, pulled a gun on me, and committed acts of criminal confinement and aggravated assault.” Mark grimaced saying “that’s really why you don’t want me to leave. You’re hoping I heal up before anyone sees my wounds because you know your criminal ass would be in prison the moment that happens.”

“No! No! It wasn’t a crime. It was…” Mark cocked his head to the side and said, “call it by its name, Mary.”

Her breath caught in her throat, and she trembled with her eyes locked wide. “So do you plan to murder me to hide the evidence, or should I text you next week demanding you return what you stole from me tonight or I’m going to the cops.”

Mary shivered in terror as she raised her hands to her head. He had a point, this looked bad, very bad. Just as she started to wonder again about coffee in prison, she felt a warm hand press against her arm. She looked up to see Mark looking across the table at her,

“Now you know how I felt after raping you.”

She blinked as their souls seemed to stare into one another as he continued “I got drunk and made the absolute worst mistake of my life. Every day I’ve been wishing I could go back and stop myself. Every night I’ve been lying awake watching the door waiting for police to bash it in and drag me away. My crime hurt us both, Mary. Crime does that.”

Mary took this all in and said, “you still have to return what you stole…”

“…from both of us.”

“How?”

“Come to bed with me.”

“Are you insane?”

“With everything going on, probably yes.”

Mark shook his head, but she continued “I’m not going to hurt you. We’re not having sex. It will be nothing more than a night’s rest.”


Mary grabbed his hand and said “Mark, the thought of doing this is terrifying for me, but imagine if we succeed. By tomorrow morning, we would have literally slept in each other’s presence. We wouldn’t need to be terrified of each other anymore. Think about how far such an accomplishment could go to returning...” 

She grimaced and continued “…rebuilding the trust that you stole.”

Mark looked down sadly and said “I see where you’re going with this, but that sounds like something we should work up to later. Are you sure about doing this tonight?”

“I would rather sleep next to the real you, than lay wide-eyed in terror at the ghost of what you did to me.”

“You promise you won’t hurt me.” 


Mary nodded emphatically. 

“You actually think you can resist the temptation to kill me or something.”

“Of course, I can.”
 

“I’m not convinced. You seemed to enjoy hurting me a lot.” Mark growled back to her accusingly.

A slight shudder passed through Mary, but she resolutely replied, “I won’t hurt you.”

Mark sighed and continued “whatever. I’ll need help getting upstairs.”

“I’m not sure why you wanted to leave. You are in no condition to drive.”

Mary spoke over her shoulder at Mark as he stumbled along the darkened upstairs hallway holding onto her shoulder. His broad, masculine frame cast an ominous silhouette against the light coming from downstairs, but he groaned with every step and whispered in terror about the growing pressure within his bladder.

“Are you willing to reapply bandages to me if this goes poorly?” Mark asked as Mary set him down in the bathroom. She frowned but he pressed, “you did promise you weren’t going to hurt me anymore, and…” He looked up and gritted his teeth saying “to be fair, I did get you the plan-B after raping you. I’m just terrified that pee will spray out of the holes in my cock in all directions like a damn sprinkler.” He shuddered and continued “I… I’m scared.”

Mary’s mind went through the mental image and unfortunately the picture roused hilarity in her instead of pity as she imagined the once powerful and horrific cock that had tormented her so badly gushing streams of urine from all its perforations in a disgusting act so perversely perfect in the humiliation he deserved. She giggled, but then looked into Mark’s serious face and the laughter died in her throat.

Mary wasn’t sure why her laughter died. Wasn’t his fear, his pain, his torment everything she desired? Why did it feel so hollow now? She offered up, “I don’t want urine-soaked bandages in my bed all night. If you want me to replace your bandages when you are done, I… will.”


“Thank you.” 

Mary stepped outside to give him privacy. Something about that ‘thank you’ felt too… honest? Normal? She couldn’t quite put a word onto it. Like a “Keep calm and carry on” poster strapped to the front of a nuclear bomb, the two simple words felt out of place. She glanced over at her room and her eyes naturally gravitated towards the floor. She shivered and hugged herself as she let her eyes wander across that same horrible spot where her life had been destroyed. Whoever said that hell can’t exist on earth clearly hadn’t lived on it very long. Mary’s own personal hell existed on a patch of carpeting barely five feet in length where her body had been pinned and her womanhood stolen.

And now the man that had put her in hell sat peeing on a toilet behind her.

She bowed her head.

He would be off guard.

She had plenty of knives downstairs, a nice, quiet kill... a bloody mess to clean up but didn’t he deserve it after all. A few slaps with a belt and poking his cock with a few spikes felt pale in comparison to what he had done to her. Stealthily, she began to slip down the hallway heading towards the kitchen. A paring knife would be easy to hide and sharp enough to open Mark’s jugular.

The bathroom door swung open as soon as she had stared back at Mark who stood slumped against the door frame pathetically. Abrasions and welts decorated his legs as his pants still lay flopped piteously on the floor beneath him. His limp cock, wrapped in cotton, protruded sickly from between his legs. His eyes looked defeated, like a part of him had died, as he said, “It’s not as bad as I feared, but I could use some fresh bandages.”

“Okay, I’ll get them.”

“Thank you.” Mark muttered.

Mary’s stomach sank as she stepped away from him and headed downstairs. She glanced at the knife block as she passed by but gritted her teeth and carried on. Something about seeing Mark, in person, in front of her, decimated the thoughts of revenge in her mind. He managed to fail at living up to her fantasy of what she wanted to murder and so she grabbed the gauze instead of a knife and headed back upstairs.

He took it from her hands and headed back into the bathroom. Several pained groans and gasps emanated as she waited in the hallway. Conflicting thoughts and emotions whirred through her mind and an odd desire to rend apart the rapist and her friend filled her so that she could destroy the rapist without harming Mark. As time passed, she paced as she heard him panting in the bathroom. Finally, unable to bear it any longer, she impatiently barged in. He looked up at her in shock from where he sat on the toilet. A pile of bloody gauze lay in the wastebasket, but he had managed to only barely cover the bottom of his battered, punctured cock which had grown angrily red with tiny rivulets of dark blood cloying about a multitude of holes.

“What are you doing in here?”

“I… came…”

Mary gritted her teeth and continued “…to help.”

Mark bowed his head and said “I… I can handle this.”

“No. I’ll help. Here.” Mary said as she bravely kneeled between the legs of her rapist and took the gauze in hand. Her body tensed at the view of him, but the tensing came less in fear of him and more at the gory sight before her. Had she done this to him? It felt somehow wrong to see Mark so badly injured and even dissonant to have been caused by her. She shook her head chasing the thought away and lied internally that Mark had just been injured in an accident and she was helping him now. He inhaled sharply in pain as she gingerly pinched the tip of his cock pulling it out straight to wrap gauze around it better. She remembered the spike at the end of the Artemix as she felt fresh, warm blood slip out from a puncture just above his urethra onto her fingers.

“shit.” She muttered as she pulled her hand away. Her first instinct was to wipe it on her pants, but she luckily thought better of it before touching her own clothes and reached over to grab onto a piece of toilet paper from the roll to wipe her fingers off. She reached back and hesitantly pinched his cock more gently further up the head and pulled it straight before wrapping gauze around it. Mark shuddered and whimpered as she did this and a few clotted points emanated fresh red blood across the black, dried scabs but soon enough she had wrapped his cock in clean gauze. She stood up wiping her hands on a piece of toilet paper and looking down at her rapist where he sat piteously on the toilet. Some part of Mary expected a feeling of pride in just how much pain she had put him in. Had she not just lived out every #metoo fueled revenge fantasy ever? Why did it feel less like victory and more like…

…shame?

Mark slowly rose to his feet and groaned as he pulled his pants back up around his waist.  Slowly and painfully, he clasped them back shut carefully tipping his body forward to tuck his injured cock back behind layers of cloth. He looked up into Mary’s face as he stooped painfully.

“Enjoying the show?” He sneered at her.

“No.” She replied quietly as she looked away.

They stood in silence there in a white bathroom stained red in the trashcan for a while before he spoke up “Sorry. That was out of line. Thank you for bandaging me.”

He continued “Does it… does it get better with time?”

Mary gave him a sad look and replied, “your wounds should heal, so…yes?”

“I meant how much I hate you.”

Mary gritted her teeth and replied “I’m not apologizing for what I did. You had it coming.”

“I know.” Mark muttered as he pushed past her towards the bedroom.

Mary hadn’t quite contemplated the ramifications of Mark sleeping over. Her normal nightgown felt infinitely too revealing and she could not conjure courage to strip naked in the same room with the same rapist and so she fled to the bathroom quietly changing into her heaviest set of flannel pajamas before returning to see Mark sitting, fully clothed on the side of her twin bed facing away from her. His navy-blue polo shirt and dark slacks appeared to swallow the soft orange glow from her reading lamp which illuminated the room, and his bulky frame made the bed appear to sink slightly.

“Oh, do you have pajamas down in your car? I can go get them.” Mary said to him.

Mark looked over his shoulder at her and shook his head.

Mary squinted and said, “I thought I told you to be ready to spend the weekend.”

“I thought you would have killed me by now.”

He looked over his shoulder and asked, “do you regret not killing me?”

“No.”

“I suppose you still can, but it just seems like the wrong time to kill me now, doesn’t it?”

He sighed and continued “I raped you. You got revenge…” he held up his hands and looked at them saying “but I’m still here… I shouldn’t be… here. I should be dead. That’s what happens to rapists when their victims get them, right? The victim always kills their rapist because rape is just like murder and the only suitable punishment is death.”

Silence passed between them for a while.

“I want to kill my rapist. I don’t want to kill my friend.” Mary replied. Mark turned to look at her and she gave a small, sad smile saying, “I want to be friends with you again, Mark.” Her face contorted painfully as she continued “but god damn it, why did you have to be the same person as my rapist? Why couldn’t you be someone else? Someone I could kill and feel good about it.” She shook her head and sighed looking down at the same painful, terrifying patch of carpet near her feet saying, “It still doesn’t feel real. I keep hoping some detective will burst in and explain that I was actually raped by someone else but… well… that’s not going to happen.”

She stepped closer to the bed saying, “what is going to happen is we’re going to sleep together.”

Mark shuddered.

“It’s scary to me too but we need to do this. You can strip to your underwear or whatever if that’s more comfortable.”

“absolutely not.”

“Okay.” Mary said quietly as she slipped into her bed which suddenly felt very small.

“Can I umm… have a pillow?”

Mary got to her feet saying “oh, yeah, of course.” As she stepped up to the closet and began to reach into it, however, her body stopped moving. Time slowed as her vision tunneled in on the stack of pillows and blankets up in her closet and her body held still.

“Mary?” Mark said, turning around to look at her.

Like a breathing statue, she stood there unable to move. Memories flooded back into her mind. She felt the carpeted floor against her back, sweaty fingers clamped around her throat, sickening wetness and pressure in her crotch. Her head tilted off to the side and her jaw hung slacked open for a second as Mark stumbled to his feet and limped around the foot of the bed. “Mary? Are you okay?” He asked in concern.

Stumbling footsteps…

Musky scent of a man…

Pain of penetration…

Disgusting, horrific pleasure in shameful submission…

Her heart skipped beats within her chest as time slowed then snapped back again once Mark’s hand touched her shoulder. She flailed wildly at him, and he ducked covering himself, falling back and cowering as she screamed in terror crouching onto the floor with hands held over her head like an earthquake drill.

He stared at her wide-eyed and confused for a moment before she spoke up “I… I can’t get… pillows out of my closet.”

“I’ll get it.” Mark said quietly.

He reached in and retrieved a pillow before looking back down at where she cowered on the floor shivering. The scene felt disturbingly familiar to him, and he muttered “fuck. I’m so sorry.”

“Don’t stand there.” Mary replied.

Mark quickly hobbled back around to his elected side of the bed and Mary slowly rose to her feet wiping away tears.

“I never meant to do this to you.” Mark quietly muttered.

“What did you mean to do to me?” Mary hissed back angrily.

Silence filled the room thick as trauma while Mark placed a pillow on the bed.

“I… don’t know.”

“You don’t know?”

“I didn’t have a plan. I didn’t even really have a thought. I just… did it. I honestly don’t know why.”

“You will have to give me a better answer than that tomorrow.” Mary said.

“I don’t know if I’ll ever have one.” Mark murmured as he slid on to the thinnest sliver of her bed that he could perch atop having only kicked off his shoes to accommodate sleep.

Mary looked at the hulking man taking up so much of her bed and gingerly crawled in on her side as well. Mercifully, Mark lay on his side facing away from her. Unfortunately, he took so much space that she had no choice but to touch him as she slid into a disturbingly physically intimate situation with her own rapist.  Tossing and turning brought grunts of annoyance from Mark as Mary could not find suitable purchase on the small bed.

She lay on her back for a while before reaching up and opening the window over their heads to let in the rain-sweet autumn air. “still can’t sleep.” She grumbled.

Finally, Mark felt a warm hand reach over to his side and Mary curl against his back.

“What are you doing?” He grunted at her as he felt her warm breasts press against his back and his hips curl against his buttocks.

“It’s the only way we fit.” Mary replied.

“What happened to…”

“I’m not hurting you and we’re not having sex.” Mary said as she felt the warmth of his body pressed against her own. For the first time in a week, she felt her heart rate start to lower as the steady throb of his heart pounding in his chest reverberated against her own. 


“Oh, my god, this helps.” Mary muttered. 

“Huh?”

“For the first time in a week… I know exactly where you are. You’re not stalking me, you’re not hiding in the corners, you’re right here…in my arms” Mary whispered into his ear. She shuddered and continued “please, Mark. Just stay still. I haven’t slept in a week and I’m so tired. God, I just need one night of peace. Please let me have it.”

“Okay, just, don’t hurt me. Understand?”

“Of course.”

Once again…

She cowered there before him.

He felt the metal cuffs biting into his wrists.

Pinned to the ground gasping for breath.

Tears streamed down his face as he looked up at her maniacal face while she swung her belt down on him.

Feeling her legs forced open, rising nausea at her vulnerability.

Sharp prickles along his cock as she slid the Artemix into place.

Penetration…

Mary couldn’t understand why Mark would be screaming while she was the one getting raped as Mark tried to remember when he had been blindfolded in the darkness. Agonizing pain shot through Mark’s crotch once more as Mary pulled her hand back from where she had mindlessly clung onto his cock in the dark.

Darkness engulfed them both in the unlit room as grunting pants filled the air as a brutal struggle between the two raged under the worst of pretexts. Mary opened her mouth to scream, but soon found the carpeted floor flying up to meet her as she tumbled off the side of the bed. Likewise, Mark spilled over onto his side shouting before rising up to see the girl of his nightmares staring back at him from across the bed. Both screamed and backed away gasping in terror.

“Why did you lie to me?” Mark growled out.

“What the hell are you talking about!?”

“You said you wouldn’t hurt me.”

“I didn’t! You were trying to have sex with me!”

“How the fuck could I?”

“I don’t know, you were spreading my legs and touching me… you fucker trying to rape me again!”

“I wasn’t! You were the one squeezing my cock!”

Mary took a deep breath and let her head slump forward onto the bed.

“This was a bad idea, Mary.” Mark grunted out.

“Just a minor hiccup… in the process.” Mary panted back. She looked up blearily at him saying “we try again.”

“Fine but this time you’re in front.”

“What? You think I’m going to let you push up against my ass?”

“You think I’ll trust you’re grabby pain hands around my body?”

Mary grumbled “fine.”

Reluctantly, the two of them climbed back into bed together. Mary shivered in terror as she felt the same arms which had once pinned her to the floor now wrapped gently around her body.

“Oh God, oh god, don’t…”

“Shhh…” Mark shushed into her ear. She felt his body slide up against her back, but he kept his crotch away from her buttocks.

“I won’t hurt you. You don’t hurt me. We get some sleep. Okay?” he said to her.

“Okay.”

Terror

Fear

Anxiety

Concern

Wakefulness

Calmness

Tiredness

As the minutes ticked by and Mark made no further move, Mary’s heart rate began to fall once more. She felt his arm draped about her waist but the dangerous hand neither raised to trespass against her breasts nor lowered to molest her pussy. Rather it lay flat on the bed in front of her and as time passed trust that Mark spoke truth in his words grew within her heart. She was about to drift to sleep when a violent pounding roused her.

“Mark!” She hissed into the darkness, but Mark only grunted “What the fuck?”

The pounding came again, loud, violent from the front door followed by a bellow which turned the blood in both their veins to ice.

“POLICE! OPEN UP!”

“You called the fucking cops anyhow!” Mark growled at her.

“I didn’t call them. Did you? Jesus fucking Christ, Mark, on your fucking high horse about me torturing you, you’re the one who fucking raped me.”

More banging and shouts from downstairs.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck…” Mark chanted as Mary rolled out of bed saying, “tell me the truth, did you call them?”

“No.”
 

Mary shook her head saying, “then why the fuck are they here?”

“OPEN UP OR WE’RE BREAKING THE DOOR DOWN!”

“Shit!” Mary said, heading towards the staircase.

“Wait, you’re going to let them in?” Mark asked as he followed behind her hobbling as quickly as he could.

“I don’t have a choice, Mark.”

Mary flicked lights on as she went, trying to make the place look less suspicious as she went. The bowed ridge of a state trooper’s hat peaked over the glass paneling just above her door and she squinted suspiciously at this as she pulled the door open. Mark stopped short in the hallway right as Mary opened the door. A male cop, at least six-foot-eight stood on the front stoop. A well-trimmed brown mustache decorated his face, and he furrowed dark eyebrows in suspicion. His jaw looked so square; Mary pondered if it could cut glass. He wore a badge with the inscription “Officer Masson.” He stood alongside an olive-skinned female cop who barely cleared five feet herself. A thin tendril of curly, black hair spilled from her policewoman’s cap across her face dangling just in front of her left eye where her long eyelashes jostled it about with her every blink. Lush, sensual lips protruded sweetly from her face, and she filled the police uniform beyond its recommended capacity with a prominent bosom that threatened the very life of the top several buttons of her shirt. A badge, tipped almost oblique along the upper edge of her bosom, read “Officer Cortez.” The tools and weapons clasped about her waist jostled as she shifted her wide, sensual hips. Behind them stood an overweight young brown-haired woman in too small of jeans and a tight sweater with earbuds in her ears. She clung onto a cell phone clearly recording the interaction and seemed to be speaking quietly to someone on the other side of the earbuds.

It took Mary several moments to compose herself as she asked “Uhh…what seems to be the trouble… officers?”

The man jerked his head over to the young woman with wireless earbuds and pulled out a thin notebook from his pocket saying, “A walker her claims to have heard…she said it sounded like the panicked screams of a woman being raped and a deathly sounding thud like that of a murder… coming from this location.”

“I’m not a walker. My name is Samantha Luce.” The young woman interrupted. Cortez turned to her saying “You should leave, Ma’am, and let us do our job.”

“Are you kidding? I finally encounter a real-life criminal act and you’re telling me to leave. No way! My podcast listeners are going to love this.” 


Cortez groaned and rolled her eyes as Masson spoke to Mary saying, “Is this the residence of Mary Kern? 

“Yes… that’s me.” Mary replied quietly. Cortez looked to Mark saying, “and you are?”

“Uh… Mark Holson.”

Masson asked, “Do either of you have any information regarding the sounds coming from this location?”

Mary chuckled nervously and reached up to start playing with her hair as Masson leaned over her. She stared up at him and her mouth instinctively fell open as she tripped over her tongue stammering “Uhh… no…no nothing happened here.”
 

“Bullshit.” Samantha called out. She flipped her phone over saying “I got it recorded right here.”

Mark and Mary glared daggers at her as she swiped through some options to play a distant, tinny recording of their mutual screams followed by garbled wind-blown silence and Mary’s voice “I don’t know, you were spreading my legs and touching me… you fucker trying to rape me again!” followed by Mark “I wasn’t! You were the one squeezing my cock!”

The cops looked at Samantha and then back to Mary and Mark with suspicious frowns. “Are we going somewhere tonight, Mr. Holson?” Cortez asked Mark.

“No. Why would you…”

“Do you always sleep fully clothed like that?” Cortez asked, putting her hands on her hips and scowling.

Mark stammered trying to find an answer.

“He seems to well-dressed to hide a body.” Samantha called out.

Masson turned to her saying “I thought we told you to leave.”

“Hey, I’m a very important witness. You two wouldn’t even be here if it wasn’t for me catching these deviants in the most exciting and delicious act of…”

Everyone, cops and suspects alike, glared at Samantha as she stammered out saying “…doing…whatever it was that they were doing?”

Mary waved her hand saying “sorry to have bothered you officers but we’re fine so there’s no reason to…”

“You see what I see Cortez?” Masson nodded towards Samantha’s kitchen.

“Is that blood?” Samantha squealed in excitement.

“No, that’s just… uh…” Mary stammered out and Mark picked up “I…uh… had a small accident. We didn’t quite get all of it cleaned up.”

The cops stared at Mark for a moment while Samantha began dancing in a delightful circle.

“We’re going to need to take a look around.” Masson grunted out. He and Cortez bullied their way in through the door as Samantha came bounding in behind them. Masson stepped into the kitchen as Cortez wandered over to the living room searching through it. Samantha ran up to Mary and Mark with a gleam across her face saying “Sorry to do this to you guys. I’m a huge fan of criminals and it’s a significant personal and professional privilege to meet you.”

Mark grumbled “We’re not criminals.”

“No, of course not. But, first, I just need an exclusive, first of its kind interview with…”

“Mrs. Kern, can you explain what I found in the trash here?” Masson called out from the other room. Mary’s face went pale, and her lower lip trembled as she slowly followed Masson’s voice to the kitchen. Mark hobbled along behind her, but Cortez called out from the living room “Mr. Holson, I have a question for you.”

Reluctantly, Mark and Mary parted ways leaving Samantha standing there unable to choose who to follow for her next juicy lead. She finally opted for Mary following along behind meeting up with Masson who had donned a pair of nitrile gloves and held up a blood-streaked piece of plastic matting. Meanwhile, Cortez tapped at a steel ring sunk into the floorboards with her toe “interesting interior decorating choice here, don’t you agree, Mr. Holson?”

Mark looked where she tapped the ring and then back at Cortez who wore a stark, unreadable face. “I…uh…suppose it is. It’s Mary’s place so…”

“And the manacles sitting over under the table there are hers too? Why would she be talking about you raping her?” Cortez gritted her teeth as she stepped in close to Mark growling “think you’re a big man, chaining down girls in their own homes and raping them?” Losing her professional cool, Cortez shoved Mark and he grunted in pain, collapsing to the floor. The push did not warrant nearly that response as Mark trembled in agony as Cortez’s eyes went wide. She grabbed the hem of his shirt and jerked it upwards seeing the cuts and welts across his skin.

“What the fuck?” She muttered.  She looked into Mark’s eyes and then grabbed his hand inspecting the red rings around his wrist as her eyes grew soft. She whispered intimately “oh, my god. She wasn’t the one chained down. You were.” Cortez placed a finger on one of Mark’s welts and he squirmed, and she pulled it away saying “…did she do this to you?”

Cortez leaned in, weapons jostling about her hips as she knelt over Mark so close that he could smell the faint whiff of exotic perfume on her skin. Mark silently nodded, but said “it’s not… what it looks like?”

Cortez placed a warm hand on his chest saying “You’re right. I’m sorry, I completely misread the situation. This isn’t rape, it’s confinement and abuse. How long has she been holding you here?” Mark shivered in silence, looked into her warm, powerful brown eyes as she continued, “Mark, I can get you out of here. Just say the word.” Cortez grabbed his chin and said firmly “I know you’re scared, but I promise you, I will make sure that she never hurts you again.”

Mark shivered with his eyes wide in fear. Cortez frowned slightly saying “I’m sorry you ran into a psycho, just understand not all of us women are like her, understand? I can protect you. You’ll be safe with me.”

“We got blood here!” Masson called out from the other room. Cortez leaned back from where she knelt over Mark to peer around the corner seeing Masson holding up the bloody sheet and Mary absolutely distraught with tears rolling down her eyes.

Cortez looked at the sheet then back at Mark saying “you don’t look that badly hurt. Anyone else here?” Mark shook his head.

“Are you injured anywhere else?”

Mark’s heart pounded heavy in his chest as Cortez’s eyes descended along his belly to his crotch then flickered back up to his face. Before Mark could react, Cortez quickly unbuckled his pants and spread open his underwear revealing his heavily bandaged cock. She looked aghast back into Mark’s face as he sheepishly bowed his head. She muttered “Pinche Cristo... what crazy fucking bitch would ruin a perfectly good manhood like this?”

Masson called out “Cortez? Get anything from Mr. Holson?”

“I know where your blood came from. That’s for sure.” Cortez called out rising to her feet.

“It was play.” Mark sputtered out.

Cortez looked down at him in shock. Mark gritted his teeth as Masson pulled Mary towards the living room along by her elbow.

“What?” Cortez demanded as Mark shuffled his pants back closed.

“We were doing… um… BDSM play. It got a little out of hand but… I’ll heal.” Mark said slowly rising to his feet.

Cortez gasped pointing to his crotch “this was consensual?”

Mark nodded. Cortez flashed a glance at Mary and then back to Mark as she stepped in quickly. He felt Cortez’s hot breath on his chest as she looked up at him with her wide, brown eyes.

“You let her torture you like this? She is not that good looking.” Mark squinted at her as she continued wryly with a coy smile. She stepped in close, letting her breasts press in against his chest as she continued, “you should know, there are women who would sleep with you and not shred your manhood like this.”

“I… know.” Mark muttered back weekly. Masson shoved Mary into the living room as Samantha nearly bounced up and down in excitement filming everything with her phone.

“The blood?” Masson demanded.

Cortez took a step back and gestured towards Mark saying “his.”

Masson blinked as he looked between Cortez and Mark.

“Accident?”

Mary shivered as tears poured down her face which lay locked in a contorted aspect of judicial terror.

“BDSM play… got out of hand. I’m fine. Sorry, officers, no crime here. It was consensual.”

“BDSM?” Masson asked gritting his teeth in a cringe.

“Oh my god, that’s hot as hell.” Samantha crooned out. She squinted and said “but wait? Does that mean there wasn’t a crime?”

Cortez sighed and nodded to Masson saying, “Mark says it was consensual.”

“Where’s he even hurt?” Masson asked.

Cortez lifted her hand and jabbed a finger sideways towards Mark’s crotch.

Masson instinctively cringed and bent slightly forward covering his own manhood as Samantha’s eyes lit up “can I get a picture of it?”

“No!” Mark grunted back.

“Consensual?” Masson hissed out to Mark.

Mark nodded and then looked into Mary’s eyes where she stood stopped over and trembling.

“This…uh… is kind of embarrassing.” Mark said to the officers.

Cortez pulled out a notepad from her pocket and scribbled something on it as Masson released his grasp on Mary’s arm saying “well, no crime, I guess. Have a… night.” He said to the two of them conspicuously skipping over the word ‘nice.’ As Cortez walked by, she slapped the piece of paper against Mark’s chest. He pulled it away and looked at it seeing a series of digits.

“Is this a ticket?” He whispered to her.

“My number. Personal, number, that is. Feel free to be in touch… but… after you heal. Okay?” Cortez said with a wink as she walked away leaving Mark to quickly fold and pocket the number.

“Wait? Nobody got murdered then? Not even one little rape!?” Samantha chimed out in annoyance. Both Mark glared at her as Mary hugged herself. Samantha rolled her eyes and headed for the door muttering “nothing interesting ever happens to me.” She stepped on through and out into the night leaving Mark and Mary alone.

They stood in ponderous silence for a moment before Mary quickly stepped over, shutting and locking her front door against further intrusions. Mary turned to Mark with her body still trembling in terror.

“Why?” Mary asked.

“Why what?”

“Why did you protect me?” she wiped her eyes.

She continued more softly, “after what I did to you.”

“I’m not sure.”
 

“Mark, please, for fuck’s sake, make sense for once in our god damn lives!” Mary shrieked before falling to the ground sobbing.

“Fuck, I could feel it... cold shackles around my wrists, bumps in the road as I sat in the back of their patrol car…”

Mary’s face contorted as she continued “…my mother glaring at me from the audience at my trial. Knowing her little baby grew up to be a criminal.” She shivered and crumpled to the floor.

Mark stood in silent thought for a moment as she sobbed. He closed distance and crouched in front of her.

“That is how I felt.” He whispered to her.

She looked up at him through red-rimmed, terrified eyes. He continued “I feared the cops at my door every second. I felt hunted, terrified… guilty.”

“And this whole time I thought you were celebrating, bragging to some other men, planning to do it to me again.”

“No.”

He reached down a hand to her, and she looked at it and back up to him. He said, “let’s go to bed. I’m tired.”

Mary nodded and let him help her to her feet. Once more her townhouse succumbed to darkness as they flicked electric lights off one at a time. For a moment they played a foolish game calling out to one another in the dark before finding each other in the dark. Mary wrapped an arm around Mark’s waist and together they ascended the staircase.

“I’m sorry that I raped you, Mark.”

“I’m sorry that I raped you, Mary.”

“Mark? What time is it?”

Mark’s eyes fluttered open slowly and for a few, brief moments, happiness entered his heart. Sunlight dappled in through Mary’s window as the wind blew by outside, fluttering the trees, filling them with sounds like that of the ocean and causing shadows to dance along Mark’s face as he lay on her bed. The pain didn’t seem so bad today and Mark pondered if perhaps he had healed already. This hopeful thought filled his mind up until the second he moved…

…and everything hurt.

Mark groaned painfully as Mary rolled out of bed saying “oh, holy shit, we slept in late.”

“It’s Saturday. Who cares?” Mark grumbled.

“No, but I had a whole weekend planned with you.”

“What?” Mark gasped out in shock.

Mary pointed at the time on her phone. Somehow three-am had turned into three-pm and she said, “we wasted twelve whole hours.”

Mark squinted at the phone and back to her. “Twelve hours of what?”

“Of…” she started.

“Mary, I lied to the cops to protect you. You made me feel just as horrible as you felt, and you felt the guilt of crime like I did. We literally apologized to each other last night for the rape and slept side-by-side throughout the morning.” Mark shook his head saying, “that’s all there is to it, right? I mean…” He huffed and said with his face contorting in fear “…we’re done. We have to be. Just say we’re even now so I can go home.”

“Well, we wasted a lot of time for what I had planned by sleeping so late. I had several poems I had written for you in the wake of my rape that I expected you to listen to, but you can still take me out on a date.”
 

“Huh?”

Mary sat down on the side of the bed saying “A nice, proper date, that is. Fancy restaurant and a romantic movie. Let me coif my hair up and take me out to show me off in front of everyone.”

Mark shook his head incredulously, “Why?”

She pressed her chest forward and threw her shoulders back saying, “I want you to romance me, seduce me, what do the kids call it these days, give me the Rizz.”

“I thought we were done.” Mark groaned but his groan descended into a whimper as he pleaded “just let me leave.”

“Not until you return-”

“What I fucking stole! Yes, I know, and you know what. I fucking can’t! Okay?” Mark shouted out as he stumbled out of bed and back onto his feet. He remained hunched over slightly in pain as he continued “you got your revenge, we’re fucking done.”

“I don’t want just revenge!”

“Then what the fuck do you want?”

“You!” Mary shrieked out glaring at him with eyes wide in passion.

She trembled emotionally as she continued “I lost you, Mark. Even when you were raping me, I couldn’t stop thinking about how you could never be my friend again after this.”

“And you think forcing me to endure torture at gunpoint is going to get me back?”

“Yes. I had to because that was the start. Only because I did that could we have grown as close together as we did last night.” Mark grabbed his shoes and started towards the door as Mary jabbed an accusatory finger at him saying “I had to hurt you so that we could begin to rebuild this relationship. You know it to be true. You feel it, don’t you?”

Mark stopped at the door and turned to face her, “Feel what?”

“Freedom, Mark. Yes, your body hurts like hell but getting hurt by me lifted the pain of guilt off your chest. Nothing short of what I did would have worked.”

“Then why do I owe you anything more?”

“Because you also stole my honor.”

“No one knows but us and I sure as hell won’t tell anyone. Besides, you tortured the man that raped you. You made damn sure that I’ll never even think of you sexually ever again. Your honor is returned in full.”
 

“That isn’t honor for a woman.” Mary spat back. She gestured between them saying “when a woman has sex with a man, he should at least buy her dinner.” She panted as complex emotions welled within her. She brought a hand to her chest saying “He should at least…like her… he should…” Her voice grew quite as she continued clutching a hand to her chest as she continued with a hint of romance in her voice, “…love her.”

Mark stepped in closer to Mary and set his shoes on the bed. He placed his hands on her shoulders, and she looked up at him with tears glistening in her eyes “You got your revenge, you lost the man. You always could only have one.”

“I would have given it to you willingly.” Mary replied softly.

She nodded towards him continuing “if you had just put in the effort, took me on some dates, bought me some flowers, let me know that you loved me, planned a future together… you could have had me. I would have given it to you if you had just treated me like a fucking human being. Why, Mark, why!?”

“Drunk!”
 

“That’s an excuse! I need to know why you thought it was okay to just fucking rob me of my sexuality, my honor, my womanhood.”

“I knew it wasn’t okay.” Mark huffed back letting go of her shoulders and stepping away.

He gritted his teeth and continued “I knew it was a crime. I lost something too that night.”

“Yes, your fucking guilt.”
 

“No, my virginity.”

Mary blinked at him.

“What?”

Mark turned his hand upward and said “well, who else do you think I’ve had sex with?”

“No, no… I was your first?”
 

“Yes.”

Mary’s face contorted in shock as she said “but… all through college.”

“Dreams and my right hand, that’s all I’ve ever had before…” He bowed his head and sighed saying “…I couldn’t stand it anymore. Desire, curiosity, lust… whatever you want to call it. It’s been building inside of me ever since I was twelve. I had a painful, rock-hard erection in my pants all the time. Surrounded every day by beautiful women, large breasts, wide asses, soft eyes… parading around me every fucking day reminding me of what I can’t have. I felt myself drowning in a desert, starving at a buffet, thirsting on a lake… every day of my life.”
 

He swallowed hard and continued “I knew what I was doing was wrong. I knew I was committing a crime. But, after ten years of non-stop torment and a shit ton of alcohol… I didn’t fucking care. That’s why.” He jabbed a finger at her and sniffed back a tear saying, “I knew I was hurting you.” He lowered his hand and continued, “the girl I desired the most not because she was beautiful or sexy but because I legitimately liked who she was as a person. The girl who wanted me to be her safe little friend, but never her lover. Other girls may have tantalized my desire, but you… you broke my heart.”

Mary’s eyes hung wide open in shock as she slowly sat down on the realization settling in.

She muttered “I was a child.”

“That’s an excuse.” Mark replied.

She looked up at him as she continued stammering over her words, “Oh my god… you raped me out of revenge. I… expected lust…that would make sense. But you…you…” Her face contorted as she continued, “you did it out of pure malice... you actually wanted to hurt me.”

Mark sighed and picked up his shoes saying, “not enough to do it while I was sober.” He frowned and continued “but enough to take advantage of the opportunity of being drunk when my inhibitions were down, and my guard had dropped.”

“But… the plan B pills.” Mary said. She continued “did you get those because you felt guilty or was it something else?”

Mark thought about this and continued “Maybe guilt but… no… not just that. I… hated you enough to rape you but I didn’t hate you enough to make suffer the rest of your life from an unwanted child.”

Mary blew out a sigh and said, “I had no idea.” She shook her head sadly and continued “I had no idea you hated me for so long. Highschool was years ago. You’ve hated me this entire time?”

Mark nodded saying “a part of me did, yes. And now you have your answer.”

“So, are you happy with what you did to me?” Mary snorted out.

“No. It was the stupidest thing I’ve ever done in my life, and I’ve regretted it ever since.” Mark replied.

Mary shivered and nodded saying “a part of me feels better, hearing this from you, Mark. The part of me which has struggled the entire time to solve the mystery of my own rape feels better, relieved to have heard this from you. Now I know… it was straight up rape. A man who hates me assaulted me and hurt me.”

Mary shivered and continued “It was… normal… crime. Like any other crime in the newspaper. You hurt me because you hated me. That makes sense…”

She swallowed hard and continued “God damn it. The world makes more sense now.” She blinked and looked at Mark saying “thank you for giving me the reason why. But it wasn’t what I wanted.”

“What did you want?”

“I wanted to hear a love story.” Mary replied softly. She continued, “I wanted to think that you had been pining for me this whole time and that… you couldn’t hold it in any longer, but you felt too awkward to use your words. I wanted to date you, to open you up, to get a chance to build something between us the likes of which would be so majestic that this rape would be buried as an afterthought or something we could laugh about later.”

“You giggled as you beat me with a belt and joked in my face as you mutilated my penis.” Mark replied, coldly.

“I had to do those things.”

“Did you have to enjoy them?”

Mary looked up at him and squinted at him coldly for a moment before Mark shrugged and said “we’re enemies, Mary. We got our revenge on one another and are now even. I’m fine to leave it at that.”

“I’m not.”

“too bad.” Mark said as he turned to walk away.

He heard a gun cock behind him and looked over his shoulder at her. “Either you’re going to shoot me, or you won’t. Your mind is already made up.” Mark said.

Mary pulled the trigger.

Click

She stared down the barrel at him for a second.

“no bullets.” She said.

She lowered the gun saying, “I never was going to kill you. I wanted you to know that.”

“Thanks.”

“Please don’t make this the last time that I see you.” She continued. 

She sighed and said “I know we’re enemies but…”

“But, what?”

“I want to dream of more. I want to do something with you other than hurt each other.”

“You want me to be your friend?”

“I want to start somewhere.”

She tossed the gun down and waved her hands palms down as if pushing away everything that had happened saying “we meet up again but, this time: no chains, no gun, no Artemix… no pain. Okay. We just hang out, okay? We do something fun to create good memories between the two of us.”

“But I’ll always know how you feel about me. And you’ll always know how I feel about you.” Mark said, quietly.

“Please… next Friday. Just, come over. I swear. I won’t hurt you. I’ll make you a nice dinner and we can spend the evening watching movies and talking.”

“I can’t. I have a date that night.”

“You… have a date?” Mary asked incredulously.

Mark nodded and Mary gasped “But… but… how… I mean…you can’t date women.”

“Why not?”

“Because… you’re… you’re… mine.” Mary stammered out her eyes descending as she perceived the lunacy of the statement that sounded so much more sensible in her head than it did when spoken aloud.

“Yours?”

“Yes. you and I are…”

“Enemies”

Mary blinked at him in shock.

He stepped in close to her and continued, “I did a horrible thing in raping you. I was drunk and I regretted what I did immediately. You were stone cold sober and completely remorseless. You’re so fucking delusional that you actually believe that I’m going to take you on a fucking date and fall in love with you again. So, you can torture and reject me again? Mary, do you not realize how broken that worldview is? Just use logic.”

“But you love me.” Mary protested.

Mark shook his head and continued, “I fell in love with the idea of you. I never knew who you really were until last night. You need help, Mary, but I’m not going to be the one to help you. I’m going home. Don’t ever contact me again.”

Mary watched helplessly as Mark lumbered slowly and painfully down her hallway and out of her life.

Mary gasped and hung her head, “he fucking robbed me again” She whispered aloud to the hollow darkness within her soul. She drew several deep breaths trying to steady herself as she closed her eyes. She saw them, his eyes, staring up at her in terror. She felt the warmth of his skin beneath her as she shoved spikes into his cock. She heard the crack of leather against flesh and heard his whimpers and moans of pain and terror. She opened her eyes and swallowed hard.

So intense…

So powerful…

The memory felt so… delicious.

She quietly sat down on her bed and looked out her window. Bright yellow sunlight filtered in covering the headboard of her bed. She stuck out a lithe hand and caught a bit of it, letting it dance along her pale skin making it glow. The tortures of last night felt so far away and the terrors of the week prior seemed to exist in some ancient eons of the past. “Stop being selfish, Mary. You got to torture your rapist. Most women are not so lucky.” She looked out the window and sighed wistfully saying “I hate him.”

A ton of bricks lifted off her chest with those words.

She breathed in deeply and blew out the breath she hadn’t realized she had been holding inside her for years. A scowl crossed her face as she continued speaking to herself, “I fucking hate that smug bastard.” She nodded and said, “I defeated him, though. I got to hurt him. He got to know what it felt like for someone else to have their way with his body. I made him experience such horrors that he’ll never attack me again. I’m… safe.”

She peered through the window up at the blue sky saying, “He’s gone. I’m safe.” A soft smile spread across her face at those words. She wondered as she stared upward… had the sky always been that blue?

No matter how any weekend is spent, it always manages to end way too soon.

Cold fluorescent lights buzzed overhead as the microwave beeped.

“Mark?” Janine’s sweet, jovial voice sang out over the empty breakroom. Mark flashed her a small, sad smile and said “Janine, can we have lunch together? I must tell you something very important and very private.”

Janine stared out the repaired sheet of glass overlooking the city in shock as Mark finished his tale.

“Why did you tell me this?” she asked quietly.

“With where things left off between us, I felt that I owed you the truth.”

“Let me see if I got this right, the friend you hurt and had to repay… was a woman that you had raped.”

“Yes.”

“You… are admitting to me you… raped a woman. And we’re not talking back in college or some shit, we’re talking… a week ago.” Her voice trembled on the edge of panic.

Mark nodded.

“…and you spent this past weekend allowing her to torture you physically, emotionally, and sexually.” She spoke slowly making sure she had heard every part of the deranged tale correctly.

“Yeah.” Mark said as he hung his head sullenly.

Janine’s eyes narrowed as she spoke, “bullshit.”

“What?”

“Mark, do you think this is funny?” Janine snapped out accusingly.

“No. It really happened.” Mark protested.

“This… this is real fucking life, okay? Not some Amazon eBook. Stuff like this doesn’t happen in real life. I don’t know if you’re doing some dumb-ass TikTok trend or shit, but it’s not funny.”

“I’m not lying.”

“Show me.”

“Like… here… now?”

“Yes, you, lying asshole, this story of yours is not fucking funny. Either show me or get out of here and never talk to me again.”

“Okay. But, so we’re clear, you asked me to do this.” Mark said as he stood and unbuckled his pants. The wounds had healed to the point that his cock did not require to be fully wrapped in gauze but bloody marks through the bandage bespoke the wounds beneath as well as the now bluish-black bruises along the belted welt marks marring his chest and legs. Janine raised a hand to her mouth as she beheld his tortured body for a moment. She squinted and knelt down reaching out to touch his tortured cock saying, “Jesus fucking Christ…” and gently took his cock in her hand making him wince in fear before she withdrew her hand back.

Janine rose to her feet and wrapped her arms around herself. She pursed her lips thoughtfully and said “You can feel it, right? Your cock that is. I know pleasure but… men can feel pain in their cocks too.”

“Yes.”

“That had to hurt like hell.” Janine whispered back.

“It did.” Mark said zipping his pants carefully and sitting back down on one of the couches. Janine lifted her hand and began to point to him as if to say something but stopped herself and flexed her fingers back and forth several times saying “just… give me a second. There’s a lot to process here.”

“Take as much time as you need.”

Janine paced back and forth for a moment. “How… did you rape this Mary girl…woman…?”

“How?”

“Did you use a gun? Did you tie her up?”

“No. I was way too drunk to do anything planned. I just pushed her down and pushed myself inside her.”

“And… then you went to a pharmacy and purchased a plan B pill for her?”

“Uhh… yeah.”

Janine scrunched up her nose in an unimpressed manner “I’m sorry, but this doesn’t sound like a very… rape-y kind of rape.”

“She didn’t consent. And…I did choke her.” Mark offered up.

“Did she pass out?”

“Uh… no.”

“Then you were just being kinky. Besides, some of us like getting choked during-” Janine cut herself off and shook her head continuing.

“She, on the other hand, chained you down at gunpoint…”

“Unloaded gun”

“You didn’t know that… she chained down at gunpoint, beat you with a belt, put a spike device inside herself and then… forced you inside her?”

Mark nodded. Janine made gagging sounds and shivered. “Who the fuck does that to a person? How you like… I don’t know…. Upright, talking, alive…er… I mean… shit. If I had a cock and someone did that to me, I sure as hell wouldn’t have shown up for work on Monday.”

“It was bad. I won’t lie. But… I deserved it.”

“No, you didn’t!” Janine snapped back
 

“Janine, I’m a man who raped a woman.”

“Yes, but you’re also a human being. You got drunk and did something stupid. You just made a mistake or…”

“I raped a woman.” Mark said quietly but firmly.

Janine stopped pacing and looked down at the floor “I just have a really hard time believing it, Mark.”

“It happened. I shoved her onto the ground. Pulled her panties to the side, and pushed myself inside her. God, if I could go back in time and stop myself… I wish I could.”

Janine sat down on the couch opposite him and said, “I need to stop fantasizing.”

“Huh?”

“Just… it sounds kind of romant-” Janine clenched her jaw. She reminded herself that this wasn’t one of her romance novels about a cocky billionaire having his way with the naive heroine. Mark’s demeanor, his guilty look, his torture scars borne from his violent victim…

This was real life.

She sat in front of a man that had committed a serious crime.

Janine closed her eyes and continued more formally, “it was an attack. She must have been terrified.” She pointed a finger at Mark saying “what you did to her was wrong. I’m not denying that. Still…”

She gestured towards his crotch saying “…this… her using pussy spikes to stab your cock while pantomiming sex with you is absolutely deranged. Normal person would have called the police and you would be in prison but… that seems too much. I mean… well… how many hours did you spend raping her anyhow?”

“Uhh…I guess about five minutes.”

Janine gritted her teeth and raised an eyebrow asking, “you finished in only… five minutes?”

Mark sighed and said, “this isn’t about my sexual performance, okay? We’re talking about the most horrible thing I’ve ever done in my entire life.”

She stood back up and paced for a bit.

A criminal.

A pervert.

A predator…

“Why didn’t you rape me?”

“Huh?”

“I did everything a woman is supposed to not do. Be alone with a man she doesn’t know. Dress promiscuously…” She gestured towards her own alluring top and prominent cleavage as she continued “…lead a man on. Jesus, Mark, I came up here with you alone, flirted with you… I even hugged you, Mark. I brought a rapist alone to somewhere that no one could hear me scream and I hugged him.” She knelt in front of him getting on his level as she continued, “I practically served myself up on a platter for a rapist. I did everything wrong.” She cocked her head to the side inquisitively and asked softly, “why did you spare me?”

“I wasn’t going to rape you. I…” Mark huffed and shook his head continuing “We’re talking about the worst mistake of my life I made while I was drunk. I regretted everything I had done to Mary. I sure as hell wasn’t going to repeat it.”

“But… did you want to?”

“No.”

“you wanted to have sex with me though?”

Mark gritted his teeth and looked away sheepishly as Janine said “hey.”

He looked back at her, and she said, “Just be honest. You said you owed me the truth. You took advice from me last week with no context. I agree, you owe me the truth and I want to hear it. Not just about you and her. I want to know the truth about you and me. Did you want to have sex with me?”

“Yes.”

“But… consensual, right?”

Mark nodded.

Janine took this in quietly. “So, you were sexually attracted to me, we hugged, and I said, ‘let’s stop’… did you want to rape me at that point?”

“No.”

“because of the police?”

“because rape is wrong. What I did was horrible.”

“and… what about her, Mary, that is. She was different, right? Or was it just because you were drunk?”

“Alcohol definitely played a role but, ultimately, it was my decision.”

Mark looked intimately into Janine’s eyes. He nodded and continued “A long time ago, I thought I was in love with her. She turned me down but we stayed… friends… I suppose. I thought I had moved on, but I had apparently carried that pain and resentment along with me all these years.”

Mark swallowed hard as he continued, “it wasn’t just… sex. I learned that I had hate festering inside of me for so long that I didn’t even realize it anymore. I hurt her because I wanted to.” Mark shuddered as he looked down sniffing back a tear. He felt a warm hand placed on his shoulder. He grimaced and looked up at Janine.

He did not expect to see empathy… but she bore it, nonetheless.

“What I did to her, Janine, oh god I wish I could not have done it.”

“Shhh…” Janine shushed back.

“You learned something about yourself from this. Didn’t you?” She continued speaking, thoughtfully.

Mark nodded.

“And you didn’t like what you learned.”

Mark shook his head.

“I can’t dismiss you as a monster.” Janine said quietly. She squinted and said “I should. I should just hate you. I should run away from you. I should…” She sighed and continued, “but you went back. You faced your victim. Criminals don’t do that. Rapists sure as hell don’t hand themselves over to their victims to give them revenge. I suppose that’s part of the reason I can’t throw you away so easily. Earlier, you had mentioned you learned something about Mary this weekend. What was it?”

Mark thought about this for a moment before replying “I didn’t learn so much from the fact that she hurt me back… I expected revenge… but I did learn some things about her by how much she enjoyed it. The way she giggled as she drove spikes into my flesh. The squeals of delight as she beat me…” Mark shuddered and hung his head saying, “I didn’t expect her to enjoy it as much as she did.”

Janine swallowed hard and nodded “I imagine it probably felt pretty good for her to get revenge. God knows a girl so traumatized probably relished the sense of control.”

“that and what we did afterwards.”

“Afterwards?”

“Well, she kept saying that I had to return what I stole. I kept thinking about the advice you gave me last Friday. I apologized and assured her that it would never happen again, but she still demanded that I return what I stole. I couldn’t figure out how to return to her what I had stolen beyond just letting her have her revenge on me, right?”

“So, what more did she want?”

“She wanted me.”

“you?”

“After she tortured me, we watched a movie together.”

“What?”

“Yeah, I thought that was weird too.”

“Wait. She was just like… ‘Hey don’t bleed on my couch while I pop a DVD in?’”

“Well, it was on Netflix but…”

“You understand my point.” Janine snapped back.

“Yeah. It was pretty much bandage my wounds, plop me on a couch, watch Pride and Prejudice.”

“Pride and Prejudice?”

“She said it helped her after she had been raped. Now that I had been raped, I mean, according to her that is, then I should enjoy it or something. I never understood.”

“Of course, you couldn’t understand.”

“Yes, I know. I can’t understand because I’m not a woman.”

“No, you can’t understand because you’re not a fucking psychopath. Mark, who the hell watches a movie with someone they just sexually tortured? I’m thinking this girl had problems long before you raped her.”

“I’m thinking that too. She also wanted me to take her out on a date afterwards. She said I should woo and seduce her.”

“While still bleeding from wounds in your cock that she had done to you?”

“Yeah.”

Janine looked off thoughtfully for a while and asked, “how many hours did she rape you?”

“Do you include while we slept together and when the cops showed up or…”

Janine waved her hands saying “Everything. How long were you in her presence against your will?”

“Six to about four…”

“hours?

“Np, six PM to four PM… so… about twenty-two hours.”

Janine rose to her feet and stepped away. She looked out the window in silence. Her body seemed to shiver as she trembled lightly.

“I am sorry to tell you these things. I felt you deserved to know the truth. If you want me to leave and never bother you again-”

“No.” Janine said firmly.

She looked over her shoulder at him. “I’m just thinking about my own rape.”

“Yours?”

“Nothing so dramatic as what you describe her. I woke up on Sunday morning in the backyard of a fraternity house, naked from the waist down.” Janine said quietly. She shivered and continued, “I… never found out who had spiked my drink or what had happened. I just walked back to my dorm. Made a trip to the student health center… and… went on with my life.”

“I’m so sorry that happened to you.”

“I often wondered what I would have done to the cowardly piece of shit that had raped me. I fantasized about revenge, but generally assumed I would just turn him over to the cops. I could have never dreamed of anything as bat-shit crazy as what she did to you. I never got the cathartic release she received. I never had the intimate, personal relationship with the man that raped me.” Janine scoffed saying “ ‘man’… probably some dumb ass frat boy. Regardless, to torture someone like that and turn around and demand that they love you is just…”

Janine squinted and asked, “do you still love her?”

“No.”

“You did though. Didn’t you? You loved her enough to let her hurt you any way she wanted to.”

“I thought I did. I loved the idea of her, the picture I had of her in my head. I learned quite a bit this weekend. I’m not vengeful. I’m fine to let her live her life in peace, but I don’t want to be anywhere near her ever again. That probably sounds crazy after everything we’ve been through together.”

“You mean everything you put each other through, together. It’s not crazy to leave that situation at all. If anything, it’s the sanest thing you could do.”

Janine turned towards him and stepped one leg out to the side letting her wide, sensual hips block out the light from the window behind her as she said “after everything you’ve been through, I do have a question. Are you scared of us now?”

“Us?”

“Women, that is. Does looking at me, another woman, remind you of how she hurt you?”

“No. You’re different people. I honestly appreciated what you did for me last week. Everything. The advice, the hug, the reassurance… all of it. I know you only knew a small part of the story and that is my fault for withholding it from you but… looking at you, as a person, just reminds me of how you were there for me when I was traumatized and terrified by my own horrible actions.”

Janine gave Mark a small smile.

“We’re still on for Friday.” She announced.

“What? Really?”

Janine nodded “You did do a bad thing. Still, I believe that you’re a good man, Mark. Just don’t ever do it again.”

“Of course. I’m just surprised you’re still willing to go out with me.”

“This is going to sound pathetic but hugging you last Friday was the highlight of my entire week.” Janine said with a slight cringe.

“Me too.” Mark replied hopefully.

Janine continued “I’m willing to take a risk to experience that warmth, that closeness again. It’s a risk, Mark. Please, don’t make me regret doing this.”

“Of course not. I won’t hurt you if that’s what you’re afraid of, but it might still be an awkward and miserable date because… I’m kind of… uh…”

“What?”

“I’m not good at talking to women.”

Janine blinked at him in surprise for a few seconds and then began laughing. Her laughter spread and he chuckled along with her too. “And I have terrible taste in men. Maybe we’ll get along just fine.”

“Maybe.”

Janine stepped in close and sat down on the couch next to him. He felt the warmth of her body so close to his own. She bit her lower lip and said looking down at his crotch, “your umm… manhood… will heal, right?”
 

Mark nodded saying “Yes. It will take time.”

“Maybe that’s for the best.” Janine said thoughtfully. “That might force us to wait at least a little bit. We can spend the time getting to know each other first. If anything, it will make sure you don’t think I’m too easy…”

Janine gritted her teeth as her face blushed. She had just let the quiet part slip out loud.

“…shit. I shouldn’t have said that.” she muttered.

Mark leaned in and whispered gently in her ear, “it’s okay.” He gestured towards himself saying “I’m not going to be the one judging you on anything. Go ahead with what you were going to tell me.”

“If… and just so we’re clear I’m not making any promises, but, if we get to a point where things are going well and we feel ready to take things to the next level, I would like to be the one who takes your virginity. I don’t want you going through life thinking you lost your virginity to some horrible, alcohol-fueled mistake and definitely not by some deranged sexual torture from an angry psychopath. I want it to be consensual and… with me.”

“I would like that.” Mark replied.

Janine spread her arms and Mark leaned in to share a hug with her.

Filtered sunlight engulfed them both in the dead man’s corporate office of a criminal past as sighs of healing acceptance filled the air between them.
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